Hight to the Lonesome Place by Alexander Key

1
RUN FOR YOUR LIFE

RONNIE BEGAN HIS PERFORMANCE & the Re-gency that evening with hardly a thought that it
might be hislast public appearance. His day had started badly, and he had been haunted since breskfast
by the fear that something—something he didn't want to think about—was very wrong in his life. But a
curtain time, as usud, dl his worries vanished on the indant. Cur-tain time was a magicad moment when
evarything un-pleasant ceased to exid. It was the time when he turned into a prince and stepped forth
into a glittering world of amiling faces, dl beonging to hisfriends.

And they were his friends. They loved him. There was never any doubt of it, whether the city was
Lon-don, New York, or any of a dozen other places. There wasn't the least doubt of it tonight in New
Orleans when Jerry Dunn, the Regency's magter of ceremonies, announced in the microphone, "Here he
comes, folkg Get your questions ready. Ah, here he is, the wonder of the age—Ronnie Cleveland, the
incredible Blue Boy!"

The ingant applause that greeted him was deafening. And the warmth of it washed away the last
shreds of the day's darkness. He ran forth, a amdl, dender figure in blue—his shimmering blue suit was
exactly the same color as hismop of curly blue hair—and cried happily, "Helo, everybody! Hello, helo!
.. Thank you .. Thank you...”

He began on the piano, giving the suddenly breathless room a rallicking rendition of a favorite
tune, then broke off in the middle of it and asked, "Questions? Questions? Who has a question | can't
answer?' Smil-ing, he pointed to atal paper cap on the piano. "Whaoll make me wear the dunce cep?”

Scores of well-dressed diners wanted to match wits with him, and Jerry Dunn hurried toward the
nearest with the microphone. On theright atiny girl, seated between a bronzed man with white hair, and
a hand-some black-haired woman, stood up and waved her hand franticaly, but the master of
ceremonies did not see her. Ronnie could not hep naticing her, for she was the only very young person in
sght. There was something foreign about her, and she seemed entirdy out of place anong so many
oldgters.

Then his atention went to Jerry Dunn, who had stopped at a crowded table dominated by a
plump, bald-headed man. It was an obvioudy wedthy group.

"We're more interested in numbers” said the bald man. "Weve heard the Blue Boy can handle
them like a computer, and that he never forgets. So we have alittle test for him. Each of us here has a lig
of num-bers, big ones. Well take turns cdling them out, one a atime. When we finish, we'd like to see if
he can in-gantly give the tota for each group of numbers, the total for dl the groups, and then repest
every number and point out the person who cdled it."

"Wow!" Jerry Dunn exclamed. "What dyuh think he is—a genius?' When the laughter had died.
he glanced back a Ronnie and said, "That sounds like a rather tal order. How abouit it, Blue Boy?"

Ronnie ralled his eyes and reached for the dunce cap. He started to put it on, then hesitated. It
was the sort of test that, to his audience, must seem beyond the powers of any human being. But he had
solved hun-dreds of problems that were far more complicated.

“If I do it correctly,” he cdled to the bad man, "how much will you donate to the state home for
boys?’

"Will a thousand dollars suit you?!

"That won't go far in a state home" Ronnie re-minded him.

There was a quick consultation a the table. Then the bad man said, "Well make it ten
thousand.”

"Itsaded!" Ronnie cried. "Let's have the numbers”

He astonished them dl with the ease and speed by which he won the donation. The applause was
tremen-dous. His nimble fingers raced over the piano keys for a minute, then agan he asked for
questions.



Now Jerry Dunn became busy carrying the micro-phone from table to table. Questions poured
forth:

What's a trgpezium? a quagga? a pyx? Could he name the owners of Bucephdus and Traveler,
and tdl how many years apart they lived?. .

Ronnie had no trouble until the crding microphone reached the tiny girl who had been trying dl
the while to gain attention. He had decided she was Spanish, as was the dark-haired woman with her.
Her dmogt doll-like smdlness made it hard to guess her age.

"I have severd very important questions,” she be-gan, in ahigh clear voice. "Frg-"

"Just a moment, please” Jerry Dunn interrupted. It isn't often that we find young people like you
a the Regency. Would you mind tdling us your name and age, and alittle about yoursdf?'

"I am Ana Maria Rosdita Montoya de la Torre," she replied, her manner as grand as a duchess.
"l am not very old, but alady's age is a private matter, and you shouldn't ask about it. | am traveling with
the Sefiora Breton—she speaks no English, thank goodness—and the gentleman with us is Captain
Anders, of the Christobal Colén, the ship we are sailing on early in the morn-ing, as soon asiit is |oaded.
That is enough about me-"

“Not quite," the master of ceremonies ingsted. "You havent told us where you are from, Ana
Maria"

"I am cdled Ana Maria Rosdita, if you please” she sad firmly. "And | am from Santo
Domingo—though | am not going back, in spite of what some people think.” Turning, she looked directly
a Ronnie with cu-rioudy intent eyes that made him think of big black marbles. "Boy Blue, do you ever
seek advice from—from hechiceras?"

He blinked & her, and she hastened to add, "You speak Spanish, do you not, and know what
oneis?'

“ 94, sefiorita," hereplied, recdling his vocabulary. "It is a maker of spells, a sorceress.
not?"

"And surely you bdievein spdls and magic, do you not?’

Agan he was startled. But he remembered his audi-ence, and amiled quickly and said, "Why, |
couldn't possibly do without them. How do you think I'm able to answer dl the crazy questions folks ask
me? It takes lots of magic, beieve me!”

There was laughter, but his smdl questioner ignored it. Nor did she pay any dtention to the
Sefiora Breton, who was tugging at her worriedly, trying to make her st down.

"If magic is part of your life" she said, "then | do not have to warn you. Your hechicera must
have told you dready. But please be careful, Boy Blue. Be very, very careful.”

Ronnie thanked her in his best Spanish for her warn-ing, gave her a fine bow, then tried to forget
her so he could get on with his performance. The applause helped, as it dways did, and the find thunder
of ap-plause when he finished was enough to assure him that he had put in a good evening. It was
thunderous enough, in fact, to give hm a heady feding that stayed with him for some time after he
reached his dressng room. He was not immediaidy aware that no guard was on duty to protect him.

He changed from his blue slk suit to an ordinary brown one, drew a brown wig over his shock of
blue curls, and put on a pair of heavy, horn-rimmed glasses. Thus disguised—it was mainly to escape the
mobs of autograph hunters who hounded him everywhere—he dipped back through the hotel lobby to
the elevators. Severa people glanced at him curioudy, but no one immediatdly redlized thet the pale, thin
features under the glasses belonged to a face that had become familiar in nearly every country on earth.

It was not until he wasin the levator that he thought again of the tiny Spanish girl. He caught his
breath, feding delayed shock. Something was wrong, surely, and she had tried to warn him, but how had
she known about it?

Ronni€'s heady feding evaporated. His spirits sank as the elevator rose. By the time he stepped
out a the tenth floor, dl the vague fears that had haunted him earlier were back again, stronger than ever.

Suddenly he wished he had help. But where could he find it? Who was the person he could tak
to, and trust?



He dlenched his amdl hands and started unhagppily down the long, empty corridor. The very
emptiness of the place, a tha moment, reminded him how done and friendiess he actudly was. Being
Ronnie Cleve-land, the Blue Boy, made up for a great ded. But it wasn't everything. Other kids had
homes and families and friends and rdatives they could count on. He had only the Corporation. It
practicaly owned him. And there wasn't a soul in the whole outfit he could look upon as a friend. Not
even Gus Woolman, his manager or Peter Pushkin, his new tutor.

He paused a moment, recadling now that there had been no one on guard duty at his dressing
room. Sud-denly he wondered why not even Peter Pushkin had been there waiting for him. It didnt
matter, redly, ex-cept that Gus had made it clear that a tutor's duty, among other things was to act as
one of the persond bodyguards. The main one, actudly.

"What you gotta remember,” Gus had told Peter, "is that Ronnie is a mighty valuable piece of
property. You must never let im out of your Sght. Y ou're to travel with him, stay in the same hotd suite
with him, eat every med with him. Understand?'

Peter Pushkin, a bushy-haired young college teacher with something too icy in his eyes for
comfort, had nodded dowly while he fingered an arocious red goa-tee. "I understand,” he had sad.
"Naturdly, someone should dways be with him just to protect him from the public. That's obvious. But
you sound as if there could be trouble from other sources. Are you afraid of kid-nappers? Do you think
he'sin danger?’

“Aw, naw, nothing like thet," Gus had replied, d-most too quickly. "Anyhow, he's got two
regular bodyguards, so only a fool would bother the Blue Boy. But kooks are everywhere. Your job,
besides teaching him, is to keep your eyes open. You gotta be sort of abig brother to him, see?"

Cold-eyed Peter Pushkin wasn't quite the kind of big brother Ronnie had hoped for, but he had
never been lucky with his tutors. And he was certain now that Gus hadn't told Peter the whole truth.

But why? Where was the danger? When had it started?

Suddenly heredlized that dl the wrongness in hislife had redly begun back at the reformatory, on
the day Gus had discovered him.

Sharply in hismind rose avison of the hated place, so jammed with boys that half of them had to
deep on the floor. He didn't belong in the reformatory, for his only crime was being homeless. But there
hed been no other spot to put him. Gus had said, "I can use your memory, so I'll get you out of this hole.
But you gotta do exactly as we tdl you. That clear?"

Getting out and going to live in big Gus Woolman's plush apartment, was the most wonderful
thing that had ever happened to him. And dl he had to do in pay-ment was memoarize the accounts Gus
and his partner gave him. There was nathing to it.

He might dill be acting as their secret bookkeeper if Gus hadn't discovered he had other abilities.
There was the piano, which he speedily learned to play by ligening to records, and following that was the
excite-ment in school when it was found he could solve intri-cate mathemetical problems in less time than
ama-chine,

The astounded Gus had said, "It's time we dropped those accounts. They're playing out anyway.
Thekid gives me a new idea. Put him in a blue suit, give those cottony curls a blue rinse to dall 'im up,
then try 'im out with his brains and music at one of the clubs. If he goes, well hire a writer and a coach,
and hit the big spots. What d'you say, Waly?'

Waly Gramm, a thin, quiet man, had nodded dowly. “Hell make it. He's one in a billion. But
just to play it safe, let's have papers drawn up, and form a company to handle im."

"Yegh," said Gus. "We gotta protect our invest-ment.”

Thar investment, Ronnie knew, had been protected beyond their wildest dreams. Nor did they
ever agan bother with anything requiring memorized records. To the Corporation, the Blue Boy was
worth a hundred times as much.

But the old accounts weren't forgotten. Though his manager never mentioned them, certain names
were beginning to come up in the news these days, and the big man would seem to freeze whenever he



heard them. Then there was that curious matter of the extra money. The other day, when no one was
watching, Gus had dipped a heavy seded envelope into his hand, and sad quigly, "Tuck that in the
bottom of your zipper bag, and don't say anything about it. You may never need it, but it's a smart thing
to have alittle extra cash around.”

As he thought of it now, Ronnie shook his head and stopped abruptly afew feet from the door of
his suite. Why, redly, had Gus given him the money? It didn't quite make sense. He dready had a big
alowance, more than he could spend. Anyhow, Gus had dways seen to it that the Corporation paid for
whatever he wanted.

But he had been given extra cash. A great dedl, from the fed of the envelope.

Why?

Ronnie shivered, and moved dowly to his door. With the key in his hand he hesitated, strangdy
uneasy about entering. All a once he wished he could be down again in the crowded lobby. With people
around him he wouldn't fed so—so uneasy. But when he glanced over his shoulder at the digant area of
the devators, he knew he couldnt force himsdf to go back. Not through that long stretch of empty
corridor, where he had just been.

He heard an devator door open, and saw two men step out. At the same moment he was aware
of the faint ringing of one of the telephones in his suite. Why didn't Peter Pushkin answer it, or a guard?

Suddenly, swiftly, he unlocked the door, entered the suite's drawing room, and thrust the door
closed be-hind him. "Peter?' he cdled, "Joe? Hank?' Then, in rigng uneasiness, "Hey, where's
everybody?'

No one answered. The only sound was the steady ringing of the telephone over in his bedroom.
Heran to it and snatched up the receiver. “Hdlo?’

"Ronnie. Thank God you answered...” The voice, hoarse and gasping, belonged to Gus
Woolman, but it was bardly recognizable. Gus had been away dl day. "Ronnie, get your bag and get out
of there, fagt-"

"L-leave here?' he sammered, not immediately comprehending. "But—but where do | go?'

"Anywhere" Gus said hoarsdy. "Jud get going ... and don't tdl Peter or asoul. . . . You gotta
get out of there before you're caught. That bunch will kill you... Theyll be there in minutes. . . . Hurry. .

There was amuffled sound, a gasp, then slence.

Ronnie stood frozen, staring at the dead recelver. He was aroused from his trance by an
impatient knocking on the outer door. His heart contracted asif a cold hand had clutched it. That couldn't
be Peter or one of the guards outside. They would have let themsdlves in without knocking. And there
had been no onein the hdl but the men who had stepped from the elevator. Strangers. ..

A key scraped softly in the lock. It rattled fantly, was withdrawn, then again came the fant
scrape and rettle as if another key were being tried. In sudden hor-ror Ronnie remembered that he had
not taken time to put the safety chain in place when he entered.

All a once he hurled himsdf at the bedroom door, closed it and locked it. He ran to the closet,
snatched up the smdl zipper bag containing Gus Woolman's en-velope, and sped with it to the Sde door
opening di-rectly into the corridor. With his hand on the knob he paused a moment, ligening. Now he
could hear sounds in the drawing room behind him.

They had gotten in dready.

Trembling, he managed to ease his corridor door open. Making sure that the way was clear, he
tiptoed out and turned right toward the stairway. Panic caught up with him as he started downward, and
he began racing madly for the sefety of the Street, nine stories below.

2
DESTINATION UNKNOWN

AT THE FINAL TURN of the stairway, with the an-gle of the lobby in sght, Ronnie stopped
and dung to the banister, gasping for breath. In his entire descent from the tenth floor he had seen no



one, not even amaid or a deaning woman. But that was to be expected at this hour. The fact that he had
heard nothing behind him was not reassuring. The stairs were thickly car-peted. Even now the men could
be running to overtake him, only afloor or two away.

If they were after him, he had only seconds to spare. Somehow he mugt get through the lobby
unnoticed, and lose himsdlf on the Street.

As he started down the lagt few steps, he was shaken by the thought that a third man might have
been sta-tioned in the lobby to watch for him. In that case hiswig and glasses wouldn't hep a bit. If he
were the only young person around, he would be spotted immedi-adly.

At the edge of the lobby he paused just long enough to give the place a searching glance, then
turned left toward the sde entrance. He tried to wak naturdly and control his ragged breathing, but so
many people seemed to be looking a him that it was dmaost impos-sible not to break into a mad dash for
the street. A few paces from the entrance aman stepped in his path asif to stop him, and he bolted.

Outsde, in the wam New Orleans night, Ronnie continued to run as far as the corner, even
though he was not followed. The man, he redized, probably hadnt even seen him, but had merdy
stepped forward to greet afriend.

For a while he drifted with the crowd, too shaken by what had happened to be more than
vagudy aware that he was somewhere in that area known as the French Quarter. His mind was in a
daze; it was impos-sble to think whet to do. Never in hislife, not even in those hungry daysin the ghetto,
before the reforma-tory, had he fdt so completdly log.

If there was just some place to go, someone he could tak to. . .

His nodtrils caught the odors of food coming from an dl-night restaurant on his left. He stopped,
uncertain. He didn't fed hungry, but it was nearly midnight, the time when he usudly ate his evening medl.
If he went in and ordered something, it would at least give him a chance to st down a while. Then maybe
he could fig-ure things out.

Entering, he found a seat at the crowded counter. He started to order a hamburger, but decided
upon a ful dinner ingtead. The dinner would give m more time. While he waited for it, he glanced up
and saw his pale, thin face garing back a him from the mirror flanking the coffee urn. His heavy glasses
gave him a goggle-eyed look like a scared chipmunk. A tdltde wisp of blue under one ear caught his
atention. He was hadlily tucking it out of sght when he heard his name mentioned.

Ronnie dmost jumped from his seat, then he redl-ized that the man on his right was taking about
him to the waitress.

"Think he's redlly as smart as they say?' the man was asking her.

"Of course heis. Didn't you ever ssehimon TV?'

“Yegh, but there mugt be a trick somewhere. No kid that young—he can't be more than
twelve—"

“I've heard he's fourteen,” said a man farther down the counter "But he's smdl for his age. The
only tricky thing about imis that blue hair. | understand it's redly white"

“l don't care what color hishair is" the waitress put in He's got every right to wear it purple if he
wants to. Any boy smart enough to do the things he can do, and earn amillion dollars a year—"

"He earned twice that in his last movie" interrupted the second man. “A friend of mine knows a
gl who used to room with one of the Blue Boy's secretaries. Did you know that it takes fifteen
secretaries just to an-swer his fan mail ?"

"No!”

"Itsafact.”

Ronnie was grateful when the waltress left to take an order, and the talk about hm died. She
returned pres-ently, bringing his dinner, and said kindly, “You look kinda lost. Your folks awvay or
something?’

He nodded, unable to speak, and she said, "That's dl right. Just be glad you've got folks. Me, |
didn't have nobody but a good-for-nothing unde.”

At the moment he would have been willing to settle for any kind of relative, even if the kinship
offered only temporary shdlter. Still, he thought, the police could give him that.



While he picked at his food he considered going to the police, then decided not to—except, of
course, as alagt resort. Going to them wouldn't solve anything, and they couldn't protect him indefinitely.
Asfor friends. . .

He didn't know anyone in New Orleans, and of the hundreds of people he had met dl over the
world, there wasn't a one he could redly cdl afriend. The Corporation had seen to that. Of course, there
were potentid friends scattered about, and he would have been on his way to see one of them now had
any lived close enough. But most of them lived abroad.

Wel, why not fly abroad, say, to London? His pass-port was in the zipper bag with his money,
and there were at least three important acquaintancesin the London area who certainly would help him.

Then he redized it wouldn't work. He was too young, too smdl. If he went to the arport and
asked for aticket to any distant place, he would attract in-gtant attention. He would probably get the
ticket, but not until he had shown his identification and proved he wasn't some crazy kid trying to run
away from home.

No, he didn't dare take such a chance. The people who wanted him dead—and he had a preity
good idea who they were—would be able to trace him without the least trouble.

If only he were older, and bigger, he would have no red problem. He would be able to go
anywherein the country and just drop out of Sght for awhile. But to-night he couldn't even get a room in
a second-rate ho-tel without the risk of being discovered.

What was he going to do?

For the firg time since he had become the Blue Boy, Ronnie wished he wasn't so famous. It
meade hiding a thousand times more difficult.

Suddenly he thought again of the tiny girl from Santo Domingo who had tried to warn him during
the performance. What a strange time to warn anyone—unless she had known that trouble was aready
on the way. It seemed impossible. How could she, of dl peo-ple, have known anything? As for that slly
tak about gpdls and magic. . .

All a once he diffened, and dowly put down the fork he had been toying with. The solution to
his prob-lem was staring him squardly in the face. He swa-lowed as he saw the dangersin it, but it was
the only chance he had, and he knew he'd better move fast. Another hour might be too late.

But firg he ought to make sure about what had hap-pened.

Ronnie left a generous tip for the waitress, paid his bill, and hurried out to find a telephone. First
he called his hotd and asked the switchboard operator to ring Gus Woolman's room.

He waited, breathless, wondering if anyone would answer. He was a little shocked to hear Peter
Pushkin's voice in his ear.

“Mr. Woolman is not here)" said Peter. "But | am one of his associates. May | take the
message?’

Ronnie swallowed. "Peter," he began, "where's Gus? Have you any idea?’

"Ronnie” the tutor exclamed. "For heaven's sake, where are you?'

"Never mind where | am. What about Gus?'

"Gusis dead! He was shot in a phone booth trying to make a cal. The police are here checking
on things™

Ronnie swdlowed again. It was what he had ex-pected, but it was dill hard to take. "He—he
was try-ing to warn me, Peter. I—I managed to get away, jus intime.”

"Good Lord!" Then, sharply, "Ronnie, where are you?"

"Don't ask me, because I'm not tdling anyone.”

"But you must! Don't you understand? It's obvious that you know something you shouldn't. That's
dan-gerous information. No one as wdl known as you would have a ghost of a chance done. Y ou've got
to have protection. Hurry—where are you?'

Ronnie hesitated. Then, thinking of Peter's cold eyes, he said dowly, "I needed protection when
Gus cdled me. Where were you and the others then?"

He hung up without waiting for an answer, and stood frowning a the telephone book, wondering



where to place his next cdl. How do you locate one particular ship in a port as big as New Orleans?
Hndly he dided the Coast Guard.

When the man on duty answered, he made his voice as low as possible, and said, "I'm trying to
find aship cdled the Cristobal Colén."”

"The Cris—what?'

He speled it dowly, and added, "I think she's a freighter. She's being loaded now, and will sl in
afew hours. Where can | find her?'

"The Captain of the Port could tdl you, but that of-fice is probably closed now. Hold it a minute,
migter." There was a murmured consultation, then,” My buddy here knows about her. She's on a regular
run down to the idands. She dways loads at the Ferry Street wharf."

"Whereisthat?'

"On the Algiers Sde of the river, just above the bridge. If you cross the bridge instead of taking a
ferry, look down on the right while you're crossing, and youll see her,"

Ronnie thanked him, hung up, and stood chewing his lip a moment while he planned his next
move. The location of the ship made everything more difficult. It meant along cab ride that would surdy
be remem-bered by the driver.

Suddenly he closed his eyes and visudized a map of New Orleans he had studied with much
interest when he fird came to the city. He had not tried to memorize it, but now a section of it came
vividly to hismind and he had no trouble picking out the intersection he wanted.

A few minutes later, in a cab, he sad,” Take me over the bridge to Algiers, and let me off at the
corner of Burmagter and Monroe."

Presently, when they were racing over the great high bridge, he looked down and saw the ship
outlined in a blaze of lights a the wharf. But dl the approaches to the area, for some distance around it,
were dark. The fact troubled him until the cab, after leaving the bridge, findly dowed, and the driver
asked him for directions.

Don't know this section too wdl," the man admit-ted. "Seems like | missed your corner
somehow.”

"That'sdl right,” Ronnie hastened to say. "The house is judt a little way through the dley yonder.
Il get out here"

"Better let me drive you around, son. Y ou shouldn't go in them places at night.”

"Oh, please dont bother! I—I don't want the folks to know | came home by cab. You
understand—I'd have to explain so much.”

He was dready getting out as he spoke. Now he hur-riedly paid the driver and trotted into the
dley with adisplay of assurance hein no way fdt. Reaching a shed, he dipped behind it and crouched in
the dark-ness until the cab was out of Sght, then came out and began running like a frightened shadow in
the oppo-site direction.

On his right the bridge made a huge, dlittering arc across the sky. Directly ahead was the dark
area he had noticed earlier. He thought the street would continue on through it, but it came to an abrupt
end and he found himsdf sumbling dong a path winding treach-eroudy over broken ground between
piles of rubble.

This obvioudy was not the right way to the wharf. But to find the man approach in the dark
might cost him time he couldn't afford to lose. Besides, he could see the glow of lights from his destination
some hun-dreds of yards straight in front of him.

Ronnie paused just long enough to take a amdl fladHight from his bag. With its help he hastened
onward, running whenever he could. Presently he crossed rail-road tracks, and suddenly found his way
barred by a gring of freight cars. He scrambled under the firg car, and saw he was close to the long
loading platform &t the rear of the wharf's warehouse. It was the scene of loud and vagt activity. On the
other Sde of it the Cristobal Coldn was Hill being loaded.

He dipped hisflaghlight into his jacket pocket, watched his chance, and managed to dimb upon
the platform without anyone's seeming to notice him. His firg thought was to dart through the nearest
huge doorway, and try to dip unseen around the piles of freight to the dock. Then he redized he would



attract far less atention if he ignored everyone, and headed boldly for the ship as if he had a perfect right
to go aboard.

The warehouse appeared to be acres in extent. He had never been in one before, and every few
paces he was forced to legp away from one of the numerous little darting machines trundling freight to the
shouting gangs outsde. The noise and confuson grew as he neared the dock, and there it became
bedlam. With the ship looming before him he stopped, momentarily be-wildered by the racket and the
swirling activity around him.

There was aydl, and a gloved hand jerked him away from a dipping cargo ding that could have
braned him. A man who might have been a foreman said, "Watch it, boy! What are you doing here
any-way? Are you one of the passengers?’

“Y-yes, 9r," Ronnie gulped.

“Then get aboard before you get killed." The man raised his am and shouted above the din,
"Hold it, Mike! Let thiskid up the accommodation ladder.”

Ronnie swdlowed and darted across the dock. Hes-itantly he started up the long, iron steps
suspended from the vessdl's superstructure He swallowed again when he saw the burly figure in a white
jacket waiting at the head of the ladder watching him curioudy. If only he had been a little more careful,
and waited for the right moment, he could have gone up the ladder unnoticed. But once on deck . . .

He fought down his sudden terror as he reached the top of the ladder, nodded to the jacketed
mean, and managed his best amile

The man surprised him by amiling back and saying pleasantly, "Wecome aboard, son! I'm the
chief stew-ard. Getting here alittle late, aren't you?'

"I-I had an errand to run," Ronnie found himsdf saying "Didnt they tdl you?"

“Maybe they told Josip. He's the cabin steward. Have you met him yet?!

“No, gr.”

"Wdl, Josip's new. Our regular man's in the hos-pital. But Josp will take care of you. If you
want any-thing, just ask him."

"Yes gr. Are—are there many passengers this trip?' The burly man shook his head. "Too early
inthe season. Y ou folks will probably have your side of the boat deck dl to yourselves™

"Boat deck? Is that the one the staterooms are on?'

"Right. It's just above this one.”

Ronnie thanked him, turned, and saw the compan-ionway leading upward. He cdimbed
thoughtfully to the next deck. He had no plan except to hide until the vessd was wel out to sea. After
that it didn't matter too much, so long as he could keep his identity a secret. The posshbility thet the ship
might have a few empty staterooms hadn't occurred to him, but if he could find one without being
discovered. . .

There were severa people sanding at therail of the boat deck, watching the loading. He dipped
past them and darted through a doorway on hisleft. A short passageway opened upon alonger one lined
with doors. He paused, uncertain. Suddenly, hearing voices coming from the curve on his left, he darted
to the right and prayerfully tried the firg door. It miracu-loudy opened, and he dipped quickly into the
duffy darkness beyond.

When his pounding heart had begun to beat nor-maly again, he drew a deep breath, pulled off
his jacket and wiped his hot face with a handkerchief. Findly he reached for hisflaghlight.

The beam showed a amd| stateroom with a narrow bunk on ether sde. The place had severd
lockers, a shower and toilet compartment at one end, and a wash-bowl in a corner.

Then shock went through him as the beam fdl upon asmdl traveling bag at the foot of one hunk.

Ronnie whirled to the door. Before he could reach it and leave, it was thrust open in his face.
There was the dick of a switch, and the place was flooded with light.

He found himsdf garing into the startled eyes of the tiny gil who had spoken to him a the
Regency.

"Oh!" ghe gasped. "Oh! Thisis my stateroom. The captain said | could have it dl to mysdf. What
are you doinginit?'



"I-I'm sorry, he fdtered. "I didn't know it was taken."

"But whet are you doing here? Are you hiding from something?'

The question rattled him. As he struggled for words, her face suddenly changed expression. Her
little mouth tightened, and her dark eyes rounded and be-came immense, hard marbles that seemed to
have aforce dl their own. He was s0 surprised that he stepped backward, away from her. But he did not
move fast enough to avoid her darting hand. Her fingers closed over his heavy glasses and snaiched them
off.

"Oh!" she whispered. "l thought so!”

He glared & her.

"And your blue hair," she said." It was only awig?

He shook his head and dumped down on one of the bunks. "I'm wearing a wig now to keep it
hidden. And since you're so curious, I'm running away. |—I just ducked in here to stay out of sght.”
Then he added hitterly, "Now that you know about me, | suppose youll tdl everybody I'm aboard.”

"Certainly not, you dlly thing." She turned swiftly to the door and locked it securdy. Coming
back, she gave him his glasses, then settled hersdlf cross-legged on the opposite bunk. She studied him
like alitle owl for a moment, and said, "Something perfectly awvful must have happened to make you run
avay.”

"It sure did,” he muttered. "How did you recognize me just now?’

"By your voice—and the trouble sgn hanging over you.”

"Huh? What are you taking about?'

"Don't you know whét the trouble Sgnis?'

"l never heard of it."

"Oh, dear." She gave a sad little shake of her head. "And | thought you were so smart. If you
don't know what the trouble 9gn is, it would be hard for anyone to explain it to you. It-it's something you
fed. When | firs saw you tonight at the Regency, it was S0 strong thet it made me scared dl over. That's
why | had to warn you immediatdy." She paused a moment, and asked, "When trouble came, why did
you hide on the Cristobal Col6n?"

"Because | remembered what you said about it, and | knew | had to get out of the country
immediady. It's my only chance.”

“But haven't you any friends?’

"No."

She stared a him in astonishment. “Not even one?’

“No. I've never had ared friend."

She shook her head again. "How awfully londy you must be! There was a time, a short time,
when | didn't have afriend either. Oh, it was terrible. Then | found two. jGracias a Dios Now I'm not
quite so afraid.”

"But why should you be afraid at dl? Haven't you got relatives?’

"Rdatived " Her face twisted asif she had bitten into alemon. "I'd rather-"

They were interrupted by a sudden rattling of the doorknob, followed by an angry knocking on
the door itsdf. A woman cdled indiginctly, "Ana Maria Rosalita? ¢Me oye usted?"

The smdl girl dipped quickly to the door, but did not open it. "Yes, | hear you," she replied in
Spanish. "Please, Sefiora, why do you not leave me done? | am not going back to the other stateroom. It
istoo warm, and the captain said | could have this one dl to mysdf.”

There was a sharp exchange between the two. "Lit-tle mongter!” the woman cried findly. "1 will
settle with you later!”

Ana Maria Rosdita stood a moment with her tiny hands clenched, but whether in fury or fright he
could not tell. Findly she came back and again sat cross-legged on the bunk. Her pointed chin quivered.

"You s2e?' she said plantively. "That ishow it is. | am told to cdl her tia—aunt—but the Sefiora
Breton is not redly my aunt at dl. Sheis Bernardo's aunt, and shewill do anything he says. If he told her
to drown me like a kitten, | am sure she would do it, and loveit."

"Who is Bernardo?'



She sniffed. "My very old hdf brother. “e runs everything. He sent the Sefiora up to this country
to take me out of schoal. | think they plan to send me back to Santo Domingo. Nothing has been said,
but I know. | have the trouble Sgn."

"Redly? It hangs over you too?"

"Yes" she sad gravey. "It hangs over me, just asit does over you. Can you not see it?'

Ronnie shook his head, hardly knowing what to make of her. Then he became aware that the
racket outside had stopped.

He got up suddenly, went to one of the portholes, and held the curtains aside. From where he
stood he could not look down upon the dock, nor could he see much of the sky, for mogt of it was
blotted out by the dark slhouette of a lifeboat. But he had a clear view of a amdl section of the lighted
riverfront, and it seemed to be swinging dowly to the left.

The Cristobal Colén was under way, turning to head downstream.

"Hey!" he whispered. "We're leaving!”

"Oh, no!" she gasped.

“But don't you want to leave?"

She shook her head, and once more her pointed chin quivered. "I-1've been very unhappy in
America, but at least I've been safe here. Now I'll never be safe again.”

3
REWARD

RONNIE STOLE A QUICK GLANCE at his wrigt-watch, and suddenly redized he should be hunting
for an empty stateroom. Now would be a good time, for apparently most of the passengers were 4ill on
deck, watching the departure. But he couldn't leave yet. Ana Maria Rosdlita seemed to be in as much
trouble as he was.

“’Never be safe again," he repeated. "Wha do you mean by that?"

"Exactly what | said." She looked & him miserably. “Oh, if I'd just been born a boy! Then
everything would be so different. | could run away like you are doing, and take care of mysdf and hide.
But when you're agirl-" Abruptly her face changed expression, and she added, "But maybe it's better this
way. If | were aboy, | wouldn't be able to see what | can see, and do what | can do-"

"You sound asif you had an Irish grandmother,” he told her.

Her chin went up, and for a moment her grand man-ner returned. "Maybe | did have. But you
sound asif you don't redly believein any of thethings | got from her."

Ronnie shook his head. "Don't get me wrong. It's just that, wel, you sort of lost me when you
started taking about magic.”

"But | thought you understood! Back at the Re-gency you—you said you knew dl about magic,
and couldn't get dong without it!" She looked at him ac-cusingly. "Boy Blue, did you tdl me a deliberate
lie?'

"Not exactly. | mean, | didn't intend to lie, but you caught mein front of an audience, and | had to
sy something, fast." He ran his tongue over suddenly dry lips, wondering what to tdl her. Secretly he
thought mogt of the so-called magic was for the birds, and tha Ana Maria Rosdita, with her tak of
hechiceras, trou-ble sgns, and the rest, was just being slly and foolish. Still, she had known he was in
danger. . .

“Peass" he begged. "I-I'm not redly as smart as people think. It's mainly my memory. And of
course | have to biuff alot, and pretend to know when | don't. But the truth is I-1 don't know anything a
dl about magic."

"Oh." She jugt looked a him. The way she did it made him fed very smdl, dmog as if he were
shrink-ing.

"But | don't see why | can't learn,” he offered hurriedly. "And we might need each other's help.
After dl, we're sure in the same boat together.”



Suddenly she giggled. "We are in the same boat, arent we?' Then she added gravely, "And
naturdly there's a reason for it."

"How do you figure that?'

"Oh, there's a reason for everything. Y ou were sent here for a reason, Boy Blue™

"No one sent me. | came to save my neck."

"Of course you came to save your neck, slly! But you were sent here just the same. And maybe
the rea-son is that we both need help, and are supposed to help each other.”

"Oh, I'll go dong with it," he said quickly. "When you're as young as we are, and something
happens, yourein red troubleif youre dl done. | found that out tonight.”

“Wha happened, Boy Blue?'

"It's, well, sort of involved. Let's tak about you first. What are you afraid of? The Sefiora?’

Her amdl face tightened, and she nodded dowly. "The Sefiora is part of it, yes. That is the man
reason | camein here. | am afraid to be in the same room with her a times. And then, | don't want to go
back to Santo Domingo. It's an awful place.

"But isn't your home there?"

"Not any more. Not Snce Papa died." Her chin trembled momentarily, then she said, "Papa was
very rich, and alot of people hated him, but hewas dl | had. Just before he died he brought me to New
Orleans and put me in school, and | was supposed to stay theretill | finished. But now Bernardo sends
the Sefiora to take me out. Why? There is no reason to take me out. No good reason, | mean, that
makes sense. There is no tak of putting me in another school. And Bernardo does not want me in his
house. He livesin Puerto Rico now. So | will have nowhere to go unless the Sefiora takes me to her
home—and she livesin Santo Domingo. Anything can happen there, and nobody cares.”

She paused and looked up a him earnestly. "Now do you see how | fed?!

He nodded. Suddenly he asked, "Wher€'s this boat going?'

"To Puerto Rico. It dways stops at San Juan firg, then goes around to Mayaglez. That's near
where Ber-nardo lives"

“What's the next stop after Mayaglez?'

"Thereisnt any. | mean, it comes sraight back here to the mainland.”

"Oh"

Ronnie chewed worriedly on hislip. Puerto Rico wasn't quite his choice for a destination. He had
had a week's engagement once in San Juan, and he had never wanted to return. But there was no way
out of it now.

All a once he asked, "If the Sefiora were going to take you to Santo Domingo, | should think
sheldd go by plane. It would be alot easier. Thisis so roundabout.”

"Oh, sheldd never fly. She has a thing about planes. And her home is only a day's trip by boat
from Mayagliez. Anyway, she wants to stop and see Bernardo fird. After that-"

"What are you going to do?'

She shook her head. "I-I don't know yet. Except thet I'm not going home with the Sefiora. I-I'll
run away firg. But what about you? What will you do when we reach San Juan?'

Before he could answer, there was a light knock at the door, and a soft voice said, "Little lady?
Areyou there?"

AnaMaria Rosdita got up quickly and went to the door. "Is that you, Josip?"

“Yes little [ady. | saw that your light was dill on, and | wondered if you needed anything before |
go off duty."

"No, Josip. I'm quite dl right. But thank you just the same."

"W, the breakfast gong will sound at seven. The dining sdlon is directly below on the next
deck. Good night, little lady."

"Good night, Josip.”

She came back, frowning, and whispered, "That was Josp Broz, the cabin steward. You're
going to have to be very careful about hm. He's nosy.”

Ronnie had dready come to that concluson. A per-son would have to be outsde, on deck, to



notice if the stateroom light was dill on. He glanced quickly at the curtains, wondering how much Josip
might have seen and heard. Wdll, he would face Josip tomorrow, and the captain too. Maybe something
could be worked out. In the meantime

"Look," he whispered. "It's anfully late. Maybe we'd better get some deegp while we can. It
take us four or five days to reach San Juan. That will give us plenty of time to think about things and
decide whét to do. Do you know if the next stateroom is empty?"

"I-I think so. If it's empty, the key will hein the lock. But—but you're not going urtil you tel me
why you ran away. What happened? | couldn't possibly deep urtil | know."

"Okay." He went to the door and lisgened a mo-ment, then dipped to one of the portholes and
caefully parted the curtains. The boat deck appeared empty now. Satisfied, he came back and began to
tdl her about Gus.

As he talked, a lump rose in his throat. He and Gus had been worlds apart, and the danger he
was in now was cartainly his manager's fault. But Gus, besides making him famous, had dways treated
hmwdl. And at the fagt, Gus had died trying to warn himin time to escape.

When he finished, Ana Maria Rosdita sat looking at him like a startled little owl, her dark, saucer
eyes turned liquid with sympathy.

“Oht" she whigpered findly. "Oh. And those men, do you think theyll ever be able to trace you
here?'

"Sure they can, if they go about it right." he picked up his bag and jacket and turned to the door.
"But I'm not going to worry about it now. And don't you worry about the Sefiora.”

"I won'. | fed better about everything, just talking to you. Good night, Boy Blue"

"Good night, camarada.”

She liked being cdled that, for her face, which had looked so pinched, suddenly lighted up with a
happy smile as he dipped out into the corridor. Well, from now on, she redly was a comrade, a partner,
for they were certainly in the same boat together, and in more ways than one. Nor did he have any doubt
that soon they would be needing each other's help.

The next stateroom, which had a key in the door, was dmog exactly like the one he had |€ft.
Insde, he put the key in his pocket, bolted the door carefully, then quickly undressed with the aid of his
flashlight and crawled into one of the bunks.

He closed his eyes, and tried to make his mind a blank so deep would come easily. But tonight
deep would not come. The darkness tormented him with sounds and visons he found impossble to
block from his memory. Gus on the phone again, hoarse, gasping, the men in the hotd corridor, and the
fant scrape of a key inthe lock . . . the terrible pounding of his heart as he fled down an endless
darway.

And in San Juan, would he be fleang there? But of course he would. Only, where could he
possbly go?

He cried out suddenly in torment and sat up, trem-bling. He knew he ought to be planning what
to say to the captain in the morning, but at the moment such thoughts were beyond him. He wanted only
to forget himsdf.

Remembering a light he had seen over the bunk, he fumbled in the dark and turned it on, then
opened his zipper bag and took out a book, a pencil, and severd sheets of paper. The book, which he
hed discovered on a shdf devoted to advanced studies in mathematics, was by a little-known master,
and it bore an impressive titte Time and Duality, or the Mathematics of Coexistent Planes.

Peter Pushkin, seeing the book a few days ago, had thumbed through it, and whistled. "Good
orief,” he had said." If you can read this, you don't need me. I've heard of thisfdlow Prynne. It's said that
less than a dozen men in the world can redly understand him. Do you like this sort of thing?'

“Of course!" he had told Peter. He had found it the most exdting and fascinating volume he had
ever seen. Dr. Prynne had set out to prove, by the most compli-cated equetions, that the utterly
impossble was not only possible, but true.

"But | think Dr. Prynne is wrong," he had hastened to tdl Peter. "I'm sure he's made a mistake



some-where. | haven't found it yet, though it ought to be in one of his basic equations. When I've worked
through more of them-"

“You mean you're actudly doing his mathematics al over?' Peter had looked shaken.

"Wdl, how ese can | prove hes wrong?’

Secretly, way down ingde himsdf, he redized he didn't want to find a mistake. Prynne's fantastic
idea was much too appedling. But in spite of the fact that a he couldn't believe in it, every equation was
absorbing. They were dl so utterly absorbing that tonight everything else dipped from his mind. As he
sudied the fig-uresin the book, the ugliness that had driven him to the Cristobal Colén gradudly faded
and ceased to exigt, and presently his pencil was flying over the notepaper.

He was not aware, long later, of weariness overtak-ing him. Sleep suddenly pinched him out like
acandle. It was nearly dawn when it happened, and the vessdl was far down in the marshy delta of the
Mississippi, not far from the Gullf.

He dept through most of the morning, undisturbed by the breakfast gong and the various sounds
of activ-ity outside on deck. It was the new and entirdy differ-ent motion of the ship that awakened him.
He sat up abruptly, started to rub his hot face, and discovered he had fdlen adeep with hiswig on. He
toreit off, glanced at his watch, and scrambled around to peer through the porthole above the bunk. He

gasped.

He had flown the oceans a number of times, but only once before—It was on a large liner to
Europe—had he actudly been to sea. It had been nothing like this. Save for a few glimpses of the cold
north Atlantic, he might have been spending his days in another luxury hotel. And when he had jetted
across, the water seven miles below had ceased to have existence. But this. . .

He gave alittle cry of ddight as he glimpsed the creaming waves beyond the width of the deck,
They were the richest blue he had ever seen. And skittering away over the tops of some of them, like
slver birds, were schoals of flying fish. It was a moment of great wonder.

But he thought of the time, and aoruptly redlity re-turned.

It was nearly noon. In a few minutes, probably, the gong would sound for lunch. What had he
better do?

Ashe redized he was redly a ssowaway he experi-enced a few seconds of pure fright. Then he
made a quick decision, and began hurriedly deaning up and putting on his clothes. He was carefully
arranging his wig when he heard the gong. Sipping on his glasses, he took a find look at himsdf in the
mirror, and eased the door partiadly open. When he heard voicesin the passageway he went out, locking
the door behind him.

His intention was to follow the other passengers down to the dining sdon, a move that would
attract much less attention to himsdf than if he entered aone. But when he reached the turn where the
dairs began, he was dismayed to see that the only people in sght were the bronzed, white-haired captain
and the Sefiora Breton.

They were sanding just outside the captain's office, and he was speaking to her in Spanish, tdling
her about the weeather ahead. "It is late in the season for hurricanes” he assured her, “and no disturbances
have been reported. So we should have an easy passage. We ought to be in San Juan by noon,
Wednesday."

"That isgood," she said. "Ddiver me from hurri-canes! | tremble at the mere thought of them.”

To Ronnie, the bold-feastured Sefiora didn't ook as if she would ever tremble a anything. He
started to dip past and go down the stairs, but the captain saw him and caled him over.

"Wdl!" sad the bronzed man, extending a huge brown hand. "Didn't know we'd have two young
peo-ple aboard. I'm Captain Anders. Youll have to tdl me who you are, my boy—haven't had time to
check the passenger lig—*

"I-I'm Ron McHenry, gr," Ronnie told him, taking the extended hand. He had lived briefly with
an itiner-ant family named McHenry, and had been known as the McHenry boy before they abandoned
him. "I'm traveling done, gr, and | may not be on your lig yet. Sending me to San Juan by boat was sort
of alast-min-ute thing." Then he added innocently, "Er, did you say there's another boy aboard?"



The cagptain chuckled. "No such luck, son. Youll have to put up with a girl. Here she comes
Ronnie glanced quickly over his shoulder, and saw Ana Maria Rosdita just leaving her
gtateroom. His sud-den twinge of uneasiness indantly vanished when she came up gravely, doofly, and
went through the cap-tain's introduction as if she had never seen him before. The captain said, "Ron,
since you're aone, why don't you take these good people down to lunch, and have Josip put you at the
same table with them. 1'd like to join you, but | was on the bridge al night coming down the river, and
I've just hed breskfast."

The dining sdlon was a big room amidships with a row of tables on ether sde. The row on the
right had been taken over by the ship's officers, none of whom, like the captain, were in uniform. Only
one table on the left was occupied, this by a plump middie-aged couple who promptly introduced
themselves as the Johnsons, on ther way to San Juan to vist reatives. Ronnie pres-ently found himsdf
seated near them, ligening with one ear to the talkative Mrs. Johnson while he tried to keep his wits
about him, and his attention on Josip.

Josip worried him. The white-jacketed cabin stew-ard was a dim little man with short, britling
ydlow har and amdl, pae, watchful eyes. Ronnie squirmed inwardly whenever the steward came near; it
seemed those restless eyes would surely penetrate hiswig, or discover a bit of blue showing somewhere.

Josp brought their lunch, then said in his purring voice, "Excuse me, young dr, but | am a little
mixed up about you. What stateroom are you in?'

"Seven," Ronnie told him. "I'm Ron McHenry, but as | told the captain, my name may not be on
the pas-senger lid. You see, it wasn't decided until the last minute that | was to go to San Juan thisway.”

"Oh," said Josip. "I did wonder. If you will leave your door unlocked this afternoon, | will see
that ev-erything is put in order." He turned to Ana Maria Rosdlita. "I missed you at breakfadt, little lady. |
do hope you are feding dl right.”

“Oh, Josp," shesad, " | was just exhausted. | dept right through the breakfast cdl.”

Then, when Josp had returned to the pantry, she murmured under her breath to Ronnie, "I
thought and thought dl night. Now | have an idea. Where can we meet and talk about it?"

"On the boat deck. If she says anything, you can tdl her you're going out to watch the flying fish
with me. But fird, I've got to go up and settle things with the captain. Wish me luck."

“Oh, but don't worry about him. He's afriend.”

The Sefiora, seated across from Ronnie, looked at her sharply and sad in Spanish, "What are
you and that boy talking about?’

"Voladores," thetiny girl replied coally, with a dight lift of one shoulder. "Hying fish. He wants
me to go up and watch them with him—asif | had never seen them before.”

Ronnie was glad the Sefiora understood no English, and he was careful to keep his knowledge of
Spanish hidden from her. Josp worried him enough, but the cold eyes of the Sefiora Breton were
grangdy chilling. He wasn't afraid that she might recognize him. It was something ese he couldn't quite
put into words, for it was entirdy beyond his experience. No wonder Ana Maria Rosdita had inssted
upon a separate stateroom.

He was rdieved when the med was over, even though he was now faced with the uncertainty of
dedl-ing with the captain.

In his stateroom, his uneasiness began to mount as he took Gus Woolman's envelope from his
bag. He did not take time to count the thick packet of hills They were dl of large denominations, and a
quick thumbing told him enough. It was a smdl fortune. When he con-sidered the reasons for being given
s0 much in cash, he fdt areturn of his earlier fright. Gus, though afraid of what might happen, hadn't seen
any solution. Except for the Blue Boy to run and hide—and stay hidden.

He stood hiting his lip a moment, then transferred some of the money to his hillfold. FAndly he
dtarted for the captain's office with the envelope in his hand.

The captain, absorbed in papers a a desk, glanced up at his knock and motioned him insde.

“Have a seat, son. | was just checking over things here The big man scowled a his papers, and
grum-bled, "A boy traveling d one—somebody should have left a note or something-"



"Oh, | doubt if thereisanything, gr," Ronnie said quickly.” As | told you before lunch, my going
to San Juan this way was sort of a lag-minute thing. There wasn't time to—to make proper
arrangements. So | was given enough cash so | could pay the fare to you. Er, how muchisit, Sr?"

"A hundred and forty dollars.

Ronnie took two hundred-dollar bills from his bill-fold and handed them over.

Gravely the captain made change and wrote out a receipt. Then he thrust an empty pipe between
histeeth and leaned back in his chair. "Keep your seat,” he ordered, as Ronnie started to rise. "Therés a
little more to this than merdy paying your fare. Remember, thisisn't a city bus you're riding on. It happens
to be avessd under American registry on the high seas. As master of it, I'm not only responsible for you,
but I'm in charge of you."

“Y-yes, dr." Ronnie swalowed. Those brilliant blue eyes boring into hm were entirdy too
penetrating.

“In the firg place," the cgptain went on, "this is doggoned irregular. Boys your age just don't
come aboard unannounced, dl done, and pay ther fare in cash. I've got grandchildren older than you,
and they're dl in school. Why aren't you in school ?*

Ronnie put forth his best smile, which he had often used to cover a moment of uncertainty. "It's
because I'm moving. I'm going down to the West Indiesto live. Just where, | won't know until after | get
to San Juan."

"l see. And you say your name is Ron McHenry?'

"Yes, ar."

"Wdl, Il have to make a record of this and report it. First, youd better show me some
identification. Then I'll need your father's name and address, his line of business, the name of the person
wholl meet you in San Juan+"

"But | don't have any proper identification, dr. | don't even have parents. All | had was a
guardian, but he died suddenly, and that's why I'm on my way to San Juan. Why can't you just put down
my name, and lig me as a sudent? What's the difference? If | were a few years older, you wouldn't
bother with dl this" |

True," said the captain. "But you're not a few years older. If you're thirteen, I'll be surprised.
Y oure traveling done, and if there are any questions about you in the future, Il have to come up with the
answers. Now, you must have something with your name on it in your hillfold. Let's have alook &t it."

Ronnie had seen this coming from the firs. He had tried his best to avoid it without resorting to
pure fic-tion, which would have collgpsed in a minute under the captain's probing. Suddenly meking one
of his quick decisions, he got up and closed the door, then pulled off his glasses and wig.

"I'm Ronnie Clevdand,” he said. "You saw me lagt night a the Regency. I—I'min red trouble,
and | sure need your help."

Captain Anders blinked twice, and very dowly set his pipe down on the desk. He said softly, "I
thought there was something familiar about you. Of dl things, I'd just finished ligening to a news report
about the Blue Boy, wheninyou came." he indicated a radio on the desk.

"What are they saying?' Ronnie asked.

"W, you've put the world on its ear by disappear-ing. There' s areward out for you.”

"Oh, no!"

"There certainly is. A big reward. Why did you run away?"

Ronnie drew a deep bresth, then began to tdl him.

4
GIRL WITHOUT A COUNTRY

THE CAPTAIN SHOOK HIS WHITE HEAD when Ronnie had finished. "It's a terrible Stuation, son.
Per-sondly, | think you made a mistake in not going to the police immediately—though of course | can
see why you didn't. And you could be right. Being who you are. . .



"If I'd been an adult,”" said Ronnie, "I would have gone to the police. An adult has rights. He—he
can come and go as he pleases. But | can't. If 1'd gone to them, they'd protect me for a while, sure. Then
what?"

“Wdl?'

“Can't you see? I'm aminor, They'd be forced to turn me over to the firgt person with any sort of
alegd dam to me. Someone connected with the Corpora-tion, like Wally or one of the others, or even
Peter Pushkin. I—I don't trust any of them.”

"H'mm. The news report said Pushkin is your tutor. Who's this Wally?'

"His namés Wdly Gramm. He's Gus Woolman's partner. The Corporation was his idea, so hélll
prob-ably run it from now on. And I'm sure hélll be ap-pointed as my next guardian.”

“You don't think much of him, eh?"

Ronnie swallowed. "It isn't easy to explain. He and Gus were a pair of sharpies. | knew that from
the first. But Gus, wdl, | fdt | could trust him. | mean, | knew where | stood with him, and he dways
kept hisword. But Wally-"

The captain shook his head again. "I'm afraid | don't quite follow you, son. With dl due respect
for your thinking, it ssems more logicd that this felow Waly would be the one person mogt interested in
protecting you. After dl, if anything happened to the Blue Boy, held lose agold mine™

“Waly wouldn't loase much. I'm insured. What I'm trying to explain is that | wouldn't be safe with
anyone in the Corporation. It would be too easy for those peo-ple to find me”

"What people, son?!

"The ones who want me dead. They think | know more than | redly do." Ronnie stopped a
moment, then added, "You see, dl | know are some records that Gus and Waly had me memorize”

"But surdly, if there are names in the records-"

"There are lots of names and numbers, but they don't prove anything. | don't even know what
they mean. | can guess, but it's sort of like trying to figure out how many gdlons a tank will hold when
you know but one of its measurements.”

"H'mm." The captain scowled, picked up his pipe, and set it down again. "So now you're in a
spot. What do you plan to do?"

“Wel, I've got to hide. If | can find a safe place, and be left done awhile, | believe | can figure
evarything out. It's just a matter of remembering, redly. But it won't be easy, because I'll have to dig up a
lot of little things | wasn't paying any attention to when | heard them." He paused, and said, "If—if youll
just keep it a secret about me-"

"Of course I'll keep it a secret " the captain ex-clamed. "And I'll help you any way | can. I'll dart
by liging you as Ron McHenry, student. Next-" The big man grunted, and scowled at his empty pipe.
"Therés a matter of money. You are probably a very rich young man, but that's of no hep a the
moment. Have you any cash?'

"Aenty." Ronnie thrugt the heavy envelope across the desk. "Gus saw what was coming and gave
thisto me. | wish you'd put it in your safeftill we reach San Juan.”

Gravdly the captain taped and sedled the envelope, made a notation on it, locked it away, then
wrote out a receipt to Ron McHenry. "Now," he said, "let's look ahead. The best place | can think of for
aperson your age to hideisin a private school.”

Ronnie nodded. "I've thought of that, Sr. But it would be hard to get in without being, er,
sponsored by someone.”

"Il take care of that. Before we dock, I'l write a number of letters for you, introducing you as
Ron McHenry. If we have no trouble, Il go with you and make the arrangements. There's a good
boarding schoal just west of the city in Bayamén. The only thing that worries me is those men who were
after you. If they are smart enough to trace you to my vessd, they could fly to San Juan ahead of us”

“I"ve thought of that too," Ronnie told him. "But if they are anywhere on the dock waiting for me,
Il rec-ognize them.”

"Then what?'

"Then I'd better watch my chance, and take off done.”



"But where will you go?"

"I-l don't know. I'll have to sort of play it by ear. But Il think of something when the time
comes.”

The captain shook his head. "That's dangerous. Y ou've got to have a destination. Don't overlook
the fact that a reward is being offered for you. Do you see what that does? Everybody in this hemisphere
will be on the watch for you.”

"Oh, gally." Ronnie fdt a dow chill going through him. "Who—who's offering the reward? How
much isit?

"Son, it was just a short radio report. It said the Blue Boy was missing, and that his manager had
been mur-dered. Everybody is taking about it, and the generd bdief is that you've been kidnapped.
Your company is offering fifty thousand dallars to anyone who can help them locate you.” The captain
frowned, and shook his head. "Somehow | dont like that reward business. You said you talked to your
tutor on the phone after you ran away. So he knows you'e in danger. Surdly, if he told your company,
they wouldn't be so foodlish as to publidy offer a reward that large, when it could cost you your life”

Ronnie sat chewing hislip in slence, wondering about Peter Pushkin. The idea of the reward was
dl wrong. But was Peter to blame for it, or was somebody just being stupid?

Thoughtfully he began replacing his wig and glasses. As he considered Peter, another possibility
rose in hismind. It was a shocking possibility, and his hand trem-bled as he redized how much it would
add to his dan-ger. But maybe he was wrong. There wasn't any proof.

The captain said, "Y ou've got to get rid of that blue hair somehow. You can't wear awig dl the
time"

"Il dyeit. As soon as I've found a place to Stay.”

"Which brings us back to that destination | was taking about.” The captain found a tobacco
pouch and absently began tofill his pipe. "Son, have you ever been to San Juan?'

"Yes gr. | was there lagt January.”

“Good. How wdl do you know the idand?’

Ronnie shook his head. "All | saw was the city."

"Wdl, I've a map you can have. But firg, my hotd. It's the Exceldor, on Ponce de Leon
Avenue"

"I know where that is"

“All right, heresmy idea. If | can get you ashore safdly, well put up a my hotd for the night, and
do something about your hair. The next morning I'll take you over to that school. If we are separated,
and you are forced to go it done, meet me at the hotd as soon as you can—but youll have to make it
before noon the next day. In the afternoon I'll be heading around the idand for Mayagliez.”

The captain touched a match to his pipe, then fished through some papers and produced a road
map of theidand. He spread it upon the desk.

"Hereés Mayaglez," he said, pointing with a pencil to atown on the west coast.” And here, about
twelve miles above it, is the Beach of the Three Brothers. If you go beyond the beach a couple miles, to
where the road cuts into the mountains, youll see a little grove of breadfruit trees on the Ieft. Do you
know what a bread-fruit tree looks like?'

"Oh, sure”

"Wil, you can't miss them because there are no othersin the area. On the other sde of the grove
youll see aydlow beach cottage in the shade of a big mango free. That's where | spend my vacations.
Youll find the key buried in a coconut shel in the left comer of the Steps.”

The big man chuckled a Ronni€'s surprise, then went on serioudy, "You're in a bad Stuation,
son. Anything can happen after we dock. So you've absolutdly got to have an emergency destination.
What if the schools are dl filled? What if we can't meet at the ho-tel”? Then head for the cottage. There's
plenty to eat, and youll be able to hide there indefinitdly. However, it's a long way from San Juan, and if
you're forced to go there-" The captain scowled a his pipe, and added, “I'd suggest you travel from
town to town, usng different cabs. And make the last stop the beach—as if you were mesting friends for
apicnic. You can wak it from there.”



Then the captain dropped his little bombshell. ™Y ou won't have to worry about neighbors, except
for Ana Maria Rosdlitas hdf brother. He livesin the old Montoya villaway up on the mountaingde. The
family owns dl the land around there."

Ronnie sat up. ™Y ou—you'e taking about Bernardo Montoya?'

"That's right. She mugt have told you about him. | bought the place from their father, old Carlos,
just be-fore he died. In fact, | helped Carlos escape from Santo Domingo. He'd given up his American
ctizenship, you see, and gone there to live. It's a very curious story."

It was, indeed, a Sory of incredible events, in which poor Ana Maria Rosdita was the victim.
Ronnie's mind was reding with it when he findly reached the boat deck in search of her.

He was disgppointed to find only the Sefiora Bretdn, who was teking her Sestain a deck chair.
As he dipped past her, heading for the walkway leading around to the other side of the ship, he was
dartled to see how deep could change her. The handsome features had turned cruel and ugly, as if some
hidden evil were now exposed. He shuddered, and was suddenly thankful he wasnt in the tiny girl's
place. His future seemed un-pleasant enough, but &t least he was on his own.

At the edge of the starboard deck he paused. Seeing only the plump Johnsons stretched out in
their chairs, he retreated to an angle in the walkway and stood look-ing at the greet sweep of bright-blue
water dretching astern, While part of hismind drank it in hungrily, an-other part thought of what Captain
Anders had just told him.

“It was like this" the captain began, explaining fird the cottage. "I’d been renting the place from
old Carlos for years, but he wouldn't sl it to me. Then he practicdly gave it to me after | helped him. In
Santo Domingo he became a bigwig until they had one of those political upsets. Then he had to get out in
ahurry or be killed."

“And you got him out?'

“Yes, but that part of it was nothing. | was on vacation at the time, and dl | had to do was rent
afast boat and pick hm up one night. The big ded was ge-ting Ana Maria Rodita safdy away.
Somehow those natives got the idea she was a witch-"

“A witch?"

“Yeah, and ablack one, which is bad. They don't mind white witches, the good kind. But a black
one. . .” The captain shook his head. "I think the old man's enemies spread the tale about her. Anyway,
hetried to dip her out of the country, but she was recog-nized and a maob took after her. If it hadn't been
for that young Negro—Black Luis, he calls himsdf—she wouldn't be here now. That fdlon—he can't be
much older than you—managed to sted a little open fish boat, and he sailed her dl the way across Mona
Passage to Puerto Rico. Old Carlos lived long enough to take her to New Orleans and put her in schooal,
but he died be-fore he could do anything about her citizenship. It's a doggone shame.”

“What's wrong with her citizenship?'

"She hasn't got any!"

“But that's crazy-"

“Of course it's crazy, but that's how it is. She was born in Santo Domingo, same as her mother,
S0 she ought to be a dtizen of the Dominican Republic. But they won't give her a passport because they
dam her mother was Irish, and her father an American.”

"Was her mother redly Irish?"

“Irish parentage, yes. Been dead for years. Her father was automaticdly an American citizen
because he was born in Puerto Rico, but he renounced his citizenship when he went to Santo Domingo.
When they ran him out he became a man without a country. He died before he could change it and that
makes Ana Maria Rosdlita a girl without a country."

“Wha—what in the world's going to happen to her when we reach Puerto Rico?'

The captain looked grave. "If | know Bernardo, helll see that that devilish aunt of his takes her
draight on to Santo Domingo. I'm sure the Sefiora can get her in without trouble. But once there, that will
be the end of her. Shell Imply disappear.”

"But—but gally, can't something be done to help her?



“It's got me beat. I'm going to retire next month, and I'll have time to look into it. But that doesn't
hdp matters now." The big man shook his head. "Puerto Rico's like a foreign country. No one but
Bernardo himsdf could redly straighten the thing out. He has the power and the money. But the fdlow is
aracal. . ”

Ronnie, looking thoughtfully astern, had forgotten his own troubles entirdly when he was aware of
move-ment out of the corner of his eye. Turning, he saw Ana Maria Rosdlita hurrying toward him.

"Boy Blue, you were so long with the captain,” she began worriedly. "Surdy you had no
trouble?'

"Oh, no," he told her. "It was jugt that | couldn't fool him. | had to tdl hm everything. And I'm
gad | did. He turned out to be ared friend.”

“Oh, | knew hewould be. You see, he's one of my two friends."

"Isthe other one Black Luis?'

Thetiny gil nodded." Did the captain tel you what happened?'

"Yes" Ronnie replied soberly. "And now | know you're in a worse spot than | am. I've been
trying to figure out what to do."

“But | decided last night I'll run away,” she said quickly. "As| told you, | thought and thought for
hours—firgt about you, then about me. If you can get into a private school-"

"No," he interrupted. "The captain had the same idea. Only, | don't believe I'd better.”

"But you'd be safe-"

"Maybe. Though | think I'll be just as safein that beach cottage he got from your father."

"Oh, no!" she said ingantly. "Don't go therel"

Because it'sthe wrong place to hide. | know! It was the firg place | thought of, because it's so
near Papa's old villa, where Bernardo lives. And of course | wanted you there, for now you're my third
friend, and 1'd fed so much better knowing you were near. But | was just being sdfish. You mugt not go
there”

He looked at her curioudy His man reason for deciding to go to the beach cottage was so he
would be near enough to help her. For surdy, if the captain was right, she was going to need dl the help
she could get. "I don't understand, camarada,” he sad findly. “What's wrong with it?"

Her dark eyes grew round and fearful. "Boy Blue, every time | think of you going to the cottage,
your trouble sgn turns dmogt black. That means something terrible will happen.”

He looked grimly at the vessd's wake, flowing into the distance. "Then I'd better Stay away,” he
muttered. "Only, | don't want to go to a school-"

"Oh, but you don't have to," she hastened to say. "I've another plan, just in case. You mus find
Black Luis"

"Black Luis?' he repeated, sartled.

"Yes That'swhat | am going to do if | have to run away from Bernardo.”

"Where is he?"

"I— don't know exactly," she admitted. "But he can aways be found by the right
person—someone like you or me, or Captain Anders. You see, he's had to go underground since Papa
died."

"Underground? Y ou mean he's hiding?'

“Of course he's hiding, dlly. If Bernardo finds him, hell be sent back to Santo Domingo, which
would be awful. Papa gave him a little piece of land for heping me, and he's hiding on it with someone
named Marlowe. | think that greedy Bernardo wants the land back. Just why, | don't know. It-it's been
50 hard for Black Luis and me to keep in touch with each other. To get a letter to him | haveto send it to
Nicky Robles, who works at the beach near Corcega. Then Nicky has to take it around the point and
put it in the hollow of an old sea grape tree. The only trouble is, wel-"

She turned and looked a him uncertainly, her lower lip caught between her smdl white teeth. "It's
the slamps,” she said. "Black Luis doesn't have money to buy them, so | would aways send hm some



when | could. But we havent been able to write to each other for a long time because Bernardo cut off
my dlow-ance.”

"Cut off your dlowance! But why?"

“Because he's a stinker. Someday, if he isn't careful, Il wish him warts, and hell break out
over with them. Millions of warts."

Ronnie eyed her in disbdlief. "You can't redly do that, can you?'

Her chin came up. "Certainly | can! | havent tried it yet, because it's such an awful thing to do to
anyone. It should be kept for emergencies. But I've been tempted. Oh, it was so embarrassing to be
without a penny, so that | couldn't even pay back favors | owed the other girls. And how | wanted some
praines Imagine going to school in New Orleans and being too poor to buy asngle prding!”

It was mainly a growing amazement that made Ronnie shake his head. Suddenly he asked, "Do
you redly like praines so wdl?"

“Oh, | love them. They're my favorite sveet”

"Thenwait till | get back. I've awhole box of them in my bag.”

He hastened around the deck, and went ingde to his stateroom. The door, which he had left
unlocked but closed, was open now, and he entered so quickly that the cabin steward was taken
momentarily by surprise.

Josp was sanding between the bunks, absorbed in the precious copy of Time and Duality. The
steward looked up, and histhin lips parted briefly. But dmost ingantly the lips closed and twisted into a
amile

"You mug pardon me, young Sr, but | am a great reader, and | Smply cannot resist a book when
| see one lying around. This one seems very interesting. Very interesting indeed.” Josip closed it, placed it
on the bunk, then picked up a bundle of soiled towels and started out. On the threshold he paused briefly
and said, "I will bring you some ice water later, young Sr."

Ronnie said nothing. His swift anger had given way to afeding of sicknessin his somach. Before
going to lunch, he had carefully put the copy of Time and Du-ality away in his zipper bag.

Josp had ddiberately opened the bag—obvioudy to search for something that would prove what
he dready suspected. And Josip had found it.

The book had been of interest to him for one reason only. The name "Ronnie Clevdand' was
written on the flyledf.

5
THE LAST BEEHIVE

IT WAS UPSETTING ENOUGH to redize that Josp knew his secret and probably would try and
profit from it, but with it went the growing fear of what would he waiting for hm when he reached San
Juan. To these concerns, as the vessdl plowed steadily southeastward, there was added a physca
discomfort that threatened to become serious. It was hiswig.

He had never been forced to wear it for long in atropical dimate. It had been designed merdy to
hide his own hair, which was thick and curly, and he had seldom minded its tightness in air-conditioned
build-ings. But here at sea it was becoming a torture to keep it on for more than an hour a atime.

On the second day out, when his furioudy hot and itching scap had twice driven him to his
stateroom to plunge his head into a basin of cool water, Ana Maria Rosdita offered a solution.

“If you'l let metrimyour hair alittle shesaid, "maybeit will fed better under thewig. You've
just got to keep it hidden till you find Black Luis. Then he and Marlowe can do something about it.
They're aw-fully clever about al sorts of things."

She brought scissors and acomb to his stateroom and started to work. But asthefirst blue curl
fell to the floor, she wailed tearfully, "Oh, | just can't cut them. They're so beautiful!

"Beautiful my eye" he muttered. "I'm sick of ‘em! Whack ‘em of f!"

After that she surprised him by giving him an expert trim, which relieved the discomfort of thewig



without making it too loose. When she had finished, she studied him critically amoment, then suddenly
giggled.

"SoI'm funny,” hegrumbled. "What isit?'

“I'm not laughing & you, slly. I'mlaughing & us,”

“Wél, | guesswe are asort of funny pair, cama-rada,"”

"Funny! jMadremial Herewe are, just a couple of little kids, people would say—people that
don't know us. Because we're smaller than we should be, and ook younger than we are. And we act like
kids mogt of thetime. But we're not, redlly. Not inside.”

"No," he admitted. "We're not."

"Insde," she said, "you're grown-up and know more than lots of the smartest people. And me,
I'mold, old, old insde, and know thingsyou'll never know. And why?I'll tell you asecret: | redly did
have an Irish grandmother. She was adaughter of the Shee."

Ronnie, carefully picking up blue curls and putting them into a hag to be thrown overboard,
jerked hishead up at the word. Thetiny girl said, "I don't know how it's spelled, but that's how it's
pronounced. Haveyou ever heard of them?"

Sure, I'veread about 'em,” he said. "The name was spelled S-i-d-h-e in the book, hut
pronounced 'Shee.' They are sort of mythica Celtic beings who were supposed to have al kinds of
specid powers.”

My grandmother had specid powers, and she wasn't mythical," the girl retorted. "1 inherited what
| have from her. And | redlly can make people have warts.”

“I didn't say you couldn't," hetold her.

“No, but you thought it, and that's practicaly the same as saying it."

“Okay. Let's say you have specia powers. Then why can't you use them to keep peoplelike
Bernardo from hurting you and sending you away?'

“Because I'mtoo little," shesaid. "l can't get up enough—what's the word?"

“Steam?' he suggested.

Shegiggled. "That's good enough. Steam. When | grow bigger I'll have more steam, and I'll he
ableto flatten Bernardo, though of course | wouldn't hurt him, even though | hate him. My grandmother
said | must never use my power to redly hurt or take advantage of someone, or I'll loseit. Though of
courseit'sal right to help others. Last year, when Marlowe and Black Luisweretrying to get me out of
Santo Domingo, | practi-caly wore mysdlf to afrazzle-"

"Wait aminute. Y ou sy Marlowe was with you?'

“Of course he was with us. Without his help we couldn't possibly have managed!”

Ronnie scowled at her. "That's funny. The captain didn't mention him when he told me about how
you escaped.”

“The captain has never even seen Marlowe. That'swhy."

"Oh. What's he like? What sort of person ishe?"

"He—he's not exactly a person, Boy Blue, though | think of him asthat. | mean,” she added
hesitantly, "hes more of a—a personage.

Ronnie stared at her. "Areyou trying to tell me he's not real ?*

“Of coursehe'sred, slly! But, well, instead of my trying to—to explain him to you, maybeit
would be better to wait till you meet him."

Ronnie sighed. He il didn't know how to take AnaMaria Rosalita. She was so full of surprises
and contradictions. Likely as not Marlowe would turn out to he entirely imaginary.

"Okay," hesaid. "But how do | find Black Luis place? Y ou said it was somewhere below the
Coreega beach, and that there was an old sea grape tree near it. But that doesn't help too much,
especidly if I'm trying to find someone who's hiding. How far isit from the captain's cottage?"

"Oh, dear." She shook her smal head. "|—I can't even guess about distances. It's probably miles
and miles." Suddenly she brightened. "I know! It'sat the last bechive.”

"Huh?What are you taking about?'

"Don't you know what abechiveis, slly?



He grinned. "Could it be something beeslivein?'

"Oh, Madre mia, | don't mean that kind of a beehive. Maybe | should have said haystack. That's
what most people call them—the haystack hills. Only they look more like beehivesto me. They arethose
funny little mountains that stretch al adong the coast and down dmost to Mayagiiez.”

“Oh, those! "He had caught only abrief and distant glimpse of them when he had flown to San
Juan, but it had been enough to whet hisimagination. The haystack hillswere geologica curiogties.
Formed of eroded limestone, they stood out againgt the high mountains behind them like hundreds of
giant green cones.

"When Papa offered Black Luis someland,” she said, "he chose that piece with the last beehive
onit. It'sright on the beach, and you can dmost see it from the captain's place. So you shouldn't have
any troublefindingit."

"But what about Black Luis?If he'shiding out-"

"Oh, don't worry about that. Marlowe will take you to him."

"But how do | find Marlowe?"

Shegiggled. "You can't. Not if you looked athou-sand years. Just go there, and hell find you."

The Dry Tortugas were abeam that evening, and old Fort Jefferson, that incredible mongter of the
Gulf, was agrim gray ghost on the horizon. The next morning Ronnie could make out the mountains of
Cuba off to starboard. The mountainswere visible dl day, becom-ing higher and nearer asthe vessd
moved steadily down the Old Bahama Channel, which separates the big idand from the Bahamas.
Schooals of flying fish erupted congtantly from the blue water like little slver birds, and dolphins raced
them on ether Sde.

Late that afternoon the trade wind began to blow. It boomed dl night, and it was still strong the
next morn-ing. For the first time the Sefiora did not appear at breakfast, nor did she come out and take
her accus-tomed place in the deck chair afterward.

"She's mareada,” AnaMaria Rosditareported hap-pily. “ Seasick. Am | glad! Now | don't
have to keep putting the eye on her."

"'Putting the eye ...," Ronnie repeated.” What in the name of the seven saints are you talking
about?"

"Oh, dear. Won't you ever understand about me?' thetiny girl said. "The Sefiora hates me-"

“I know she hates you. She called you alittle mon-gter that first night when | came aboard.”

“She hates me because she's afraid of me, and when I'm not watching she tries to best me. Do
you under-stand, Boy Blue?'

"Not quite.”

“But it'sso smple. She knows | have powers, and that makes her afraid, and naturaly when
you're afraid of something so smdll you get angry and want to hit it—especialy when it's Bernardo's haf
sster that you'd rather see drowned. Therefore-"

"Therefore what?"

“Therefore | am forced to put the eye on her to pro-tect myself. Before we came aboard, she hit
me twice when | wasn't watching, and my head still hasabuzzing init. But when | usewhat power | have
and put the eye on her, she cannot raise her hand. At night, of course, | am safe, for | lock myself in my
stateroom. But during the day | must be on guard dl thetime, and it is such astrain. Now sheisseasick,
graciasa Dios, and | pray she remainsthat way.

"l see" Ronniesaid, hisbrain spinning.

"And now | can enjoy everything,” shewent on galy. "The flying fish, the beautiful ses, talking to
you. . Oh, | wish we could sail on and on likethis, for days and days and days. Wouldn't it be
wonderful ?*

It would indeed be wonderful, Ronnie thought, if only there was some way to escape from things.

"But thisisthe fourth day," she added suddenly, and now there was abreak in her voice.
"Tomorrow it will be over, for wewill reach San Juan. And by tomor-row night | will bein Bernardo's



house, which is prac-ticaly the same as saying that | will beinjail."

Ronnie chilled. He hadn't wanted to think of San Juan. But soon he must face the moment when
the ship would reach her dock, and he would be forced to get off.

Thethought of what might bewaiting for him filled him with dread.

Later that morning, soon after lifeboat drill, the high peaks of Haiti were abeam. The mountains
continued, wrapped in mist, and became Santo Domingo in the afternoon. It was awild and mysterious
expanse of coast, and at any other time Ronnie would have been fascinated by it. But therewas
something sinister about it that repelled him, and it only added to the forebod-ing that had been growing
inhim.

That night he awoke from adream of terror so redl that he legped trembling from his bunk before
he redl-ized he was still safely aboard the Cristobal Colon.

In the dream the vessel had aready reached San Juan. AnaMaria Rosdita and the other
passengers had gone ashore, and he was waiting for the captain to re-turn from the steamship office on
the other side of the dock building." Stay aboard,” the captain had ordered, "and keep out of sight. I've a
little business to take care of, but it won't take me ten minutes. When | come back I'll bring a cab, and
well leave the dock areato-gether.”

It had seemed like agood plan. But the captain was hardly out of sght when, peering from his
hiding placein the deck shelter, Ronnie glimpsad the same two men who had stepped from the elevator
back in New Or-leans. They were standing in the shadow of one of the doorways, where they could see
everyone who came ashore. That was shock enough. But aworse shock fol-lowed when athird man—a
man he recognized in spite of a changed appearance—stepped quickly across the dock and started up
the accommodation ladder.

He was trapped on the ship. The only way off was down the ladder. If he escaped the man
coming aboard, he would be at the mercy of the two watching for him on the dock,

That was only hdf the dream. The rest of it was the bad part, and Ronnietried to block it from
hismind by doing over an equation from Time and Duality. Last night he thought hed found amistakein
Dr. Prynne's Mathematics, and he'd been anxious to recheck it. But for the first time since getting the
book, Dr. Prynne's fantastic theory failed to hold him. The dream wastoo horribly real. He kept seeing
himself running through the ship, frightened, desperate . . seeing Josip blocking the way, demanding
money to hide him then suddenly hitting the eward, and racing forward on the next deck where the
Stevedores were beginning to unload.

There was the moment of uncertainty when he thrust ahandful of bills upon a startled winch
operator. . . and the greater uncertainty when he was hoisted over the ship'sside in acargo net—only to
discover that he had been sighted, and that one of the watching men had drawn aweapon and was
pointing it at him. . .

He awoke before he reached the dock. And that, in away, was the worst part of it. Had he
dreamed what was really going to happen tomorrow, and was he go-ing to be killed?

When he met AnaMaria Rosditaon deck in the morning, the ship was crossing Mona Passage
and the blue-green mountains of Puerto Rico wererising ahead.

Thetiny girl said, "Y ou hardly spoke at breakfast. What's wrong, Boy Blue?'

Reuctantly he told her about his dream.

"Oh, dear! "Her eyeswidened. "And it wasred? | mean, real red?"

"Theredest thing ever," he muttered. "That'swhy it-it sort of shook me."

Her brow puckered. "My grandmother told methat areal real dream is supposed to happen just
exactly asit's dreamed, and that it should be looked upon as-as-*

“Asawaning?'

"Not entirely. | mean, it should he used as aguide, so that you'll know what to do when-"

"Guide nothing! That dirty rat with apistol was out to get me—and if therés any truth in the
dream, hewill."



"No hewon't," shesaid.

"Who's going to sop him?"

“1 will. I'll put theeyeon him.”

“But—but you can't. You'll be getting off the ship before | do. You'll be gone.”

"No | won't. Ramon—nhe's Bernardo's chauffeur—is supposed to meet us at the dock, but he's
adwayslate, And if heisn't late enough, I'll do something brattish to—to hold thingsup.” Shegavehima
pinched, wigtful little smile, and added, " I've just got to protect you, Boy Blue, because I've an awful
feding I'll be needing your help soon.”

Hedidn't fed any better in spite of al she had told him, but he couldn't help liking her more. If
only shewasn't quite so looped on magic, he thought suddenly, sheld redlly be awonderful person.

The curious haystack hillswere clearly in view in another hour. She was pointing out to him the
end of the mountain chain where he would have to go, when they were interrupted by Josip.

“Young gr," the stleward purred, "the captain would like to see you right away."

Ronnie wondered grimly how much Josip had learned, other than hisidentity. At least no oneese
seemed to have had any second thoughts about him.

The Blue Boy had hardly been mentioned in the dining salon; and apparently, because he ate at
the Seforas table, everyone assumed he was a member of her group.

In his office the captain said, "I'll be going on the bridge soon, and won't see you till we dock. So
| thought we'd better talk over a plan of action now. Then there's the problem of your money.”

Ronnie chewed thoughtfully on hislip. "If—if you've a teamship agent in Mayagiez, maybe
you'd better turn that envelope over to him. Itll be safer thanif | carried it, and | can get it any timelater if
| needit.”

“Good idea. But why Mayaguiez? Have you given up the school ideaand decided on the
cottage?”’

“Yes, sr. And | thought I'd look up Black Luis."

“H'mm." The blue eyesbored into him." | likethat. And son, please, keep in touch with me by
way of the ship's agent. It could be important. Also-" The cap-tain thrust two envelopes across the desk.
"Y ou may need identification as Ron McHenry; these letters will take care of it."

The blue eyesfastened on him again." Now, how do you fed about going ashore?'

Ronnie swallowed. "I'm scared.”

"Wel, if wework thingsright, I'm sure you can get awvay safdly. I'veasimplelittle plan. It merely
requires getting a cab to the dock."

Ronnie, abit dazed, returned finaly to his stateroom and began packing his belongingsinto his
Zipper bag There wasn't much. Just his extra shirt and afew arti-cles of clothing he had washed out the
night before, and hisjacket, which he wouldn't need in the tropic hest. He was tempted to leaveit
behind, then realized it might be useful if he ever managed to get out of San Juan. If. . .

He could still fedl the shock that went through him when he heard the captain's plan. It was
exactly the way he had dreamed it. Even the captain's phrases were the same; Stay aboard . . keep out
of sight. . . littlebusiness. . . but it won't take me ten minutes ...I'll bring a cab. . .

It was one thing to have agtartlingly red dream, but quite another to begin experiencing the
redlity of it. The rest would follow soon. The ship would dock right after lunch, and it was nearly
lunchtime now.

When the gong rang he forced himself to go down, though he had no appetite. Acrossfrom him
AnaMariaRosditasat picking at her food, merely pretending to eat. Findly she smiled amost timidly,
and whis-pered, "Please, | know how you fed, but you mustn't be afraid. Didn't | promiseit would be all
right?’

Before he could reply, the Sefiora, whom he had not seen since they were passing Cuba, camein
and took her place like adisgruntled gorgon. In her presence thetiny girl seemed to shrivel.

In that moment something strange happened to Ronnie. AnaMaria Rosdita had troubles enough
for anyone, yet she had put them entirely aside and thought only of trying to help him. Had he ever done
that for anyone? He redlized he hadn't. And it came him dl at once that fear for his own safety would



never give his courage aboost. Only concern for oth-ers would do that.

Heignored the gorgon's scowl and said, “ Thank you, camarada. I—I know I'll make it now.
And don't you worry about things, because I'm going to be near.”

When Ronnie stood on deck alittle later, bag in hand his newly gained courage amost deserted
him. The Cristobal Colon was now cregping through the narrow entrance into San Juan Bay. Ashe
watched the grim old fort and the city wall dide past on hisleft, his heart started to pound, and everything
around him seemed to begin moving in dow mation.

It continued that way while the vessel rounded the point and inched toward her dock in the
ancient part of the city. Even after she wastied up and the accom-modation ladder lowered, the gangs of
waiting steve-dores swarmed aboard and started work asif attuned to a different rhythm than his own.
From hisvantage point in the deck shelter, where he could study the dock areawithout being seen, he
watched the John-sons go ashore followed by severa crewmen carrying baggage. Behind them, very
dowly, came the Sefioraand AnaMaria Rosdlita. At last came the captain.

Ronni€'s hands became unsteady as the captain van-ished within the warehouse. His attention
was now on the two men who had appeared at the edge of the near-est doorway. They were the same
men he had seen in New Orleans. And they wore the exact clothing they had had onin the
dream—workman's gpparel that a-lowed them to fit into their present surroundings without attracting
attention.

Their presence herein the flesh was bad enough. But it was the abrupt appearance of the third
man that jolted Ronnie, The neat trim figure that crossed the dock and began climbing the
accommodation ladder was so changed as to be hardly recognizable as the Peter Pushkin he knew. But it
was Peter with a haircut and without the atrocious red beard.

Ronnie swallowed, and fled.

Hisflight took him ingde and down two decks, straight into the arms of Josip.

“Not so fagt, young sir," the cabin steward purred, seizing him firmly. "I know who you are.”

"Lemmego!" Ronniecried.

Y ou'd better listen to me, boy! Y ou need hel p—and I'm the one to hide you. For five hundred
dollars"

In sudden fury, in which dream and reality seemed to have switched places, Ronnie kicked hard,
and with hisfree hand siwung his bag with al his strength. A quick jerk, and he twisted loose. In. seconds
he had scrambled down aladder to the first deck, and was rac-ing forward to where a cargo net had just
been rigged.

By the time he reached the startled winch operator he had money in his hand. It was enough
money to open any stevedore's eyes, and before the unloading gang quite realized what was happening,
Ronnie had jumped into the net and was being swung over the ves-sa'sside.

Asthe busy dock came up to meet him, he glanced back toward the men who had been
watching for him. They were dill there, but nearly two hundred feet away now. With so much activity
going on, it seemed unlikely that they would catch sight of him from this distance. But suddenly the
shorter man glanced up, went rigid, then snatched aweapon from under his shirt.

Thiswas the moment of terror when the dream had ended.

Only, hewasfacing the rea thing now, and the ter-ror continued. For all at once the net stopped
moving, and he found himself sugpended in midair, a perfect target.

It was only for seconds, while amoving truck crept past to the loading zone. In those seconds
Ronniefet himself turning to ice. But the expected shot failed to come. The man with the weapon,
srangely, seemed to be having difficulty pointing it a him.

Could it bethat AnaMaria Rosditawas actualy ableto protect him?

Asthe net started to move again he caught avague glimpse of her, standing back in the shadow
within the building. Then hisfeet touched the dock, and in the next instant he was clawing hisway out of
the net and running.

He dodged past stacks of boxes and a moving truck, darted into the warehouse, and dowed for
aquick look over his shoulder. The man with the wegpon was no longer in range of hisvision, but he



caught sight of the Sefioraand saw her strike the smdll figure beside her. It was avicious blow that must
have caught thetiny girl entirdly off guard, for it sent her staggering to thefloor.

Ronnie gasped and stopped, hisfree hand clenching in asudden flare of hate. Then he was aware
of movement toward him out of the comer of his eye, and he whirled and began racing away between the
pilesof freight.

There were two ways out to the distant street, as he had learned from a chart of the warehouse
areain the captain's office. His best chance, he decided, wasto avoid the main entrance and dodge
around to the sde gate, which was hidden beyond mounds of building supplies.

It took long anxious minutes even to bring the Sde gate in Sight. By the time he was throughiit,
and had made hisway to the street, his sweat-soaked shirt was clinging to him and he was gasping for
breath. Nor wasit just astreet he now found himself on, but aroaring avenue jammed with traffic.

Desperately he began trotting along the edge of it, watching for an empty cab. Thefir five
rushed past, ignoring him. But the sixth saw himin time to dow down and stop, and he scrambled
gratefully ingde.

"Take meto—to Arecibo," he said findly, when he could find breath to speak.

6
MARLOWE

FROM HISBRIEF STUDY of the road map the cap-tain had given him, Ronnie guessed Arecibo to be
about fifty milesto the west, or roughly hafway to the Beach of the Three Brothers. It was afairly large
town, he knew, so it ought to be agood place to switch cabs. The next most likely spot for achange
would be Aguardilla, on the west coast.

There were anumber of smaller towns, but it seemed better to avoid these. The fewer the people
where he stopped, the greater the chance of being noticed and remembered. With three searchers after
him, not counting Josip, things were bad enough aready. Especialy when one of the three happened to
he Peter Pushkin.

Ronnie's hand trembled as he found his handker-chief and began mopping his hot face. Peter!
The only seemingly false notein last night's dream had been Pe-ter's gppearance in it. But the sudden
redlity of Peter, sriding across the dock in disguise, had given him ajolt hewould fed for along time,

Or maybe the present, neatly trimmed person was the real Peter, and the red-bearded tutor had
been adisguise. It seemed more likely. But why would adis-guised Peter Pushkin take ajob astutor to
the Blue Boy? Why?

Why had Peter allowed the company to offer such ahuge reward when he knew it would put the
Blue Boy in danger? And why had Peter been so conveniently absent that terrible night at the hotel ? Yes,
and what was he doing on the dock at the same time with the two gunmen? Did it just happen that way?

After hisexertion in the heat, Ronnie's head had begun to itch annoyingly under the wig, hut he
forgot it momentarily under achilling new thought.

Therewasasimple, easy, and speedy way the Blue Boy could be found and caught. All the
hundreds of police stations throughout Puerto Rico were under the head of the main station in San Juan.
Peter had only to go to the main gation, tell the right kind of astory, and in afew minutes every police
car on theidand would be watching for a cab carrying the runaway Blue Boy.

But did Peter know this?

With his eye on the driver, Ronnie loosened hiswig and ran an unsteady hand through his hair. It
helped only briefly. Then hetried to ignore his discomfort by concentrating on the road ahead. They were
out of San Juan now, going through lush, mountainous country that made him think of Hawaii. He had
thought the traffic would ease allittle with the city behind them, but if anything, it was worse and the pace
even mad-der. Suddenly his attention went to the curious little cone-shaped mountainsrisng close on
gther Sde.

They werein the haystack hills.

Almogt ingtantly his eye was caught by awhite dash in the jungle-covered side of the nearest



cone. It was alarge shalow cave, and the white was the exposed limestone. In the next few minutes he
counted nearly a dozen such caves, and redlized there must be hundreds of them in the region.

Could Black Luis be hiding in such acave?

Hewas Hill thinking about thisahalf hour later, and wondering about Marlowe, when the cab
roared over aseries of bridges and came to an abrupt stop on the edge of a sprawling town.

That thiswas Arecibo he knew without asking, for he had glimpsed the name on asign farther
back. But something seemed to be holding up traffic in the dis-tance.

"What's wrong ahead?' he asked unessly.

“Never know," the driver said, shrugging. "It isthe police again. They stop usand look us over
onceinawhile, but they tdl usnothing. They liketherr lit-tle secrets. But it could be Communigts.”

"Communigts?" said Ronnie, hurriedly reaching for hismoney.

"Y es. They come from Santo Domingo, do their wickedness, and go back this way to maybe
escape on aboat at Aguadilla™

Ronnie pressed the fare and a generoustip into the driver's hand, and reached for the door. "1
think I'll walk the rest of the way. It's only ablock or two."

The man winked. "Y ou don't like the police, en?’

"Oh, | wouldn't say that,” said Ronnie, winking back. "It'sjust that I'm aCommunist, avery
dangerous one, and I've ordersto blow up al the police sa-tions on theidand.”

"Good! A worthy task! And if the police should ask me, | will tell them only that my farewasa
student, home on vacation. | will not mention that | picked him up near the docks, and that hisface was
very padefor anidander.”

Ronnie hastily plucked another bill from his pocket and thrust it into the other's hand. "Thank you,
friend. Y ou must not frighten the poor police. My palenessis caused by a dreadful disease; and I'vejust
escaped from the most unspeakable place-"

"Get dong with you! " chuckled the driver, and Ronnie dipped gratefully away and hurried down
anarrow, balconied sde street away from the traffic.

The police might not he looking for the Blue Boy, but it was a chance he couldn't take.
Cold-eyed Peter should not be underestimated, ever.

Around the corner on the next street, Ronnie paused in the shade under an overhanging window
covered with grillwork and considered what to do. When he wasin San Juan in January he had wanted
badly to visit Arecibo and see the giant radio-telescope in the mountains on the other side of town. But
there hadn't been time. He had anew film to make, studiesto fin-ish, and engagements waiting in Nuami,
New Y ork, and Buenos Aires. Now here he was actudly in Arecibo, and still there was no possibility of
gratifying one of his greatest wishes. At the moment it was of far more importance that he do something
about hisfurioudy itching scalp, which had suddenly become unbearable. And he wasthirgty. All the way
from San Juan histhirst had been growing. When he had soothed his burning head, hewantedto sitina
cool place and drink tall frosted glasses of ice-cold water.

It was the memory of aparagraph he had read about awell-known cafe here that drove him
doggedly up the hot street, then back over the main route. He found the cafe on the corner, and studied it
amoment before en-tering, noting that it had a side entrance opening upon a parking lot where cabs
could be hired. Insde he hes-itated, knowing he was taking arisk. Everyone cross-ing the idand stopped
here. Surely Peter would, if he camein thisdirection.

But his parched throat and the blessed coolness from air conditioning lured him on. He went into the
lavatory firgt, and washed his hot face and managed to par-tiadly cool his burning scalp. Then hefound a
sedt at the long serpentine counter. The place was crowded, even though it was now the middle of the
afternoon, and every waiter was rushed. When onefindly came, he ordered alime drink, for which he
suddenly had a craving, and aglass of ice water.

"And please" he begged, "Bring the weter firg."

The waiter brought the drink first, and gpparently forgot him. Ronnie took an eager swallow from
the too-green mixturein the glass, and set it down, revolted. Instead of being made from fresh limes,
which grew dl over theidand, it was artificidly flavored. And worse, it was Sckeningly swest.



All thistime he had been keeping awary eye on the entrance. Now he glimpsed a short, dender
figure coming into the crowded foyer. He went rigid and stared. It looked like Josip, but with so many
people between them he couldn't be sure. Then he made out the man's bristling yellow hair, and part of
hisface. It was Josip.

In his sudden wave of rage, frustration, and despair, Ronnie aimost cried out and jumped from
his seet. Hisfirgt inclination wasto defy Josip. But dmost instantly hisvery logical mind was cutting
through emotion, see-ing the dangers, and deciding on the best course to avoid them. In the next breath
hewasforcing himself to swallow more of the unplessant lime drink while he drew money from his
pocket and tossed it on the counter. Then, bag in hand and head lowered, he was off the stool and
moving swiftly to the sde door.

In the parking lot he started for the nearest taxi, but abruptly changed his mind when he saw an
idand bus taking on passengers. Heraced to it and barely man-aged to get aboard before it pulled away.

Paying hisway to Mayagiiez, he settled down in arear seat and tried to compose himself. The
more he thought about it, the more certain he became that Josip had seen him leave the dock area, and
had managed to catch acab in timeto follow him. The steward'sjob, he knew, was only temporary, and
Josip was due to leave the ship at San Juan. Ordinarily such aman would have stayed in the city. But
here he was in Are-cibo, which meant he must have taken a cab to get here. Would Josip have spent the
money to comethisfar by cab unless he had visons of reward?

Suddenly Ronnie was dismayed by another thought. What if Josip had run into Peter on the ship,
and made aded with him? It was entirely possible.

Ronnie began to regret hisimpulse to get on the bus. At first it had seemed safer, for passengers
on acrowded bus are seldom remembered. But suppose Josip, or someone with Josip, had seen him
dash out-side and jump aboard?

He was even more dismayed to discover that the bus was alocal, and made every stop along the
way. Long later, when it rumbled into the little segport of Aguadilla, he would have changed to acab had
one been in evidence. He was tempted to get out and search for one and find adrink of water aswell,
but some in-gtinct made him stay aboard.

Presently, glancing hack out of the rear window, he made an unpleasant discovery. The buswas
being fol-lowed.

Ronnie studied the following car for some time, hop-ing it would come close enough to give him a
better look at the driver, But it never did. Other ears passed, but this one lagged behind; when the bus
made astop it pulled to the sde of the road and waited until the buswas on itsway again.

Findly Ronnie hunched down in his seat, and began gnawing unhappily on hislip while he
congdered this new dtuation. Thefollowing car wasn't ataxi. If it wasarental job, Josp couldn't be
driving, because it would have been impossible to rent a car so quickly after leaving the ship. Thetwo
gunmen could beinit, but more likely it was Peter at the whedl. And Josip could be with him, acting asa
guide.

How was he going to leave the bus without being seen?

His best chance, he reasoned, would he to ride on in to Mayagiez, then take a cab back to the
area of the captain’s cottage. Only, it would be dark by the time he returned. How could he ever find
Black Luis last beehive a night?

At that moment, peering ahead at the road curving to the right around endless canefields, he
glimpsed the seaagain in place of the mountains he expected to find there. The mountains wereto the
left. Suddenly be redlized the bus was not following the main route to Mayagiiez, as he remembered it on
the map. Instead it was circling around a great headland to take in severd little coastal towns. Ashe
closed his eyes and visudized the map, he saw that soon he would be going through Rincon and
Corcega, and that shortly after-ward he would actually be passing by the captain's cottage and the Beach
of the Three Brothers.

Thistantalizing fact, which had escaped him until now, brought him upright in his seet, aplan
forming inhismind.

At thefirst stop past Rincon, depending on the posi-tion of the bus and the size of the crowd



around it, hewould dip off and try to make it to the nearest cover. Hisfollowers wouldn't be expecting
that, and his smallnesswould be a great advantage. If he could reach acanefield or abit of woods
unseen, he would be safe.

They werefinally past Rincon, and the bus was dowing when gbruptly it began to rain. It roared
straight down as the bus stopped at a hut near the side of the road. The small crowd of onlookersran
laughing for shelter. Ronnie, who had started to get off behind one of the passengers, retreated hagtily to
his seat. The fol-lowing car, dim in the downpour, had crept much closer thistime.

Ronnie had long been aware that the high moun-tainswerelost in clouds, but he had thought
nothing of it. And though he had been in the tropics, he had no ideawhat atropica rain can belike, even
after therainy season is supposed to be over.

It dackened for awhile, so that he could make out the following car. Then it began to pour in
earnest. Windows came down in the bus, and the interior was suddenly gtifling. The car behind them
becameinvis-ible until the next stop, when it drew up so closethat leaving in front of it was unthinkable.

Ronnie despaired. But even as the bus got under way again, he was dmost frantically considering
and dis-carding new plans. The thought of being forced to stay aboard until Mayagtiez was suddenly
frightening. But what could hedoin such arain asthis?

He had never seen anything likeit, and would not have believed it could pour any harder. But all
at once, incredibly, it turned into a thundering deluge that ob-literated everything from sight. The bus
dowed, crept to the side of the road, and stopped.

It took Ronnie only an ingtant to redlize this was his chance, but he sat motionlessfor fivelong,
tense seconds before he could fight down histerror of what he | had to do. Then he jumped from his seat
and ran to the front of the bus.

“Quick!" hecried. "Let meout!"

Thedriver eyed him in astonishment. "Areyou crazy?

"I've got to get out!" Ronnie amogt shrieked. "Hurry!"

"Y ou must be demented. In that case, perhapsit is better to have you out than in." The driver
shrugged and opened the door.

Ronnie swallowed and stepped forth into the deluge.

It waslike plunging into aroaring cataract, and he wasingtantly soaked. The bus vanished
completely after thefirst two steps and he had to fed hisway off the road. Then hisfeet dipped in mud,
and he went tumbling down a dope he would not have believed was there. Somehow he managed to
cling to his bag, which cushioned the shock when his downward progress was abruptly stopped by a
tree. Fear drove him blindly on. It was only after he had groped through atangle of tropical growthto an
open space that he began to fedl safe.

He stopped, tore off his glasses and the hated wig, and raised his head to the dashing rain. Never had
warter felt so pleasantly cool, or tasted so good asit poured down histhroat. He drank hisfill standing.
Finaly he removed most of his clothes and held them out in his hands until they were washed clean.
When the rain dackened he put them on again, and tucked the wig under hisbelt. He could make out his
surroundings and he started hesitantly forward.

After afew yards he stopped, uncertain. The sea had to be somewhere ahead, but hewasin
up-and-down country and rising directly in front of him was ajungle-covered dope. Then he made out a
bamboo fence on the right, and a vague path besideit. Eagerly he followed the path for awhile, only to
cometo an abrupt halt at the sight of huts beyond the fence.

To be seen by anyone now was to be remembered, and that could be extremely dangerous. For
when Peter, or whoever wasin the car, discovered he was not on the bus at MayagUez, the search
would surely swing back in thisdirection. Every poor jibaro, or farm worker, in the areawould be
questioned.

Ronnie carefully retraced his steps. There seemed to be only one other way to go, and that was
up awind-ing path climbing aridge on the |&ft. With some mis-givings he started upward.



By the time he reached the crest the rain had stopped and the sun was struggling to break
through the clouds ahead. He gasped, for the sealay directly in front of him. From thisheight it seemed to
be dmogt at hisfeet. A distant plume of factory smoke marked the city of Mayagiiez, far off to the | ft.
Ontheright—

He stiffened as a perfect beehive shape took form in the clearing mist. It was at the very end of
the ridge on which he stood, and it was the only such shape to he seen.

The sght of it sent him hurrying breathlesdy down the path on the western side of the ridge.

Thelast beehive—for surdly it could be nothing e se—was farther away than it had first
appeared. Long after he reached the rocky beach he was il struggling to get to it before the sun went
down. Once the seahad swallowed the sun, the tropic night would follow swiftly. The thought of being
caught hereinthe dark, dl done, wasalittle frightening.

Hewas amogt at the base of the beehive when he found the way blocked by atida creek
overgrown with mangroves. At the sight of the black water and the tangled growth in it, his courage
amost deserted him. Then, noticing the sand bar in the clear salt water be-yond the mouth of the place,
he waded grimly out to it and circled to the other side,

Hardly aminuteswalk farther on, near the edge of atiny sandy beach, he found the seagrape
tree.

That it was a seagrape he knew ingtantly by its round leaves, and spreading foliage above alow,
gnarled trunk. It was the biggest sea grape he had ever seen, and unquestionably the one AnaMaria
Ro-sdlitahad told him about. For it was hollow, and in the hollow were acoil of new fishing lineand a
package of hooks, and what seemed to be a message scrawled upon a scrap of wrapping paper.

In sudden rising excitement Ronnie turned and stared at the little mountain he had come so far to
find. The only sign of acave wasthe familiar white of ex-posed limestone showing through the tropic
growth about a hundred feet up. It was too shalow a spot to give protection to anyone or form ahiding
place. Then, to theleft of the mountain, abroken fence caught his
attention On the higher ground beyond it, in aruined garden, the fire-blackened remains of asmal
dwelling protruded above brown and wilted banana stalks.

Ronnie studied the ruins. Frowning, he turned back to the beach. His excitement was changing to
uneasi-ness. Something had happened here, something unpleasant. And it hadn't been very long ago.
Wherewas Black Luisnow?

The sun had aready touched the horizon. Ronnie swallowed and sank down on arock,
wondering what to do.

It wasthetime for crickets and katydids to begin their evening chorus, but instead of anything
familiar an entirdly different sound began to rise around him. He had been hearing it intermittently for the
past hour, but had paid little attention to it. Now it swelled from dl sides, growing inintensity asthe sun
didinto the sea-ahigh, liquid call from countless thousands of in-visble throats. co-keel co-keel co-keec!
co-keec! ma-reec! co-keecel ma-reef co-keeel

Thevery cheerfulness of it made him momentarily forget his troubles. He was wondering what
sort of creatures could be making such a pleasant racket, when a curioudy sharp little voice demanded,
"What are you doing here, boy? Don't you know thisis private property?"

Ronnie sprang to hisfeet and stared about him. There was no onein sight. In fact, there was not
even aplace anywhere near where aperson could be hid-den. Y et the voice had been very close.

"W-where areyou?’ he gulped.

"I'm asking the questiond! " the voice snapped imperioudy. "Answer me!™

"I-I'mlooking for Black Luis," Ronnie sammered.

"Hal Andwho told you you'd find him here?"

"AnaMariaRoditatold me."

"Oh!" There was asilence, then the voice de-manded, " Why did shetell you—and why are you
look-ing for him?"

Ronnie ran histongue over dry lips. Thiswasthe most incredible conversation he had ever had in
hislife. The voice seemed to be in constant movement though it was never more than afew paces avay.



Y et he could see no one.

"Don't gand there like adummy,” the voice said sharply. " Speak up!”

"It-it'salittle hard spesking to an invisible person who keeps moving around me. Are-are you
Marlowe?'

"Who told you my name?'

"AnaMariaRosdita. Shesaid if | came here, you'd see me and take meto Black Luis. I-I've got
tofind aplaceahide."

"From what? Areyou alawbresker?'

“No. But there are people who want to do me in because they think | know too much. I-I'm
Ronnie Cleveland, the Blue Boy."

"Ulp! Say that again? The Blue Boy?"

"Yes | met AnaMaria Rosdlita on the boat that brought us from New Orleans. She helped me
get avay. She-"

“Madre mial She's back aready? On the Cristobal Colén?"

"Y es. We docked early this afternoon. We-"

"Praise be!l Oh, it will be so good to see her again! | can't begin to tell you how we've felt here,
with her so far away. She wrote she was coming back, but we didn't know when the boat. . . . Oh, |
must tell Black Luis" The voice, breathless and excited, broke off abruptly. There was a pause, then it
snapped coldly, aBut how do | know you're the Blue Boy? Can you proveit?'

"Haven't you ever seen apicture of me?"

"No. I've never been interested in entertainers.”

"Thenlook at my hair,” Ronnie ground out. "I've been hiding it under awig so | wouldn't be
recognized. But the wig's off now. Can't you see the color of it?"

There was amoment's silence. Suddenly the voice exclaimed, "Hombre! Itisbluel | thought it
wasjust the evening light on it. Name of aname, you redly are the Blue Boy!"

“Right now,” Ronnie muttered, "'l surewish | weren't."” Then he added alittle desperately,
"Please, I-1've had about al | cm take today. 1've been chased and someone tried to shoot me, and I've
been followed al the way from San Juan. | just managed to escape off the bus and run away intherain.
I'vefindly reached the end of nowhere, and now I'm forced to talk to an-an invisible something-"

"You're not at the end of nowhere," the sharp voice interrupted. "Y ou're a the beginning of
somewhere. And don't think you're the only one with troubles We have them too, What's more, I'm not
an invisble some-thing. | happen to be entirely visible, and much too ex-posed for comfort. That's bad
enough. But on top of it you're trying to make me reveal a secret known only to two people, and I'm not
likingitahit."

"But-but what-"

"No! I'll not revedl it! Y ou know too much dready. Y ou may call me Marlowe, but don't ask
any questions about me. If you want to see Black Luis, turn around and face the mountain, and start
walking. I'll tell youwhereto go.”

Ronnie felt acold prickling at the hack of his neck. He swallowed and picked up hisbag. "I-I
saw some things that must have been left for you two in that hol-low tree. Don't you want to get them
firg?

"You get them," Marlowe ordered. "Then head for the mountain. Do exactly as| tell you, and don't ook
back!"

7
BLACK LUIS

IT HAD BEEN A VERY BAD DAY . Though Ronnie had experienced worse ones, none had been so
grangely jolting. The horribly red dream, and the following redlity of it, had been hard enough to take.
Such thingsjust don't happen to intelligent people with level heads. The fact that they had happened was



evi-dence that he must have a cog |oose somewhere. Of course he hadn't swallowed any of that silly stuff
which poor AnaMaria Rosditawas al wrapped up in, so he felt the cog couldn't have dipped too much.
But with thisfind offering of the day he wasn't so sure.

As hetook the thingsfrom the tree, hetried to steal careful glancesfrom the corners of hiseyes,
but he saw no more than he had before. No onewasin sight. And few creatures but a chipmunk could
have managed to hide behind the dappled rocks thet littered the area just above the beach. There were
no chipmunks on theidand, and the only wild animd, he remembered, was the mongoose, which had
been imported from India. He had never heard of achipmunk that could talk, and he doubted if a
mongoose would be any better at it.

That |eft birds and ventriloquists. Parrots lived in the mountains here, but it was beyond him to
credit even the smartest parrot with Marlowe'sintelligence. Birds—and that included mynah birds—just
didn't haveit.

Asfor ventriloguists. . .

Ronnie dipped the cail of fishing line over his shoulder, and thrust the hooks and the noteinto a
pocket of his nearly dry trousers. Then, bag in hand, he turned toward the mountain, his ears dert for any
| smal sound around him.

He had hardly taken three steps when Marlowe's voice came from a spot directly behind him,
appar-ently from the tree he had just | eft. "Head for that clump of bamboo,” Marlowe ordered. "Turn to
the right behind it, and you'll find steps.” Then, as he fal-tered, the voice sharpened and almost shrieked, *
Keep going, Blue Boy! Keep going, and don't you dare turn around. Y ou've no time to waste. Can't you
seethat it will soon be dark?!

Ronnie fought down the temptation to whirl and Sare at the tree. He had dready examined it
carefully while taking the things out of the hollow, Marlowe wasn't there. The very impossibility of the
voice speak-ing from the tree brought a colder prickling at his neck and down his spine.

A ventriloquist? No. Unless one actudly had learned to throw his voice, as o many people il
seemed to think.

He reached the bamboo and hesitated again, but a sharp word from Marlowe drove him behind
it, and through an dmost imperceptible opening in the foliage. The degpening blaze of evening color
bardly pene-trated the thick canopy of leaves, but presently he made out the steps leading upward. They
had been cut directly into the limestone and obvioudy were very old. All of them were eroded and
broken, and many were hidden entirely by the matted roots of trees. From the angle of the climb he
guessed they were headed for the exposed patch of rock he had noticed earlier.

They were. Ronnie came out suddenly upon abroad shelf, much larger than he had expected to
find. Ev-erything about it showed the hand of man—»but of man long past. The crumbled protectivewall
around the edge had originaly been made of carefully cut stone, and once seats of stone had lined the
insde, but only afew of these were still usable. Of present-day man the only signswere the remains of a
firein asheltered cor-ner, and alarge caabash full of fresh rainwater from the afternoon's del uge.

"Wait here," camethe voice of Marlowe from some indefinite spot in the tangle ahead.

Ronnie sank wearily down on the nearest seat and peered about with some astonishment. Mango trees
loaded with green fruit framed afantastic view of the darkening sea. Above him oranges were growing
wild, and below he could make out the broad leaves of plan-tains and bananas. With fish from the seg,
he thought, Marlowe and Black Luis should havelittle trouble living here. Only, where did they deep?
Surely not on this open shelf.

Hiswonderings were interrupted by approaching voices. Suddenly, asif materidizing from the
gathering night, the long, lean form of ablack boy did from the shadows on the other sde of the shelf. He
wore only sandals and ragged shorts made from an old pair of blue jeans, arid he was the blackest
person Ronnie had ever seen. Even hislipswere dark, and, like al histhin and strangely handsome
features, they seemed to have been very carefully carved from ebony.

“Holal" hegreeted. "l am Black Luis."

"Hola!" sad Ronnie, risng dowly. "I an Ronnie Clevdand,”

“I've seen your pictures. | recognize you. Marlowe saysyou'rein trouble. He says AnaMaria



Rosditasent you here." He spoke jerkily in asharp voice, mixing English and Spanish just as Marlowe
did. There was something oddly familiar in the way he pronounced an English phrase.

Ronniereplied easily in the same mixture of lan-guages. "Yes" hesaid. "I've got to have asafe
placeto hide. I've plenty of money. I'll pay-" He stopped quickly, seeing that the mention of money wasa
mis-take. The long eyes of the black boy had narrowed, and the thin face had tightened. From
somewhere in the shadows the unseen Marlowe spat out, "Money!” asif it were the ugliest word ever
devised by man.

Black Luissaid, "Money isnot wanted here. If you areafriend of AnaMaria Rosdita, thet is
enough. Her friends are our friends. We share what we have. Come."

Just aminute" said Ronnie, dipping the coil of fishing line from his shoulder and reaching into his
pocket for the hooks and the scrap of wrapping paper. “Here are somethings| brought from your
mailbox. | thought the note might be important.”

Line and hooks were received with an understand-able eagerness, but the scrawled note brought
afrown. The black boy squinted &t it in the fading light. "It isfrom Nicky Robles, my friend up at the
beach.” he shook hishead." | cannot make it out now. But Nicky never sends good news. So thishasto
be bad."

Ronnie dug quickly into his bag, found hisflashlight, and turned it on. It wasingtantly snatched
away and turned off.

"Never show alight up here!” Black Luiswarned, “Never! It can be seen for miles” Hewent to
acorner behind abench, spread the note on the stone floor, and read the message with the light carefully
shielded by his hands and body. " Por supuesto,” he muttered. "I might have known it."

"Isit-very bad?’ Ronnie asked.

"Bad enough. But you do bring us good news aong with the bad. It helpsto know that we will
see AnaMaria Rosditaagain, though she must have told you it is dangerousfor her to return. Sheisin
trouble too." The black boy sighed. "Now Nicky tells me that the officials will come to search for me.
Tomorrow. The police and the immigration people. | an not wanted here. | am what they cdl an-an
undesirable dien. If they catch me, | will be deported.”

“Hal" Marlowe exclamed. "If they catch you. Tha'll bethe day!"

"But | can't stay here forever. Not with the way things have been going.”

Ronniesaid, "Areyou redly andien?"

“I-I don't know for sure. Only Don Carlos, AnaMaria Rosdlita's father, knew the truth about
thet,"

"But surely theresarecord-"

“Saveit,” Marlowe interrupted sharply. "Wed bet-ter get him insgde, marinero, beforeit gets
too dark for him to see, Snce we can't show alight.”

"Then let'sgo. Follow me close, Blue Boy."

To Ronnie, black dark came the ingtant they |eft the shelf and began crawling through the tangle.
He could only fed hisway aong, guided by Black Luis feet and an occasiona word from Marlowe,
Every time he groped forward over the matted roots his stomach con-tracted, and he chilled with the fear
of the unknown tropical horror his fingers might touch: scorpions, cen-tipedes, snakes.

"Do-do you have any bad snakes here?' he asked once.

His question brought an ingtant chuckle from Black Luis. " Not on this mountain, Blue Boy. You
won't find much of anything here that will bite, not even amos-quito. Anyway, there are no poisonous
snakeson theidand.”

"Oh. | didn't know. I-I've never beenin aplacelike thisbefore. To tdl thetruth, thisisthe first
time | wasever in thewoods.”

"Dont kid me, whitefdler."

“I'm not kidding you. I've dwayslived in cities. | never had achanceto get out before.”

"I livedinacity once, but | sure got out.”

"Where was that?'

"New York. Inthat part they call Harlem. That'swhere | learned to speak English. Oh, | had itin



school in Corcega. But Harlem's the place where | learned to weit. They got ared school there for
teaching spanish-speeking kids."

So that was why the black boy's pronunciation had seemed so familiar. "Harlem," Ronnie said
quietly, " iswherel first learned to speak Spanish.”

“No!" Movement ahead stopped. "Y ou're putting me on, white feller. What were you ever doing
inaplacelike Harlem?”

"Trying to say dive."

"Go on! The Blue Boy never had to worry about keeping hisbdly full.”

"I wasn't the Blue Boy then. | never knew my people, if | ever had any. About thefirst thing | can
re-member was crawling down an dley, hungry. An old black woman took mein. She used to sted s0
we could egt. All she had to give methat first day was some dry bread soaked in water, with alittle sugar
on it. Did that ever taste good!"

“Hombre! | never had it that bad."

Therewasasdlence. Then Black Luissaid, "My mammadied early, but | had the best papa
anywhereto look after metill hewaskilled in an accident. We lived in that house down below usthat
was burned. Did you noticeit?

"Y es. What happened there?’

Before the black boy could answer, Marlowe cried, "That unspeakable Bernardo put amatch toit! With
his own hands! Oh, how | would like to see AnaMaria Rosdita give him warts-"

“Quieto! Well talk about him later." To Ronnie said, "We're at the door. I'll lift the vines out of
the way and hold thelight. Y ou crawl infirgt."

The light stabbed into anarrow black tunnel under the vines. The mere thought of entering it
made Ron-nie shudder, but he gathered his courage and did as he wastold. When he wasfinally able to
stand erect and look around, he was astonished to discover that he wasin alarge cave, clean, dry, and
pleasantly cool. Nor wasit an ordinary cavern of eroded limestone, such as he had glimpsed during the
afternoon. In the beginning, no doubt, it had been just that. But in some distant past man had smoothed
the walls and leveled the floor; then he had caned extrarooms and grottoes, and decorated it all with
symbolic designs of birds and fish chisded into the rock. Finally—and Ronnie found thisequaly
astonishing—modern man had furnished it with avariety of odds and ends and actudly succeeded in
meaking it homelike.

Lanterns, ancient and modern, hung about the walls. Only one was lighted, and by itsfeeble glow
he could make out chairs and an ancient table of carved wood, a cot with what seemed to bea
hand-woven cover, and some built-in bookshel ves jammed with old books. A net hammock hungina
corner between stout meta hooks driven into the rock. At an angle to the right of it was a man-made
acoveobvioudy used asakitchen. Beyond it, in alarger acove, the lantern light glinted faintly on the
ornate post of an old bed. The region on the other side of it waslost in darkness,

What | haveisyours" Black Luis said, and now there was more than mere politenessin his
voice. “Make yoursdlf at home."

“Thank you," said Ronnie, peering about in wonder. “Thisis some place. Did you just find it, or
what?'

"Oh, we've always sort of known about it. | mean, Marlowe and |, and his ancestors and mine.
The indios used it before the Spanish came. This country'sfull of caves. Most of them are known, but
the Spanish never learned of ours. Did AnaMaria Rosdlitatell you about it?’

“She said you'd gone underground.”

"Wadl, she knows of it, though she's never seen it. Weve never used it except as ahiding place.
My grandpapagot in trouble once, and hid in here for two years. He's the one who fixed it up theway it
isnow. Worked in here al day and came out only at night to pick fruit or catch fish. That's how we have
tolive" Black Luisgave ashort, bitter laugh, then added, “But we won't be able to hide here much
longer. A few moreweeks...” Heshrugged.

Ronnie stared at him." What's going on? Besides what's happening tomorrow, | mean.”

"Tomorrow ispart of it. It belongsto the same string of trouble. The string is being tightened all



around us. Soon it will squeeze usout.”

"And Bernardo isthe one who's pulling the string?

“Who else? But don't ask me why. It makes no sense. It isacrazy thing." Black Luissighed. "l
am not afraid for mysdf. | would hate to losethis place, yes. But it isno great matter. | can get lost and
manage somehow. The big worry isthat the same string tightening around AnaMaria Rosdita. Thet is
what scaresme.”

"It scaresmetoo,” said Ronnie, remembering how vicioudy the Sefiora had struck her after
leaving boat. " She told me sheld run away, if things got bad, and come here. She won't et them take her
back Santo Domingo.”

"But that istheir plan! | know " The black pounded hisfiststogether. "They would get rid of us
both. My grapevine is good. Marlowe gets around. What he misses, | get from Nicky Robles. Hissister
works at Las Alturas. That's the old Montoya villawhere Don Bernardo isliving now. | don't know how
AnaMaria Rosdita can get out of that place-"

“What'swrong with it?"

“It'shuilt on the side of the mountain, like afort. Anyway, it would be just like that dirty bribon
to lock her in her room.”

"Then well go and get her out,” Ronnietold him.

"If you think that would be easy-*

"Nothing is easy on an empty stomach,” Marlowe interrupted from the darkness of the entrance.
"It ispast timeto eat, marinero, which meansit isno timeto talk of troubles and make plans. The Blue
Boy'sabout had it today. Didn't he tell you someone's been trying to kill him ever since he reached San
Juan?'

"Madre!" the black boy exclaimed. "Who would want to do athing like that? Sit down. Tell me
about it while | bring the supper.”

“I have hisdessart,” Marlowe called. “I'vejust picked it."

A red and gold object the size of two teacups rolled but of the darkness and skittered acrossthe
goneto-ward the table. The aromaof it instantly filled the cave.

Ronnie caught it up and held it in thelight. "A mango!" he exclaimed. "A ripe one!”

"Of courseit'sripe!” Marlowe said tardy. "Did you think 1'd be scummy enough to offer you a
green one?"'

"No, but-1 mean-"

“I've heard how the Blue Boy goes for mangoes,” said the voice from the dark. "So | thought I'd
get you an extra-speciad one. Bet you never saw any likeit!”

"No," Ronniereplied, hiswonder growing. "I never did." Hisfondness for mangoes had been
well publi-cized, but amost no one redlized how much knowl-edge he had acquired about the subject.
This mango was not only out of season, but it didn't even belong here. In fact, he couldn't think of any
placeit did belong.

"I-1 certainly appreciateit,” he managed to say. "It's hard to believe you just picked it."

"But | did! Not two minutes ago!"

"You didn't pick it from any of thosetrees| saw outsde.”

“Wadll, not exactly,” Marlowe admitted. "It came from one of the others.”

"What others?'

"Oh, don't be so nosy! Can't you just accept ag thing when it's given to you?”'

But, Marlowe, | can't help wondering. I-1 know thisis extra specia. That'swhy I'm so interested.
W-won't you come out and show yourself, so | can thank you in person?”

“Absolutely not! Y ou just want to satisfy your over-grown curiosity. You'll accept meas| am, or
not at dl."

"But I've dready accepted you-"

"Not for what | am! I'm really aghost. That'swhy | can't show mysdf.”

"But you're not aghost,” Ronnie perssted. "'l know better! In fact-"

"l am too aghost!" Marlowe snapped. "l was even named for aghost. If you don't believeit, ask



Black Luis™

Ronnie glanced at the suddenly grinning Negro, who was placing baked yams and hunks of cold
fish wrapped in bananaleaves on the table. "People around here think hesaghost,” said Black Luis,
"When they hear him and can't see him, they run. | mean, they run.” Black Luischuckled. "But you
didn't run. You'rethefirst person | know who didn't."

"l wanted to,” Ronnie confessed. "But | couldn't afford to. | had to find aplace to hide.”

There was a sudden silence. Then Marlowe said in apuzzled tone, "I can't understand why
anybody would want to hurt the Blue Boy. It doesn't make sense.”

There were alot of things around here, Ronnie thought that didn't make sense. Bernardo's
tightening string was crazy enough. And Marlowe, to put it mildly, had given him awaloping jolt. Even
now, when he had finally begun to suspect what Marlowe could be, it was hard to believe.

But the thing that made the least sense of al was the mango.

He placed the incredible fruit on the table before him, then started in hungrily on the fish. Between
biteshe said, "I had to run away because somebody thinks | know too much. The trouble started in New
Orleans. . ”

While hetold what had happened to him, part of his mind centered on the mango. It was
impossible, becauseit couldn't have grown here. There wouldn't be aripe mango on theidand until next
spring, and that was months away. Y et here was aripe one, finer than any he had ever seen, so fresh
from the tree that the dew was till onit.

Where did Marlowe get it?

8
HAUNTED MOUNTAIN

RONNIE AWOKE SUDDENLY in the night, shaken by adream asfrighteningly red asthe one he had
had on the ship. He was diding and plunging downward through wet jungle growth in absol ute blackness.
Therewas an ingtant of horror when he lost contact with AnaMaria Rosdlita behind him, and Black Luis
ahead, and abruptly began to fal, down, down, down.

The dream had neither beginning nor end, but the terrible redlity of it brought him upright onthe
cot where he had been adeep, to arewildly around at hisunfamiliar surroundings. Then, in thedim light
of thelantern, he saw the half-esten mango on the table. Ingtantly everything fell into place.

He sank back, trying to forget the dream, and wished he could have gone fishing with Black Luis.
He had never beenfishing in hislife. But until he knew more about the area and had learned to find his
way around in the dark, it had been agreed that it would be better if he remained out of sight.

"Thisidand's crawling with people,” Black Luistold him before leaving. ™Y ou may not see them,
but they happen to be watching, they'll see you. And they’ll seeyou for sureif there smoney iniit for
them.”

It was something of a shock to redlize that the price of safety was to become avoluntary prisoner
inacave. Therewasn't the dightest doubt that Peter, or who-ever it was that had followed him so far,
would be able to trace him to the spot where he had |eft the busin the rain. The search would broaden.
Soon every per-son living for miles around would be on the watch for him.

"It'sthe same with me," the black boy added. Everybody around here works for Don Bernardo.
Either in the cane or the coffee. They call themsaves my friends. Hal Y ou could buy haf of them for ten
dollars. They keep Don Bernardo informed. Last month one of them saw mein my papas old house.
Next day Don Bernardo came and burned the place down, then smashed the pump at the well.”

“But why?'

"Lotsof reasons. Claimed it belonged to him. Claimed Don Carlos never redly gave methe
place. Chimed | was a—an undesirable alien and didn't want me hanging around. Told peopleif | didn't
have water and aroof, I'd have to go back where | be-longed. Wdll, I've got water and aroof he doesn't
know about. It'sall on my own property.”



"If Don Carlos gaveit to you, surely you have adeed to proveit.”

“Of course hehasadeed! " Marlowe exclaimed from the shadows. "It'sin that tin box on the
shelf. I'll bet that dirty bribon burned the house thinking he'd burn the deed with it."”

"That wouldn't make much difference” heto them.

"Deeds haveto be registered. With agood lawyer-"

Lawyer, heinstantly discovered, was a bad word, almost as bad as money. It brought a shriek of
"Vul-ture!" from Marlowe, and dire mutterings from Black Luis. It developed that Black Luis actudly had
goneto alawyer, the very man who had made out the deed in thefirst place, and who had often done
work for Don Carlos.

"Hetold meto get logt,” the Mack boy spat out. "Hetold me | was under age and an dien, and
had no legd rightssincel didn't have aguardian. And he told me I'd better get back to Santo Domingo
where| belonged, and fast, before the immigration people caught me. Then he said Don Carlos had
made amistake in deeding me property, but that Don Bernardo felt sorry for me, and would be glad to
givemealittle cash for my clam. | told the dirty diablo-"

"But you went to the wrong lawyer! Can't you see? Don Carlosis dead, and he wants the
Montoya busi-ness. So helll do whatever Bernardo tells him. But the whole thing is crazy. Why does
Bernardo want to drive you away and take your property? With what he'sin-herited, I'll bet he's one of
therichest menin theidands! He'sgot thousands of acres! Why does he want thislittle piece?

"l cantfigureit.”

“But there has to be areason. Tell me what happened. | mean, you said you'd lived in Harlem.
Why did you leave and go to Santo Domingo? If | can hear the whole thing, maybe. . .”

"Wdll, when my papadied, | had nobody to look me but an aunt. When she decided to livein
New York, | had to go dong."

"What about Marlowe?'
Marlowe grumbled, “Somebody had to stay behind | keep an eye on things. Anyhow, | wasn't
wanted."

"I wanted you," Black Luissaid, "But | wasn't dlowed to take you. Y ou know that. Anyway,
when my aunt died, | wrote to Don Carlosin Santo Domingo and asked for ajob. Y ou see, my people
had worked for him and his people for ahundred years. When he sent me the money to come down, |
moved fast. Madre, was| glad to leave! | came herefirst and got Marlowe, then went on to Santo
Domingo. Later, when the trouble came-"

“I know that part of it. But what happened after you got here with Ana Maria Rosdita? Why did
Don Carlos give you this particular piece of land? Did you ask for it?’

"Sure. But not until he said he was going to give me some land anyway. He said land reform was
corn-ing, and the government was going to take land from peoplelike him and divideit up in little pieces
for people like me. So he wanted me to have the best of it. When | picked this place—and | wanted it
anyway because | was born here—he said | ought to choose a piece that was worth more, apiece |
could raiseacrop onto sdl. But | said no, this place had everything. My papaonce told meaman
could live here naturdly dl hislife, the way aman should live, and never bein need.”

"Except for money.”

"Money! " the black boy exclaimed. "It should never have been invented. My papa said it makes
davesof everyone!”

"But you haveto haveit."

Marlowe cried, "If people had the senseto live naturdly, they wouldn't need it! In such
impossible quantities, | mean.”

"Look," said Black Luis, "if | treat this placeright, it will give memoney. It grows
everything—oranges, limes, grapefruit, bananas, coconuts, mangoes, plan-tains, guavas, papayas,
sapodillas, yes, and breadfruit even. And if dl thosefail me, | can get money from the sea. Right out
there." He waved his arm. "Standing on the beach. | don't need aboat. The water is deep afew feet out.
Very deep. It isso deep the Cristobal Colén could comeright in and tie up at the sea grape tree where
Nicky Roblesleavesmy mail."



"Redly?'
"Itistrue. Itisavaley, submerged. Two big vessals could comein there. And dl the best fish
around can be caught from the beach—snapper, grouper, bo-nito. . .”

Ronnie swung hisfeet to the floor and started to get up. Instead he sat thoughtfully on the edge of
the cot, and again went over in hismind al that Black Luis had told him. He was amost certain now that
he knew the answers to two important questions. Maybe three. But knowing the truth, he redlized, didn't
solve any-thing. It wouldn't stop Bernardo, and it didn't help AnaMariaRosditain the dightest. But first
thingsfird. If he could prove one of the answers—the truth about Black L uis citizenship—it might save
their hid-ing place for awhile and give them time to make fur-ther plans.

But the very first thing of dl wasto get AnaMariaRosdita safely away from Bernardo's house.

He wished they could take afew extradays to scout the place, but a delay might be dangerous.
What if the Sefiora decided to return to Santo Domingo earlier than expected?

He decided they had better go after AnaMaria Rosalita early tomorrow evening.

A glance at hiswristwatch told him that Black Luis and Marlowe wouldn't be back for at least an
hour, for it was hardly past midnight. He got up and went to the table, and touched the money he had
spread out upon it to dry. The afternoon’ s deluge had soaked through his billfold and dampened
everything init. The billswere sill damp. Reluctantly he left them asthey were, and hoped that Black
Luiswouldn't come back too soon and discover them.

Turning away, he caught sight of his zipper bag lying open on the floor at the foot of the cot. He
got out hiscopy of Time and Duality, then tried to adjust the lantern so he could seeto read. The
lantern, he dis-covered, was amost out of oil. He soon found that dl the other lanterns, aswell asthe
severd lamps, were empty Frowning, he got his flashlight from the where Black Luis had left it, and went
in search of fue can.

He located the can and arusty funnel in a storage niche just past the kitchen area. It wasasmal
can and he was dismayed to fed thelightness of it when he picked it up. Hardly apint of oil remainedin
it. As he remembered what AnaMaria Rosditahad told him, he realized that anyone without money for
stamps would hardly have enough for necessities.

Very caefully, so asnot to spill adrop, hefilled the lantern. But instead of turning up the wick,
helowered it until it gave barely enough light to see by. Theremaining oil in the can would haveto be
rartioned. Only Nicky Robles could safely buy morefud for them, and that might teketime.

It wasthirst as much as curiosity that drew him into the rear passage when he found there was no
water to drink in the kitchen area. After some fifty feet he stopped abruptly, surprised to see aflight of
steps curving upward on the right. He was tempted to climb them, for as he played the light over them he
could fedl asteady draught of rising air; evidently the stairway acted as a ventilator, and led to some
opening higher on the mountain.

Then, faintly, he heard water running somewhere ahead.

A few feet farther on he came to more steps cut into the rock, but these led downward. He
descended for a short distance into acircular room where three small pools, raised above the floor and
fed by atiny spring dripped one into the other and flowed away in anarrow trench. The trench ended in
adark fissurein the floor that probably carried the drainage out to sea.

Ronnie glimpsed the carvings on the wall and guessed that the Indians, long ago, must have used
this chamber and its pools for some sort of religious purpose. The place certainly solved alot of
problems now. A cake of soap, atowel, and a blackened cooking pot by the lower pool indicated its
present use. Beside the upper pool was a pewter mug, inviting oneto drink.

It was the best water he had ever tasted. He washed in the middle pool and, refreshed, returned
to hiscot in the main part of the cave.

Hedid not fed in theleast degpy, and hisintention was to put the money away as soon asit was
dry, and think about Dr. Prynné's equations until Black L uis and Marlowe returned. He had never tried
working any of the equationsin his head. But, with his memory, there seemed to be no reason why he
couldn't. Especidly that |ast one, where he thought he had found amistake.



Tonight, however, it wasimpossible to concentrate. New questions, and unanswered old ones,
kept risng in hismind. Along with big questions, like the mystery of the mango, little ones clamored for
solution. How did so much large furniture ever get into a place with such asmall entrance? And what sort
of cresture wasit that kept caling co-kee! co-kee!? Even in here he was aware of the countless voices
that shook the dark outside.

The furniture, of course, must have been brought in through alarger opening, one now seded
over. And the night chorus, could it be that some kind of frog was making it?

But what of the mango?

It struck him suddenly that Dr. Prynne himsdlf would have been mightily interested in where that
mango came from.

He was gtill wondering about it when hefell adeep.

The unmistakable sound of men'svoices, coming from somewhere near, jerked Ronnie awake.

He sat up quickly. Thelantern till cast itsfeeble glow upon the table, but from a narrow recessin
thewall beyond it came ashaft of pale daylight. Black Luiswas standing there motionless, listening.

Ronnie swung off the cot and crept close. Seeing him, the black boy put afinger to hislipsand
pointed to along, narrow crack extending at an angle through the rock at the back of the recess. Ronnie
dipped into the place and put his eyesto the crack.

He was astonished to discover that he was |ooking down upon the flat shelf of rock where he
had met Black Luislast evening. Almost directly below, hardly twenty feet avay, two men were moving
uncertainly about, talking.

One man, who wore the cap of an officia, muttered, " See yonder? Someone's been here. They
built afirein that corner.

"Don Bernardo did thet," the other grumbled.

"What for?’

“Oh, we found a pile of wood up here he thought the Luis boy might be using, so he burned it
aong with the house."

“That Luisboy hasredly upsat him. | wonder why?"

"Don't ask me. | just do asI'mtold.”

"Wéll, it's none of my business. My job isto catch the boy and deport him. Are there any more
trailsaround here, and placesto hide?’

"Not unlessyou're amongoose. I've been dl over thislittle mountain. It isfull of holes, but there
are none big enough to put your head in."

“Waell, wed better leave aman around to keep watch while we search over theridge. The Luis
boy may come back. Maybe after dark.”

"Y ou won't get anyone to stay here after the sun goes down.”

"Why not?" the officia asked sharply.

"The placeis haunted.”

"Nonsensa!”

"Ask anyone around here. Every soul | know will tell you the samething. If you come hereinthe
eve-ning, avoicewill float al about you and warn you to leave. | have heard it mysdf.”

"Theremust be arationa explanation for such a phenomenon.”

"I've given you arationa explanation. The placeis haunted. If you do not beievein the truth of
such things, then you're not rationd..”

“Wadll, I've dways said the spirits of the indios are still around. Perhaps wed better leave.”

Ronnie watched the men start down through t-he heavy growth, then glanced at Black Luis.

Theblack boy was grinning. "My grandpapa fixed this place. There was another entrance here
once, but he changed it. | don't know how. It waslong, long ago. He was a stoneworker, and very
clever. Can you smdl fish cooking?'

"No. Why?'



“I am cooking those | caught last night. In the stone oven my grandpapa built. But you cannot tell
it ~ cause the smdl goes up, up, high into the mountain. | think maybe the limestone cleansit. Outsdel
have climbed al the way to the mountain's top, and sniffed the holeswhere the air comes out. But |
cannot smell fish when | cook them. My grandpapa was a smart man.

Asheturned, the black boy's attention was caught by the money that till covered thetable. He
diffened. “Madre!l” he muttered. "So much wedth | saw it last night when | came. Takeit away!

"We share and share alike," said Ronnie. "Part of it isyours.”

"No! | want nothing to do with it. Money isevil"

"There's nothing evil about that money. | earned it. Every penny of it. If you earned five dollars by
sling somefigh, you wouldn't cdl it evil, would you?"

"No, but there are thousands and thousands yonder-"

“Yes" Ronnie agreed, his mind working as swiftly asit had ever worked. "And if you'd sold
thousands and thousands of fish, you'd have apile just likeit, and would be just as evil. What's more,
were going to need every dollar of it beforewere through. You'rein trouble. I'min trouble. AnaMaria
Rosditaisin trouble. Thismoney'sgoing to hep usdl.”

“I don't see how. I'd rather put my faith in some other things.”

"How do you mean?"

“If AnaMaria Rosditawere here, shed tell you. She may be young and small, but sheisagreat
hechicera. Asa worker of spdlls, I've never seen her equd.”

Oh, golly, thought Ronnie. Here we go again. But quickly he said, "I've been thinking about her.
Welve got to go and get her. Tonight.”

Black Luisnodded dowly. "I've been thinking of her too. She must leave there tonight.
Tomorrow may betoo late. But Marlowe and | will get her. Y ou'd bet-ter stay here.”

"Nothing doing! From what you've told me of that place, you and Marlowe can't manage it done.
I'mgoing.”

"But you reso pae. Y our face and your hair. If someone sees you—and they will-"

"I'll rub soot or something over me." Ronnie paused, scowled at the money, then asked,
"Where's Mar-lowe? |-1've got to talk to him."

"He went outsde to check on those fellows." Ronnie began picking up the billson the table. He
was tucking them away in hisbillfold when Marlowe's sharp voice sounded in the darkness of the
entrance.

"Marinero! " he caled excitedly. "More men have come! Look down on the beach.”

The black boy whirled to the recess and pressed his face to the crack in the rock. Ronnie dipped
in beside him and did the same. Their narrow window on world afforded a clear view, not only of the
shelf below, but of the sea grape tree beyond the foot of mountain, and the scrap of beach to the left of it.

Two men were setting up atripod above the beach.. Several others had paused near the sea
grape and were studying what seemed to be achart. It took only aglance for Ronnie to realize what was
happening.

"They are surveyors and builders” he said.

"Surveyord " Black Luisechoed. "Builders! But-but why? What-"

"Y ou've got deep water here,” Ronnie said dowly. Don't
you redize what that means?' "But-but there's deep water dll
around theidand.”

"Not up as close asthis, in aplace that's protected, I'll bet some company wantsto build a
factory here,

"A-afactory?"

"Yes. And not just an ordinary one, either, if they plan to bring their own shipsin here. It'll have
to be huge."

"No!" the black boy whispered. "No! | won't haveit!

"If you can prove you own theland,” Ronnie re-minded him, "it's your chanceto get rich.”

"But he'srich now! " Marlowe exclaimed. Unlessyou're talking about money—and mere money



couldn't buy what this place giveshim,”

“It sure couldnt,” Black Luis muttered. "But how am | going to keep it? Even if AnaMaria
Rosditahdpsme, I-I can't fight them dl.”

Ronnie said, "Sure you can. Didn't you ever hear of fighting fire with fire?"

"What'sfire got to do withit?1 don't dig you, Blue Boy"

“Well start with that money you saw on thetable. It may be evil, but well need it to get thefire
going. Bernardo's using the law to drive you off and get rid of you. So well usethelaw to drive him off."

"BUt"

"Just amoment. I've got to know one thing. When you were in Santo Domingo, did Don Carlos
ever change your citizenship?'

"Not that | know."

"Did you ever sign your nameto any piece of paper having to do with citizenship?’

"Hal | never sgned my nameto anything. Why should 1?1 was just another black boy named
Luis. Don Carlos said | wasthe blackest Luis he'd ever known and held known lots. He dways cdled
me Black Luis. It was ajoke between us. Y ou see, my real nameisBlack. LuisBlack. It'son the
records here. But in Santo Domingo | was just a black boy who hung around doing odd jobs, and who
spoke the same lan-guage al the other boys spoke. Nobody ever asked me where | came from.”

"Why were you doing odd jobs? | thought you went there to work for Don Carlos.”

"And that'sjust what | did. | was hisspy."

Ronnie stared a him. “His spy?”

"Sure. With Marlowe's help.”

Marlowe said, " Somebody had to find out what wickedness was going on behind his back, That
was our job. Madre! Wefound out.”

"Andjustintime," Black Luisadded. "I'd sure hate to be sent back. They know me now. They'd
cut my throat. And if they got their dirty hands on AnaMaria Rosdlita. . ." He shook his head.

"Y ou won't he deported,” Ronnietold him. "Thelaw's on your side. I'm sure | can proveit.”

"How?"

"I'll explain it tomorrow, after I've been to Mayagiiez.”

"Mayagliez? But you can't-"

“I've got to go, and as soon as possible. But not till we get AnaMaria Rosdlita here. So wed
better start figuring how were going to manageit. Have either you or Marlowe been inside Las Alturas?!

"I'vebeeninit,”" the black boy said dowly. "But | don't know it too well. Marlowe, he'sbeen dll
over it"

Ronnie, hislip clenched between histeeth, turned and searched the dark corner of the cave.
"Marlowe," he begged, "please come out. We-we've got to get acquainted. It'll take all three of usto get
AnaMaria Rosdlitaout of that place, but the biggest job isyours.”

“I know it," Marlowe muttered. "I'm the only onewho can get in Las Alturas without being seen.”

"Then please come out and help us draw aplan of the place.”

Marlowe did not answer. Black Luissaid, "Hes shy."

"And | don't blame him," said Ronnie. "Marlowe, I'd fed the sameway if | werein your place.
But hones, | think of you as one of us, and that's al that mat-ters. Marlowe, please. . .”

Marlowe said sharply, "How can aghost possibly show himsdf?’

“But you're not aghost! I've aready guessed what are. So why keep hiding?'

"Y ou-you've guessed?' said Marlowein asmal voice. But dmogt ingantly he exclaimed, "Oh,
fiddle--dee-pooh! Y ou've outsmarted yourself, Blue Boy. Y ou couldn't know. Or would you be stringing
me?"

“I'm not stringing you. I've figured it out. Y ou're about the rarest thing on earth. Yourea “ Don't

say it!" Marlowe screeched.” Think it if you wish. But don't ever, ever say it!

"But why-"

"Because you'll destroy my integrity. That'swhy. | won't be me anymore. I'll just be something
you've classified, likeabird or abug. | sSmply won't haveit. Y ou must accept me as| am, and stop



prying.

“But | have accepted you," Ronnie indsted.

“Yeshbut youretill prying to seeif you're right—and you could bewrong. | could be many
things be-sdeswhat you think, including a disembodied voice. How does that grab you, Mr. Smarty?"

Ronnie swallowed. "Okay. You win. I-I'll play it any way you want, Marlowe. But please help
=

"Of course I'll help! | know theingde of Las Alturas better than that rascally Bernardo will ever
know it. Get a pencil and some paper and I'll tell you exactly how to draw the plan of it. But before we
get started, let's have some breskfast. | can't think on an empty stomach, and neither can you.”

Black Luisgrinned and said, "Bresgkfast on the way, companeros.

Oranges and some generous pieces of freshly baked plantain and fish, served on bananaleaves,
speedily appeared on thetable. A smaler piece of fish and halt of a peeled orange were placed on
another section bananaleaf and left in the angle of the kitchen.

All this, in the Strangeness of the cave, was beginning to seem utterly mad and unworldly to
Ronnie until he sat down at the table with paper and pencil. Then once again he found himsdf staring at
his half-eaten mango.

Marlowe, he was sure, could be explained. But there was no explanation for the mango. Unless,
of course, Dr. Prynnewasright . . .

9
ASSAULT UPON A CITADEL

BY RONNIE'SWATCH it was twenty minutes of midnight when they set out for Las Alturas. They
would have preferred amuch later start, when fewer people were abroad, but it would have alowed too
little time to accomplish their misson.

"After we get there," he said, "we ought to have at least two hoursto find AnaMaria Rosdita
and get her out of the place. A lot of little things could hold us up. And we can't afford to have daylight
catch us before we get back here. Too many people are on the watch for us.

"I'll find her,” Marlowe promised. "That won't take me five minutes.”

Sure, thought Ronnie. If you'rewhat | think you are, you'll recognize her scent and go straight to
her room. But aloud he said, "It isn't finding her that wor-ries me. It's getting her out. They're bound to
have her door locked. Suppose the key is gone. What'll we do?’

“Thekey will hein the Seforals room, Marlowe said promptly. " I'll go there and get it."

"Andif you cant locateit?"

"I'll find it if | have to cut loose with the spook ded Madre! It would give me greet pleasureto
scare one out of her skin. Sheis diabolica.”

"Dont you pull any spook stuff till I know the score. Remember, I'm going inside with you."

Black Luissaid, "Don't you think | ought to be the oneto go insde? I'm bigger than you, and a
lot stronger. Shelll have thingsto carry-"

“No, it hasto be meindde. Being smdl'sahdp. | can bide eeser. And my memory will bea
bigger help if something goeswrong. Y ou don't redize how many things | can think of at the sametime.
Anyway, someone hasto keep guard outside. It ought to be a person familiar with the country. Why;, |
don't even know what those little creatures are that sng so loud at night.”

"That'sthe coqui,” said Black Luis. "It's called the songbird of theidands."

"A bird, isit?'

"Itsnot redly abird. It'satreefrog. A tiny one. It's named from its call—co-kee! Most sing
co-kee, but some sing ma-ree. At night you can dwaystell when someone is coming, because the coquis
stop singing when heisnear. De veras! Maybe | had better be the one to keep guard. The coquistell me

many things"



Just before they left, Ronnie carefully smeared his face and arms with a concoction made of
grease, abit of soot, and ared powder from pounded achiote seeds, which grew wild on the
mountainside. It turned his skin a degp mahogany. When he had drawn on hiswig and adark shirt, he
doubted if even Peter Pushkin would have glanced at him twice.

Marlowe went ahead to make sure no one was around, and Ronnie crawled and fumbled his
way aong behind Black Luisin adow descent of the mountain. After they had waded the creek the
going was easy for some distance, but presently the beach became amost too rough to follow. Until they
neared the captain's cottage nearly amile down the coast, they were forced to weave in and out through
brush, outcroppings of rock, and scattered clumps of wild guavas and sea grape.

It was abright night, with ahaf-moon riding the ridges on the left, and Ronnie could see every
detail around him. Severa times hetried his best to catch aglimpse of Marlowe, but failed. Hisfirst guess
was that Marlowe might be amongoose. The evidence, at least, pointed in that direction. And though he
hadn't reemembered it at first, there really had been ataking mongoose that lived, of dl places, onthe
Ide of Man. And asmart one too. He had read of it by accident when he was|ooking up something else,
but had paid no attention to it because he hadn't believed it. It had sounded too kooky, like AnaMaria
Rosditasmagic. Still. ..

Asthey approached the gleaming strip of beach that marked the captain's property, Black Luis
turned sharply to the left. Within the shadow of the palms that formed a dense grove here, Ronnie paused
amo-ment and looked back wigtfully at the moonlit beach. The lazy seathat washed it glowed with
phosphorus. What a beautiful spot. He wondered what it would be like to fedl carefree, and be able to
run along water's edge in his hare feet, and to swim and fish, and hunt for shells. He had never had a
chance to do those things. Nor would Gus have ever thought of bringing him to aspot likethis.

"Keegp moving," Black Luiswhispered. "Wevelong climb ahead. And be mighty careful. Were
amost at theroad.”

They crept past the cottage, a pale masonry shape on concrete gtilts, with every opening covered
with grillwork. Beyond it the ground doped upward through the breadfruit grove the captain had spoken
of, and now the sound of traffic could be heard for the first time. Presently Ronnie saw the headlights of
cars, and then they were crouching behind a gate, waiting for a chance to cross the road unnoticed.

So far they had seen no one. But al a once the nearness of the road, with its seemingly endless
traffic, brought sharply back to Ronnie the danger he and Black Luiswerein. To hisknowledge, at least
four men were searching for him, and probably as many more were on the watch for Black Luis. It would
be amiracle, he suddenly redlized, if they could actualy do what they had planned and not run into
trouble.

At thefirgt break in the traffic Marlowe called to them, and they raced across the road and
dipped into the tangle on the other side.

From the darkness that now enclosed them Marlowe said cheerfully, "All is clear below,
comrades. The pathishere, and it issafe to use your light. But watch it later. Something is going on
updairs”

“Any ideawhat it is?' Ronnie asked quickly.

“Can't tell yet. But alot of cars keep going up and down on the Las Alturasroad.”

They began climbing the narrow, steep path, which us ashortcut used by the plantation workers
to the coffee trees high above. The private road to Las Alturas wound back and forth somewhere on the
right; occasionaly headlights flashed through the treetops as a car swept around aturn.

It was nearly ahaf hour before they reached a cor-ner of the plantation and saw, clinging to the
gde of the mountain aheed, the huge century-old villa of the Montoyafamily. Ronnie, breathing raggedly
and al but exhausted from hisclimb, stared at it in dismay. The place was ablaze with lights. Above the
happy singing of the coquis, asloud here asin the jungle be-low, came strains of music and occasiond
voiceslifted in drunken song. Bernardo, obvioudy, was having what seemed to be turning into an al-night
party.

"Mil diablos!" Black Luis muttered. "What are we going to do?'

"What we cameto do," Ronnie said grimly "I'm going to get her out of there. And if anybody tries



to stop me-"

"Y ou're not big enough to get tough without awegpon,” Black Luistold him. Hetook out his
knife and groped in the shrubbery. Presently he came up with two small clubsthe size of apoliceman's
nightstick. "Thought I'd better have one mysdlf," he ad-mitted. "Let'sgo."

They crept forward on abranching path that led, Ronnie knew, to the servants entrancein the
wall. The careful plan he had drawn from the descriptions given him had fixed every detall of Las Alturas
clearly in hismind. With its great supporting wals, the place was like afort. The main entrance, high on
the right, was through huge iron gates and across a broad courtyard, now jammed with cars. The only
practical way to dip inside, he had reasoned, would be through the servants door they were now
approaching. With Marlowe's help, of course, for it would have to be un-locked from theinside.

They stopped at a sudden warning whisper from Marlowe. Ronnie dropped to his hands and
knees and crawled carefully forward until he could peer around the clumps of flowering shrubs that
blocked hisview.

Now, for thefirst time, he could see the servants entrance. His mouth tightened. The outside light
was on, the outer door of iron grillwork was gar, and aman and awoman were standing on the
threshold, drinking from paper cups while they peered out at the night. They must have come from the
kitchen just above, for both wore aprons.

Black Luis crawled up beside him, grunted, but said nothing. All they could do waswait. Ronnie
scanned the windows, hoping to discover one that could be entered. Buit like the captain's house and
most of the others he had seen on the idand, every opening was covered with ornate grillwork asa
protection against prowlers.

Suddenly he whispered, "Marlowe?

"Right here," came the whispered reply from under abush ™Y ou' re about to ask meif | can snesk
In Unobserved.”

“Canyou?’

“Certainly! I'mavery clever littlefdlow. Shdl | enter, find AnaMaria Rosdlitals room, and tell
her well be up soon to let her out?

"Yes. And check on the key, will you? If it'sin the Sefioras room, maybe you'd better bring it to
me. It could save usalot of troublelater."

"Madre! If | should find the key, it just occursto methat it might he stupid not to use it
immediately. Why not |et her out on the spot? That is, if | can handle such an unwieldy object. The keys
inthat den of iniquity are enormous.”

"No, Marlowe. Don't do that! It’ Il he dangerous. Someone's bound to see her-"

"What difference will it make? Listen to them! They're whooping it up. Who would bother to
stop her, or even care? No one but the Sefiora or Bernardo. And naturdly | will take no chances with
those two.”

"Okay," Ronnie said doubtfully. "It might be worth atry."

Something told him it wouldn't work, but there was nothing €l se they could do at the moment.

He sat chewing worriedly at hislip, trying to think of other plansif thisone should fall. All a once
he whispered to Black Luis, "Do you know where the fuse box islocated?"

"Fuse box?Y ou mean where the dectricity comesinto the house?"

"Yes" Evidently Black Luis had had more experi-ence with lamps than eectricd circuits. Ronnie
raised his head and pointed to awire danting through trees high on the right. " See yonder? That's the
power line coming up from the road. But with al theivy and growth around the house | can't tell where
thelineenters”

"l remember now,” said the black boy. "Go in that door yonder, climb the stepsto the kitchen
like you've drawn on the plan, and at the top of the steps, on the wall to theright, theresabig flat metal
box with wires coming out of it. That must beit."

That had to beit, Ronnie thought, and redlized Las Alturas had been built before the days of
electricity and conceded wiring. "Is the fuse fox an old-fash-ioned one, with aknife switch in a separate
box, or isit modern?’



"I-I wouldn't know. What difference doesit make?"

It would make alot of difference. But dl he said was, "Can't tell yet. Walit till Marlowe gets
back."

Impatiently he watched the two servants, who were ill standing in the doorway. Findly he
glanced at the luminous hands of hiswatch. Why did time aways seem to drag so when you were waiting
for something to happen?

The two servants | ft, but their place a the door was dmost immediately taken by another
servant who glumly lounged there smoking a cigarette. The dow minutes crept by. What had happened
to Marlowe?

Abruptly Black Luis plucked his deeve and pointed to the sky on theright. The Sarswere being
blotted out by spreading darkness. A faint rumbling could be heard in the distance.

"Capista!” he muttered uneasily. "Weve got to get that small one out of therefast, or we'rein
trouble. If that rain hits us, wewon't find our way off this mountain before daylight.”

At that moment the servant moved away from the door, and amost immediately afterward there
was arustling under the shrubbery and Marlowe returned. “1 found her, companeros,” he began
hurriedly, and now his sharp little voice was no longer cheerful. "Sheisin that middle bedroom upstairs
on the east Side, next to the Sefiora's room on the northeast corner. Sheislocked in, of course, the
excuse being—from what | overheard—that sheis subject to fits and quite violent. She-"

"What'swrong?' Ronnie interrupted impatiently.

"Therés nothing wrong with her, except that she's hungry. It'sthat ding-ratted blasted key,"
Marlowe wailed. "It'snot in the door. It's not in the Sefiora's room. | tore the place apart. | ripped it
asunder. | made ashambles of it. When | found out they hadn't fed our little camarada amouthful of
food since they brought her here, | went quite berserk. In my anxiety to find the key, | got into the
Sefiora’s closet and quite shredded her best dresses. But no key. Madre de Diosl What was| to do?|
rushed back to Ana Maria Rosalitals room and talked to her under the door, and she said get akey
from another room and try it. That | did, pronto. But no luck. All the keys are different, except that they
aremongtrous. Then AnaMaria Rosdlitasaid that maybe the Sefiora kept the key in that gold mesh bag
shedways carriesin her hand. It would be just like her, and it seemed the only chance. So downgtairs|
go inaflashto find the Senlora, and there sheisin the middle of the drawing room floor. And what is she
doing?'

Marlowe paused, gasping, breathless. Then he amogt shrieked, " Sheisdancing! Dancing alone!
A solo. Just asif she were nearer fourteen than forty. All the othersare sitting in abig circle around her,
clapping their hands and singing. And the mesh bag? Sheiswaving it doft asif it were the head of John
the Baptist." Marlowe paused again, and gasped, "Oh, that infamous fema e python of a desollada! How
| would liketo give her ataste of my tegth!”

Ronnie said quickly, "Could you tell by the way the bag was swinging if there was anything heavy
in-9de?’

"It was heavy! | would swear thekey isinit.”

"Then use your teeth, and well get it, Right now, while she's still dancing. But well haveto
change plansentirely. Heré'stheidea."

Marlowe would dash in first and head for the draw-ing room while Ronnie and Black Luis rushed
for the fuse box. The moment the box was opened and he knew what could be done with it, he would
start counting dowly to give Black Luistimeto race up the hack stairsto AnaMaria Rosalitals door. At
the count of ten he would pull the switch, plunging the house into darkness, then wreck the fuse box if he
could, and run for the main stairway with hisflashlight. Hisfinal task would beto usethelight to lead
AnaMaria Rosarlita and Black Luis—who would carry her bags—safely out of the house.

Hewas Hill talking swiftly as he legped to hisfeet and started for the still-open grill door ahead.
Hisfind word was, "Don't forget, well leave by the Font entrance. The back hal will bejammed,
because every-body will betrying to turn the lights on. If we get separated, just keep going and welll
mext a the captain's house."

He wanted to ask Black Luisif he knew how to drive acar, but there wasn't time. They were



suddenly insde the servants entrance, and legping up the short flight of stepsto the service hall behind
the kitchen. One glance told him he was too small to reach the switch box, but before he could ask for
help Black Luis had swung up along arm and jerked the box open, and in the next ingtant had thrust forth
achair for himto stand on.

AsBlack Luis sped away behind him, Ronnie began to count. At the sametime his eye explored
the unfamiliar interior -of the box. It wasfairly modern, which meant that, instead of adangerousknife
switch in aseparate compartment, there were a series of square plugs that could be pulled out entirely.
Unfor-tunately it had been poorly assembled, for three of the plugs had identical marking.

He wastrying to decide which was the main plug, when his eye caught movement in the kitchen
door.

He turned to see awoman in an apron staring a him. "Y ou therel" she snapped. "What in the
world do you think you are doing?"

Ronnie held up afinger for silence and gave her asmile. "I've been ordered to play atrick on the
party, heinformed her in astage whisper. "Don't say anything.”

Hewas dready past the count. Holding both his stick and flashlight in one hand, he jerked out
thefirg plug.

Nothing happened.

Hethrust the plug into his pocket so it could not be used again, and jerked out the second one.
Again nothing happened. Desperately he gave the third ajerk, and instantly Las Alturas was plunged into
darkness.

He got down from the chair and hastily thrust al three plugs behind a pile of newspapers he had
noticed in the corner. Only now did he turn on hislight and dart past the servant woman who was il
gaping in the doorway.

From the rooms beyond the kitchen he could hear startled voices, mutterings, and uncertain
laughter, Abruptly there was an earsplitting scream, and awoman shrilled, " Something's biting me!
Help! Help!"

Using hislight aslittle as possible, Ronnie dodged around the near-panicky crowd in the drawing
room, gained the entry hdl, and raced up the great marble stairway. By the time he reached the door to
AnaMaria Rosalita's room, Black L uis had torn open amesh bag and with an unsteady hand was trying
to thrust a huge key into the lock.

The key went in, the door opened, and the light shone on the white pinched face of thetiny girl
in-side. So much had happened since he had seen her last that it seemed to Ronnie weeks had passed
instead of lessthan two days.

“Oh, | knew you'd come!" he heard her say. "I knew it. 'm dl ready.”

"Thank Marlowe," hetold her quickly. "Grab her bags, Black Luis. Let's get out of here,
camarada! Fadt!"

He caught her hand and tugged her swiftly adong the hdl to the stairway. They hurried downward.
In the rooms below matches and lighters were beginning to make pinpricks in the darkness. Asthey
reached the entrance hall, the beam of aflashlight suddenly swept the area and fastened upon them. The
beam touched AnaMaria Rosdlita, and there was a startled grunt followed by a curse.

"Soit was atrick!" aman said hoarsdly. “ Get back upgtairs, girl! Asfor you two, I'll havethe
law-"

Ronnie sivung hislight in the man'sface, hoping to blind him momentarily so they could dip padt,
but a hand far stronger than his own knocked it from his grasp and seized him firmly. The flashlight
smashed againgt awall and went out. But Ronnie was still car-rying his stick under one arm, and now he
managed to get agrip on it with hisleft hand. He began swing-ingitin afury.

That it was Bemardo he was attacking he had known from the ingtant he glimpsed the man's face.
There was no mistaking the resemblance to the Sefiora. It added strength to hisfury, and he must ha
knocked Bernardo down and broken hisflashlight, for the way to the front entrance was suddenly clear,
He managed to find AnaMaria Rosdlita's hand again, and they ran outside together.

Black Luiswas close behind, but Ronnie did not know this until they had dodged around arow



of carsin the courtyard and were near the gate. The rushing blackness overhead had aready swallowed
the moon, and the stars were rapidly vanishing. He could barely make out the gate opening.

Then he heard Black Luis say, “What are we going to do? Well never find our way down the
mountain unless we follow the road. And in two minutes the sky will break open and well be wishing we
hed fins

“Canyou driveacar?'

“No."

Ronnie swalowed. He had handled acar only oncein hislife, and that wasalittle Itdian
sportster he had been alowed to use on an Argentine estate. There were cars here he could have stolen,
for he doubted if many of the ownerswould have bothered to remove the keysin aplace likethis. But
most of them seemed to be large machines with which he was unfamiliar. Dare herisk driving oneon a
narrow mountain road, on an inky night in aransgorm?

Already scattered drops were beginning to fal. Helooked wildly around, hoping to see asmall sports
modd, but a sudden warning from Black L uis sent scurrying to the side of the courtyard. They crouched
behind alarge sedan as racing headlights swept around the mountain. A car whined upward &t high
speed, and whirled recklessly through the gate. It came to an abrupt stop in the middle of the drive-way,
effectively blocking the only exit.

A man got out and stood swaying drunkenly while he bellowed for a servant to come and carry
his pack-ages. When no servant gppeared, he lurched toward the villa, leaving the motor running and the
headlights on to show him the way.

"Weve got to takeit," Ronnie whispered. "L et'sgo!"

He caught AnaMaria Rosdlita s hand, and they raced to the car and piled in. Black Luis
followed with the bags and tumbled into the hack seat amid a collec-tion of bottles and boxes.

It was asports car, and it had aset of floor shifts enough like those he had once used to give him
agrain of confidence, But hislegswere not long enough to reach the brake peda, and he was forced to
dide the seat forward before he could put the thing in reverse and attempt to turn around.

Somehow, perhaps with the aid of AnaMaria Rosarlita's whispered prayers, he got the car
turned and headed through the gate.

Asthey started down the mountain, thunder clanged and roared around them, and the tropic rain
began to fdl in blinding sheets.

10
SPELL

RONNIE HAD THE PRESENCE OF MIND to shift to low gear, or they might have gone over the
edge of the mountain on the first hairpin turn. The car, though a sportster, was much larger and heavier
than the one he had been alowed to use so briefly, and he sat so low in the bucket seat that he was
unable to make out the side of the road. The only thing to do, he redlized, was to hug the mountainside on
hisleft, and pray.

Therainincreased. With every passing second it became more difficult to seethe way. Severd
times he braked to afull stop, waited until he could glimpse afew more yards ahead, then cautioudy
inched onward.

They may have been hafway down to the main road when some ingtinct warned him it wastime
to stop. As he braked again his straining eyes were able to distin-guish what seemed to be two ancient
gatepogts on the left.

"Do you know if it'ssafeto drivein there?' he asked Black Luis.

“It'sagood road for a short distance. It goes down to a pinegpple field in the other valley.”

Ronnie tugged the whed over. Carefully, dowly, he sent the car between the posts and on into
the black-ness on the other side. When he finaly stopped, it was only because it had become impossible



to see anything ahead.

Heturned off the switches and closed his eyes, sud-denly limp. Behind him Black Luiswhispered
fer-vently, "Madre de Dios! Wemadeit!"

“Yes," he managed to say. "WEll be safe here for awhile. But as soon as we can see, wed
better start walking."

Beside him AnaMaria Rosditagave atremulous, "Oh! " Then, "Oh It's so wonderful!"

“Itsureis” said Black Luis. "It'swonderful.”

"What's so wonderful?* said Ronnie.

“Being with people who care about you,” she said. "1 mean people who redly care. It's so awful
to be done and not have anybody."

"I know what you mean,” Ronnie admitted. "'I've been dl through that.”

“Then why don't you be my brother?* shesaid. "Black Luisis. | made him my brother after
Bernardo turned out to be such amongter. Anyway, | think it would be nice to have two brothers. Then
we'd beasort of family."

Ronnie swalowed. "Why," he began, "that-that's agreat idea. Were dl in the same boat. | mean,
we don't have relatives or anybody else that gives a hoot. We have only each other.”

They were slent amoment, and the only sound was the thundering rain. Thenin atiny voice Ana
MariaRosditasaid, "I-1'm so happy | could cry.”

"Thenwhy don't you?' Ronnie said. "From what I've read, it's the best thing in the world for
people a times."

"But hechiceras don't cry. Only I-I'm so weak." Shetried to suppress asniffle and added, "And
when I’'m weak I'm like arun-down battery, and | just can't help mysdlf.”

“Oh, gally," Ronnie burgt out, "you must be starved! Marlowe said those devils didn't giveyou a
bite to eat! What made them trest you that way? Arethey just plain mean?"

"Money-loving mean," Black Luis muttered. "Can't you see? They've got to get rid of her. If they
dont, that bribon of aBernardo won't inherit what her papaleft her. But they're afraid of her. Especidly
the Sefora. So they starve her.”

"Y ou mean-*

“It'sjust like our little Sster says. Starve an hechi-cera, and she gets so weak her battery runs
down. She can't protect herself.”

"Il see”

"And she can't protect hersaf when she strying to help somebody el se, either. That'swhy the
Sefiorawas able to wallop her on the dock, like you told me about. But she kept that man from shooting
you.”

"Yes," Ronnie admitted. He was careful to keep doubt from his voice, even though he wondered.
"Shesuredid.”

AnaMaria Rosditagiggled suddenly. "It'snot redly funny; it just seemsthat way when | look
back on it. Maybeit's because I'm so hungry I'm silly. But you should have seen that weasdlly creature's
facewhen | cried to him, "Y ou can't shoot! ‘—and of course he couldn't, because I'd turned on al | had.
And then the Sefiora gave me the wallop. O-0-oh! I've never been hit so hard. Bernardo's chauffeur had
to carry meto the car, and | was till dizzy when they locked mein that room.”

Ronnie found himsdf clenching hisfigsin renewed fury. "Anyway," he sad, "Marlowe partidly
paid her back for hitting you. He bit her. But good. | hope her foot rots off."

"Marlowe bit her? | thought | heard a scream, but-*

“That was Marlowe sinking histeeth in. When helet her have it, she dropped the bag that had
the key to your room init. So you can thank him-" he stopped suddenly, then exclaimed, "Hey! Whereis
Marlowe, anyway?"

Black Luissaid, "He doesn't liketo ridein cars. But don't worry about him. Hell be curled up
somewhere waiting for therain to stop.”

"I keep wondering what heis," Ronnie said curi-oudy. "I'm pretty sure | know, because only a*

"Dont say it!" Black Luisinterrupted quickly. Remember what hetold you.



"And were not dlowed to tell you," AnaMaria Rosalita added. "Because we promised weld
never, never give hissecret away, and if we didn't keep our promise to him held know it, and it would
gpoil everything. But hell tel you himslf later, specialy when he learns you've become our brother.
Anyway, what difference doesit make what heis? He's a persondity and practicaly abrother, and that's
al that matters”

She paused, sniffed, and said abruptly, "I smell shrimp!™

"Maybethey'refdlingintheran,” Ronnie offered.

"Oh, Madre mia, | mean cooked shrimp. | wish | didn't love them so. I've been dreaming of
them for hours and hours. | could eat tons of them. | tell you | smdll them.”

"Y ou're s0 hungry it's making your nose play tricks."

“But | do smdl shrimp!”

"l smell them too! " Black Luisburgt out. "They must be back here. Under dl these bags and
bottles. If wehad alight. . .”

Ronnie fumbled hastily over theinstrument pand . Suddenly the light above his head came on.
AnaMaria Rosdlita, seeing his dyed skin for the first time, squealed and cried, " Caspita! Y ou'veturned
into an Indian! " At the same moment he saw theleft Sde of her face, which had been hidden from him
when her door was opened. It was swollen and discolored, and her eye was nearly closed.

Black Luissaw it and gasped, and muttered an angry exclamation. Ronnie growled, "For what
shedidto you, I hope both that devil's feet rot off!"

"No," said thetiny girl. "Don't say that. | think sheisloca and cannot help what she does. Where
isthat shrimp? Oh, find it, Black Luis, before | perish utterly!”

Behind them bottles clinked and clattered and there was agrest upheaval of things. All at once
Black Luis cried, "Miral He emerged holding up alarge con-tainer made for carrying hot and cold
foods. Insde was a heavy plastic bag filled with freshly boiled shrimp, al peeled and buttered. There
were enough in the bag to feed thirty people. "And there are ten big boxes of potato chipsto go withiit,"
Black Luissaid happily. "Graciasa Dios. Let useat.”

"And go easy, camarada,” Ronnie cautioned. " went hungry for a couple days once, then
suffed mysdf. Was| ever sorry!"

AnaMaria Rosditamade only gurgling noises of pure happiness. But after ten minutes she was
ableto say,” I've never, never tasted anything so good, and | just couldn't stop till I'd built up my
willpower. It took fifty-two shrimp to do it. But now | have the will to resist further food until we get to
the cave”

At the thought of the cave, Ronnie scowled at hiswatch, suddenly troubled. Finally he began
searching the car for aflashlight. There was no flashlight in the car, though he located some paper cups,
which they held out in therain to fill with drinking water.

At last he said to Black Luis, "Isthere a path dong here somewhere that will take us down to the
highway?'

"Theré'sapath, but it'sabad one. Even if we had alight, | wouldn't want to try it in the dark.
We'd be better off on the Las Alturasroad.”

“That's too dangerous. It's not raining as hard asit was. I'll bet Bernardo's got cars out looking
for usaready. The path'sthe only way.

"Wdl, we sure can't takeit till theré'senough light to see by."

Ronnie shook hishead. "I'm afraid that'll betoo late . . . unlesswe want to hide somewherein the
woods all day. But | don't like that. Golly, there are too many people on the watch for us already. There
arefour that | know of trying to find me—and there must be at least four more searching for you. Andin
afew hours, when Bernardo gets things organized, oh, brother!™

“But-but | don't understand,” AnaMaria Rosditainterrupted. "Why are they after you, Black
Luis? 1 know you've had to hide so Bernardo wouldn't make trouble. But hasit got any worse since your
last let-ter?"

Ronnie exclamed, "Y ou bet it's got worse! The police and the immigration people are after him.
Bernardo wants him caught and deported, and | mean fast. Bernardo's pulling every trick in the book to



get that land, so afactory can he built onit. | think abig company wantsit. Anyway, the surveyorswere
out there this morning—I mean yesterday morning-"

"Not afactory! " thetiny girl cried.

"I think so, and it'll probably be awhale of abig one. The place is on degp water, and that makes
it redly specid. Why, if Bernardo handles thingsright, that land would earn athousand times what the
gov-ernment would ever pay for it inland reform. I'll bet-"

“Wait!" she said. "I-I've just remembered some-thing. When the Sefiora brought meto Las
Alturas, Bernardo followed us upstairs and they talked about afactory. A big, big, big factory where
they would make chemicals and plastics, and dl kinds of stinky things. It would he next to alittle
mountain that they would grind up for the lime or something init. And dl the land around wasto be
flattened, and they would build hundreds and hundreds of little boxy houses that they'd rent or sdll to the
workersfor aprofit. He could talk of nothing but profit. Profit, profit, profit!”

She caught her breath and added in awhisper, "1-1 didn't even dream he was talking about your
place, Black Luis"

They were sllent amoment. At last Black Luis re-peated sadly, "Profit, profit, profit! My papa
said that aman who livesfor profit would cut down every treein the Garden of Eden to makeadollar.”

"Sure," Ronnie muttered. "Where d'you think all the Edens have gone? Into somebody's pocket.
Inthisworld the dollar comesfirgt.”

There was another silence. Beside him Ronnie saw that Ana Maria Rosdlitawas clenching her
hands, and that aterrible anger had risen in her. Suddenly she be-gan beating her tiny fists upon the scat.
"Black Luisismy brother," shewhispered. "I'll not allow my brother to be treated so horribly. No! I'll not
haveit! Shewastrembling now, and her voice wasrising. "Oh!" she cried. "Oh! That dog! That wretch!
That ungpeakable thief! I'll make him wish held never been born!™

She stopped, and anicy calm came over her. "'l must find atelephone," she announced quietly.”

“A-atelephone?’ Ronnie gasped. “What in the world for?

"Tomakeacdl, of course”

But-"

“Do not ask me about it. No one must even spesk of it until | have made my cal and donewhat |
am going to do. It must be done. And as soon as possible. But first | must find atelephone.”

Ronniesaid, " | know whereto find the key to Cap-tain Anders cottage. Would he have a
phone?'

"Not unless he had one put in after Papa sold him the place.”

Black Luissaid, "Wed better try it anyway. He just might have had one put in. If not, the nearest
tele-phoneisat the Beach of the Three Brothers. Madre! | would hate to go there today with dl the
world look-ing for us”

Ronnie frowned at his watch, then peered out at the dripping blackness. Therain seemed to have
stopped. For thefirst time since the storm he could hear the coquis. They were shrieking happily.

"l don't know how we're going to travel in the dark,” he said. "But if we don't want to get caught,
wed sure better get sarted.”

Black Luisled the way, carrying AnaMaria Rosalita's bags. Ronnie followed, clinging to her
with one hand; the other held fast to the plastic bag in which the shrimp had been packed. He had |eft
most of the shrimp behind and kept only a small amount, which he thought they might bein need of |ater.

The moment they |eft the car he had avivid recollection of hislast dream, and he was shaken by
doulbt.

It seemed impossiblethat al three of them could ever grope their way safely to the highway.

By some miracle Black Luisfound the path, but now their downward progress became ten times
asun-certain and difficult. The next haf hour was a night-mare. They tripped over rocks and roots, and
did and fell endlesdy. A dow fright grew in Ronnie. There came aterrible moment when he lost contact
with AnaMaria Rosdita, and stepped forward into nothingness. Now the dream became redlity ashe
plunged downward.



He thought he had fallen into a cavern when another miracle occurred. Spongy growth cushioned
hisfal, and helanded in what seemed to be athicket of young treeferns. He called out to the others, and
pres-ently Ana Maria Rosdlita came diding down beside him. When they followed Black Luisagain, the
night was graying. Soon they could hear traffic on the high-way, though it was bright daylight before they
reached it,

They crouched for long minutesin the shrubbery, waiting for abreak in thetraffic, then they
dashed madly for the safety of more shrubbery on the other side. They had come out far below the
captain's place. Now, aware that many eyes could be on the watch for them here, they began creeping
toward the breadfruit grove with al the caution they possessed.

At the very edge of the grove Ronnie was artled by asmadl, sharp voice coming from aguava
thicket near him. Then he realized the spesker was Marlowe. "Hold it, companeros! Praise bethat you
got here safely! But go no farther. There are men everywhere looking for you. Even the police were here
afew min-utes ago, checking on the house."

"The police! " Ronniewhistled softly. “Marlowe, do you know if the cagptain has a phone?’

"Of course he has aphone! How else could he order ataxi when he needs one? He doesn't keep
acar here”

"Well, welve got to get in and call some people. Do you think we can make it through the door
without being seen?’

"Sit tight aminute and I'll take alook around. If the coast is clear, asthey say, I'll bring you the
key."

"It'sin acoconut shdll in the corner of-"

"I know where the key is hidden, brother Blue. Nothing around here escapes asmart little fellow
likeme." There was aquick, sniffing sound, and abruptly Marlowe exclamed, "Madre! | smel shrimp!
I'm expiring for ashrimp!”

“Oh, Marlowe," whispered AnaMariaRosdita, "1 know how you fed." Shereached quickly into
the shrimp bag, then thrust her hand into the guava bush. "It's so good to be back with you, Marlowe.
And thank you for biting the Sefioral”

From the bush came smdl gurgling sounds of joy. "Um, nipping the Sefiora, um, wasan
unquaified pleasure. Ummm! There's nothing better than shrimp! Umm-m-m . ..”

"Except mangoes.”

"I'll, um, bring you one shortly. Now that you are with usagain, um, I'm sureal our fortuneswill
change. Sit tight, everyone. I'll beright back.”

Hardly more than aminute could have passed when Ronnie heard arustling in the guava bush,
and asmdl brasskey fdl dmogt directly into his hand.

"All clear a the moment!" Marlowe said in arush. “Makeit fast, and you'll be safe. Don't forget
to lock the door when you get inside, and keep away from the windows.”

They raced through the breadfruit grove, passed the great mango tree that shaded the cottage,
and ran up the high flight of stepsto the veranda. In seconds they were through the outer grill door and
the inner door to the hal, which opened to the same key.

Insde, safe at last, both Ronnie and Black Luis col-lapsed in the nearest wicker chairs. But Ana
Maria Rosdita, seemingly undaunted by al she had been through, went directly to the telephone. Ronnie
could only stare a her in astonishment.

Thetiny girl was mud-stresked, torn, and bedrag-gled; her dark hair was awry, one eye was haf
closed, and the side of her face was swollen and bruised. But dl thisdid not in the least detract from her
look of absolute determination when she picked up the re-ceiver. She managed to get the operator, and
inaman-ner as grand as aduchess she demanded that acall be put through immediately to Las Alturas.

"ThisisAnaMariaRosditaMontoyadelaTorre," she announced, "and | must spesk to
Bernardo Mon-toya on ameatter of greatest importance.”

Ronnie had never seen her like. Whether it was her manner or the Montoya name that brought
ingtant action, he could only guess, but al a once he was aware of afurious squawking coming from the
re-ceiver, and he redlized that an angry Bernardo was on the other end of theline.



"Shut up and listen to me!™ Ana Maria Rosalitaordered. In her high, clear voicetherewasdl the
coldness and sharpness of needle-pointed icicles. "Ber-nardo, you must instantly stop what you are doing
to poor Black Luis, or you will beterribly, terribly, sorry. Have you forgotten that my grandmother wasa
daughter of the Shee?| have the power. | warn you | will useit unlessyou do what isright. Will you
leave Black Luisaone?’

From the receiver came more furious squawking. Abruptly AnaMaria Rosditacried, "I have
warned you, Bernardo! Now you must suffer. In an hour awart will begin to grow on your nose. Intwo
hours there will be another wart. By morning your face will be covered with them. Therewill be more,
and more, and more, and they will grow uglier, and uglier, and uglier. Y ou will become the most
loathsome creature in dl theidands. The only way you can ever get rid of themisto do what | havetold
you."

Quietly she replaced the receiver and came to the center of the room. With alittle wave of her
hand, she said in her duchess manner, "I must be left entirdly done.”

Ronnie hastily followed Black Luisinto the adjoin-ing room, which turned out to be the captain's
den. As he passed through the doorway he glanced quickly back, and glimpsed AnaMaria Rosdlita
gtting cross-legged on the floor, eyes closed, lipsmoving Slently.

Black Luiswhispered, "Madre! 1'd sure hate to be Bernardo now!"

"You-you redly believe-"

"Dont you, brother Blue?'

"I-1 don't know what to believe," Ronnie con-fessed, "Don't forget, | wasn't raised the way you
were.”

"No," the black boy whispered. "And what agreat pity. Y ou didn't have my advantages. | had a
wise papa, and he raised meright. He said to keep faith in God and Jesus, but don't take too much stock
inthelocd priest.”

"What was wrong with theloca priest?’

"Oh, hedidn't think magic was good. He taught that it al came from the devil. Imagine that! Why,
the Bibleisfull of megic."

Ronnie said nothing. After dl, he thought, he redlly shouldn't disbelieve in something just because
com-mon sense said it was impossible. Common sense had once said that man couldn't split the atom or
fly to the moon. And common sensewas il trying to tell him that Dr. Prynne had rocksin hishead. Y et,
if there wasn't a second world like this one, existing in the same space but in another dimension, where
did Mar-lowe go to get those impossible mangoes?

Time passed, and weariness pressed down upon him. He closed his eyes and started to drift off
to deep. But plans had been at work in the back of his head, and at the thought of the telephone he
became wide awake an the instant. The telephone! Y esterday, when he had decided to go to Mayagiiez,
he hadn't dreamed that there might be an available telephone anywhere near. 1t would solve alot of
problems.

He tiptoed to the edge of the hall, found the tel e-phone book, then dipped back into the den and
began studying the list of Mayagiiez lawyers. The important thing, of course, wasto pick the right one.

He was carefully planning how to do thiswhen asmall sound jerked his head around. AnaMaria
Rosalita, herself again, and now avery tired and bedrag-gled little girl, was coming into the room.

Black Luiswhispered, "Y ou-you've doneit, smdl sster?’

"I’'vedoneit," shetold them, as she camein and practically fell upon the sofa, "It was an awful thing to
do, and it quite used me up, but it had to be done. If you could see how bad your trouble sign has
become. . .”

Suddenly she sat up, and alook of fright came over her smal pinched face. "Oh, dear! All our
trouble signs are looking absolutely ghadtly. | just saw minein the mirror, Boy Blue. It'sahorror, and
yoursiseven worse. I-I hope nothing happens until 1've had some ret. I'm too utterly gone to even-*

She was interrupted by Marlowe's sharp little voice. From somewherein the dense foliage near
the sdewindow he called, "I've brought something that ought to recharge you! Unlatch the screen,
somebody, and I'll tossitin."



Black Luisswung out of his chair and started for the window. He froze in mid-stride asthe
telephonein the hdl began to ring.

The sound brought Ronnie to his feet.He stood rigid with shock. Who could possibly be calling
here? Had Bernardo guessed where they were? Or were the police on the line, hoping curiosity would
betray a hidden occupant?

Again the telephone rang, imperioudy demanding attention,

"Answer it! " Marlowe shrieked. "It must be im-portant!”

Ronnie darted into the hall. With an unsteady hand he reached for the receiver.

11
THE MAGIC LINE

RONNIE SWALLOWED, and raised the receiver to hisear. "Hola?" he managed to say, pretending
to be ahouse servant, h asked in Spanish, "To whom do you wish to speak?

"Ron?" spoke afamiliar voice. "Ron McHenry?' In hisoverwheming relief, Ronnie dmost
dropped the recaiver." Captain Anderd" he cried. "Oh, golly, I'm glad it'syou! | didn't know whether to
answer or not. So | just took a chance-"

| took a chance mysdlf, son. Tried a dozen times to reach you. Thought I'd give the cottage one
morering before left. Heard you had asquesk getting ashore, but couldn't get the straight of it from
anyone. Anyway, |'ve been doggoned worried about you. I'm in the Mayagiiez office now, and if | had
an hour to spare, 1'd take arun out there. But my vessdl's nearly loaded and I'll have to be under way
shortly. Areyou dl right? Did you find Black Luis? Have you had any more trouble?"

"We-weved| had trouble, sir. We-"

“All of you?Who the dickensiswith you?’

"Black Luisand AnaMaria Rosdlita, We spent the night getting her away from Las Alturas. They
had her locked up there, Those devils hadn't given her abite to cat since she left the ship. She-"

“What?’

"We ducked in here to hide about an hour ago. Everybody's looking for us—the police, the
immigra-tion people, Bernardo'smen. . . .” He gave the cap-tain abrief account of what was happening.

From the other end of the line came an explosion of saty wrath that rattled the receiver. Then the
cap-tain said tersely, "Ron, you're going to need help in this. | can be out there in fifteen minutes.”

"Don't comeout, gr. It isn't necessary. I'm sure | can handle things-"

"But, son, you're dl inaspot! It's adangerous Situation. There must be something | can do.”

"There certainly is, Sr." Ronnies mind was aready leaping far ahead. "In fact, there aretwo
things. But firgt, | wonder if this phoneis safe?”

"Safe enough. Just keep speaking in English. Very few people at thisend of the idand understand
it,"

"Wdll, theimmediate thing isalawyer. | want the best thereis, and the cost doesn't matter.”

The captain said without hesitation, "Pardo Green isyour man. His officeisin Mayagliez, and
I've known him since he was your age. My only worry isthat he may be busy. Maybe I'd better call him,
tell him thisisan emergency, and seeif hell meet you at the cottage.”

That was exactly what Ronnie wanted. "But just one thing before you do. Thethree of usare
minors, and we have no rightswithout alegd guardian to act for us. AnaMaria Rosdita has aguardian,
but we've got to get rid of him, fast. Neither Black Luisnor | have anyone. So weve al decided well
stick together and be afamily. But of course well have to have aguardian. Will-will you let us name you
for thejob?'

"Guardian? For al three of you?' The captain sounded astounded.

“It-it'sjust alegd thing," Ronnie hastened to say. "1 mean, we certainly wouldn't et it be of any
expense to you—and asfor interfering with your privacy here when you retire-"



"Doggoneit, son, don't get me wrong. Of course I'll take on the job I'm honored. It'1l be up to
the court to appoint me—and | can see awhale of acourt battle shaping up before this thing's over—but
I'm sure Pardo Green can handleit. Let me cal hisoffice, then I'll call you right back."

Ronnie hung up and turned to see AnaMaria Rosalitaand Black Luiswatching him breathlesdly.
"Did-did he say hewould?" thetiny girl asked.

"Hesuredid. | hope you two don't mind my jump-ing in and picking him without talking it over
with you firgt. But | had to grab him when the chance came. Y ou see, if we want to stick together, we've
got to have aguardian. So it ought to be someone we al know and like. We wouldn't want the court to
gppoint astranger.”

"De veras, no!" sad Black Luis. "But the captain—ah, thereisaman. They come no better."

"He'swonderful," whispered AnaMaria Rosdita

"Please, everybody keep hisfingers crossed, and pray we get him." She crossed her fingerson
both hands, drifted back to the sofa, and curled up upon it like an exhausted kitten. She was dmost
ingtantly sound adeep.

When Captain Anders called again afew minutes later she did not awaken. "'l got Pardo Green's
office," hetold Ronnie. "Juan Pardo himsalf wasn't there, but | talked to both his partner and his
secretary, and ex-plained asmuch as| dared. They're hooked. I'm sure Juan Pardo will go aong with
them. He'sin Aguadillafor the morning. They aretrying to phone him in Aguadillanow and have him stop
by the cottage on tile way hack to Mayaguiez. His partner, Jaime Garcia, said he'd come out and see you
himsdf thisevening if they can't locate Juan Pardo in time. So welll just haveto wait.”

"l see" said Ronnie. "It sounds very hopeful.”

“And I've decided,” the captain hastened on, "that if | can locate a subgtitute master in the next
hour or two—and I'm sure | can—I'll stay over and see thisthing through with you. Since I'll beretiring in
acouple weeks anyway-"

“No, please—you mustn't do that! Can't you see what will happen? If Bernardo's lawyer isany
good, helll wreck you in court!”

"Wreck me? How?'

“If you appear too soon, helll say you're behind dl the trouble. Y ou'll be accused of abduction,
and con-tributing to our delinquency, and the court will betold that you are just trying to get your hands
on us because of our money. WEl lose you—and we smply | can't let that happen.”

"Whew! | hadn't thought of that Sde of it. Doggoneit, son, you sound like alawyer."

"I-1've been forced to sudly it alittle,” Ronnie admitted. "Just for my protection.” He drew along
breath of relief. Though he hadn't wanted to mention it, the captain's presence at atime like this, with so
many people on the watch for them, could be agreat danger.

But, Ron," the captain added, "don't forget the spot you'rein. Y ou can't appear in public and
help others without exposing yoursdlf.”

“I know that, sir, and | think | have asolution. I'm going to work on it as soon as |'ve talked with
Pardo Green. What does he look like? Things are getting sort of rough, and | want to be ableto
recognize him before | let himin the door."

The captain described both lawyers, then discussed how they could keep in touch with each
other during the coming weeks. Ronnie had alump in histhroat when hefinaly hung up. The possibility
that he might actually have Captain Anders asa sort of subgtitute father was alittle overwheming.

As heturned away from the telephone he saw Black Luis hauling apair of beach mattressesfrom
the hall closet.” Let’sget some deep,” the black boy mumbled.

They spread the mattresses upon the living room floor. Ronnie sank down on one and wesarily removed
his shoes. Hetore off hiswig, which miraculoudy had remained in place during their blind plunge down
the mountainside, then sat amoment peering about the room. He was very unessy.

"We ought to take turns standing guard,” he said.

"Forget it, brother Blue. Marlowe's keeping watch. He can sniff trouble long before it gets here.”

Ronnie was ad egp the moment his head touched the mattress.



He awakened in the middle of histhird dream of terrible redlity to find Black Luisanxioudy
shaking him.

"Someone's coming!" the black boy whispered. "Two men, Marlowe said. Strangers. They left
their ear out by the gate.”

Ronnie sat up, but for amoment it wasimpossible for him to think. The dream wastoo red, too
vividly before him. After hisfirst two experiences, he knew it was going to happen exactly as he saw it.
Seldom had he felt so frightened and helpless.

With an effort he thrust the dream to the hack of his mind, and glanced at hiswatch. It was hardly
one o'clock. For ahopeful moment he wondered if the visitors could be Pardo Green and afriend. Then
he redlized that the lawyer would surely come done.

He was studying the room carefully when he saw AnaMaria Rosditawatching him wide-eyed
from the doorway of the den.

"Comein here, camarada,” he whispered. "Keep down on the floor."

Theliving room, with bedrooms and den on either sde, abroad veranda facing the seg, and
kitchen and smdler veranda at the other end, was entirely windowless. Even if the place hadn't been built
high off the ground, as a protection against floods and prowl-ers—apparently acommon practice around
the idand—they ought to be safe here from prying eyes. But, somehow, in spite of the heavy grillwork
that enclosed every opening, even the downgtairs patio, he didn't fed safe.

He put afinger to hislips and crawled to the kitchen, where a corner window looked beyond the
sdeof the grilled entry area. Hardly had he raised up to peer out cautioudy between the curtains, when
he glimpsed the men gpproaching through the breadfruit trees.

They were moving dowly, warily. Something about them seemed familiar, but the crowding
foliage hid their faces until they were only afew yards from the steps. Then he stiffened with shock.

He was not surprised to recognize the shorter man as Josip, the cabin steward. Seeing Josip firgt,
he in-stantly expected the other to be Peter Pushkin. But it wasn't Peter. Thethin, quiet, gray man was
GusWoolman'sold partner, Waly Gramm.

Wally Gramm! Seeing the man at this moment was a double shock, for Wally had beenin his
dream. Now he knew that it must have been Wally who drove Josip from the docks the other day,
instead of Peter. But which of them had sent the gunmen—and where was Peter now?

As he sared at the man, something in hismind did an dmaost computerlike reassessment of what
had happened in New Orleans. And, like acomputer, it fur-nished him with an ingtant answer. It put
Wally and Peter in entirely different roles, and though he couldn't proveit yet, he was sure the answer
wasright.

Wally moved to the steps, halted, and peered care-fully around. Then silently he climbed the
steps and tested the grill door to the porch. On the ground below him Josip stood quiet and watchful.

Suddenly Wally Gramm cdled softly, "Ronnie? Ronnie boy? Let mein! Hurry, I've cometo help
you."

Ronnie clutched his hands to keep them from trem-bling, and glanced back toward the living
room. In the dimness beyond the hal he could just make out the pale little triangle that was AnaMaria
Rosditasface. Again he put hisfinger to hislips, saw her nod, and dmost jumped out of hisskin as
Wally Gramm pressed a button by the door, and the kitchen buzzer went off loudly.

"Ronnie! " thethin man cdled. "I know you're here. ThisisWally. I've cometo help you, boy!
Let mein! "Hewaited, pounded on the grill door, and pressed the buzzer several moretimes. "Ronnie,
for heaven's sake, use your head, boy! I've come dl thisway to help you. Let mein!”

Waly Gramm stood there more than aminute, lis-tening, then silently went down the steps. On
the ground, Josip said in alow voice, "He hasto be here, sir. Thisisthe captain's place, and there was no
gues-tion but that he was headed for here."

"Let'slook around,” thethin man said. "If | could get inside. . .”

Ronnie waited, breathless, while the men circled the cottage. As nearly as he could guess, there
was only one areabelow where they might possibly force an entry. Thiswasin the front where, he
reasoned, part of the grillwork must be hinged. Obvioudy there had to be away of folding it aside so the



place could be used as a patio, and so bathers could reach the beach without going through the kitchen
and around outsde. That meant an ingde Stairway.

He chewed on hislip amoment, trying to visuaize where the stairway entrance could be hidden.
At last heredlized it must bein the rear wall of the living room, behind one of the doors he had thought
opened to acloset.

Suddenly worried, he started to crawl over to inves-tigateit. There he heard low voices coming
from thefar corner of the kitchen veranda. Peering out again, he glimpsed Josip and Wally Gramm
moving away in the direction of the road. He watched until they were out of sight, then hurried back to
theliving room.

"They'regone," he muttered, sinking into the near-est chair. Hewaslimp with relief. "Onewas
that snoop of aJosip," hetold AnaMaria Rosalita. He ex-plained about the steward to Black Luisand
added, He found out about this place, and brought aman here named Wally Gramm. |-I've got afedling
they've goneto find tools so they can try to bresk in. They be-lieve I'm hiding here."

The black boy held up ahuge knobby walking stick he had found somewherein the house. "L et
them break in," he said grimly. "May the good Mother for-give me, but it will be the last time they bresk
inany-where."

"Pardo Green ought to be able to do something about them,” Ronnie said. Seeing their puzzled
faces, he remembered that they had dl falen adeep before he could tell them about the lawyer.

He explained and added, "All we can do now iswait."

"Oh, dear!" AnaMaria Rosdlitaexclaimed, rising. "Oh, dear! | must be afright. I've got to get
cleaned up before-"

"No you don't! "Ronnie ordered quickly. "Y ou stay just asyou are.”

"But why?' shewalled. "I look ghastly! But ut-terly!”

"l don't care. | want the lawyer to see you, 0 he can tell the judge. When you fight law with law,
you've got to use both barrels and al the ammunition you can find."

"Then maybe you ought to brighten up my bruises with some of your paint." Suddenly she
giggled. "That is, if you can spare what'seft. Y ou ought to see your-sdf!”

"Oh, golly gee!" He gaped in the wall mirror. Dashing to the bathroom, he scrubbed at the
blotched face, hardly recognizable as his own, but some of the paint refused to come off. Findly he
compromised by rubbing his skin with atowe until it was an even tone, asomewhat dubious tan, and
replaced hiswig. He | hated to wear the wig again, but it seemed wiser to keep the blue hair hidden.

A smdll, sharp voice cdled plaintively from one of the windowsin the den, "Will somebody
please bring me another shrimp before | expire? Don't you know it'stimeto eat?’

They decided to have lunch in the den so they could talk to Marlowe while he kept watch from
the tree, The moment they entered, Ronnie found himsdlf star-ing at two monstrous gol den-red mangoes
on the cof-fee table. AnaMaria Rosdita squeded with ddlight, and Black L uis speedily began dicing one
of them into abowl for dessert.

Ronnie forgot about food and stood frowning amost in disbelief & the remaining mango.
Suddenly he went to the captain's desk and began jotting down the un-forgettable numbers and symbols
of Dr. Prynne's last—and doubtful—equation. He had not been able to put the dream out of hismind,
but being occupied with Prynne's theory helped to keep it in the background.

AnaMaria Rosdlitawatched him aslong as she could stand it. "Boy Blue," she burst out abruptly, "what
intheworld areyou doing?"

“I'mtrying to figure out the truth,” he muttered.

“About what?' Marlowe caled from the window.

“Those mangoes you bring, for onething.”

"They are magic mangoes," said AnaMaria Rosalita, with atouch of her duchess manner. "And
natu-rally they come from amagic place.”

"They're not magic," he perssted. "They'reredl. I’ ve eaten one, and | know."

"That doesn't kegp them from being magic, slly! Anyway, how can you possibly figure out magic
thingswith mathematics?'



"Because you can aways prove atruth of thiskind with theright equations. Only, Prynne'stheory
isahard thing to prove. And |-l never was too sure about it."

"H'mm," Marlowe grunted. "On something like thisyou'd better be sure. Don't you know that
doubt isaclosed door?!

"But-but blind belief is stupidity!

“Oh, fiddle-dee-pooh! Y ou can't see through a closed door. Now, let's hear about this Prynne's
the-ory," Marlowe went on. "If it bugs you, maybe | can straighten you out. I'm avery logicd little
fdlow."

“Dr. Prynne," said Ronnie dowly, " was a great mathematician whom few people could
understand. He wrote abook called Time and Duality, or the Mathematics of Coexistent Planes. In
it he set out to prove that every planet has atwin very much likeit, and that the twin planet exigsin the
same pace with it, but in another dimension.”

"Wd|?' said Marlowe. "What about it?"
"What about it!" Ronnie cried. "Why-why, if you look &t it logicaly, the whole ideais absolutely
crazy-"

But that’ s not alogical approach,” Marlowe in-terrupted. "Didn't | tell you that doubt isaclosed
door?'

“Yes, but I'm trying to prove by mathematics-"

“Areyou trying to prove he'sright, or wrong?'

e

“Oh, my goodness, said AnaMariaRosdlita, "All thisisso slly. Can't you seethat Dr. Prynneis
right? Why, even my grandmother knew there was amagic world, and she didn't need alot of stupid
arithmetic to proveit. It's something every daughter of the Shee knows, practicaly from the time she's
born. That'swhy it's so easy for anyone with the power to disap-pear.” She snapped her fingers. "Just
likethet."

Ronnie gaped at her. He had tried to gpproach the mango mystery in an intelligent and scientific
manner. But here it was bogged down again in amorass of magic.

Suddenly he demanded, " Did you ever disappear?’

"l haven't got around to it yet. But I'll try it soon."

"Hal" said Marlowe teasingly. "Why haven't you tried it? It's not as easy asyou think. And of
coursg, if you happen to be chicken-"

"I'm not chicken!" thetiny girl retorted. “'Y ou know very well that no one, not even you, smarty
pants, can dip under the magic line unlessyou're close enough to seeit. After dl, it isn't found
everywhere. And I've been nowhere near it for ages.”

"But-but what isthismagic line?' Ronnie persisted.

Black Luissaid, " I'mtold it's just a soft of shimmer-ing. Now you seeit, now you dont—and it
Mmoves.

"A-asort of shimmering?" Ronnie repeated, dazed. "But where?"

Its along the beach in places, real low. Y ou'd never seeit unless you have the eyesfor it. Our
little S ster, she hasthe eyes. | have not, so | must follow Marlowe. When he saysjump, | jump.
Hombre, but fast. Only | scramble—for one must go under, not over.” Black Luis shook his head. "It
would be agood world, avery good world, except for one thing. It isamagic place, surely, butitis
lonesome. It isthe most lonesome place | ever saw.”

Ronnie gtared from one to the other. Something very fixed and orderly within hismind seemed to
have been given arude shaking.

"Magic," he muttered.” 1-I just can't-"

"It'sonly aword," Marlowe reminded him from the window. "Don't teke it so serioudy. Actudly,
thereisn't any magic. Doesthat make you fed better?'

AnaMaria Rosditalooked shocked. "Oh, Marlowe! How can you say such athing?’

"Oh, fiddle-dee-pooh! A word isaword. What's magic? Nothing but the ability to do something
every-body knowsisimpossible. See?!



"Oh! " said thetiny girl. "But of course!”
"Only, my deer little witch, just remember that nothing isimpossible. So, when you do things that
others cannot, it merely means-“ Marlowe broke off abruptly. "Quieto!" he hissed. People are coming!”

Their first five visitors turned out to be agroup of children who used the captain's property asa
shortcut to the beach. When the children were past the cottage, Ronnie crept to the corner window. Ana
Maria Rosditafollowed. They peered out between the curtains, envioudy watching those outside racing
aong the sand, and splashing in the lazy surf.

“Oh, if we could just be out there with them!™ thetiny girl whispered. "Did you ever hunt shellson
abeach?'

"No. | never had the chance."

“| did it only once, when Pgpa came back here on avist. | was awfully little. Later in Santo
Domingo | wasn't dlowed out. Papahad too many enemies.” She gave awistful sgh. "Oh, it must be
wonderful to be safe—and freeto go out and play likethat."

Suddenly she stared a him. " Something'swrong, Boy Blue. What isit? Did you have another of
thosered, real dreams?'

"y es"

"Tdl meabout it."

“I-I can't. Not now.” He swallowed. This dream concerned her too closaly. And at the very
worgt of it, before he learned what happened to her, Black Luis had wakened him.

Ronnie was amost relieved when they heard Mar-lowe's quick cal of warning.

In the next breath they both glimpsed the man ap-proaching from the right side of the palm grove.
The man wastal and swarthy, and there was a curious grimness about him. He wore agreen sport shirt,
and carried an attache case.

Bonnie studied him, and said quickly, "That hasto be Pardo Green.”
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STRATEGY

WHEN THE MAN IN THE GREEN SHIRT identified himself, Black Luis hurried down the stairway
and let him in through the grilled door to the patio. Ron-nie met him in the living room, gave their names,
and briefly explained their predicament.

While he listened, Pardo Green dowly paced the room, his narrow eyes going searchingly from
oneto the other. Once he paused before AnaMaria Rosdlita and gently touched her bruised face with
thetips of hislong, hard fingers. Something like an angry growl came from histhroat.

"Youseehow itis" Ronniesad findly. "Theres not only Black Luis trouble, and theway Ana
Maria Rosdlita's been treated, but there's the fact that both of them will be taken to Santo Domingo if
they are caught. And—and that will practically amount to mur-der.”

"Murder?' questioned the lawyer. "Why?'

"Becausethey'll kill us" Black Luistold him. "They don't like us over there.”

Pardo Green suddenly snapped hisfingers. "Of course! | remember now." His voice was deep,
and he | spoke English without atrace of an accent. "Y ou're the young fellow who helped AnaMaria
Rosdlitaget away from there when amob took after her. Crazy fanatics. There was quite abit of talk
about it here at the time. H'mm. No wonder Don Carlos gave you theland.”

He paused, scowled, and said, “ And now Bernardo wantsit back. Why?"

When Ronnie explained, the lawyer exploded. "A chemica factory! God preserveus! " He
wrinkled hisnose,

Black Luissaid quickly, "But AnaMaria Rosdlita has put the fix to it. That'swhy we came here
thismorning. So she could talk to that bribon on the tele-phone.”



Pardo Green looked sharply at thetiny girl. "What in the world did you tell your brother?

“Bernardois not my brother," she said emphati-cdly. "He was only my haf brother inthe
beginning, but now | am through with him, I've made Black Luis my brother. And I've dso made
Ron—Ron McHenry—my brother. We have no one but each other, so we've decided to be afamily.
And Captain Anders has prom-ised to be our guardian.”

"But well haveto get rid of Bernardo first, and that won't be easy. H'mm. What wasit you told
him on the phone this morning? I'll have to know."

"l warned him," she said, with atouch of her duch-ess manner, "that if he didn't leave Black Luis
done, | would give himwarts."

“And did you?'

"l did," shereplied in her icicletone. "Big, ugly ones. On hisface"

Pardo Green stared at her. He sat down. "Warts," he said softly. "If you said you gave them to
him, I'm sure he's got them. Anyone with amind as postive asyours..." Suddenly hisgrim, swarthy face
cracked into asmile. All at once he dapped his knee and laughed. " That rascally peacock—with warts!
How I'd like to see him now! But he won't show himself to asoul. Hell sign papers, though, to get rid of
the things. And helll hate you more than ever.”

The lawyer frowned. "Unfortunately, thiswon't save Black Luisfrom being deported. If hesan
dien"

“But hesnot an dien! " Ronnieinterrupted. "He was born right here on theidand, and that
automati-cally makes him an American citizen. HE snever changed it.,

"Can you provethat, Ron?"

"I'm certain it can be proved, sir. His birth must be recorded somewhere, and surely there are
people living who remember it. He was born on his own prop-erty, in the house that Bernardo burned
down. Ber-nardo's been trying to frighten him away and take advantage of him because he's an orphan
and has no oneto stand up for him. And-and | think it'sawfully fishy that AnaMaria Rosditahas no
citizenship. Don't you?"'

"Frankly, yes."

“I'll bet,” said Ronnieg, "that's just arumor Ber-nardo started to cover up something. Why, I'll bet
she was born before her father became a Dominican subject—If he ever did. If we checked into it-"

"Hold it," said Fardo Green. "I've atape recorder here, and | want to take all thisdown.” He
placed his attache case flat upon the coffee table, opened it, and pressed something inside. "Gather close.
| don't want it to missaword. Buit first, Ron, where do you fit in the picture?'

"I don't quitefit, Sir. I'm an outsider. It just hap-pened that each of uswasin trouble, so we sort
of joined forces. We dl want the captain for our guard-ian.”

"What's your trouble?"

"I-1 know too much. Someone wantsto kill me. But please, let's not go into that now. Did you
bring acamera?’

"l brought acamera,” said the lawyer, studying him curioudy. "I borrowed one. When my office
told me Ana Maria Rosdlita had been badly beaten, locked up, and starved-"

"But it wasn't quite as bad as you makeit sound,” thetiny girl interrupted.

"It's bad enough, and in court it's got to sound bad. That devil redly swatted you. I'd like to put
you in ahospital and have a doctor, but no-"

"It could be dangerous,” Ronnie said instantly.

Pardo Green nodded. "It could be very dangerous. Weve got atiger by thetail. Until we can
takeit to court, the law's entirely on Bernardo's side. If he finds her before we're ready to fight him—and
that could | take weeks-"

"Hell have her in Santo Domingo before we know it."

"Then werelicked." Pardo Green was up and pac-ing the floor again. "1'd better tell you now
that thisis going to be rough. Weve got to dig up facts that will take time and money. Until we have
those facts, | must keep you hidden where Bernardo and the police can't find you. Y ou can't stay here.
The police are bound to come back and make an officia entry.”



The lawyer shook hishead. "Troubleis, | can't think of aplace on theidand where you'd be safe.
With Bernardo's means-"

Black Luissaid, "Wehaveaplace. It'smy cave.”

"A cave? Good grief, son, you're not abunch of rats!”

"But it'sawonderful spot! " said Ronnie. "It has everything—furnished rooms, a kitchen, running
water. . . Black Luis grandfather hid init for years, so it ought to be safe enough for awhile.

"I know about the cave," said AnaMaria Rosdlita, "and that iswhere we will hide." her positive
tone brought atwinkle to Pardo Green'shard eyes."| guessthat settlesit.”

Ronnie reached for hisbillfold. "Now about ex-pense money-"

“Wed better pray onthat,” said the lawyer. "WEeIl winthisintime, and it will come out of
Bernardo's pocket. But until then, Captain Anders has guaran-teed the expenses.”

"No, please, | promised to pay for everything.”

"But, son, have you any conception how much money it may taketo dig up the evidence we
need?'

"l can make agood guess," Ronnietold him. Hur-riedly he counted out most of the money in his
billfold and thrust it across the table. "Here's nine thousand for agtart. It won't go far if you have trouble
and have to send investigators to Santo Domingo. But by thetimeit'sgone, I'll have more.”

Pardo Green looked a him in blank astonishment. "1 don't get this. Y ou're a surprising person.
And what in heaven's nameisakid your age doing with such awad in his pocket?’

"l earned it. My-my manager gaveit to me just before he was killed. He saw what was coming .”

Pardo Green continued to stare at him. Suddenly he exclaimed softly, " Clavos de Cristo! Would
you bewearing awig, and have blue hair under it?"

"Yes, dr." Ronnie glanced at the others. "They know about me. So does Captain Anders.”

"Good Lord! | should have guessed sooner. Areyou in danger now?'

"I'mafrad 0"

"Do you redize how this complicates things?'

"Yes, gr. Everything's pretty complicated at the moment. But | believe I've figured out what to
do." He chewed on hislip while he thought swiftly ahead. Wally Gramm worried him, but the biggest
problem was how the three of them could get safely away from here.

Helooked at the lawyer and said, "While | repeat to the tape recorder what 1've aready told you
about Bernardo, will you phone the FBI for me? I-1 want you to set up ameeting with them here tonight,
about an hour after dark."

"Okay. But why so late, son?"

To give Black Luisand AnaMaria Rosalita a chance to get started for the cave. We don't want the FBI
to find them here and ask too many ques-tions.”

“Lord, no!”

“And you'd better remind them to bring their own tape recorder. I'll have alot to tell them.”

They had nearly finished their recording session with Pardo Green when asmall sound drew
Black Luisto the den. He returned swiftly.

"Those men who came earlier,” he whispered to Ronnie. "They're back—with tools!”

“What'sdl this?' Pardo Green asked. Ronnie hurriedly explained what had happened. I've been
expecting them back. Josp—hé's the stew-ard—is sure I'm here, alone. Wally Gramm wants to break
in"

"For what? To kill you?'

"Maybe—if he'sthe one who killed my manager. He pretended he cameto help me, but | think
he redlly wants to-to set me up for someone else to do the dirty work."

"There are others after you?”'

"They flew out ahead of the boat and were waiting for me on the dock. Three of them. Two were
the men who nearly got mein New Orleans. The third was my tutor, Peter Pushkin. He-"

"Hold it,"” Pardo Green whispered. | believe our cdlers are coming up the steps. Keep out of



sght.”

Thelawyer waited until it was evident, from the sounds, that someone wastrying to force the grill
door. Then he swiftly unlocked the kitchen door and sprang out upon the entry porch, fuming like an
angry vacationer disturbed in hissesta. His furious promiseto cal the policia sent Waly Gramm and
Josip into hasty retregt, muttering apologies.

But for the threet that hung over them, Ronnie would have found it very funny. The thought of his
dream filled him with agrowing dread. While the others went through afina questioning, he dipped into
the study to worry over his plan for the evening.

Pardo Green had cdlled the main office of the FBI and had been told that men would be on their
way from San Juan as soon asthe Treasury agent could be located. " Guido—he's Guido Gonzdes-" the
lawyer had said, "wantsto come out himsdlf. Y ou've got everybody there excited. Holy Moses, | didn't
know this concerned that big foreign accounts ease I've been reading about.”

"l didn't either, at first," Ronnie admitted.

"Well, it looks like you're the key to the whole thing. They're even beginning to call it the Blue
Boy Cas="

As he dumped down on the study sofa, there was arustling in the leaves by the window.
Marlowe whis-pered, “Hey, brother Blue, what's the big dedl for tonight?*

"The FBI iscoming,” Ron whispered back. "Be-fore they get here—as soon asit's dark
enough—Black Luisand AnaMaria Rosdlitaare going to leave for the cave. Y ou-you've got to help
them.”

Surel will! What's bugging you?'

"It'll be hours before | can leave. The plan isfor Pardo Green to go with me asfar asthe sea
grapetree”

"Well?What' swrong with that?I'll scout the way.”

Ronnie swallowed. "But-but | had a dream about tonight-"

“Thet red, real dream youwouldnt tdl little Ss-ter?”

"Y es. Something's going to happen, because in the dream Pardo Green's not with me. I-I'm
running, and men are trying to catch me. I'm carrying asmal can of ail to fill the lanterns-"

"Youll find it a thefoot of the stairs where the captain left it. But the men—do they catch you?”'

"I-1 don't know. But that's not the worst of it. Just as | reach that rocky place up the beach, |
sumble and fal. And therein front of meis AnaMaria Rosditals smaller bag. If something hadn't
happened, it wouldn't have been dropped there. Which means something is going to happen there
tonight.”

"Ulp! I do not likethat. But if thereistrouble, we will squeak out of it somehow. Isthere moreto
the dream?”

"A-alittle. Asl get to my feet,amanisclosngin | behind me. | hear you ydling, and | see
another man—this one's Wally Gramm—coming around the edge of the rocks.”

"Thenwhat?'

“I don't know. That was when Black Luis shook me awake."

"Madre/ That isbad. But every problem has a solu-tion. | waswith you in the dream, so | will
be with you tonight. And never forget that | am a very dever littlefelow.”

Thefirst shock of the evening came at sundown, just asthey were finishing a cold supper out of
cansfrom the pantry. It wasavisit from theidand police.

There were two. They went swiftly around the house, testing the grillwork, and climbed the steps
to the entrance,

"Policial" onecaled. "Open up." He put hisfinger to the buzzer while his companion unhooked
ahugering of keysfrom hisbdlt.

Ronnie was dready feverishly heping AnaMaria Rosdita hide the evidence that more than two
people had been eating here. Black Luis opened the door to the inner stairway, found the key to the
patio, and ran for thetiny girl's bags.



Pardo Green whispered, "Ron, let them out below and lock up behind them. I'll stall the police.”

Ronnie crept down the stairway and unlatched the bottom door. With Black Luis key hetiptoed
to the big grill door facing the beach, unlocked it, and carefully eased it open. He looked quickly around,
then motioned to the others. The black boy and thetiny girl sped silently across the flagstones and
dipped outside.

As she passed him, AnaMaria Rosdita whispered bresthlesdy, "WEell be waiting for you, Boy
Blug!”

Sick at heart, he locked the door and watched a few seconds while they raced through the palm
grove and started up the beach. It was till bright daylight. Why couldn't the police have come later?

As he turned back to the stairway, he saw the small can of oil where Marlowe had said it would
be. He swallowed, wondering if he redly would find them waiting &t the cave.

The sound of angry voices drew him swiftly back to the living room. As he locked the upper
door he heard Pardo Green in the kitchen, shouting through the win-dow, "Thisisridiculous! Search the
house? For what?'

"I tell you agirl has been abducted!" a policeman shouted back. "We have ordersto search-"

“A girl has been abducted? Who is she?'

"Sheisno lessthan the smdl sster of Bernardo Montoyd™

“Madre de Dios! Why didn't you say so inthefirst place?' Pardo Green jerked open the kitchen
door, rushed out, and unlocked the grill door. "Comein, gentlemen, comein! Tel me, who wasfoolish
enough to commit such an outrage?"

"All we know isthat two ruffiansforcibly took her away during the night. Don Bernardo tried to
stop them, but he was attacked and beaten unmercifully.”

"Poor fellow," said Pardo Green. "'l suppose he's confined to his bed, and no visitorsare
dlowed.”

"So we have been informed. We regret thisintru-sion, but every building must be searched. This
isateriblething.”

The men went briskly through the cottage, examin-ing everything. After asking afew questions,
they left. Pardo Green looked quizzicdly at Ronnie. "How hard did you hit that rasca ?’

"Ashard as| could, but | didn't hurt him much, And Black Luisdidn't touch him. Hewas
carying her bags.”

"Then it hasto be warts. Oh, brother! Our little AnaMaria Rosalitamust have done ajob on
him!”

Ronnie turned away, his small hands knotted in his pockets. By now AnaMariaRosditaand
Black Luis had reached the rocky area, and the thing that was going to happen had happened. There was
nothing in theworld he could do to help them.

It was exactly an hour after dark when Guido Gonzales arrived from San Juan with two other
agents, each carrying atape recorder. Guido Gonzales, a dender, soft-spoken man, introduced those
with him as Jose Avilesan assistant; and Thomas Church, from the Treasury Department.

Ronnie had rather expected the cold-eyed Treasury agent to look as he did, though sports
clothes and glasses made an even greater change in the man’s ap-pearance. But neither by a second
glance nor an uncer-tain word did Ronnie betray the fact that he was aware of the other'sidentity.

Smiling, Guido Gonzales said, "Before Juan Pardo called, we never dreamed we'd be meeting
the Blue Boy in person and have him straighten out one of the biggest tangles on record.”

"l don't promiseto solve anything,” Ronniereplied quickly. "All | can doistdl you what | know
and remember.”

"But that should clinchit," said the agent, asthe others set up their tape recorders. "First, before
we get started, how long have you known that Gus Woolman and Wally Gramm were mixed up in this
foreign accountsthing?”

"Only during the past five weeks."

"But you were with them more than three years,” the Treasury man said. " Surely, in dl that time-"



"They were not asimportant asyou think,” Ronnie answered. "They were just temporary agents
for agroup of people who had money to hide, so they wouldn't he taxed. All Gus and Wally did was
arrange to have it collected and delivered to foreign banks, where it went into secret accounts. | didn't
know thisat thetime. It wasn't until | read about the secret accounts in the papers and recognized some
names, that | began to figureit out.”

Guido Gonzales said, "How long did Gus and Wally act as agents?'

"Only six months. The money was hidden by then, and they had abetter thing going with me as
the Blue Boy."

The Treasury man, Thomas Church, asked, “How did you happen to recogni ze those names you
mentioned?

“Because | was the bookkeeper. That'swhy Gustook me out of that reformatory—so | could
memorize the accounts. | didn't know what it was al about at the time. All that mattered to me wasto
keep out of that boys jail, where | didn't even belong. | knew Gus was a sharpie of somekind, but he
was good to me, and | did what he wanted and didn't ask questions.”

Ronnie paused and said, “ The accounts worried me at times, but | didn't know they were
dynamitetill things got had in New Orleans. There were no written records of what thirty people did with
two hundred million dollars. | wasthe only record.”

The men gared a him. Guido Gonzaeswhistled softly. "That's far more than we thought. But
why was Woolman killed?'

“Because hetried to protect me. Can't you see? When abunch like those people got scared and
found out | could wreck them, something had to be done. So I'm sure they ordered Gus and Wally to do
it. Or dse. Only, Gusrefused." Ronnie swalowed. “I can't prove Wally killed Gus, but of course you

Thomas Church said alittle doubtfully, "Are you sure you have enough facts of the kind we
need? Ordi-nary records won't help us much. Thiscaseisinvolved. There arered names, fase names,
numbered accountsin different banks. . .”

Ronnie glanced at him wesarily. "I know it. I can match name for name, the number that goeswith
it, the code for each bank, the date and amount of each deposit, the totals for each name, and alot more
that will comewhen | start remembering. If you'll just et me get started . . "

Names, dates, numbers, and more numbers. Names that stood for other names, and numbers
and sums and mounting totals. . .

The tgpe that unwound in hismind rolled steadily until after midnight, when Pardo Green cdled a
re-cess. Someone brewed a pot of coffee and served it with stale cookies from the pantry. Then the tape
be-gantoroll again.

The end of the tape came a three in the morning.

Themen looked at himin awe. Jose Avilessaid, “What he did isimpossible. But | saw him and
heard him..."

Thomas Church closed histape recorder and said to Ronnie, "I'd like to stay the rest of the night,
but we have a plane to catch in the morning, so we'd better get on to San Juan. Where'syour bag?'

Pardo Green snapped, "Y ou're not taking him back to the mainland!”

"| certainly am," said the Treasury man.

"No!" said Ronnie, shocked. “I won't go with you! Y ou've taped everything—you don't need me
in per-son!™

“Of course you don't,” said Pardo Green." Besides, he wantsto stay. He's needed here on
another mat-ter-"

“Sorry. ThisisaTreasury case. It comesfirg.”

Ronnie said angrily, ™Y ou mean money comesfirst above everything. But not in my book. I'm not
going with you."

"Y ou have no choice," Thomas Church reminded him,

Pardo Green said, "Have you a paper giving you lega possession of him?”



"My orders are enough. I'm taking custody of him. He'saminor, and in danger. HE Il need
protection-"

"Protection! " Ronnie cried. "What kind of protec-tion did | get in New Orleans when you were
Peter Pushkin?'

Thomas Church stiffened. "'I'm surprised you recog-nized me. And I'm sorry about New Orleans.
But at the time we had no ideayou were the key to the case. Anyhow, you werefoolish to run away.”

"What did you expect meto do? Stand around and be shot? Did you know that the same nice
pair were waiting to greet me in San Juan? Y ou walked right by them when you crossed the dock.”

Before Thomas Church could get over his astonish-ment, Ronnie turned to the inner stairway
door. With his hand on the knob, he glanced knowingly a Pardo Green and said, "While | get my bag,
why don't you tell them about Wally?*

The lawyer ingtantly understood and began talking swiftly while Ron stepped through the opening
and quietly closed the door behind him.

With his heart suddenly pounding furioudly, he tip-toed down through the blackness and eased
the lower door open. At the Sight of the bright moonlight streaming through the patio grillwork, he paused
amoment in dismay. Then he caught up the oilcan, moved to the patio door, and drew from his pocket
the key he had thrust there hours before.

Sowly, carefully, he turned the key in the lock, opened the door, and dipped through. Just as
care-fully he closed and locked it again.

The night was dive with the happy singing of the coquis as he began cregping through the pam
grove, but the one sound he wanted to hear did not come. It was the reassurance of Marlowe's small,
sharp voice. With every step away from the cottage he moved alittle faster. Soon he was running.

Hewas amogt at the upper corner of the grove when he heard afaint shout behind him. It sent
him racing madly across the sand and up the narrowing beach. At this hour the moon was over the sea
instead of the mountains, making the beach nearly as bright as day, and offering no protective shadowsto
hide him. So bright and clear wasit that he could make out every detail of the rocky area ahead.

Thetumbled rocks offered the first break in the low cliff that flanked this part of the beach. Once
there, he had only to dart to the right and find safety in the tangles that stretched on to Black Luis
mountain. And somehow, in spite of the danger he knew awaited him, he was certain he would reach
safety. Hisfirst two dreams had taught him that.

But what of Black Luisand AnaMariaRosdlita?

Something had aready happened ahead. As hisfly-ing feet brought him closer to therocks, he
felt asick fear of what it had been. At asudden shout behind him he risked aquick glance over his
shoulder. The man he had once known as Peter Pushkin was hardly fifty yards away, gaining rapidly.

At that ingtant, just asin the dream, he stumbled and went sprawling in the sand. And there,
directly in front of him—as he had known it would be—was AnaMaria Rosdlitals smaller bag.

Scrambling to hisfeet, he unconscioudy caught up the bag in hisleft hand—for he till clung to
the can of ail with hisright—and whirled to dart into the tangle.

"No! " Marlowe screamed abruptly, from some-where near." The other way! To the left!"

Before Ron could turn again, he saw Waly Gramm, avery grim and determined Wally Gramm,
step quickly from the shadow of the rocks with awegpon in his hand. This was where the dream had
ended. Only now did he understand why Wally happened to be here at this hour. It was the bag.

In aflash heredized that Wally and Josip had seen the others leave the cottage, that Josip had
recognized Ana Maria Rosdlita and guessed she could lead them to the person they sought. They had
escaped at the cost of the bag—so0 the bag had been watched.

All thiswent through his mind as he flung the oil-can into Wally'sface. But even asheflungit, the
man dropped hisweapon and cried out hoarsdly asif some-thing had bitten him.

Whirling away, Ronnie glimpsed Thomas Church pounding close and heard Marlowe urging franticaly,
"Dive under theline! Hurry! Divel

If he had been looking at it directly, he would have missed it, but he saw it out of the corner of his

eye—the vaguest sort of ashimmering near the water's edge, something that might have been only a



drifting cob-web. All a once he knew that this was the route the others had been forced to take. He
dove and rolled frantically under that gossamer thread of light. There was the momentary sensation of
being caught between awhirlwind and athunderclap. Then everything vanished.

Wally Gramm was unable to protest as Thomas Church dipped handcuffs over hiswrigts. He
was afrightened man. "A ghost bit me!" he gasped.

"Don't beafool!" Thomas Church said angrily, shaken by what he had seen but could not
believe. "Wheré's Ronnie?"

"l don't know! He wasright in front of me—and then he wasn't. Maybe that ghost-"

"There's no such thing as aghost! Where'sthe boy? He has to be somewhere!
"I'll tell you where,” Waly Gramm muitered. "He's fill nine jumps ahead of everybody, like he dways
has been. And don't talk to me about ghosts. | was bitten by one. | l&ft that fool Josip hereto keep
watch, but it scared him away. Me, | don't scare easy—but when avoice yells at you out of nowhere,
and then bitesyou. . .”

Very near them, if the distance could have been measured, but an immeasurable space avay
except by Prynne's mathematics, Ronnie got to hisfeet and looked dowly around with amixture of
growing won-der and ddlight.

Dr. Prynne had mentioned that conditions here probably would be opposite, and obvioudy they
were. It had been after three in the morning when he lft the other beach, and here it seemed about that
time in the afternoon. The sea, which had been on hisleft, was now on the right. Asfor people. . .

There were none. The race of man hadn't evolved here yet. He was aware of that instantly by the
cleanli-ness of the beach and the untouched look of every-thing. Black Luis had said thiswas alonesome
place, but that was because Black Luis had been the only human here that first time.

It wasn't lonesome now. Ronnie saw the footprints leading across the sand to the trees. "Hey,

where's everybody?' he caled happily.

"Probably stuffing themsalves on mangoes,”" said Marlowe from somewhere behind him, "Follow
the tracks, brother Blue, and I'll show you the camp. And don't turn around, for I'm terribly exposed
here

"But isnt it about timewe-"

“No!" Marlowe shrieked. "Don't you dare look back! Or haven't you learned that ghosts can
bite?"



