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Why does Clarence Collingwood
choose to return to Jean Bonney
Island more than twenty years after
the war is over and deliberately cut
himself off from the rest of the
world? And when Biggles and Algy
arrive to inspect this British Crown
property, why is he so uncom-
municative ? A tour of the island
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has something to hide, though the
havoc wrought by a hurricane and
by more than one monster from the
sea upsets all Biggles theories.
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CHAPTER 1

A TALK ABOUT ISLANDS

BIGGLES sat in his usua chair in the office of his
chief, Air Commodore Raymond of the Specia Air
Section, Scotland Yard, and waited for him to speak.
The Air Commodore looked at his senior operational
pilot
with a curious expression on his face. 'Y ou've had quite
a lot of experience of idands, Bigglesworth, haven't
you," he said. It was more a statement than a question.

"Too much," Biggles answered. 'I've been trotting
about islands of one sort or another for so long that |
dream about them. But any romantic notions | may have
had about so-called desert isles was knocked on the head
long ago. With all respect to Robinson Crusoe they're
not what they're cracked up to be. There are too many
perishing islands.'

‘Surely that depends on the island, where it is and the
climate.'

'Maybe, sir. But as far as I'm concerned you can have
the lot." Biggles frowned suspicion. 'Don't say you've
found another.'

'‘Well, more or less.'
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Biggles shook his head sadly. 'That's what | was
afraid of.'

'Some people likeidands.'

"They can have 'em. | know there isn't an idland left in
the world that isn't claimed by somebody. There was a
time when there were plenty of odd islands scattered
over the globe which nobody wanted, but aviation put an
end to all that. There was a general scramble for any
lump of rock sticking out of the sea that might serve as a
refuelling depot, a radio station or a meteorological
establishment. | remember countries nearly went to war
over some of them.’

'‘Being first in the field we got our share and stuck up
a Union Jack to prove ownership,’ the Air Commodore
said, with a smile. 'Of course, the British Empire has
shrunk considerably in our time, but we still have a few
islands dotted about the Seven Seas,' he added.

'So | believe,' answered Biggles. 'l hope someone has
kept arecord of them. ,

'No country is likely to forget a piece of property
whereitsflagisflying.'

'Huh! Don't you believe it, Biggles said cynically.
'What about Clipperton Island, or, as Mexico callsit, Ida
de la Pasion. That's one everyone forgot. It ended in a
nice mess

The Air Commodore puckered his forehead. 'l can't
recall it. What happened ?

"It gives point to my argument that people can forget
their property. Clipperton, so called after a pirate of that
name, isalump of rock in the Pacific 600 miles from the
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coast of South America, two milesin circumference and
nowhere more than sixty feet high. When the grab was
on it was claimed by both France and Mexico, and the
case had been referred to the International Court at the
Hague when the war came aong. Would you be
interested to know what happened ?

'Very. Tell me!

'It's a fascinating story, although not quite up to the
generally accepted standards of a paradise island.
Mexico jumped the gun by putting ashore, to keep their
flag flying, a party of two officers and eleven soldiers.
Some, including the senior officer, who may have read
Swiss Family Robinson and imagined this was going to
be a similar picnic, took their wives with them. As there
was practically nothing edible on the island it was
arranged for a supply ship to call once a month with a
load of food. Unfortunately the government egg-head
who dreamed up this slick operation, who must have
been more hen-brained than most, overlooked making a
note of it, with the result that the poor devils who had
been put ashore were completely forgotten. Imagine the
hours they must have spent watching for the ship that
never came.'

'For how long ?

"Three years. Then, by mere chance, an American ship
happened to call. It found three women and some kids,
skin and bones and rotten with scurvy, living like wild
animals on any muck thrown up by the sea. One of the
women survived. When no ship arrived, she said, and the
men were so weak from hunger they could hardly stand,
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the senior officer and three men had set out in a leaky
rowing-boat for the mainland, 600 miles away. They
were never heard of again. Eventually the one man left
aive on the isand went raving mad, calling himself the
king and making the women his daves. One of the
women brained him with an axe while he was adleep.
Here you have true-to-life desert idand stuff. If that
could happen in one place | see no reason why it
shouldn't happen at another.'

'l see you're well-informed on the subject of islands,’
the Air Commaodore said, dryly.

'So well-informed that | wouldn't care if | never saw
another.'

'I'm sorry you feel like that.'

'‘Ah! So that's it. What's the worry now?

'I'm not worried. But the Colonial Office has asked us
to check up on alittle piece of British property. It hasn't
exactly been forgotten, but it's some time since anyone
had alook at it.'

"You 'retalking about anisland ?

'Of course. We've been talking about islands.'

'Sounds a nice little job for the Navy.'

"There are reasons why it might be more advisable to
send an aircraft. I'll tell you why presently.’

"To save me wasting your time, sir, by asking a lot of
guestions, suppose you do the talking and put me in the
picture. How long is it since anyone stepped on this
chunk of earth we've been asked to investigate 7

'To the best of our knowledge - that is, from the
official angle - twenty years.'
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Twenty —, Biggles stared. 'Suffering Icarus! Why,
the isand may not even be there now. |dands have been
known to disappear, plenty of them. | could give you
quite along list if | had nothing else to do. Redlly, sir,
you can't expect me to get wildly enthusiastic at the idea
of looking for something that may not exist.'

'l don't think there's much fear of that.'

'I'd hope not. But if no one has looked in for twenty
yearsit can't be much use.'

‘It might be. That's what we'd like to know, and what
we've been asked to find out.’

"This place must be pretty remote.’

"It is. Well off the track of ships.'

'Whereisit, exactly ? Let me get my bearings.'

'‘Come over here' The Air Commodore got up and
crossed the room to a map of the world that covered
most of one wall. Using his pen as a pointer he indicated
a spot amost in the middle of the Bay of Bengal; or
roughly half-way between the east coast of India and
lower Burma. 'Herewe are,' he said.

Biggleslooked. 'l don't see anything.'

'If you'll look close you'll see amicroscopic dot, like a
fly-speck, with a little red line under it to show that it's
British. It wouldn't be shown at all in the average atlas.'

'l supposeit has aname?

'Yes. It's Jean Bonney Island.’

'Y ou don't mean Bonny Jean?

'No. Jean Bonney. Bonney for short.'

'Who was she ?

"It was the name of a ship, although | imagine the ship
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was named after awoman, possibly the owner's wife. As
you probably know, in the great days of discovery, when
new islands were being found every other day, names
ran short and it became the custom for mariners to name
their discoveries after themselves, their ship or ther
employers. The Jean Bonney was the name of a craft, an
East Indiaman, commanded by a Scot named Grant. He
came across the idand in the early eighteenth century,
having been blown off his course by a hurricane. He
went ashore for water and staked his claim by painting
his name, and the name of his ship, with the date, on a
rock. | believe it's still there -or it was. Being far from
any regular shipping lane, it couldn't have been visited
more than once or twice in the next hundred years.'

'So there's nothing worth taking away?

"We're not so sure about that -now.'

Biggles raised his eyebrows. 'What's that supposed to
mean ?

'‘Come and sit down and I'll tell you what started this
particular ball rolling.'

After they had returned to their seats the Air
Commodore continued: 'First 1'd better give you the gen
about thisisland. It has one or two unusual features.'

'What isit - acora atoll ?

'No. It's mostly volcanic rock. It's a little over a mile
long, about three hundred yards wide, flat, tapering
towards the end and lies low in the water. Not more than
twenty feet high at the highest point; for which reason,
Captain Grant says in his log, the watch didn't spot it
until they were nearly on top if it. He makes a note
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that he thought it might be awash in a hurricane. It lies
on a line north-east and south-west. Keep that in mind.
It's important. There's a dightly curving beach on the
weather side, but Grant found it impossible to land there
on account of the heavy surf. That, it has since been
ascertained, is how it is on ninety-nine days out of a
hundred.'

"Then how did Grant get ashore?

‘Just a minute, I'm coming to that. On the opposite
side of the idand there's a coral reef enclosing the usual
lagoon. The water there is calm, of course, but there's a
snag. Grant couldn't find a break in the reef. In other
words, there's no entrance to the lagoon. If there is he
couldn't find it, and apparently he wasn't prepared to risk
his ship trying to get in. On the outer side of the reef the
water drops sheer for a hundred fathoms. There's nothing
unusual in that. This enabled him to lie in close and have
his crew carry one of the lifeboats over the reef to the
lagoon. That's how he got ashore.’

'Why go to all that trouble?

'He needed fresh water, a common state of affairs in
the days of sail.'

'Did he find any?

'Yes. In holes in the rocks. Presumably they fill up
during the monsoon. Just now you asked me why the
Navy couldn't be sent to make a survey of the idand. It's
adangerous place for a ship. Of course, it could be done,
but a vessel of any size would have to make a dow
approach, taking soundings, and then, to put a party
ashore, lower a boat. All this would take time, enough
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time for anyone on the island who didn't want to be seen
to take cover and hide what he was doing.'

'|s there reason to suppose there is somebody there ?

'Let's say there could be.'

'Doing what ?

‘That's what we'd like to know. But | haven't finished
yet. The most interesting part of the story, from your
angle, isyet to come. I've given you some facts about the
island so that you'll be able to follow it clearly without
asking questions.'

'I'm listening, sir.' Biggles it a cigarette.

'‘Our interest in this out-of-the-way place started
during the war when someone with imagination realized
that Bonney might be useful for getting important people
to the Burma campaign, by air, without the risk of being
shot down on the way, as had happened more than once
on the usua overland route. The Navy investigated and
found that if some clearing was done it would be
possible to make: a landing strip, a sort of half-way
house between India and Lower Burma, far from any
possible enemy air activity. The enemy wouldn't even
suspect it. Get theidea ?

'It's good to know somebody used his head.'

'Well, the job was done. It was a risky operation, but
in awar one has to take risks that would not be justified
in peacetime. Emergency supplies were put ashore and
some Nissen huts erected to accommodate them and a
small maintenance staff. A shuttle air service was laid
on. So a use for Bonney was found after all, and quite a
few VIPs went to the Far East via this almost forgotten
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little island. The enemy never discovered it. The war
ended, the maintenance party was taken off and Jean
Bonney Idand resumed its unbroken solitude. But that
isn't the end. Not quite. Did you ever meet an officer, a
Squadron Leader by the name of Stonehouse?

'l can't recall the name.’

'‘No matter. All you need know is, when he retired
from the Service he went into the City and became a
successful financier. When he had made all the money
he needed he packed up to enjoy it. He loved the sea, for
which reason no doubt the first war saw him in the Royal
Nava Air Service. When he had made his fortune he
went back to the sea - the easy way. He bought an
expensive steam yacht and with a hand-picked crew
started on a quiet cruise round the world.'

'Calling, | suppose, at Bonney Island.'

"That's where you're wrong. He didn't even know the
island existed. Hiswar flying had never taken him within
athousand miles of it. But last year he was running from
Singapore to Calcutta when he saw a curious thing. At
least, as a pilot and considering his position, it struck
him as curious. He saw an aeroplane. He heard it first,
then he spotted it. Quite a small machine, he thought, but
it was too far off for him to recognize the type. He
couldn't imagine what it was doing or where it could be
going. He thought it so strange that he worked out its
position and course; which he noted in his logbook. It
was heading due east, apparently for nowhere. Not
knowing of Bonney Idand he reckoned the plane had
about eight hundred miles of open water in front of it
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before it could make a landfall. He decided the pilot was
either crazy or lost to the world.'

'Didn't he do anything about it ?

'What could he do? The machine was in sight for only
a matter of minutes. He tried to contact it by radio but
got no answer. He didn't attach any great importance to
it, but when he was back in London he casually asked a
friend at the Aero Club if he knew anything about the
aircraft he had seen out in the blue. Now it happened that
this friend had for a time during the war been working
on the Bonney Island run, and he said, from its course, it
looked as if that was where the unknown plane had been
making for. Later, this friend, talking to someone at the
Air Ministry, remarked that he'd heard the Bonney Island
route had been reopened. The man said, if it had he knew
nothing about it. Nor did he know anything about the
plane. None had been reported missing in that area. To
make a long story short, this rumour, by means that |
needn't go into, reached the ears of someone at the
Colonial Office. That's what set the ball rolling. He
wondered if someone was trying to jump our claim to
Bonney Idand.'

'‘And it was decided the time had come to have
another look at it,' put in Biggles.

'Exactly. I've told you why it has been thought
advisable to send an aircraft instead of a ship. Anyway,
the Navy hadn't got a ship anywhere near the place. A
plane would be less expensive, and faster.'

Biggles nodded. 'Yes, | seethat.'

'‘But you're not happy about it.'
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'Frankly, sir, no.'

The Air Commodore smiled. 'Lissie prefers warm
water jobs.'

'So would | if there weren't so many sharks in it. The
Bay of Bengdl is tiff with ‘em. Can you tell me anything
more about this perishing island that's making a nuisance
of itself'

It lies at the right angle for landings, either for the
north-west or south-east monsoon. That's what made a
landing strip practicable.'

'l was thinking more about food. Could a man live
there should he get stranded?

'For a time, perhaps, but I'm afraid he'd get tired of
coconuts and fish. There's nothing else, unless some of
the seeds the maintenance party planted have flourished.'

'Is the water of the lagoon deep enough for a marine
aircraft to land on without tearing aholein its keel?

'l don't think it has ever been properly surveyed.'

'l was thinking the landing strip might have become
overgrown.'

'In that case you'd have to take a chance with the
lagoon, I'm afraid.'

'You're afraid, sir! Not as afraid as| am.'

'Don't talk nonsense, Bigglesworth. Y ou know as well
as | do that when a pilot starts to be afraid of anything
the time has come for him to hang up his cap and
goggles. But don't let's talk about it. Any more
difficulties to raise before you go ? You can usualy
think of some.'

'For which reason, so far; |'ve always managed to get
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back. | like to know what | might run up against before |
start. | find it's better than bumping into something nasty
unprepared.'

‘All right. You needn't get sarcastic. What's on your
mind?

'Supposing this island is till there, and | manage to
find it, and | find somebody on it, what do | do ?

'Find out who the man is, his nationality, and what
he'sdoing. That'sall.'

'‘And if he won't talk? 'Come home and report to me.
Flying by dead reckoning: you should have no difficulty
in finding Bonney. Pilots found it during the war. You
should have ample endurance range with the Gadfly*, the
machine you used for that South American treasure ship
job.? It would take you right across the Bay of Bengal if
that became necessary. It may not even be vital that you
should land. You would from a low altitude be able to
see any signs of activity, should there be any. Take a
camera. But it doesn't need me to tell you what to look
for. Thereisthis about it. You 're not likely to encounter
any anti-aircraft opposition. How soon can you be
ready?

'l should be on my way inside aweek. That would give
me time to check the Gadfly, give it a tria run and lay

! Gadfly. An all metal high-wing cantilever monoplane amphibian
flying boat with twin 1,000 h.p. engines installed in the wing.
Accommodation for two pilots and six passengers. Endurance range
2,000 miles. Retractable landing gear and hydraulic wheel brakes for
land work.

2 See Biggles at World's End
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aboard some stores, to keep the wolf at bay while I'm
there. Even if | see nothing on the idand, I'd probably
land on the lagoon for a rest. Long distance over-water
flying is aways a bit of a strain, knowing what would
happen if one was ditched without a chance of seeing a
ship. | only hope the coral hasn't grown up from the
bottom of the lagoon, or heavy seas thrown in chunks of
the reef. That can happen. With a metal hull one snag
could sink me. That's why | still think this should be a
job for the ladsin navy blue.'

'I'm inclined to agree, but I've told you why it has
been decided to send an aircraft, anyhow in the first
place. Don't look so glum about it. After al, you never
know what you may find on an abandoned desert island.’

‘That'sjust it, you don't,' returned Biggles grimly.

The Air Commodore smiled. 'It might be something
worth having.'

If | know anything it's more likely to be something |
could well do without, so | can only hope you're right.'

'Who win you take with you ? | don't care who goes
as long as someone is left here to take care of things
while you're away.'

I'll think about that, sir. | may let my chaps decide
that for themselves. Or if they an want to go they can
toss a coin for it.' Biggles got up. 'Now I'd better see
about getting ready.' He left the room and returned to his
office to be met by the questioning eyes of his three
police pilots.

'What's the drill thistime? inquired Ginger. 'Anything
exciting?
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'‘Could be. Might be simple routine,' answered
Biggles, sitting on a corner of his desk. 'Depends on
what you'd call exciting. In a nutshell it's this. In the
Indian ocean, or to be more precise the Bay of Benga
part of it, there is alleged to be an idand, British owned,
by the name of Jean Bonney, which has not been
officially inspected for years and years. |'ve been ordered
to have adekko at it. That's all.’

'‘And why this sudden passion for dear Jean? asked
Bertie.

'An ex-RAF officer, apparently beloved by the gods
since he's now a millionaire, cruising in his yacht in the
Bay of Bengal, sighted an unidentified aircraft beetling
eastward along fifteen degrees of latitude, a course
which, whether the pilot knew it or not, would have
taken it over, or close to, Jean Bonney. He signalled but
got no reply.’

'So thisisreally arescue job? put in Algy.

'Not exactly, although it might turn out to be that. But
| fancy the: chief intention is no more than a snoop
round to make sure somebody isn't trying to pinch one of
the few remaining bits and pieces of British Empire. I'm
going as soon as the Gadfly can be got ready. Who wants
to come ? Don't al holler at once.’

Three hands were raised. That's what | thought,’
Biggles said. 'You can't al come. | shall only take a
partner.'

'Why only one? Ginger wanted to know, looking
surprised.

"Two reasons. First, there would be no point in carry-
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ing unnecessary cargo on a long over-water haul. The
Air Commodore insists on someone being left in charge
here, anyway. Secondly, | shall feel more comfortable
knowing there's a reserve machine standing by to collect
me should | find myself playing Crusoe on this lump of
rock. If you all want to come you can settle it between
yourselves; or to save any argument perhaps it would be
better to draw lotsfor it.'

Biggles tore three strips of paper from his scribbling
pad. On one he wrote 'go’. The other two he left blank.
He put them face down on the desk. 'Help yourselves,' he
invited.

Ginger drew first. It was blank. 'No luck,' he muttered
disgustedly.

Bertie drew next. He shrugged. 'No bananas for me.'
Biggles looked at Algy .'Looks like you and me, chum,'
he said. 'Sit down and I'll give you the rest of the gen.
Then welll see about getting organized.'



CHAPTER 2

THE LONELY ISLE

FROM horizon to horizon the sky was blue; an
immutable canopy of purest lapis lazuli. Across it the
sun toiled its age-old course, hurling down heat with
silent force. The sea was blue; the implacable
ultramarine blue of unfathomable depths. Between the
two a man-made intruder called an aeroplane droned a
passage as deliberate as that of a migrating bird. In the
control cabin were two men, Biggles and his life-long
friend and partner, Air Police Sergeant Algy Lacey.
They were dressed alike in plain khaki drill suits. Both
wore tropical helmets as a protection against the sun,
which near the Equator can be as tiresome in an aircraft
as on the ground.

For some time neither had spoken. They had been
operating the plane for a week, resting only at night,
outward bound for a comparatively microscopic piece of
land in a world of water; so there may not have been
much left to say. They had seen no dry ground since
their last port of cal, Dum Dum, the aerodrome for
Calcutta, in India. On the few occasions when Biggles
spoke it was to ask a question; always the same question.

22
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'See anything? And so far the answer had aways
been the same.

'Not athing.'

With his eyes dternating between the instrument
panel and the unbroken sweep of horizon ahead Biggles
asked the question again now.

'Not a thing," Algy answered monotonously. But this
time with just a trace of anxiety, he added: 'Bonney
should be coming up -if it's still in the same place.

It'l be in the same place, no doubt - If it's ill
anywhere," replied Biggles. 'l don't trust these little
remote islands. Like ships they have been known to
disappear, without trace -as the saying is. More than one
skipper has found himself sailing over what should be an
island, with no land in sight for fifty miles around.’

‘The position of the idand having been incorrectly
plotted in thefirst place, | suppose,’ surmised Algy

'Not necessarily. Volcanic action or the shifting of the
level of the ocean floor can do it. Dougherty Island, in
the South Pacific, for instance; afair-sized chunk of land
eight miles long and eighty feet high with a big
population of seals and birds. It was plotted, and
sometimes visited, by several ships, but later all attempts
to find it failed. Finaly it had to be struck off the charts.
The same thing has happened to other islands.’

'Let's hope that hasn't happened to Jean Bonney.'

‘It might. It wouldn't worry me overmuch if it did.
Probably the best thing that could happen for all the use
it is. But it's too soon to talk about that. Keep your eyes
open. It can't be far away. There isn't much of it and
what thereislieslow on the water.'
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The conversation lapsed, but within minutes Algy had
sat bolt upright, staring at something in the distance.

'What isit ? asked Biggles.

'‘Breakers -1 think. Either that or a school of whales.'

'‘Where?

'Forty-five degrees over the port bow. Forty miles for
a rough guess, although in this sort of visibility it might
be more.'

Biggles eased the nose of the Gadfly round to that
direction. A pause. Then he said: 'l think you 're right.
Unless we've discovered a new idand, which isn't very
likely, it can only be Bonney. According to the chart
there's nothing else within two hundred miles. So it
seems it's still above water. When we get nearer watch
for smoke. If there's anyone there, as soon as he hears us,
or spots us, hell light the bonfire he should have ready.
That, | gather, isthe usual procedure with castaways.'

'You're assuming if anyone is there hell be a
castaway?

'l can't imagine anyone living on Bonney from choice.
Quite a few people have tried this get-away-from-it-all
lark, but they soon get pretty bored with it.'

'‘No one in his right mind would deliberately put
himself out of reach of a doctor or a dentist,’ said Algy.
"'What can you do by yourself with an aching tooth 7

'One fellow who tried it, | remember, a German
doctor, tried to get over that difficulty by having all his
teeth out and replacing them with stainless steel
dentures.’
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Algy grinned. That must have looked enchanting.
What happened to him'

'‘Nobody knows. When somebody called to see him he
wasn't there. Maybe he accidentally swallowed his teeth
and bit himself to death. See any smoke ?

'No.'

‘Then it's unlikely we shall find anyone there. If there
is someone he must have heard us by now.'

The aircraft was now close enough to the island for
details to be seen digtinctly. It lay just as it had been
described, the great ocean rollers pounding the exposed
side with the regularity of a pendulum, and, on the other,
the enclosed lagoon, as tranquil as the proverbial mill-
pond, its shallow depth revealed by the different colours
of the water inside the reef. In one place only, at the
most seaward point, was there a dlight ripple. The island
itself was mostly verdant, but there was a fair amount of
rock and sand. A group of coconut palms at one end,
probably sprung from nuts thrown ashore by the waves,
tossed their green frondsinto the air.

'‘Well, there it is, Biggles said. 'l suppose one might
call that a good example of the traditional desert island -
if thereis such athing.'

'Looks pretty from up here,' returned Algy .'Not much
in the way of scenery. | can see one or two Nissen huts
still standing. What's the drill now? he added, as with
engines retarded the machine began to lose height.

'Just the job for anyone wanting to lead a quiet life;
but | don't think we shall find anyone here,'’ murmured
Biggles. 'For a start we'll fly round low to see, among



26 BIGGLES AND THE DEEP BLUE SEA

other things, what the old airstrip looks like after an this
time. Then, if there's nothing doing, and should the
weather look like holding fine, we might sit on the
lagoon for awhile for a breather and a cigarette. With a
good anchorage we might even have a swim and stay the
night to see what lifeis like away from the din of traffic
and the stink of petrol fumes. We —'

'Hi! Hold it. Did you seethat? brokein Algy.

'‘See what ?

‘That man. Thereis aman down there, after all.'

Biggles frowned. 'Are you sure?

'‘Certain. Well, amost certain. | saw a man bolt into
one of the huts, bending low as if he was trying to get
out of sight.'

'Extraordinary!’

'If it wasn't a man it was mighty like one. | suppose it
could have been amonkey, abig one.’

'We're not likely to find monkeys here, large or small,
unless, of course, one escaped from a ship. Watch the
hut.'

'Okay. I'm certain | saw a movement. No mistake
about that.'

'If there is a man why should he bolt? I'd have
expected him to run into the open and signify joy by
doing awar-dance.'

'I wouldn't know the answer to that. I'm only telling
you what | saw.'

'‘Well go down. Then we shall know.'

Biggles took the Gadfly down to something in the
order of a hundred feet, and then, having flown round



THELONELY ISLE 27

the coastline, glided over the lagoon.

'It looks clear enough,' he observed, atrifle dubioudly.
'One can't always be sure. I'd bet that water is as
trangparent as gin. One can see the bottom from here, but
that doesn't mean there isn't a snag a few inches under
the surface. We shall have to chance it. But before we
do, let's have another look at the airstrip.’

There was no difficulty in finding it because the only
possible straight run of sufficient length was down what
might be described as the backbone of the island; that is,
the middle.

"It looks a bit rough, but at all events it's ill there,'
observed Biggles. 'Actually, not as rough as I'd expect it
to be after so long without being used. No signs of a
crashed aircraft, so it begins to look as if the one that
started this nonsense didn't end up here after all. | prefer
to use the lagoon. We'll go down and stretch our legs.
Afterwards we might have a dip to get some of the sweat
off our hides."

He made another slow run across the lagoon looking
down at the translucent water. The bottom, a multi-
coloured picture of coral, rock and sand, could be seenin
wonderful detail, but as far as could be ascertained
nothing broke the surface. Satisfied, he made afina run,
and then with engines idling alowed the keel lightly to
kiss the glassy surface and run on to cut a spreading V-
shaped ripple before coming quietly to rest. An audience
of gulls on the reef watched the performance but did not
move.

'Well, we're down, anyway,' Biggles said, surveying
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the scene around the shore line of theisland in particular.
It was mostly a jumble of rocks and boulders, although
there were one or two small beaches of white coral sand.

'l think we'll stay on the water,' he decided. 'It would
be easier to get off if the weather changed and we had to
move in a hurry. Well tie up to that rock over there; it
looks ready-made for a mooring. You keep a look-out
for anyone moving while | take her in. I must own I'm a
bit puzzled by that movement you saw; but | can't
believe there's anyone here. If there was, surely he'd be
on his way to us by now. | would have thought he
wouldn't be able to get to us fast enough.'

With Algy watching the idand Biggles took the
aircraft close to the rock he had mentioned and made
fast, so that the machine floated lightly on water so clear,
so transparent, that it might have been air. He switched
off the engines and stepped ashore.

'See anything ? he asked Algy , who joined him.

'‘Nothing. Beats me. | could have sworn | saw
someone.'

'We should soon be able to settle that beyond all
doubt," declared Biggles. 'I'm going to have a cigarette
before | do anything else.’

He lit one and drew on it with evident satisfaction.
The only sound was the confused booming of the
breakers on the opposite side of theidand.

'Nice place for someone to start a holiday camp,'
remarked Algy.

Biggles did not answer. His eyes were focused on a
spot on the long irregular sweep of reef.
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'What are you looking at ? inquired Algy , happening
to glance at him.

‘That ripple by the far perimeter of the reef.
According to my information, or the information given
to the Air Commodore, the Navy couldn't do this job
because it was impossible for a ship to get into the
lagoon as there was no opening in the reef; and on most
days heavy seas on the other side of the island make a
landing there dangerous. If | can't see a break in the reef
there must be something wrong with my eyes.
Otherwise, how comes that ripple? Surely that could
only be caused by the swell outside surging in.'

'l see what you mean,' rgjoined Algy. 'We're in, so
what does it matter?

'l don't suppose it matters much, but it struck me as
odd. Someone must have made a mistake or else the reef
has broken down recently. We ought to check that before
we leave because if there is an entrance into the lagoon,
the Admiralty should know about it so that their Sailing
Directions can be corrected. It would make the island a
different proposition altogether. If we have a swim I'll
have a closer look at that. But | think the first thing we'd
better do is take awalk round.’

So saying, having finished his cigarette, Biggles got
up and they walked together up the dlight incline towards
the middle of the island, the site of the wartime landing
strip.

There was no difficulty in finding it. At the top of the
rise the long piece of open ground lay before them.

'It's in a better condition than | would have supposed



30 BIGGLES AND THE DEEP BLUE SEA

after twenty-odd years,' remarked Biggles. 'In this part of
the world vegetation grows quickly, and soon covers any
available space.'

He looked at the Nissen huts, situated at the extreme
end of the runway.

You must have been mistaken when you thought you
saw someone,’ he went on. 'If there is a Crusoe living
here he must be blind and deaf, or he would have seen
us.'

After they had walked on a little way he stopped
again, looking at something near his feet.

'Hello, what's this ? He pointed to the stump of what
had obviously been a young palm tree. 'If no one has
been here since the war how did this happen? That tree
wasn't blown down. Look for yourself. It was cut with a
sharp axe, and not long ago. It's a clean cut, and it's till
comparatively fresh. Anyway, that wasn't done twenty
years ago. And I'll tell you something else. Unless there
has been a gale the man who trimmed the tree must have
dragged it away. Thereit is, lying over there, clear of the
runway, you'll notice. See what I'm getting at ?

'Yes, | see what you mean,' Algy answered slowly.
"The strip has been used recently .'

'l don't know about that, but someone has certainly
been busy here since the place was last used officialy.
Look at the runway. It's clear. Clear of anything like an
obstruction. I'm getting a feeling that something has been
going on here.'

Algy looked puzzled. 'l don't get it. If someone came
here in a boat, where's the boat ? And why come here? If
the plane that was seen heading this way came here,
where's the plane? It isn't here or we'd seeit, whole or in
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pieces. You couldn't hide an aircraft on an aimost bare
piece of ground thissize.'

Biggles thought for a moment, subconsciously
lighting another cigarette. He looked at Algy with a
smile of amusement. ‘It looks asif there could be a pretty
little mystery to solve here if we felt like spending time
on it. It shouldn't be too difficult to find out who came
here. He wouldn't sleep in the open when he could put a
roof over his head. If he used one of the Nissen huts he
must surely have left traces; a clue or two for us to work
on. Not that it's important. | can't see what harm anyone
could do here. Let's have alook at the huts. We needn't
spend muchtimeon it.'

'What's the hurry ?

'‘No hurry -at present. But in this part of the world
there can occur a nasty thing called a hurricane, a
cyclone, typhoon - call it what you like. I'd hate to be
caught here in one. Nor need we wonder what the plane
would look like when the wind and waves had finished
withit.'

'I'd make a small bet that the bloke who obviously has
kept the runway clear is till here,' stated Algy as they
walked on towards the huts. 'l don't imagine things.'

Then al | can say, pdl, isthis. If you 're right he's up
to no good. Otherwise why should he hide himself?
Honest men don't run away from visitors, certainly in a
place like this.'

' must say it'd be queer behaviour for a genuine
castaway,' admitted Algy.

'l didn't say he was a genuine castaway. If there is
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anyone here he came here of his own free will, knowing
where he was coming, and why.'

Nothing more was said. They walked on, their eyes
on the huts still some distance in front of them. They
stayed on the runway as the easiest way to reach the
weather- stained semi-circular corrugated iron structures.
They remarked on more places where clearly an effort
had been made to keep the strip free from obstructions.
There was still no sign of anyone. The only things that
moved were an occasiona gull and the gently swaying
fronds of the distant palms. The only sound was the
wash of the breakers on the beach, like the confused
murmur of traffic on a main road, All around lay the
ocean, calm, blue, indifferent to the affairs of men.

They reached the nearest of the huts. The door was
wide open, they looked inside. It was empty except for a
quantity of refuse. They went on to the next. Again the
door was open, propped open with alump of coral. They
glanced in. They stopped. They stared. Just inside,
seated on a camp stool, was a man. He did not move
except to glance up from something he was doing with a
large, rather beautiful sea shell.

'‘Can | help you? he said quietly, casualy, in an
educated voice.

After a pause to recover from his breath-taking
astonishment Biggles answered, just as politely: 'No,
thank you. We thought we might be able to help you.'

'I'm much obliged, but I'm not in need of assistance.’
was the reply, given rather curtly. The man continued his
occupation with the shell.
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Biggles looked at Algy .Algy, eyes saucering, looked
at Biggles. What more was there to say, since the man
had made it abundantly clear that he was not inclined for
conversation ?

Biggles touched Algy on the arm as a signal for them
to move away.



CHAPTER 3

CLARENCE COLLINGWOOD
CRUSOE

ALGY had made a comprehensive inspection of the
man before moving away. He judged his age to be in the
late thirties or early forties. He was clean-shaven with
finely drawn features, a face that might have been
described as artistic, or intellectual, an impression
enhanced by large horn-rimmed spectacles. His hair was
black, rather long and brushed well back, although that
did not prevent a loose piece from drooping over a high
forehead. It was evident from his well-modulated voice
that he was a man of education and refinement.

If there was anything surprising about him it was his
clothes, which were out of keeping with the rest of his
appearance ; the more so considering where he was,
where a pair of shorts or even a swimsuit would have
been sufficient protection. They comprised a woollen
shirt under indescribably dirty denims, and, on his feet,
heavy leather boots. So while his face and hands were
those of a man of culture, even refinement, his attire was
that of anavvy.

'‘Now what about it? inquired Algy, with a note of

34
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triumph in his voice, when they had walked a little way.
'Was | right or was | right ? | was sure there was
someone here.'

'Okay - okay, so you were right,' retorted Biggles.
"There's no need to make a song about it.'

They halted by what apparently was an attempt to
make a small vegetable patch, not a very successful one
judging by the quality of the produce - salads, tomatoes
and the like.

'What do you make of him ? asked Algy.

'My first impression is that we've either struck a nut
case or adlick phoney. He's a bit too smug, too suave, to
be what he'd like us to think he is. But he's not fooling
me. | catch a fishy smell about this set-up, and before |
leave I'm going to find out what's causing it. He's living
here.. there's no doubt about that. There's a modern
cook-stove in that hut he's using, and | noticed a bed at
the far end. I'd say he's been here some little time. These
vegetables he's trying to grow are proof of that. They
also suggest he intends to stay. | may be quite wrong
about him, but of one thing at least | am certain, apart
from the obvious fact that he doesn't want us here. He's
no genuine castaway. At least, no shipwrecked mariner |
ever heard of waked up the beach out of the sea
humping abed and a metal stove.'

'Did you notice the mess his clothes were in ? All
those dirty streaks as if he had been digging ? Why wear
clothesat all in aplacelikethis? 'l'd say for protection.’

'From what ?
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I wouldn't know.'

'What are we going to do -push off and leave him to
It?.

‘Not on your life.'

'He's hoping that by giving us the cold shoulder welll

go.

"That's what makes me suspicious there's more here
than meets the eye - rock, sand, coral and a few wind-
blown palms.'

'So what do we do? Y ou're the boss.'

I'll tell you when I've thought about it. If our uncivil
friend in the hut fancies playing R. Crusoe Esquire, fair
enough, that's al right with me; but that doesn't excuse
him for not offering hospitality to guests, even uninvited
ones, as common courtesy requires. The fact that he has
failed to do so makes it plain that, as you say, he doesn't
want us here. Why not 7

You tell me!'

'‘Because there's something here he'd rather we knew
nothing about. There can't be any other reason.’

'‘Could he be pearling, having discovered an
untouched bed of oystersin the lagoon ?

"You don't need denims to dive for oysters. No, it isn't
pearls. If it was we'd have seen oyster shells where the
fish had been chucked in the sun to rot out. That's the
usual practice of handling a quantity. | can't see him
sitting opening oysters one at a time with a knife.
Besides, we'd smell 'em. Rotting oysters stink to high
heaven. That's not the answer. I'm going to find out what
itis, though.'
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'How?

'‘By asking him a few straight questions. He's not
going to brush me off as if the idand was his own
private property.'

'What if he refuses to answer them ?

"It will prove he has something to hide. There's no
need for an honest man to conceal anything.'

'He's doing something with a shell now.'

"It isn't an oyster shell, if that's what you still have in
mind. Let's go back and have ancther word with him.'

‘Just a jiffy. Let's have alook in this next hut. If I'm
not mistaken it's the one | saw him come out of as we
arrived.'

They walked the few yards to the next hut. The door
was shut, but not fastened. Algy pushed it open wide to
let in the daylight.

At first glance it appeared to be empty, or contain
nothing more interesting than a heap of dry pam frond
spines that might have been a supply of firewood. Algy
would have turned away, but Biggles went in and began
to dismantle the pile. He hadn't far to go to reveal what
lay underneath. First he pulled out a spade, then a
pointed iron crowbar. Looking up at Algy with a
whimsical smile he said: '"You never know what you
might find until you look. Unless I've been misled all my
life you don't find implements of this sort lying about on
lonely desert islands. Nor do you normally find 'em on
board ship. It would need more imagination than I've got
to visualize a castaway coming ashore with a load of
ironmongery under his arm. And you don't want this
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sort of tackle to open any oyster that I've ever met.'

'He must have hidden these things in a hurry when he
saw us coming,' conjectured Algy. 'That was when |
spotted him.'

'I'd say that's a reasonable guess,’ agreed Biggles.
'‘Why hide them ?

'‘Because he didn't want us to see 'em.’

'Right again. Why didn't he want usto see'em ?

Algy shook his head. "You'll have to answer that one
yourself.'

‘Very well. They might have led to awkward
questions, that's why.'

On the way out he stooped to pick up something from
the floor. 'Hello! What's this ? It looked like a piece of
dry mud, dark greyish in colour.

'Is there anything remarkable about it? inquired Algy.
'To meit looks like avery ordinary lump of dirt.'

‘It wouldn't be remarkable if there was more of it
instead of just the one piece. The floor's plain sand.
There's nothing outside except sand. How, then, did this
get here ? It didn't come under its own steam. I'll tell you
how it got here. It was brought. By whom? As there's
only one man here, we can guess it in one. Why it was
brought | don't know, but | may be able to work that out
when I've had a closer look at it. For the moment it can
wait. It's only alittle thing and may mean nothing; but as
awiser man than me once said, in life it's often the little
things that count. Now let's have another word with the
sole population of Jean Bonney Idand.’

They returned to the first hut. The man was still sit-
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ting there, doing something, or making a pretence of
doing something, with the shell. He hardly troubled to
look up when they reappeared in the doorway, but he
said, with biting sarcasm: 'Well, have you finished your
snooping?

'Far fromit,' returned Biggles smoothly. 'I've only just
started. What are you doing with that shell ?

'Itisn't ashell. It'safossil. | happen to be a biologist.'
'l see. You don't mind if | ask you one or two questions?

'I do mind. | aobject strongly to this intrusion, even
more to an unwarranted interrogation. Run away. You
can see I'm busy.'

'Y ou won't mind telling me your name ?

'Why do you want to know ?

'Call it curiosity.'

"You can go to the devil.'

'You seem to be a very churlish fellow,” accused
Biggles. 'Have you some reason for withholding your
name? In the circumstances it's a perfectly natural
guestion, you must agree.'

If it will make you any happier to know it, it's
Clarence Collingwood.'

"Thank you. Why have you come here?

'l happen to likeit. Isn't that a good enough reason?

'How did you get here ?

Coallingwood frowned. 'lI've told you | object to being
guestioned. | don't know who you are or where you're
going, so will you please press on and mind your own
business?
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"This happensto be my business.'

This caused the man to look up sharply. 'And just
what is your business?

‘This idand, in case you don't know, is British. Word
has reached London that some unauthorized person may
be here and |'ve been sent out to investigate.'

'Oh! So that'sit. What busybody started that rumour?

'‘Apparently it wasn't a rumour. An aircraft was seen
on course for the idand and it was thought the pilot
might be marooned here. Had that been the case | would
have taken him off.’

'l have no wish to be taken off.’

'So | gather. Look, Mr Collingwood. I've put my cards
on the table, why don't you show yours ?

'l have nothing more to say. If | am content to stay
here it need concern no one else. When | came here the
isand was uninhabited and likely to remain so. How
long are you going to stay here ?

‘Till I've found out what you're doing.'

'l see,' Collingwood said coldly.

'Did you know when you came here that the island
was uninhabited ? pressed Biggles.

Coallingwood hesitated. 'l thought it might be.'

"Y ou mean you hoped it would be.'

'Put it that way if you like.'

'Y ou'd been here before, then ?

No answer.

"'Would | be right in saying you're an aeroplane pilot?

'l was.'
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'During the war?

'How did you guess ?

'Just now you used an expression that started in the
RAF. You told meto presson.'

'Clever, aren't you? sneered Collingwood. 'Very well.
| flew here during the war. | liked the place, and when it
was demabilized | decided to live here. Now trot along
and pester someone else with your damned questions.'

‘Just one more," Biggles said quietly. He felt in his
pocket and produced the lump of mud. 'What's this ?

'l think it's phosphate.'

'Isit useful for anything?

'l believe it's sometimes incorporated in fertilizers.'

'Isthat why you wanted it?

'l thought a little might improve the quality of the soil
in my little garden. All the ground here, what little there
is, is impoverished. | happen to be a vegetarian. That's
al I'm going to say. Now leave me alone before | lose
my patience with you.'

'‘Okay, if that's how you want it replied Biggles
calmly. '‘But don't get the idea you've seen the last of me.’

'So you're going to stay here ?

'For alittle while, maybe.'

'On the lagoon ?

'Probably.'

'Good. Then | wish you joy,' Collingwood said with a
faint smile.

Biggles nudged Algy. '‘Come on." He turned and
walked away.
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Algy overtook him. 'Now what do you make of him ?
he asked in a puzzled voice.

‘| don't know what to think, and that's a fact,' admitted
Biggles. 'He may be one of these cranks one sometimes
meets, in which case there may be some truth in what he
says.'

'Could he betelling the truth ?

'Some of it, perhaps; but | suspect not al of it. It
doesn't fit like it should.’

'Where are we going now?

'‘Back to the lagoon. We've done enough for one day. |
need time to think. Moreover, I'm getting an empty
feeling inside.'

"Then we're going to stay here?

"Tonight, anyway. Maybe for a day or two. Well see
how things go. Tomorrow well take a walk round. |
shall be interested to see where that lump of phosphate
came from.'

'Do you believeit is phosphate?

'‘Could be. I'm no expert. I'd have taken it for a piece
of rough sandstone with alittle silicain it. Not the sort of
thing one would expect to find here, but | suppose it
could happen.'

'If it was sandstone it would be no use as afertilizer.'

‘Nouseat all..

"Then he might have been lying.'

'His explanation of why he wanted it didn't sound very
convincing to me. He's been here before, so he must have
known what conditions were like. He brought a spade and
a crowbar. He must have brought some packets of
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seeds, which suggests he knew he was going to be here
for some time. Why not bring some fertilizer? Of course,
he may have known there was some here.’

"You don't need a crowbar to dig a garden, except
possibly to shift rocks,' stated Aigy.

"That thought struck me. Why hide the toals, anyway?
He didn't want us to see them.' Biggles shook his head.
'‘No, there's something here that doesn't add up.
Considering Collingwood had to think fast, for the last
thing he could have expected was visitors, he had a
plausible tale ready by the time we got to him; but not
quite plausible enough.'

They had reached the top of the little rise that looked
down on the lagoon. A dlab of rock had been stood on
end in the manner of a tombstone. For which reason
Biggles gave it a second glance in passing. Seeing an
inscription on it he stopped. On it had been roughly
painted, in letters that had faded but were still just
discernible: Jean Bonney. John Grant. Master. October
21, 1821. 'So this is where our worthy Scots mariner,
long since gathered to his fathers, staked his claim,’
soliloquized Biggles, and passed on.



CHAPTER 4

NIGHT ALARM

THEY found the aircraft just as they had |eft it.

'l think it would be advisable to find a safer mooring,
as we're going to stay here for a little while,' Biggles
said. 'We might run her up on one of those little sandy
beaches and peg her down. On the water a stiff breeze
might cause her to swing and buckle awing tip.'

Algy agreed. "You know, | keep thinking of that last
remark Collingwood made. You said we'd stay on the
lagoon. He said he wished usjoy.'

'What about it ?

'l didn't like the way he said it. Anyhow, why should
hewish usjoy ?

Biggles shrugged. 'Just being sarcastic, | suppose. If
you'll brew up we'll have a mug of tea. You might open
some cans of lovely grub at the same time.' He took the
piece of alleged phosphate from his pocket, put it on the
rock and began throwing off his clothes.

'Why, what are you going to do ?

'Have a quick dip. Then | shall walk along the reef to
see if that surge of water is realy an entrance.' Biggles
continued undressing until he stood only in his short

44
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underpants. He did not take off hislight canvas shoes.

‘Just aminute,’ said Algy sharply. 'Did you see that?

See what ?

"There was a heck of a big swirl over there. You can
still seetheripples.' He pointed. ‘It might be a shark.'

'Unless there's a passage through the reef a shark
couldn't get into the lagoon. If there was one inside we'd
see his dorsal fin. A shark usually advertises his
presence. More likely it was a shoa of small fish near
the surface.’ So saying he took a header into the tepid
water.

Algy watched for a few seconds and then went on
board to prepare ameal.

After a few strokes Biggles came out of the water,
shook himself, walked to the place where the reef joined
the mainland and set off along it for the point of interest;
a matter of perhaps a hundred yards. The exposed
surface of the coral was rough and uneven, as he knew it
would be, for which reason he had kept his shoes on,
aware that living coral, cutting the skin, can be
poisonous and make a wound not easy to heal. After
going some way he went to the extreme outside edge of
the reef and looked down, only to step back quickly with
a twinge of vertigo when he perceived that the sailor
who had discovered the isdand had been right about the
depth of water there. It was like looking over the edge of
a sheer cliff, with this difference here there was no
visible bottom. It was like looking into space. In the
crystal atmosphere the water might not have been there.
First there was pale blue light; but it became darker,
darker, darker, to merge into deepest indigo. Then
nothingness.
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He went on to where there was a surge of water into
the lagoon and saw at once that he had been right in his
conjecture. There was a definite break in the reef, not
very wide, but wide enough to permit the passage of a
ship of fair size. Why hadn't Captain Grant discovered
it? It would have saved him the trouble of manhandling a
lifeboat over the coral. Biggles examined the gap
carefully, going down on his hands and knees to peer
into the depths. He marked the jagged sides, and loose
boulders of coral lying about on the bottom of the
shallow lagoon. Satisfied with his inspection he returned
to the island by the way he had come to find Algy had
laid a picnic lunch ashore on the rock.

‘There's a break in the reef,' he said, as he seated
himself.

'Isthere, by jove? How wide?

'Wide enough to let a ship of fair size get into the
lagoon.'

'Strange that nobody seemsto have spotted it.'

"It wasn't always there. It isn't a natural break. It was
blasted. | could see the bore holes where the explosive
charges had been put in. Pieces of broken coral lay
scattered about on the floor of the lagoon.'

Algy stared. 'How extraordinary. Who on earth would
do that?

Biggles raised a shoulder. 'Obviously somebody who
had ideas of using the lagoon.'

'Could it have been done when the idand was in use
during the war ?

'l don't think so. It looks too recent for that.'
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‘Collingwood ?

'Possibly. We've no means of knowing. But it goes
some way to confirm my opinion that something's going
on here -or has been going on.'

'What can we do about it ?

'‘Not much at the moment. It's too late to do anything
today, anyhow, but tomorrow I'm going to have a closer
look at the island to find what makes it worth while to
bring a boat here. The weather seems set fair, so the
machine can stay where it is for the time being. | shall
deep ashore. It'll be less cramped than in the cabin.'
Biggles helped himself to the food that had been set out.

'Collingwood must know what's going on," declared
Algy.

'Of course he knows. He must know. I'd say he's a
party to whatever is going on here. That would account
for him being so offhand with us. He doesn't want us
here, but he has a lot more interest in us than he
pretends. From out on the reef | could see him at the
door of his hut watching me.'

"Then he must have seen you find the gap in the reef.’

'Of course. And if he's as shrewd as | fancy heis helll
realize | know the entrance to the lagoon was dynamited.
Still, I don't see how he can do anything about it.'

'He must be worried by the thought of us going back
to London to report what we've found.'

‘Let himworry.'

'He might try to stop us.'

'l can't see him going as far asthat.'
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They sat talking over their meal, and afterwards
drinking tea, while the sun sank into the ocean and a
trance-like calm settled over the lonely little island. The
breeze died. The fronds of the coconut paims came to
rest. The gulls retired to their roosts. Only the ocean
rollers! still waged their everlasting war against the land.
After a brief but deepening afterglow the day died and
the curtain of night was drawn. But not for long. A full
moon, huge, white and shining like burnished metal,
soared into view, to throw atrail of gleaming quicksilver
on the gently heaving waters beyond the reef. A million
stars sparkled like diamonds in the sky.

For a time Biggles and Algy sat in silence, entranced
by the strange beauty of the scene. Then taking the
cigarette from his lips, Biggles said: 'This is the sort of
picture that sends poets reaching for their pens. You
know, Algy old boy, looking at this I'm not sure
Collingwood hasn't got something in settling here. Some
people would give their ears to be where we're sitting
now. Peace and quiet is what half the world is looking
for, but it gets harder and harder to find. If Collingwood
hadn't been so snooty with us I'd be tempted to fly
straight home and say there was nothing here to report.'

'If you fed like that why not do it ?

'‘Because when a man is rude to me some streak of
cussedness makes me look for something to cause him to
regret it.' Biggles got up. 'I'm going to fetch one of the
seat cushions for a pillow and doss down on this patch of
sand.'
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This he did. Having made himself comfortable, his
last words were: 'If you're awake and see any signs of a
change in the weather let me know at once.'

'Okay, chaps. Sure you wouldn't like me to stay
awake to keep guard ?

I don't think there's any need for that,’ Biggles
answered, and in a few minutes his steady breathing
announced that he was asleep.

Algy settled down to follow suit, but found, as many
people accustomed to having a roof over their heads
have discovered, that a canopy of a full moon and stars
can in some strange way be disturbing; and although he
courted sleep with all the methods he knew, it eluded
him. Eventualy, with his brain running tirelessly over
the events of the day, he redized he had reached the
stage when he was becoming more wide awake. In this
condition there is only one thing to be done. Make a
break. He sat up.

Sitting there with his chin in his hands, presently he
noticed something he could not understand. He tried to
ignore it, but he found his eyes returning to it over and
over again. It was a pinpoint of light on the rock close to
him. At first he thought it might be a luminous insect, a
firefly, a glow-worm, or something of that nature. But it
never moved. Finally his curiosity got the better of him
and he made the effort to rise to find out what it was.
With the tiny light constant he was able to walk straight
toit.

To his surprise he found it was the piece of hard mud,
or stone, which Biggles had put there. The object which
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Collingwood had said was phosphate. Not al of it
glowed. Merely a tiny vein of something that ran
through it. He examined it curiously. Was it moonlight
reflected by certain particles? He turned the stone away
from the light. If anything it glowed more brightly.
Leaving the thing as it lay, but making a mental note to
tell Biggles about it in the morning, he returned to his
position on the sand.

Before settling down in another attempt to get some
sleep he had a last ook across the lagoon, marvelling at
the unearthly quality of the scene. As he did this he saw
another strange thing. At least he thought it strange;
indeed, so strange as to be impossible. A piece, a small
portion of the reef, had moved. Had it really moved? He
watched. Imagination ? A trick of the moonlight? He
rubbed his eyes and looked again. This time there was no
mistake. Something on the reef was moving; a slow but
definite movement. He stood up. Then he understood. It
was not the coral that was moving, but something oniit; a
dark bulky object which, with a curious rolling motion,
was coming nearer to the island. There was something
horribly sinister about the silent, deliberate approach. He
observed that if it continued it would arrive near him,
and the aircraft, floating on the water like a sleeping
duck.

He watched for another minute, but as the thing came
on he touched Biggles on the arm.

Biggles raised himself on an elbow. 'What's the
trouble ?

‘There's something | think you should see!' Algy
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pointed. Thereit is, on thereef. It's moving.'

Biggles sat up and looked. "What do you make of it ?

'l haven't aclue. All | know isit's coming thisway.'

At that moment a clue presented itself. For an instant
an object like a serpent was clearly outlined against the
moon-drenched sky.

'Strewth!" gasped Algy .'That was a tentacle. It's an
octopus, and a whopper.'

'Keep ill. Don't make anoise.' 'It's coming here.'

'So | see. If it comes much nearer we shall have to do
something to discourage it. If it took a fancy to the
machine it wouldn't do it any good.'

They watched. The creature came on. Once, as the
moonlight caught its eyes, Algy had to strangle an
exclamation. They were white, flat, like tea plates.

'l don't think it's an octopus,' Biggles said. 'It's too big.
| fancy it must be a decapod; the sort | believeis called a
cephalopod. I've never seen a live one, but there's a
model of one in the Oceanographic Museum in Monaco.
It's as long as the hall it's displayed in. Enormous. It has
eight arms and two tentacles, which can be up to forty
feet long. They're thought sometimes to come ashore at
night. There are records of them seizing a canoe loaded
with natives and dragging it under.'

'‘Charming,” murmured Algy. 'Isn't it time we were
doing something about it ?

'We haven't time to get the machine ashore if that's
what you mean.'
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'Perhaps this is what Collingwood had in mind when
he wished us joy,' Algy said pointedly.

'l can hardly believe that.'

'He, doesn't want us here, that's obvious. It might suit
him to see the plane wrecked so we couldn't report back
to London.’

'If | thought he let us park ourselves here, knowing
these monsters were in the habit of coming ashore, I'd
knock his block off,' muttered Biggles savagely. 'l
remember reading in a book by a sailor of a battle
between one of these things and awhale; that'll give you
an idea of the size they can be. | think this one's close
enough. Fetch me a gun from the locker.'

Algy went aboard and returned with two automatic
pistols that were kept for emergencies. Handing one to
Biggles he said: 'It's loaded.'

Biggles took the weapon and walked slowly to the
end of the reef, towards which the beast was still gliding.

'Careful,’ warned Algy anxioudly.

Biggles did not answer. He did not stop until he was
about fifty feet from the monster. Then he raised the
gun, and taking deliberate aim, fired. The shot appeared
to have no effect. The decapod continued to slither along
the reef. He fired again. Still no effect. He fired a third
time. The creature threw up two great tentacles, waving,
and let out a cry so mournful that to Algy it was like a
current of cold air. Then it fell off the reef with a splash,
fortunately on the deep water side. Biggles watched for a
minute and returned to Algy.

'Did you kill it 7 asked Algy.
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'l don't know. But | think | must have hurt it. | aimed
between the eyes. If the horror has a brain | may have
got it, but these deep-sea brutes take alot of killing.'

‘This is what | may have seen in the pool earlier, to
cause that swirl which you thought was a shoal of small
fish," Algy said. 'Small fish. That'sajoke.’

"You can bet | shal think twice before | do any more
swimming,' returned Biggles, serioudly.

They kept watch for some time, but they saw no more
of the monster. 'We'll get the machine on dry land before
tomorrow night,' stated Biggles.

After awhile Algy said: 'l've something else to show
you.' He fetched the piece of alleged phosphate. 'Take a
look at that," he invited. 'It's luminous. Now what do you
make of it?

Biggles studied the substance intently, turning it over
and over in his hand before he answered. 'l wouldn't
know. Might be some particles of gypsum in the stuff.
This sort of thing isn't in my line.'

"It only shows in the dark. Could it be pitch-blende ;
the stuff that yields radium?

'No use asking me. |'ve never seen any.'

'Collingwood is here for something. Could this beit ?

'l suppose it could be. But this is guessing. That's no
use. If it wasn't so far to go I'd take this stuff to London
and get professional opinion on it. | shal see
Coallingwood again in the morning; | may be able to get
something out of him. At present were working on
suspicion. That isn't enough. But that beast doesn't seem
to be coming back, so we might as well try to get some
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sleep. But | think it would be advisable to mount guard.'

"Thank goodnessiit fell into deep water and not in

the lagoon,” Algy said. 'Anything like an octopus
gives methe willies!'

I've had a nap, so I'll take first watch,' offered
Biggles. 'Do you think that's necessary?

'I'd rather not take chances. That decapod, or what-
ever it was, might have a pal. I'll wake you in about four
hours.'

In the event, with their brains active after what had
happened, there was little sleep for either of them, and
dawn rose out of the ocean to find them unrefreshed.

While Algy made coffee Biggles walked to the far
side of the reef, and having surveyed the shore returned
to say there was no sign of the creature that had ruined
their night's rest.



CHAPTER 5

MORE PROBLEMS

BREAKFAST finished and toilet complete, Biggles
said: 'Right. Now let's go and have a word with
Collingwood.'

'Y ou won't get much out of him," predicted Algy.

'I wouldn't be too sure of that. He may have had
second thoughts. WEe'll give him another chance. We've
nothing to lose by trying.'

'What about the plane ? Are you going to leave it on
the water ? Y ou spoke of running it up on the sand.’

Biggles took a quick glance round the sky. That'll do
when we come back. I'm till in two minds about going
home for orders, so in case | do, it might be aswell to let
it stay whereitis, to beready.'

'What about that beast we saw last night ? queried
Algy.

'l don't think it'll come into the lagoon. From what
I've read they usualy stay in deep water and they don't
normally come ashore in daylight. In fact, only rarely at
night. | don't think we need worry about that. The
machine should be al right.'

'What about Collingwood? | suppose he wouldn't
interfere with it!"

55
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' can't see him doing anything as dirty as that.
Besides, as we shall be with him | don't see how he
could do anything, even if he contemplated it.'

They made their way again to the relics of the war,
the huts, to find the man they wanted to see having a
breakfast of cereals and tea with condensed milk.

'‘Now what do you want ? he inquired coldly as they
appeared in the doorway. 'Can't you leave me alone?

'‘No," answered Biggles, bluntly. 'lI've come to ask you
aquestion and | expect a straight answer. Did you know
that decapods were in the habit of coming ashore along
the reef?

'What about it?

Biggles expression hardened. 'By thunder! You've
got acrust. So you did know.'

'I've seen them, but they don't interfere with me.
‘They might have interfered with us, or our machine.’
'Did they?

'Not to any great extent.'

'l wondered if that was what the shooting was about. |
heard shots.'

'‘Why didn't you warn us?

Collingwood's eyes opened wide with affected
surprise. "Why should 1?1 didn't invite you to come here.
| thought you'd find out. I'm not a baby-sitter." The last
words were said with a sneer.

A baby-sitter is something we shan't need, as you'll
learn,’ retorted Biggles grimly. 'You were hoping our
aircraft would be damaged. Was that it?
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'Why should | pretend to be sorry if it had been ?

'l see. So that's how you feel. Then let me take this
opportunity of saying you're a stinker of a lower order
than a skunk." Biggles spoke with ice in his voice.
Callingwood sipped his tea, apparently unconcerned.

'Have you finished ?

'‘No, | haven't. Not by a long shot, rapped back
Biggles. 'Now you listen to me, Collingwood, and listen
hard. | don't know what you're doing here, but if you
wanted to be |eft alone you've gone the wrong way about
it. Had you behaved like a civilized human being, I'd
probably have gone home with nothing to report; but as
you've chosen to be cantankerous, | shall stay here until |
know just what sort of crooked business you're engaged
in.

'‘Be careful. | could sue you for dlander.' { 'Go ahead
and try it. That would suit me. If I'm .

forced to conclude that you're in some dishonest
racket you've only yourself to blame. Come clean and I'll
reconsider my decision, otherwise | shall stay.'

"You hope.'

'‘Am | to take that as athreat ?

'You can take it how you like; but if you go on
sticking your nose into my affairs you'll wish you'd
never seen Jean Bonney Idand.’

'One more crack like that and I'll put you under
arrest.’

That made Collingwood look up from his breakfast.
'Indeed, and who are you to talk about arresting anyone?
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'We're police officers from Scotland Yard." Biggles
held up his authority. 'Now you know.'

'Know what ?

'Why I'm here.'

"You're a long way from Scotland Yard," taunted
Coallingwood.

‘Not too far, as you'll learn. That's al." Turning to
Algy Biggles said: '"We're wasting our time.' He walked
away.

Presently, Algy, who had gone with him, said: 'So
he's one of these smart guys.'

'Maybe not as smart as he thinks he is. We shall see.
Did you naotice aqueer smell in that hut ?

'Yes, | did notice something, vaguely.' 'Did you
recognizeit ?

‘No.'

'Nor 1. It reminded me of something. It'll come to me
presently .'

'What do we do now?

'Explore the island. That shouldn't take long.' Biggles
headed for the lagoon. 'But before we do that we'll get
the machine up high and dry,' he added, as they topped
the rise overlooking the blue water. He stopped abruptly,
staring at it. The next moment he was running flat out.

Algy did not have to look for the reason for this
sudden burst of speed. It was the Gadfly. No longer fast
at its mooring, it was free, in the middle of the lagoon,
being wafted towards the outer perimeter of the reef by a
gentle breeze that was now ruffling the water.
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Algy had to make a quick decision about which
course he should take. There was not much purpose in
following Biggles, who would not need help if he could
get to the machine before it came into collision with a
reef, when it could hardly fail to do some damage.
Noting the end of the reef for which Biggles was
making, he dashed off towards the other end to catch the
plane should a fresh slant of wind change its direction.
This was the end on which the unpleasant night visitor
had appeared; but he did not stop to think about that. The
plane had to be saved at any risk. Nevertheless, when he
reached the coral he cast an eye over the water on the
deep side before starting along it.

It was rough, al shapes and as hard asiron, so now he
had to be careful, for a fall could have serious con-
sequences. It was no time for broken bones. Progress
was complicated by trying to see how Biggles was faring
and at the same time watch where he himself was putting
hisfeet.

By this time Biggles was well along the reef, ill
running and obviously taking chances as he jumped from
one shelf of coral to another. Two or three times it
looked as if he would be able to intercept the plane
before it brushed a wing against the coral, but always at
the vital moment a slight change in the variable breeze
caused it to veer off on anew course. Biggles, of course,
had to move his position every time to keep level with it.

Algy hurried on at the best speed he could make, with
the result that they were soon close together although
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on opposite sides of the opening into the open sea.
Through this a falling tide was surging like a millrace,
obviously dangerous, in that a swimmer would certainly
be swept out to sea. At one time it looked as if the
machine would be carried through it, as it would have
been had it come within the influence of the backwash of
water.

Fortunately this did not happen; nor did the necessity
of trying to swim across the breach arise, for presently
another dlight gust of wind carried the aircraft over to
Algy's side. It floated to within twenty yards of him, and
looked like coming nearer, but then, for no apparent
reason, it began to move farther away. It seemed to Algy
that this was a chance not to be lost. Just as he was,
without even taking off his shoes, he dived into the
lagoon and at his fastest stroke struck out for the
runaway plane.

He caught it and, not without difficulty, managed to
grab an elevator. On to this he dragged himself, and then
on to the top of the fuselage. Sitting astride he worked
his way along it to the cockpit. The rest was easy. The
engines started at first try and the machine was under
control. He took it close enough to the reef for Biggles to
climb on board and then taxied to the original mooring.

'Great work, old warrior,' Biggles said, as he stepped
ashore. 'How this happened | can't imagine. This is a
new nylon rope. Brand-new for the trip. | put it on
myself. It couldn't have broken.' He picked up the
mooring rope and examined the end. The expression
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on the face he then turned to Algy was as black as a
thundercloud. 'So that's it,’ he muttered. 'lt was cut.
Look!"

Algy looked at the end Biggles was holding out for
his inspection, then at the end he held in his hand, the
end of the line that had been attached to the machine.
There was no sign of fraying. The cut was clean, as sheer
asif it had been dliced through with arazor.

"There's something wrong about this,' Algy said,
looking bewildered. 'How could it have been cut ?

'l don't know how, but it was cut; there can be no
argument about that,' declared Biggles vicioudly.

'Well, there's one thing quite certain,’ stated Algy.
'Collingwood couldn't have done it. We've been with
him from the time we left here. He couldn't have got
here without us seeing him.'

Biggles thought for a moment. 'You're right. It
couldn't have been Collingwood.'

'So what's the answer?

'‘Obvioudly, if it wasn't Collingwood it must have
been someone else.’

Thereisn't anyone else.’

"There must be. It's the only answer. How do we know
there's no one else here ? We haven't been over the
island yet.'

‘A friend of Collingwood's?

'l don't know about a friend, but clearly it's someone
working with him. They've been together since we
arrived. They fixed this. Either Collingwood told his
partner to cut the rope or the other fellow, seeing us



62 BIGGLES AND THE DEEP BLUE SEA

leave the plane unguarded, decided to do a bit of
sabotaging on his own account.'

Algy's forehead wrinkled in a puzzled frown. 'But |
still don't get it. What was the idea of trying to wreck the
machine? Collingwood said he doesn't want us here, and
from the way he's behaved he doesn't; yet by putting the
machine out of action he'd make certain of keeping us
here. It doesn't make sense.’

Biggles considered the problem. 'l can see only one
explanation of that. Now he knows we suspect him of
doing something improper, if not actualy criminal, he
doesn't want us to get back to London. | may have made
amistake in telling him we were from Scotland Yard. He
knew about the decapods. Why didn't he warn us? He
hoped one of them would do his dirty work for him.
When he readlized it had failed he lost no time in having
another go.'

'Even so he can't suppose he can keep us here
indefinitely.'

'Without an aircraft we could be stuck here for some
time; long enough, perhaps, to suit his purpose. For all
we know he may not intend to stay here much longer
himself. Then he might sail away leaving us here. Once
clear he would take some finding.'

'Did you say sail away?

"It seems likely that's how helll go when he departs.
That breach wasn't made in the reef to improve the
landscape. That must have been quite a big job. If
Collingwood and his partner didn't actually do it, they
must know al about it. They may have been brought
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here in an aircraft, but | have a feeling that when they
leaveit'll bein aship.'

Algy nodded. 'The planeisn't here now, so if that's the
way they arrived it must have been flown away. That
would make at least three people concerned with what's
going on here.'

It begins to look like that. But let's come to the
immediate position. We're up against a snag | didn't
expect. We can't leave the machine unguarded for fear of
another attempt to wreck it. As that's already been tried
it's reasonable to suppose they'll have another go. If the
machine went west with all our stores while we were
absent, we'd find ourselves living on coconuts, or having
to beg grub from Collingwood.'

'I'd rather choke than ask him for anything.'

'So would |. Well, there it is. One of us will alwayst
have to be with the plane. It cramps our style for any
exploring, but |1 can see no aternative. From now on
wed better carry pistols and one or two spare clips of
cartridges. Then if they get really rough we'll be ready.'

'‘Don't you think it'd be a good thing to go home,
while we can, to report ?

'Report what?

'What we've found going on here.'

'‘But we don't know what's going on. That's the
trouble. What could we say? We found a man. The chief
will say, "What's he doing there?' We say we don't
know. The chief will say, "Why don't you know? Go
back and find out." So we come back and start again
where we left off, which is how we stand at this
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moment. Or perhaps not quite. What fools we should
look if we came back to find the birds had flown. We
came here to do a job, so let's do it. | don't know what
these birds are doing, but before | set course for home |
want to know what it is. I'm going to get to the bottom of
this.'

'‘Okay, old boy. What suits you suits me. What's our
next move ? Run the machine up on the sand like you
said ?

Biggles hesitated. 'l don't like that. | want to have a
scout round. If | left you on the beach youd be
vulnerable to an attack. | think it would be better if,
when I've gone, you took the machine well out into the
lagoon and let her ride at anchor. Then no one could get
near you without being seen. Moreover, if things got
serious you could fly her off. You wait on the lagoon.
When | come back I'll give you a hail and you can bring
her in to pick me up.’

'What if the weather changes ?

'I'd see the change coming and come back to you at
the double.’

'Fair enough. Let's do that,' agreed Algy.

‘Before | move off we'd better have a bite to eat while
things are quiet,' Biggles said. 'Then I'll get on withit.'

"There's one thing about your scheme that doesn't
exactly send me wild with enthusiasm,' Algy said. "You
haven't by any chance forgotten there's a thing caled a
decapod in the offing? I'd rather be involved in an
argument with Collingwood than find myself engaged in
awrestling match with aslimy horror with ten arms.'
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'l don't think you need worry about that,” returned
Biggles confidently. 'With three bulletsin its midriff, if it
isn't dead it must be feeling a bit sick. It'll stay in deep
water. | can't see it coming into the lagoon.’

'If the entrance is wide enough for a ship, it must be
wide enough for anything that lives in the sea,' argued
Algy.

"The lagoon would be too shallow.'

'l sincerely hope you're right, brother,' retorted Algy.
'What about that swirl | saw ? It must have been caused
by something.’

Biggles grinned. 'If you see its periscope pop up make
for the shore,' he suggested lightly.

It isn't funny, so don't expect me to split my sides
laughing,' protested Algy. 'And you needn't tell me what
to do. Any sign of one leg, never mind ten, and | shall be
up the beach so fast that a thing with twenty legs
wouldn't be able to keep up with me. If, as you say, one
of these monsters has been known to pull down a boat
load of natives, I'd hate to think what it could do to an
aircraft. However, it's your machine....'

Nothing more was said on the subject. After a quick
snack Algy took the Gadfly out on to the tranquil water
of the lagoon. Biggles watched until the anchor splashed
overboard; then, with a parting wave he turned to his
self-imposed task.



CHAPTER 6

MYSTERY AFTER
MY STERY

BIGGLES went first to the top of the rise and
reconnoitred the landing strip in the direction of the
Nissen huts. This was not because he was afraid of
Collingwood or anything he might do; for when al was
said and done it he had more right to be there than the
man whom he now regarded with deep suspicion. It was
simply that he preferred Collingwood not to know that
he had gone off leaving Algy alone. When Algy had
started the engines to move the aircraft to its new
position on the lagoon, the noise would almost certainly
bring Collingwood out to see what was happening.
However, there was no sign of him, so after a glance at
the still serene sky to make sure that no change in the
weather was impending, he set off on his tour of
inspection, following the shore and thus keeping below
the rising ground where he might be seen.

To reach the far end of the island in the shortest time
it would have been a lot easier to walk down the old
runway, which was level and reasonably clear; but as
this would put him in view of the huts, which he was

66
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anxious to avoid in case Collingwood came out, he took
the more arduous route along the sea-shore. Where there
was a beach this presented no difficulty, but more often
than not the foreshore was rocky and piled with the
debris of countless storms. Here it was necessary to pick
his way. But he had this consolation. The maximum
length of the little island set a limit to the distance he
would have to walk to reach the extreme end. Even with
rough going he reckoned this would not take more than
an hour at most, so, al being well, he should be back
with Algy long before it began to get dark. His plan was
to go to the coconut grove, at the far end of the island, by
the coast route, and then walk back up the middle; that
is, up the landing strip; because then it wouldn't matter if
Collingwood did see him. It would be a different matter
had he been seen going off, because in that case
Coallingwood would know Algy was aone. and try to
take advantage of it. The cut rope was an indication of
how far he was prepared to go in order to dispose of
them.

Biggles, of course, had not the remotest idea of what
he was looking for, or hoping to find; but he was sure
there must be something; something Collingwood didn't
want him to see. He could not imagine what it could be ;
yet he could not believe that a man of Collingwood's
class and education would deliberately choose to isolate
himself from the rest of the world for no reason
whatsoever. And if his purpose there was honest, why
had he been at such pains to let visitors know they were
unwelcome?
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At dl events, Biggles thought this first
reconnaissance, even though it was no more than a broad
survey covering most of the island, might yield a clue as
to what was going on. Once beyond the end of the old
landing ground, and therefore out of sight of the huts,
from time to time he climbed to a high point to study the
ground thus brought into view.

In this way he nearly completed his outward journey
without seeing anything to arouse his curiosity. Nothing
worth a closer inspection. The coconut palms, which had
al the time been a conspicuous landmark, were now not
far ahead.. Presently he realized the probable reason why
they were there. Hitherto most of the ground he had seen
was rocky; either rock and sand; but now these
conditions underfoot began to give way to drifts of what
looked like reasonably fertile soil, perhaps dirt thrown
up by storms of exceptional severity.

At one place he took a long look at a depression,
amost a little valley, protected on both sides by sloping
walls of sandy-looking rock. What attracted his attention
was the vegetation that flourished at the bottom. One
side was quite a jungle of shrubs, weeds and the like.
This, he reasoned, was an obvious sign of fertility, but it
offered no promise of a solution to the problem with
which he was faced. There was nobody there, so he
passed on.

So he came to the pams that he intended should be
the end of his journey, for not far beyond them the surf
of the open sea was beating on a stony beach. As he
drew near his pace dowed in surprise at seeing signs of
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cultivation. There was no sign of anyone working, and
there appeared to be only one crop, perhaps half an acre,
or alittle more, of what at first he took to be maize, not
yet in cob. Having satisfied himself that there was
nobody there, he walked nearer, deep in thought, and so
came to the conclusion that there was no rea cause for
surprise at finding a patch of corn, although at first sight
it had been 'startling. The ground, he observed, was good
fertile soil, so this was the place Collingwood would
naturally choose if he decided to raise his own cereals.
There were not many places where this would be
possible. Collingwood had certainly put in some work,
he thought, observing the stumps of palms that had been
felled to extend the area for cultivation. There were
plenty of windblown nuts under the surviving trees, so
apparently Collingwood didn't trouble to collect them.

He walked right up to the crop. As he did so his
expression began to change, first to astonishment then to
understanding. 'So that's it," he muttered, his hand going
to the pocket where he kept his gun and taking a swift
look around in case he was being watched. But there was
nobody there; not that there was any reason for anyone
to be there, he thought. The crop would take care of
itself until it was ready for harvesting.

He did not linger in the vicinity. There was no need.
He had found the answer. He had seen - or thought he
had seen - all that was necessary. All he had to do now
was get back to the lagoon as quickly as possible by the
shortest route. With eyes alert for danger, for he did not



70 BIGGLES AND THE DEEP BLUE SEA

forget that Collingwood had a partner somewhere as was
proved by the cut mooring rope, he set off, making
straight for the nearest point of the runway. As for
Coallingwood, he no longer cared if he was seen by him.
He now had a few things to say to him, when he was
ready. But that could come later, when he had spoken to
Algy and had told him what he had found.

He reached the end of the landing strip, but ducked
back into cover when he saw Collingwood approaching
in haste from the opposite direction. At first he thought
he must have been seen, but there was something about
Coallingwood's manner that caused him to change his
mind. Why the hurry? What was he going to do? He was
still wearing his dirt-streaked denims; but what at that
moment struck Biggles as even more odd was the small
hand shovel he held in one hand and a light haversack,
that appeared to be empty, slung from a shoulder. For
what purpose were they intended? They were not the sort
of things he would need to work on his crop. So
reasoned Biggles.

Collingwood, who obviously had not seen him, was
still striding along like a man who knew exactly where
he was going and what he intended to do. Biggles, more
than ever puzzled, crouched back into the cover of some
bushes prepared to watch, hoping to satisfy his mounting
curiosity. Collingwood went straight past him. He gave
him a minute to get clear and then stood up to see where
he had gone, although in his mind there was no doubt
about his destination. Where else could he be going
except to his crop ?
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He was not to be seen. Biggles found this hard to
believe, but the fact remained, he couldn't see him.
Where could he have gone in such a short time? He
moved to another position and again looked around. Still
he could not see him. He walked back, sowly, a little
way, eyes till searching, until he had a clear view of the
crop under cultivation. He was not there. Biggles had
been sure this was his destination. He could think of no
other possibility. He stared. He listened. He was afraid to
move far for fear of being seen, or of suddenly meeting
Collingwood face to face. This, he thought, was
extraordinary, and it is understandable that he was
mystified.

Rather than stand in an exposed position in case
Collingwood reappeared as quickly as he had
disappeared, he sat down. He wanted to think. There had
to be an explanation of this new mystery .What could the
man be doing? How could he have vanished so
completely and so quickly? Why had he come here at al
if not to tend his crop? It was not easy to imagine he was
merely out for a walk. His whole manner had been one
of urgency. Biggles decided the only thing he could do
was wait for him to show himself.

He crouched, waiting for this to happen, confident
that Collingwood could not get back to the runway
without being seen. The ground was mostly open, and,
after al, he could not know he had been watched. So
Biggles waited. Time passed. Half an hour; an hour, and
still he sgquatted. He was now beginning to get worried.
The sun was already low, and falling visibly, as it
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will - or appear to - in a clear sky in the tropics. Finaly,
at long last, with the shadows of the palms lengthening,
he could only conclude that he had lost his man.
Collingwood must by now be on his way back to the
huts, if in fact he had not already reached his home. How
this could have happened was not easy to understand;
yet, what could he possibly be doing to occupy so much
time ? The only sound was the growling of the breakers
on the exposed beach. That was incessant, and like any
regular noise was hardly noticed.

Anyway, Biggles decided it was pointless to wait any
longer. Already he had been away from the lagoon much
longer than he intended, or imagined he would be. Algy
would be wondering what could have happened to him.

Suspecting he had run into trouble, perhaps met with
an accident, in his natural anxiety he would probably
come to look for him. Biggles didn't want that to happen
if for no other reason than it would leave the aircraft
unguarded. Stiffly, as a result of being so long in a
cramped position, he stood up.

Before he had time to take a step he had sunk down
again as to his ears came a sound he certainly did not
expect to hear, athough on reflection he realized that he
should not have been so surprised because there was
good reason to believe Collingwood was not alone on
the idand. The sound he had heard was voices;, human
voices, engaged in what seemed to be normal
conversation. So that was it. Collingwood had met his
companion, friend, assistant, or in whatever capacity he
might be. The voices were not far away, but not
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close enough for him to hear what was being said.
Peering through the coarse grass he saw the speakers
appear. One, of course, was Collingwood. That was to be
expected, so there was nothing remarkable about that.
What was surprising was that the other should be a
coloured man. Biggles took him to be an Indian, not so
much perhaps on account of the colour of his skin as
because India was the nearest mainland. He was an older
man than Collingwood, dressed native fashion and
altogether an unpleasant-looking type. From a belt hung
a heavy knife, or dagger. He passed close enough for
Biggles to see that his face was badly pitted by small-
pox, athough for that he was not to be blamed.

So this, thought Biggles, was the man who had cut the
mooring rope. He was obviousdy working with
Coallingwood. He seemed a strange companion for such a
man.

Biggles watched. With what interest he watched can
be imagined. He noted that Collingwood's haversack
now appeared to be full. He still carried the little hand-
shovel. The two men, apparently on the best of terms,
passed on to the beginning of the old landing strip. He
watched them until they were out of sight and then
moved quickly; quickly in order to make the most of
what daylight remained, for it was aready fading. But he
felt he could not leave the place until he had learned the
purpose of Collingwood's visit or discover where he had
found his coloured companion. This posed another
problem. From where could he have appeared? Why
hadn't he seen him ? Or what was even more likdly,



74 BIGGLES AND THE DEEP BLUE SEA

why hadn't the man seen him ? Obviously he had not.
There was something very queer about this.

Biggles now walked through the herbage to strike at
right angles the track the two men must have left even if
there was no actual pathway. He had no difficulty in
finding it. The grass had been flattened by being walked
on, not once, he thought, but several times. He followed
it back. This brought him to the depression, or hollow,
the little valley he had observed earlier. He had forgotten
about it. So this was where the coloured man had been.
Both men, in fact. The footmarks led down into it. He
followed them down.

At the bottom they disappeared. There was not a sign
of human interference. There was no hut, or tent, as if
someone had been living there. This again, Biggles
thought, was most extraordinary. One side of the hollow
was practicaly bare, with little vegetation. There was
certainly nothing there. The other side was a tangle of
shrubs, including one or two young, stunted date palms,
as if someone had been eating dates and the stones had
germinated. Not that Biggles wasted any time thinking
about this.

If there was anything in the hollow, he reasoned, and
he thought there must be something or why had the men
been there, it could only be behind the shrubs. Moving
forward into them, parting the twigs in front of him, he
saw he was right. A black hole yawned in the bank. It
was hardly large enough to be called a cave, although it
seemed to go back some distance. Anyhow, it was large
enough to allow a man to enter, and the regularity of
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the sides showed that it was man-made, not a natural
formation.

Biggles went close and considered it. He peered in-
side, but the interior, naturally, was pitch-dark and he
could see nothing. To say he was astonished would be to
put it mildly. He was amazed. The cultivation above he
could understand, but this had him completely baffled.
Why a hole? For what had the men been digging? For
that they had been digging was made evident by an
implement like an army entrenching tool, pointed at one
end and broad at the other, lying on the ground. Gold? It
was not the sort of place one would expect to find gold.
Treasure? A pirate might have buried his treasure on the
island, but why make a tunnel to hide it? It didn't make
sense.

He examined the sides of the hole and the stuff that
had been excavated, lying at his feet. It was the same
material as the piece he had picked up in the hut.
Coallingwood had said it was phosphate. This he could
not believe. The stuff in bulk might have a commercia’
value, but it could not come into the category of being
precious or he must have heard of it. It seemed to
Biggles that he had solved one problem only to set
himself another.

In alast attempt not to be thwarted he flicked on his
petrol lighter and went in a little way; but the small,.
flickering flame, revealed nothing new except that the
hole went in for some distance; too far for him to see the
end. He thought it prudent to turn back. Later, with the
torch from the aircraft the place could be more closely
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investigated. He was anxious not to be caught in the dark
so far away from the lagoon; nor did he want to
encounter the coloured man should he return to the
hollow. He retreated into the daylight, now fast fading,
and set off for the lagoon, putting his best foot forward.

When he came to within sight of it he stopped. The
Gadfly was not as he had left it, on the water. Presently
he made it out, ashore on one of the little beaches of
coral sand. He could not see Algy. Alarmed, afraid
something had happened, he broke into a run.



CHAPTER 7

WORRY FOR ALGY

ALGY had watched Biggles until he was out of sight;
then, with the Gadfly motionless at anchor he subjected
his surroundings to a searching scrutiny. First the reef.
He could see nothing of interest. The only living things
were afew small groups of sea birds, mostly boobies and
gannets. He studied the surface of the lagoon. No stretch
of water ever looked more peaceful. Except for a dight
ruffle inside the break in the reef, it might have been a
sheet of blue ice, pale turquoise in the shallow parts and
shading to ultramarine and purple where the water ran
deeper. He turned his attention to the main body of the
island thinking he might see Collingwood . He was not
in sight, but the dight rise beyond the water- line
prevented him from seeing the actua huts or the
abandoned landing ground at the end of which they
stood. Silence reigned except for the non-stop murmur of
breakers on the distant beach. Like Crusoe he might
have been monarch of all he surveyed.

Satisfied with his inspection he settled down in the
cockpit, from which he had a view in every direction, to
await Biggles return. The weather seemed set fair. The

7
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air was warm. Not a cloud in the sky. The conditions
were conducive to deep, but he resolved to keep awake
and aert. He did not think Collingwood would try
anything while he was on board, but he was taking no
chances.

Yet inevitably, with nothing to do, under the
influence of the unchanging scene, he fell into areverie,
deriving some dight amusement from the position in
which he found himself. As a boy, as a result of reading
romantic and mostly imaginative stories of desert islands
and coral atolls, uninhabited of course, he would have
asked nothing more than to find himself on one. Now,
perhaps unfortunately, he reflected, he knew better;
knew that conditions of life on what was supposed to be
alittle earthly paradise were not in accord with the truth.
That was known from men who had in fact, as opposed
to fiction, experienced the ordeal and had managed to
survive. How many unfortunate mariners, victims of
shipwreck, had perished miserably, he wondered.
Hundreds. Possibly thousands. Their numbers would
never be known. This could be judged by the records of
those who had been lucky enough to be rescued.

Richard Falconer was one of them. He found himself
on a 'desert isle' through his own carelessness. He was
lazing in a dinghy, being towed by the ship of which he
was one of the crew, when the tow-rope broke. He was
lucky, after drifting for days, to be thrown ashore on an
island. A real desert idand. The population consisted of
rats and seagulls and on these he had to exist. The only



WORRY FOR ALGY 79

water was rainwater that collected in the rocks and he
suffered terribly from thirst before eventualy he was
seen by apassing ship and taken off.

Philip Ashton was another sailor who was overjoyed
at being rescued from an idand paradise. He deserted his
ship at Ruatan Island, off the coast of South America.
For nine months, until he was rescued, he found life so
unbearable that he often contemplated suicide.

What, pondered Algy , had become of the people who
had been cast away on the lonely Crozet Idands in the
South Indian Ocean? Their plight became known to the
world when a dead seagull was found on the coast of
Western Australia. Around its neck was a tin band in
which had been punched laboriously with a nail the
words: Thirteen castaways on CROZET ISLAND. Help
for the love of God. Help was sent, but no one was
found, so the fate of these unfortunates will never be
known. Of course, the seagull might have lived for years
with the message round its neck.

Alexander Selkirk, the original of Robinson Crusoe,
was, as we know, put ashore at his own request after a
row with his captain. But that was a different matter
altogether as he was able to choose his island; and he
took care to choose one, Juan Fernandez in the Pacific,
where he was not likely to suffer any serious privation
apart from loneliness. He had the advantage of being
able to take ashore with him things that would be useful.
Even so he was glad enough to be taken off after he had
been on the idand four years and four months.
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Thus soliloquized Algy. regarding his own little
desert island without enthusiasm. He had seen enough of
it to discourage any ideas of settling on it. Collingwood
could have it. all of it. as far as he was concerned. Algy
was glad to know he would have the means of turning
his back on it when the time came.

From these sober deliberations he was jolted into the
world of redlity, literally jolted, by a bump from below.
not severe but sufficient to cause mild alarm. His first
thought was that the aircraft must have dragged its
anchor and drifted to a part of the lagoon where the
water was more shallow than there had been reason to
suspect; or perhaps a formation of coral had been built
up nearly to the surface. They had not been al over it,
having had no reason to do so.

He looked over the port side. There appeared to be
plenty of water. although it was so clear that it was not
easy to judge the depth. A variety of fishes swimming
about reassured him that the water was there. Moving his
position he looked down over the starboard side. There
was no cora near the surface there. either. All he could
see was the long black shadow of the aircraft. That was
what he took it to be until it owly dawned on him that
such a shadow. from the position of the sun, was a
physical impossibility. He stared down. And as he stared
the shadow moved atrifle. But it had certainly moved; or
part of it, one end. had moved. How, as the plane was
stationary? Then from the shape, he realized the truth. It
was a shark. Not one of the enormous brutes that are
known to exist. but large enough, about ten or
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twelve feet long, to make Algy feel uncomfortable. He
did not for a moment think the creature would
deliberately attack the aircraft; sharks didn't attack ships,
or if they did he had never heard of a case; but he would
have preferred it farther away. He dismissed any ideas
he had of taking a plunge to keep himself wide awake.

It was evident that for some reason known only to
itself the creature had come close enough to the aircraft
to bump its back on the hull. What could it be doing?
Scratching sealice off its back? Whatever it was Algy
hoped the performance would not be repeated. Too much
of it would do the machine no good. He settled back in
his seat prepared to forget the incident.

In this he was over-optimistic. A few minutes later
came another bump. This time he was not caught
unprepared and in a flash he was again looking over the
side; this time to see the big fish sinking slowly to the
bottom. This was too much. If the beast was going to
make a practice of this sort of thing something would
have to be done about it, or the shark, becoming bolder,
might do some serious mischief; cause the hull to spring
a leak, or even knock a large hole in the bottom. For
while aflying-boat is robust enough for its normal work,
it will not take much knocking about. Clearly, something
would have to be done about it.

What was the thing doing there in the lagoon, thought
Algy angrily. There was much more room in the sea.
Had it perhaps found the new breach in the reef and
come in to have a look round ? It was obviously not
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hungry, for there were plenty of fish, its normal diet, al
round it. Perhaps it would not persist in its unsharklike
antics. He would give it one more chance.

For a while it seemed as if this hope might be
fulfilled. All remained quite. Algy looked over the side
two or three times thinking it had gone; but it was till
there, its tail swinging lazily to maintain its position.
Through the clear water he could see an evil little eye
looking up at him. Just as he had decided the brute was
tired of playing games, if that was its idea, the aircraft
was shaken by such ajolt that he was lifted in his seat.
This redly startled him. Obvioudy this could not be
allowed to go on. It was no use shooting at the thing
through so much water. 1t was unlikely that the bullet
would even .reach it. If it did, and stung it, it might cause
it to throw r itself about to the peril of the machine.

After giving the matter some thought he decided the
best thing, in fact, the only thing, he could do, was move
the aircraft to another place, trusting the shark would not
follow. Moving with care in case there was another jolt,
for he had no wish to find himself overboard, he pulled
on the anchor rope. The anchor did not move. When the
water had settled he could see the reason. A fluke had
caught in a growth of coral. He pulled the machine
directly above it and tried again, now avertical haul. The
anchor refused to budge an inch. Algy swore softly.
Everything was being as awkward as it could be. It was
evident that if he wanted to move the machine the
anchor would have to remain where it was, anyhow for
the time being, although eventually it would have to
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be released, because to be without it would raise
difficulties later. Had the shark not been there it would
have been a simple matter to dive down and unhook the
fluke; but in the circumstances that was not to be
considered, even though there was no indication that the
shark was a man-eater. The chances were that it was not,
but Algy was not prepared to risk it.

The only alternative was to dip the anchor. By
marking its position it could be recovered later. That
meant fastening the end of the line to some sort of
flotation gear. No trouble about that. An emergency
lifebelt would do the job. He fetched one from the cabin,
untied the anchor rope, attached the lifebelt and tossed it
over- board. To his horror the shark floated up and had a
good look at it. For a horrid moment he thought it was
going to eat it. Sharks have been known to swallow
strange articles. However, it sank back to the bottom
without interfering with it.

Algy proceeded with his plan. He started the engines,
moved the machine to a new position and again looked
down. To his annoyance the shark was still there,
apparently having followed the aircraft, or its shadow on
the bottom. It seemed more active.

That settled it. Collingwood or no Collingwood it
would be better to run the machine up on the beach, as
had been the original intention. This he did without any
difficulty, the operation hastened by the now setting sun.
With the machine well up on the coral sand he switched
off and prepared to resume his vigil. Now that he had
settled with the shark he had another worry. Biggles,
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who had been absent longer than had been expected. He
hoped nothing had gone wrong. He gave himsdlf a quick
drink from a can of orange juice in the cabin and then
went to the top of the rise to see if the noise of the
engines had brought out Collingwood. There was no sign
of him.

It must have been while he was there, surveying the
huts, that Biggles came into view, for when he returned
to the aircraft and looked along the shore he saw him
coming. He saw him break into a run and could guess
the reason. He would be aarmed to see the machine
ashore and was in a hurry to know why it had been taken
off the water.

Biggles first words, when he arrived somewhat
breathless, confirmed this. He said, al in one sentence:
'What's happened -why have you come ashore ?

' had to. A shark started to have fun and games
knocking the machine about.'

Biggles stared increduloudly. 'A shark! Sharks don't
do that sort of thing.'

"This one did. Kept bumping itself against the keel.
Don't ask me why. | can't think like a shark. Maybe it
was only trying to scrape some barnacles off its back. |
don't think it meant any harm, but | thought too much of
it wouldn't do the machine any good, so | decided to
move to a different position hoping it would lay off.
When | tried | found the anchor had stuck under some
cora. | couldn't move it. It's still there. | had to slip my
cable. | left a marker on it. Anyway, | thought I'd better
come ashore while the ship was in one piece. That's all.
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If you're thinking of taking a plunge to wipe off the
sweat, don't forget you won't be alone in the water.'

'‘Great grief!' exclamed Biggles. 'What next! It
wouldn't be surprising to find a shark in the lagoon now
there's a gap in the reef, but why it should fiddle about
with aplane is beyond my imagination.'

'Maybe it took the machine for an overgrown duck.'

"This is no joking matter. At least, | don't think you'll
find anything funny about it if, with that thing in the
water, we have to dive to get the anchor free. Be a pal
and fetch me adrink. I've put in some hard work and I'm
asdry asachip.'

Algy brought a mug of orange juice. 'l believe
swordfish have been known to break off their swords in
the bottoms of moving ships, but I've never heard of a
shark trying anything like that.' Biggles emptied the mug
in one swig. "That's better.'

'What about you ? inquired Algy .'Did you find any-
thing ?

'Plenty. Too much. So much that it's got me
completely foxed. | thought the first thing | found was
the answer to everything. Now | don't know what to
think. Sit down and I'll tell you all about it. | fancy thisis
going to shake you.'

"You're not putting the plane back on the water ?

'‘Not tonight. Now it's ashore it might as well stay
ashore. It simply means we shall have to keep watch.'

They sat on the sand facing the ridge so that no one
could approach the aircraft without being seen.
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'‘Don't talk to me about desert idlands,’ grumbled
Biggles. 'What with decapods, sharks, and, as | believe,
crooks, this one seems to have got the lot. Listen. I'll tell
you.' Helit a cigarette.



CHAPTER 8

FOOD FOR THOUGHT

'Y ou remember that as a result of our cable being cut
we decided there must be someone else on the island,’
began Biggles. 'Well, we were right. I've seen him. He's
a coloured type. Indian, | think. But I'll come back to
that presently. Well start at the beginning and take
things in order. The first eye-opener | dropped on, at the
far end of the island near the coconuts, was a nice little
plantation of Indian hemp.'

"The drug! The stuff from which they get hashish?

"That's what they call it in E