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CHAPTER 1 – TROUBLE

 


Trouble. Ted,
the whaler, rifle in hand, knew it was trouble, as he rushed
through the darkness, down the sandstone steps to the boatshed on
the beach below his cottage. He had been expecting trouble and
finally tonight it had come.

It had already
been a year of trying events for Ted and now this. Whaler's Bay
used to be a peaceable place, but no longer. Times were changing
everywhere and as far as Ted was concerned for the worst. This
first decade of the twentieth century was witnessing far too many
changes for his liking - changes like machines called automobiles
that moved without horses and in America a new contraption called
an aeroplane that actually flew! Yes, Ted hated too much change.
For him change usually meant trouble. And too many troubles he
already had.

At last Ted
reached the boatshed. He looked anxiously about, his eyes trying to
penetrate the gloomy, late evening light. He tensed himself, making
every muscle in his tough, weather-beaten body, taunt and ready for
action. He could see nothing however, apart from his old, tethered
dog, which barked incessantly at the shadowy bush beyond.

Then he smelt
it. Yes, he was sure. It was smoke. His worst fears were coming
true. The boatshed had been set on fire and, if he did not act
quickly, he would lose his most valuable possession, his whaling
boat.

He threw down
his rifle and swiftly searched for the bucket of water and the
chaff bag he kept on hand to fight bushfires. Luckily, as yet,
there were no flames, but Ted knew, the now smoldering wooden shed,
fanned by the brisk breeze that blew off Whaler's Bay, would soon
ignite into an intense blaze.

He needed help
and fast. There was only one thing to do - he turned towards the
cottage and called loudly to his children for help.

Hardly though,
had the words left his lips when a figure rushed out of the bush
and with a savage blow struck Ted on the back of the head. Ted fell
to the ground and lay there unconscious, just as the first flames
flickered into life amongst the boatshed's dry, old timbers.

 


 



CHAPTER 2 - WHALER'S BAY

 


Stars shone
and twinkled in the dark sky above the deep, tranquil waters of
Whaler's Bay. It was later that same night and the breeze had now
dropped and all was still, except for the occasional splash of fins
that carried loudly across the water, made by a pack of killer
whales, or orcas, as they hunted in the bay.

Whaler's Bay,
bay of the whaler, was situated on the south-eastern coast of
Australia. It was a large bay with many little beaches, inlets and
coves to make up its shores and a deep, narrow opening that let in
the great ocean. At night the lighthouse on its southern headland
flashed its beam, guiding ships from the ocean into its safe
harbour.

The land
surrounding the bay was heavily timbered with green, tree-studded
hills leading down to the water. Behind the hills were low, wide
valleys, where farming lands lay scattered to the north, south and
west. The population of Whaler's Bay was sparse and although there
was a small town most people like Ted and his family preferred to
live on its outskirts in remote houses and cottages dotted
throughout the bush or near the water's edge.

Bay whaling
was the main way people made a living in Whaler's Bay. Men, usually
six to a boat, rowed out to pursue their quarry, the humpback
whales on their way to or from the Antarctic.

On these
occasions, the killer whales would accompany the men to sea and
like dogs herding cattle drive the larger humpbacks into the bay
for the men to slaughter. It was a strange bond between orca and
man. Why these whales should help men to hunt other whales was
truly a puzzling thing. How it happened or why it was so nobody
knew, but all agreed the killer whales of Whaler's Bay were the
strangest creatures they had ever seen.

When it was
not the whaling season or when times were hard the whalers did
other things to make a living. Some men cut wood that was shipped
to Sydney, while others fished in the bay or hunted kangaroos,
rabbits and foxes in the hills. Usually, though, they did a bit of
everything in the hope of making ends meet.

In past years
life in Whaler's Bay had been good. It was a place of warmth and
sunshine, where time passed slowly and rhythmically, attuned to the
seasons and the sea. Usually, too, there were plenty of whales. But
now the whales were scarce and a black cloud of gloom had descended
on the place, making life in the midst of that beautiful summer
miserable for everyone. In such an atmosphere Ted despaired of the
future, not only for himself, but also for his children, Kathy and
Peter.

 


 



CHAPTER 3 - KATHY AND PETER

 


Kathy and
Peter sat alone in the kitchen of Ted's simple stone cottage
perched high on the sandstone ridge above the boatshed.

As usual Kathy
worked at the kitchen table slowly peeling potatoes for tea by the
light of a lantern. She found it difficult to keep her attention on
the potatoes tonight. She kept going over the boatshed fire and her
role in the evening's exciting events. The whole thing had been
thrilling, just like an adventure. Kathy loved adventures and her
heart beat faster every time she thought about it.

As Kathy
worked she would also occasionally look across the table at her
younger brother sitting opposite. What did he think about it all?
He'd not said a word, but sat there gloomily, buried deep in his
own thoughts, twirling and twisting the open end of a chaff bag. He
was such poor company. Sometimes, she thought, she'd be better off
with a parrot.

“What's wrong, Peter?” she finally asked him, stopping to
tighten the bright ribbon that held back her long, brown
hair.

“You know why,” he responded, glancing up at Kathy, sorrowfully
and teary eyed.

Kathy gazed
back at him. Compared to her he was still so small and so babyish.
Though, perhaps, she was being a little unfair, he was only eight
while she was twelve and strong for her age, being made so by all
the hard chores she did looking after the family.

“Do you think Father's still angry with me about tonight?”
Peter asked sulkily.

Kathy thought
a moment before answering. Their father had been angry with Peter
and was still likely to be. He was known as a man who would bear a
grudge.

“Just stay out of his way and do what he says,” she replied.
“Have you cleaned those fish, yet? Remember, Father said you had to
do them.”

“I know,” he said, kicking resentfully at the chaff bag, which
was sodden and bulging at the bottom with its contents of' dead
fish.

“I'd do them myself if I had the time,” Kathy went on. “But
I've got to get the rest of the tea ready, then change out of these
before he comes in. Father hasn't noticed yet I'm wearing
trousers.”

“I really don't think I can do the fish,” Peter
whined.

“You've got to try, Peter. You never know, it might be all
right this time.”

“It won't be. I know it,” he answered her.

Kathy was
about to debate the subject with him some more, but thought better
of it. She had warned him, that's all she could do. In a way her
father was right. Sooner or later he would have to learn to stand
on his own two feet. The issue of Peter and the fish would come up
tonight, nothing surer.

 


 



CHAPTER 4 - QUESTIONS, QUESTIONS

 


Ted and
Sergeant O'Connell stood outside the boatshed in the humid, night
air surveying the damage. Ted was lucky, his boat was safe,
although part of the boatshed was now burnt and blackened by the
fire. Ted watched the Sergeant, who began searching for footprints
in the sand by the dull, yellow light of a lantern.

Ted was
becoming impatient with the burly policeman's clumsy efforts to
find the arsonist. Since his arrival the Sergeant had done nothing
but ask questions and made endless notes in his little, black book.
Questions and notes, questions and notes - Ted’s head swam with it
all. Action was what he needed, not a lot of talk. Besides, Ted
knew who the guilty one was. This was the second time his enemy had
tried to burn his boat. He didn't want him to be third time
lucky.

“When are you going to arrest him?” he said to the Sergeant
after a time.

“Arrest who?” the policeman asked.

“The Gambler. We both know the Gambler's behind this. He's the
sort of coward to hit a man from behind.”

At this Ted
felt the sore lump on his head which had been caused by the blow.
The Sergeant, however, was unimpressed. He removed his helmet from
his head and wiped sweat from his brow with his handkerchief. It
was hot work, made hotter by his heavy, dark, high-collared
uniform.

“But you can't prove he's responsible for trying to destroy
your boat.”

“Who else would want to drive me out of business? He knows
that's my last whale boat and if he destroys it I'm through. From
the beginning that’s been his plan - to take over all the whaling
in the bay. Well, he's not going to get away with it. I'm going
down to that hotel, grab him by the throat and force him to
confess. In fact, I'll go right now!”

Ted began to
move off across the sand to the track that led through the bush up
to the road to town. The Sergeant, however, blocked his path.

“You’ll do nothing of the sort,” he ordered.

“I have my own way of handling these things,” Ted
snarled.

“Yes, I've seen the trouble that bad temper of yours can
cause,” the Sergeant returned.

“Out of my way,” Ted said, trying to get past him. He was
smaller than the Sergeant, but stronger, the result of years of
rowing and chasing whales in open boats. The Sergeant, however,
refused to move.

“I warn you, Ted, I may be your friend, but I'm a policeman,
too. If you break the law, I'll do my duty.”

Ted stopped.
He knew the Sergeant was serious. Also, his head pounded and he
felt a little dizzy.

“All right,” he muttered resentfully. “But why don't you do
your duty. Why don't you arrest him? Are you afraid of
him?”

“Of course not”

“Then what is it? Perhaps you owe him money, too, like most
people in this town?”

“You're going too far, Ted, the Sergeant angrily replied. “I'm
honest and I've always been so. I just don't see the sense in
risking these hard-earned stripes over this.”

The Sergeant
caressed the stripes on the sleeve of his uniform. He continued,
“The Gambler's made some powerful friends around here.”

“I see,” Ted remarked.

“No, you don't, “the Sergeant said. “Sure I have my suspicions
- the Gambler's the sort of man to arouse your suspicions - a man
with a secret, if ever I've seen one. But suspicions are one thing
and facts another. I need facts.”

“There must be something,” Ted responded.

“Well, there's not. Like last time not a clue's been left,” the
Sergeant replied. “Anyway, in the morning, when it's light, I'll
search again. For the time being, however, I want to take some more
notes.”

The Sergeant
reached into his back pocket and removed his note book yet again.
Ted shook his head with frustration and held up his hands for the
Sergeant to stop. Enough was enough. He was finished with
questions, finished with arguing and he felt hungry. It was time to
eat. He asked the Sergeant if he wanted to stay for tea.

“Ted, no hard feelings over this,” the Sergeant said, accepting
the offer. “You’ll see my way of handling things is best. If the
Gambler’s up to no good, he'll slip up, sooner or
later.”

“Perhaps,” Ted replied. “Anyway, if a whale doesn't show up
soon the Gambler will get what he wants. Another season without a
whale and I'll be out of business.”

“As bad as that?” the Sergeant remarked.

“Aye, but come on, let's go,” Ted said, cheering up a little
and smacking his lips with enthusiasm. “There's fish for
tea.”

 


 



CHAPTER 5 - TROUBLE AT HOME

 


Ted opened the
door to the kitchen and entered, followed by the Sergeant who was
red-faced from the effort of climbing the stairs from the boatshed.
Ted pulled a chair out from under the table, turned it around and
sat on it back to front facing the children. The Sergeant also
pulled a chair out from under the table and plopped down on it. He
then removed his helmet and placed it on the floor nearby. He felt
so hot and exhausted. He undid the top two metal buttons of his
uniform to let the air circulate around his neck.

“Kathy,” Ted announced to his daughter, who turned on her seat
to feed a piece of wood into the stove from a box nearby. “The
Sergeant here is staying for tea. Will it be long?”

“I'll start cooking in a moment,” she said.

“What about the fish? Did Peter clean those fish like I told
him?”

Kathy looked
at her father, then at Peter, then back to her father. This was the
moment she'd been dreading.

“Well?” Ted asked again.

“He was just about to. Weren't you, Peter?”

Ted knew,
however, Kathy was not telling the truth.

“Don't lie, lass.”

“But Father, you know he can't,” she said.

“I know nothing of the sort,” Ted snorted. He then turned to
his son and snatched the chaff bag from his grip. He next plunged
his hand into the bag and removed a fish which he waved under
Peter's nose.

“What's there to be afraid of, lad? See, it's only a little
fish.”

Peter shrugged
and stared at the floor, afraid to look at his father.

“I don't know, Peter, do you want to make me ashamed of you. Do
you want me to think you're a coward?”

Kathy thought
this was cruel and tried to protest, but her father checked her
before she could utter a word.

“Stay out of this, Kathy. This is between me and your brother.
It's about time we talked.”

Ted then
turned his attention to his son again.

“I’m disappointed in you, Peter. You show no courage. And I'm
not only talking about the fish, but about earlier tonight. How
could you run off and leave your sister with the fire to fight and
me knocked out?”

“Kathy told me to go. She told me to go get some help,” Peter
explained.

“I don't care what she said. You were the man of the house,”
Ted stated firmly.

“But I'm the eldest!” Kathy asserted.

“That’s not the point,” her father quickly responded. “It’s up
to the man of the house to look after his womenfolk. He should've
left you alone. Anything could've happened.”

“But it didn't. And I put the fire out all by myself,” Kathy
declared proudly.

“It was a good thing she did,” the Sergeant said, adding his
opinion to the debate. In a way he felt sorry for Kathy. She could
be unruly, high-spirited and loved an adventure, but she did her
best to please her father.

“If that fire had got a proper grip on the boatshed it would
have been a different story. The lass was lucky, that's all,” Ted
said.

“I should have let it burn down,” Kathy blurted out before she
could stop herself.

“What was that?” Ted growled. It was a warning for Kathy not to
go too far.

“Nothing,” Kathy muttered under her breath.

“Now, Peter,” Ted said firmly, while passing back the chaff bag
of fish to him, “I want you to take these fish outside and clean
them. Understand?”

Peter did not
say anything, but tightened the rope around his waist, which kept
up his overly big, boxer shorts. He then stood and taking hold of
the bag of fish, walked slowly, solemnly, towards the door,
dragging the bag on the ground behind him. He looked like a man
condemned to death.

“Lift that bag!” Ted ordered.

Peter lifted
the bag half-heartedly and left the house, picking up a lantern to
light his way. Ted waited for the boy to leave.

“Ah, how's the boy going to kill the great whale when he can't
even gut a little fish!” Ted exclaimed.

It was Ted’s
desire, of course, that Peter would one day be a whaler like
himself and his father before him. Ted felt guilty about his son.
He felt he had been a bad father. He had neglected Peter. As indeed
he had neglected both his children. Why, he thought to himself, if
their mother could see what had become of them, she would turn in
her grave. He was sure she would have made them grow up properly,
especially Kathy, who had become quite a tom-boy.

Ted then
glanced sideways at Kathy, noticing for the first time her legs
tucked tightly under the table. What was that? Something she was
wearing had caught his eye.

“Trousers!” he roared. “You're wearing trousers again! I told
you you're to wear a dress at all times and act like a
lady.”

“But I don’t want to be a lady,” she declared.

This was
becoming too much for Ted. Trouble with his business, trouble at
home. Where would it all end?

“You’ll do what I say,” he snapped. “Now, go see how your
brother's getting on. Mind you, you're not to help him. He's to do
those fish by himself.”

“Yes, Father,” she responded quietly.

Kathy ran from
the room, rushing onto the verandah outside, then down a few steps,
across the yard to where, next the chicken coop, was a small table
especially set up for cleaning fish.

The Sergeant
waited for Kathy to go; he wanted a private word about Kathy with
Ted.

“You know, Ted, Kathy's not a bad lass. She does her best to
help you,” he said.

“I've never said she doesn't have her good qualities, too,” Ted
conceded.

At that moment
the door opened and Kathy stood in its entrance.

“Father,” she cried, her voice full with concern. “You better
come quickly.”

“Why? What's wrong?” he asked.

“It's Peter. I told you he couldn’t clean those fish. He’s
fainted.”

 


 



CHAPTER 6 - A POSSIBLE CLUE

 


Kathy and
Peter had a special beach they considered all their own. This beach
was in a remote, little cove, well away from the house, the
boatshed and their father's prying eyes.

It was the day
after the fire and their beach was perfect with the sky the most
brilliant blue, the sand, the most golden yellow and the sea, the
loveliest glassy green. The waves lapped gently upon the shore and
sea birds whirled above the water, loudly shrieking as they
searched for fish below.

Kathy was
dancing along the upturned hull of her small sailing dinghy, which
had been pulled half way up the beach. Her skirt tucked up
defiantly into its waistband, revealed her trousered legs. In one
hand she held a long, straight stick that served as a harpoon. It
was her favourite game, pretending to be a whaler, and she played
it zestfully, always following the same routine.

“Thar she blows! Whale ahead!” at first she would
shout.

Next she would
order her imaginary six man crew, “All right, lads, put your backs
into it. Row!”

After which
she would take her harpoon and call out loud, “Steady men. Steady.
We're almost on top of her. Ah! There she is. There's her
back.”

And finally,
judging the moment to be right, she'd throw her long, straight
stick into her make-believe whale.

Although her
game was always the same, she had two endings, which she liked to
vary according to her mood. Sometimes she would win. At other
times, however, the whale would have its revenge, its great tail
smashing to pieces her wooden whaleboat and leaving her drowning
and spluttering on the hot, dry sand.

Yes, Kathy
loved whaling, or at least thought she did. The truth was she had
never been out in a real whaling boat. That her father forbade.
More than anything else Kathy wanted to go out with her father and
chase whales. What a curse it was to be a girl!

 


This day she
was feeling particularly sorry for herself and after finishing her
game she lay despondently on the beach next to her brother.

“You're lucky”, she said to Peter, who sat doing what he liked
best, drawing pictures of his deceased mother.

“Why?” Peter asked, confused by her statement.

“Because one day Father will take you out whaling.”

“Whaling!” Peter cried. “But I don't want to go. You know I
always faint whenever I see blood.”

It was true
and Kathy knew it. Not only the sight of blood, but the mere
mention of the word made him go wobbly at the knees. Peter hated
everything to do with whaling: the slow and painful killing of the
beast, the cutting and stripping of the blubber from the carcass,
the boiling down of the blubber in the try-works vats. But above
all Peter hated the thought that such a gentle and majestic
creature should end its days in such a painful way. It was far too
cruel and sad. No, in his heart and despite his father’s wishes,
Peter knew would never be a whaler.

Still, Kathy
couldn't help resenting her brother. He was born a boy and made
lucky by that fact. Unlike her, he was free to do or be anything he
chose. One day, she decided, she would change her situation, so she
too, would be free to do what she wanted. One day she would sail
away from it all in her small boat.

Her boat?
Well, actually that was not quite true. The boat had belonged to
her mother, but since her mother's death Kathy claimed it as her
own. Kathy treasured the boat, everyday she would go down to tend
the timbers of its hull, or mend its old canvas sails and,
occasionally, when her father was away, she would take it out for a
sail. She knew, of course, he would be angry with her if he found
out. Ted had built the boat for her mother as a special gift and
since her death he wanted the boat just to rot away.

“Peter,” Kathy said after a while, “do you remember when Father
and Mother used to take us sailing? We'd sail to that little cove
Mother liked so much and have a picnic. Do you
remember?”

Peter didn't
answer, but merely shook his head.

“No I suppose you were too small. I wish Mother were still
alive,” she said. “Father was so different when Mother was
here.”

“But Kathy, Mother's not dead!” Peter exclaimed.

“Oh, Peter - she is,” Kathy replied.

“She's not. She's alive. She just goes away at
times.”

“Peter, Mother has passed away. You mustn't pretend she
hasn't.”

“But I see her,” Peter said. “I see her all the time. At night
she sits on my bed and sings me lullabies.”

“You just imagine that,” Kathy said bluntly.

“I don't,” Peter persisted. “I see her. I really do. She was
standing over there just a moment ago.”

Peter pointed
to a large, old, dry, sun-bleached, tree branch that lay on the
beach some little distance away.

Kathy,
however, did not look. She knew, just like all the other times,
that there would be no-one there.

“Peter, you’re making me cross.”

Peter stopped
for a moment. He didn't like Kathy to be angry with him, but he
knew he was right. His mother had been there. Why, he had even
drawn her. Perhaps if he showed her his sketch that would convince
her.

“Do you like my picture, Kathy?” he asked, offering her his
book of drawings. “It's my best yet. Go on, have a
look.”

Kathy shook
her head 'no'. How she wished Peter would accept the truth.

“Please?” Peter begged her.

Kathy held out
for a few seconds then gave in. Sometimes it was the only way she
knew to settle him when he was in these moods.

“Oh all right,” she said, taking the book and studying the
drawing. A tear then appeared in the corner of her eye. It was a
very good sketch; the image so like Kathy remembered her mother,
with delicate features and soft, gentle eyes, reminding her of a
small, white, porcelain figurine of a lady with a parasol, which
she once saw in a shop. Like her mother it was fine and
fragile.

“It's a lovely picture, Peter,” she said, handing back the
drawing and wiping the tear from her eye. She hated to
cry.

“Should I show it to Father?” Peter asked. “Once I showed him a
drawing of Mother and he hardly looked at it. He just handed it
back without saying a word. Perhaps he thought it wasn't very
good.”

“It makes him sad to remember Mother,” she said. “It makes me
sad, too. I wish you wouldn't keep drawing her. Mother's dead and
we all just have to forget her.”

More tears
appeared in Kathy’s eyes and rolled down Kathy's face before she
could prevent them.

Peter felt bad
- today he had gone too far. He had made Kathy sad. He wanted to
make up for it somehow. If only he had a present to give her. But
what did he have that would possibly interest her? Then it came to
him, he had found it this morning but forgotten. It was just the
thing she'd always wanted.

“Kathy,” he said with excitement. “Open your hands and close
your eyes.”

“Why?” Kathy asked, indifferently. She had had enough of her
brother for one day.

“Go on, please,” Peter implored her. “I’ve got something for
you. Something you'll like.”

“This better be good,” Kathy said to him as she put out her
hands, palms up, and then closed her eyes, waiting for Peter to
place the object across her open hands.

“Okay,” Peter announced. “You can open your eyes.”

Kathy didn't
open her eyes at once, but tried to guess from the feel and the
weight what the object was. It felt heavy and cold.

“Come on,” Peter said impatiently. “Look at it.”

Kathy did so,
her eyes opening wide with amazement as she looked down at the
object in her hands.

“A knife!” she cried, her voice full with delight. “A pocket
knife!”

“I knew you'd like it,” Peter responded.

“Where did you get it?” she asked, turning it over in her
hands.

It was a
strange pocket knife. Big, black handled. She opened the blade. It
was long, tapered, sharp and dangerous, unlike any knife she had
ever seen. Yes, it was an unusual knife and made more unusual by
the initials ‘W.H.J.’ Kathy found engraved on its handle.

“Peter, there's somebody's initials on this knife. Where did
you get it?” she repeated.

“It's very sharp,” Peter said, evading the question.

“Peter,” Kathy insisted. “I want to know.”

“Down near the boatshed,” he finally admitted.

“Oh,” she said, her face clouding over with disappointment.
“This probably belongs to whoever tried to burn the boatshed last
night. We'll have to give it to the Sergeant.”

“But I want you to have it,” Peter protested.

“I can't. It could be important,” she said.
“Unless…”

“Unless, what?” Peter asked.

“Unless we find out who owns it, then tell the Sergeant.
Besides, it’ll be fun - an adventure! What do you
think?”

Peter brooded
on the question. Kathy's adventures usually landed them both in
trouble.

“How will we find out who owns it?” he asked.

“The initials on the handle, silly,” Kathy responded, her mind
already racing over the possibilities. “I can't think of anyone
around here with those initials though. What are the Gambler’s
initials?”

“The Gambler?” Peter gulped. “I don't know. Everyone just calls
him the Gambler.”

“This knife might belong to him,” she coolly
observed.

“Kathy, I’ve changed my mind. We should give the knife to the
Sergeant.”

“Don't worry about the Gambler. I'm not frightened of him,”
Kathy again asserted.

Peter was not
convinced.

“Please, Kathy, give the Sergeant the knife. I'm scared,” he
said.

Kathy thought
for a moment. Her brother really was frightened.

“I'll tell you what,” she announced, after hitting on a plan,
“we'll see the Sergeant and ask him if he knows anybody with the
initials on the knife. If he does, I'll give him the knife straight
away.”

“And if he doesn't?” Peter queried.

“The knife's mine for keeps. That's fair.”

“I suppose so,” Peter grumbled, not at all sure he agreed or
trusted her. He knew from experience that if Kathy wanted something
badly enough, she would do all she could to get it.

“But how will you ask the Sergeant about the initials without
showing him the knife?” he asked.

“Just leave that to me,” she said with a wink.

She then
rolled up the legs of her trousers and pulled down her skirt to
hide them.

 


 



CHAPTER 7 - A DIFFICULT DECISION

 


Once more the
Sergeant walked about the boatshed searching for clues. If only, he
thought, there was something, some piece of evidence he could use
to find the guilty person. But like the night before, there was
nothing, except a set of fresh footprints going round and round in
the sand. He studied these. Yes, from their size he was certain he
knew who they belonged to. And perhaps, just perhaps, they might
give him a lead.

Kathy and
Peter approached. The Sergeant could see them walking along the
beach to the shed, Kathy gaily kicking up the sea at the water's
edge, while Peter straggled moodily behind, hitching up his pants
as he walked. He smiled at them, but especially at Kathy who was
wearing a dress. That talk with her father had had its effect - a
lady at last!

Finally they
reached the Sergeant. He could see from their faces something was
on their minds.

“Hello,” he said to them. “Are you looking for me?”

Kathy decided
to come straight to the point.

“Sergeant, what's the Gambler's proper name?” she
asked.

The Sergeant
looked at her curiously.

“Why do you want to know?”

“It's a game we're playing. One of us makes up some initials
and the other one has to try to think of someone around here whose
name fits those letters.”

“That's a strange game,” the Sergeant responded. “What are the
initials?”

“W.H.J.,” Kathy answered.

“They're not the Gambler's. His name's Joseph Turner,” he
said.

“You don't know anyone else whose name fits those
initials?”

The Sergeant
thought for some time, rubbing his chin while he did so.

“Can't say I do. No-one around here anyway.”

Kathy breathed
a sigh of relief.

The Sergeant
then grew serious.

“Now I’ve no more time for games. I'm here on business. I've
got to catch who tried to burn down your father's boatshed. I don't
suppose you could help me, Peter?”

“Me?” Peter asked nervously. “Why me?”

“These are your footprints all about here?”

Peter looked
down at the small footprints in the sand. They were his all
right.

“Were you down the boatshed this morning, lad?”

Peter stalled
for time.

“This morning?” he pondered aloud.

“Yes,” the Sergeant said crustily. The question really was
simple enough. “Come on, lad, I'm waiting.”

“Yes, I was,” Peter responded.

“I thought as much,” replied the Sergeant, pleased with his
powers of deduction. “When you were down here, lad, you didn't
happen to see anything unusual?”

“Er…no,” he stammered.

“That's a pity, because I’ve not found a clue. Your father will
be disappointed.”

“Sergeant?” Peter asked. There was something he had long wanted
to know and this seemed a good time to ask about it.

“Yes, lad?” he said.

“Is it true what people say - that's it's Father's fault the
whales don't come anymore?”

The Sergeant
thought carefully before answering. He bent down closely to the
children, as if he didn't want anyone else to hear.

“There are many who believe your father should never have
harpooned that killer whale for getting in his way. Those killers
have always been the whaler's friend, herding the other whales into
the bay for slaughter. But now because of what your father did they
keep the other whales away.”

“Do you it's true?” Peter asked.

“I don't know. But there's something strange about those killer
whales. It's like they have minds of their own. In fact I’ve heard
those killers aren't whales at all, but the souls of drowned
whalers come back from the dead. Not that I hold with all
that.”

“Now,” concluded the Sergeant, straightening up. “I best be on
my way. There's nothing here that's going to help me.”

The Sergeant
left, plodding slowly across the sand to a tree where his horse was
tethered. Undoing the reins from the branch the Sergeant climbed
onto the saddle and giving the horse a little dig in its ribs
trotted off steadily.

Kathy and
Peter watched him depart, Kathy waiting until he was out of view
before taking out the knife.

“It's mine, all mine!” she exclaimed with pleasure, while Peter
looked on glumly.

“I feel rotten,” he announced.

“Why? What's wrong?” Kathy asked.

“We should have given the Sergeant the knife. You said yourself
it could be important.”

“He doesn't know who owns it anymore than we do,” Kathy
replied.

“I still feel bad. I lied. It’s wrong to lie. Kathy, I want to
give the Sergeant the knife.”

Peter put out
his hand for the knife.

“But it's mine!” Kathy yelled, clutching it tightly. She, too,
disliked lying, but sometimes felt she had to.

“I've got to give it to him. Please?” he appealed to her, his
soft brown eyes, moist and tearful; a look Kathy always found hard
to resist.

“Oh, all right!” she said crankily. “Take your knife. I wish
you'd never found it.”

“I’ll find you another one, some day,” he promised.

“Don’t bother,” she said sulkily and turned her back on him,
while Peter set off with the knife, in pursuit of the
Sergeant.

Kathy
continued to brood, picking up a small piece of driftwood and
casting it angrily towards a seagull that scavenged through some
dried seaweed nearby. Suddenly, however, she had an idea.

“Peter!” she shouted, stopping him before he got too far. She
wasn't going to let that knife slip through her fingers so
easily.

Peter turned
in her direction.

“What?” he shouted back impatiently.

“I know how we can find out who owns that knife,” she said as
she ran to catch up with him.

“How?” he demanded, as she approached.

“Mrs. Evans,” Kathy said.

“Mrs. Evans!” Peter cried. “But she's mad.”

“That's just what Father says,” Kathy responded.

“Everybody says so,” Peter replied.

“Look,” Kathy began, hoping to win him over. “Maybe she is a
little strange, but I'm sure she could help us. What's there to
lose? And wouldn't Father be proud of us if we were to discover who
tried to burn the boatshed? You do want Father to be proud of
you?”

Peter nodded.
That was something he wanted very much, perhaps more than anything
else.

“All right,’ he finally agreed. “When do we see
her?”

“Tomorrow. First thing,” Kathy said.

“Tomorrow? Why not today?” he asked, still not entirely
trusting his sister.

“I heard she's gone away for a couple of days. She'll be back
tomorrow.”

“Are you telling the truth?” he asked. Peter felt there was
something not quite right.

“Yes, of course,” Kathy said, crossing her fingers behind her
back. “Now, can I have the knife back? Just to mind.”

“I suppose so” he said, slowly giving her the knife, which she
took triumphantly.

“Do you really think Mrs. Evans can help us?” Peter inquired,
still a bit doubtful.

“She will, you'll see,” Kathy confidently assured him, while
opening up the blade and tossing the knife at a tree, where it
stuck, its point deeply embedded in its wood. “In fact,” she added,
“I bet we find out this is no ordinary knife.”

 


 



CHAPTER 8 - MRS. EVANS

 


The children
felt nervous as they walked along the dusty track to Mrs. Evans'
house. They had not warned her they were coming and they wondered
how they would be received.

Mrs. Evans
lived by herself in a small weatherboard cottage tucked away in the
bush just out of town. It was an old house with peeling paint and
missing boards in the outside walls. In all, one could say, the
house had seen better days.

Mrs. Evans
poured hot water from the kettle into the teapot and took some
scones from the oven. Together with her home-made jam she had a
lovely morning tea ready to present to her guests.

She was sure
she would have guests today. During the night she dreamt they would
come. Mrs. Evans believed in dreams. And other things. It was her
beliefs that made many people feel uneasy and frightened of
her.

But today she
was happy. She sang loudly in her kitchen as she worked to prepare
everything. Guests! She did so enjoy a visit and it was so long
since anyone had been, especially Kathy and Peter, who used to
visit her frequently with their mother. Since their mother's death,
however, they came less often.

Soon there was
a knock on the door. Immediately Mrs. Evans went to answer it, her
small, slightly plump body moving without hurry.

“Hello,” Mrs. Evans said smiling at Kathy and Peter as she
opened the door. “Come in. I've been expecting you.”

Kathy and
Peter looked at each other, astonished.

“You have?” they remarked.

The two
children stepped inside the cottage as Mrs. Evans closed the door
behind them. Her living room was just as it had always been, with
the same brightly coloured cushions on the same old, comfortable
lounge and the same lovely patchwork quilts and crocheted doilies
scattered around on chairs and on the sideboard, all examples of
Mrs. Evans expert needlework, which she sometimes sold to
supplement her meager income. In a way, they thought, Mrs. Evans
was like her house - old and worn on the outside but warm, cosy and
colourful inside.

They sat down
at a small round table which was covered with her best linen
table-cloth and set with her best crockery. As they sat Mrs. Evans
immediately began placing her hot scones on the table before them
and pouring tea from the heavy, brown teapot.

“It's been a long time since you've dropped in for a chat,” she
said after they all began to eat and drink.

“We've been busy with school,” Kathy said. She felt guilty and
was afraid to tell her the truth,

“Yes. Anyway, I occasionally spot you in the street. In fact,
it was only the day before yesterday I saw you Kathy.
Remember?”

Peter pricked
up his ears at this. Kathy had told him that Mrs. Evans had gone
away for a few days. He glared at his sister angrily. She caught
his stare and guessed its meaning, her face going red with
embarrassment, but not just because she had misled her brother.
There was another reason, something Peter did not know about,
something that only Kathy and Mrs. Evans knew. This time she had
been well and truly caught out.

“Is it true, you can really see peoples' fortunes in their
teacups?” Kathy asked Mrs. Evans, trying to change the subject. She
really did feel uncomfortable and thought this was the best way
out.

“I see what I see,” Mrs. Evans replied, kindly and deliberately
allowing Kathy to distract her. “Make a wish, then give me your cup
when you've finished your tea.”

Kathy drained
her cup. She had seen Mrs. Evans do this before when her mother
used to visit. She handed her cup to Mrs. Evans, who took it and
examined it closely, watching the shapes made by the tea
leaves.

“I hope you see what I've wished for!” Kathy exclaimed
excitedly.

Mrs. Evans,
however, gently chided her.

“Your future's not made from mere wishes alone. The seeds of
your future you sow everyday - in every thought, word and deed.
Your future is what you make it.”

Kathy still
hoped that Mrs. Evans would see what she wanted - to hunt with her
father, or failing that, sail away from Whaler's Bay forever.

“I see a boat,” Mrs. Evans said after a while. She spoke in
short, sharp bursts. ”It’s a…a sailing boat.”

Kathy grew
even more excited on hearing this. No-one knew about her boat
except Peter and herself.

“Now I see a man,” Mrs. Evans spoke again. “The man is in the
water and the sailing boat is moving towards him.”

Kathy became
very puzzled by this.

“How can you tell that from the leaves?”

“It's not the leaves I'm reading now. It's your thoughts, Kathy
- they've fallen into the cup.”

At that moment
Mrs. Evans shuddered then grew very solemn.

“What's wrong?” Kathy asked.

“There is something that disturbs me, lass. The man in the
water is drowning. And all about are killer whales.”

“Is the man – Father?” Kathy asked.

Mrs. Evans
nodded her head.

“But, you're not to worry, lass,” she said. “I could be wrong.
Things aren't always as they appear in the cup.”

“Is there anything else you see?” Kathy further
asked.

“Yes, Kathy, it's you in that boat. There is great danger for
you, too. Be careful, lass, under no circumstances are you to go
sailing. Now, I think that's enough of the tea leaves - unless
Peter wants his cup read?”

Peter gulped
nervously, “I swallowed all my leaves.”

Mrs. Evans
smiled at him and then turned to face Kathy again.

“I’m sorry, Kathy, if what I had to say wasn't very happy. It's
seems though, there's not much happiness for any of us these
days.”

“Aren't you, happy?” Kathy asked.

“To tell the truth I'm not. People don’t want their fortunes
told anymore. They think I'm mad. Sometimes it's a terrible thing
to see things others can't.

Mrs. Evans
then looked at the children intently and asked, “Do you think I'm
mad?”

They hesitated
at first and then Kathy responded.

“No,” Kathy answered, trying to sound sincere.

“And what about you, Peter - what do you think?”

“Father says you sing to the whales to keep them
away.”

“I know what your father says,” Mrs. Evans said
coldly.

“But do you? Father said he’s heard you singing late at night
down on the beach.”

“Yes, Peter, I sing, but not to keep the whales away. I sing
for all the men and whales killed to get the oil we need. Someone
must mourn their sacrifice.”

At this she
looked at the wall, where pictures of her son and husband hung,
both of them drowned in the bay while whaling. Like Peter, Mrs.
Evans also hated whaling, hated the slaughter, hated the loss of
life to both man and beast. There must be a better way, she
thought.

She then
turned away from the pictures back to the children, saying: “Your
father's a wicked man spreading rumours about me. Now there's some
who believe it's my fault the whales don't come.”

“You should tell them, tell them the truth,” Peter
said.

“That wouldn't do any good. People only believe what they want
to believe. When times are bad, people always look for someone to
blame. And it's easy to blame a lonely, old woman.”

“But if Father knew the truth…” Peter began.

“I'm afraid, Peter, it suits your father to have people think
what they do. They then forget it was he, who caused what's
happened.”

“Mrs. Evans I think we should be going,” Kathy interrupted,
feeling that the conversation was beginning to upset Mrs. Evans. “I
have to get home to make Father his lunch.”

“Then I suppose it's best you go,” she said.

Kathy
signalled for Peter to stand and they both moved towards the
door.

Peter though
was confused. They had really come about the knife and now they
were leaving without bringing it up. Sometimes Kathy was very hard
to understand.

But Kathy had
changed her mind. She felt bad about Mrs. Evans, bad about what her
father had done and bad about things she also had done. To ask Mrs.
Evans about the knife now would only be using her.

“Thank you for morning tea,” Kathy said, opening the
door.

“I hope you'll visit me again soon. You will, won't you?” Mrs.
Evans asked.

Kathy and
Peter politely nodded 'yes' and prepared to leave when Mrs. Evans
stopped them with a question.

“Kathy, why did you really come to see me?” she
said.

Kathy was
stunned, but not totally surprised. Mrs. Evans knew there had been
more to their visit than met the eye.

“We wanted to see you. Didn't we, Peter?”

“Is that why the other day you passed me in the street without
waving? Your arms weren't full of shopping.”

Kathy went to
answer her, but couldn't find the words.

“It's all right, Kathy,” Mrs. Evans continued, “I understand.
You didn't want to be seen waving to a crazy old woman.”

Kathy looked
down at the floor, her eyes welling with tears.

“I'm sorry,” she said quietly.

Mrs. Evans
softened.

“Yes, I believe you are. Now, lass, tell me why you’re
here.”

Kathy looked
at Peter and he looked at her. Yes, she would. Kathy took the knife
out of her pocket and handed it to Mrs. Evans.

The time had
come.

 


 



CHAPTER 9 - THE MYSTERIOUS KNIFE

 


Mrs. Evans
stood in front of the children holding the opened knife in her
hands, its shiny blade glinting in the light that shone through the
window. She turned it over and over knowing instinctively there was
something about it she didn't like. Maybe it was the shape of its
blade or the cold feel of its black handle, but there was something
sinister about it. She then looked at the initials. No help there.
She knew nobody with initials that matched those on the handle.

The children
meanwhile sat watching her in great anticipation. They had told
Mrs. Evans only that they had found the knife, but nothing about
the circumstances. In a way they were testing her, hoping that Mrs.
Evans would be able to tell them its previous owner without any
help. She had done such things before. She had a reputation for
finding the owners of lost things with what she called her 'gift'.
Kathy once remembered how her mother found a ring down by the
church and Mrs. Evans knew the ring’s owner just by touching
it.

Of course Mrs.
Evans knew it wasn't as easy as that. No, it wasn't just a matter
of touch. She had to meditate deeply on the object, to go into her
mind and wait for pictures to form in her head. She knew, from
experience, that the pictures always had something to do with the
thing she held. Most times this worked but sometimes it didn't.
People did sometimes leave disappointed. She hoped today, however,
for the children’s sake she would be lucky. She closed her eyes and
made ready to go into a trance.

The children
waited silently as Mrs. Evans took deep, heavy breaths. They were
fascinated, if not a little bit scared.

“I see a man’s face,” she said, her voice sounding far away and
peculiar. “His skin is fair and his hair is black. Over one eye he
wears an eye-patch.”

“Kathy!” Peter exclaimed, almost jumping out of his
chair.

“Quiet,” Kathy said. She knew why Peter had become excited, but
she wanted to hear more before she came to any
conclusions.

“There is a small scar on the side of his face,” Mrs. Evans
continued.

“A scar?” Peter remarked, puzzled.

“Will you shut up!” Kathy snapped at him in a loud whisper.
Really, sometimes her brother could be something of a
nuisance,

“An arm,” Mrs. Evans went on, “I see an arm.” She touched her
forearm, again indicating to the children exactly the location. “On
the arm there is a tattoo … of a woman, with the words 'Lady Luck'
underneath.”

At this she
paused for a little rest, as she grew older she found the work
tired her more quickly. She then returned to the arm.

“The arm is raised,” she said, lifting her own arm in
imitation. ”And now I can see its shiny blade.”

“Ah!” she gasped, taking in a short, sharp breath. “There's
another man. A man in a uniform. I can see him clearly. He is
running - closer, closer. Fight! They fight!

“The knife strikes!” Mrs. Evans shrieked, jabbing at the air
violently with the weapon.

Kathy and
Peter's eyes bulged, half with excitement and half with terror.
Mrs. Evans then screamed and bent over double, holding her middle.
She cried out in great pain, as though someone had stabbed her in
the stomach.

After awhile
Mrs. Evans grew calm. She straightened and announced in her usual
voice, “The man in the uniform lies in a pool of blood.”

“Blood!” Peter thought, his stomach heaving. There was that
word again.

“Evil deeds!” Mrs. Evans said with disgust as she threw the
knife to the floor. “Cast that thing into the sea. It has
murdered!”

“Murdered!” Kathy's eyes lit up. This was really shaping up to
be a great adventure.

“I feel sick,” Peter moaned.

Mrs. Evans,
likewise, was now feeling unwell. She staggered to a chair and sat
down.

Kathy had many
questions to ask her but knew Mrs. Evans needed to recover
first.

There were
many things Peter also wanted to know, but unlike Kathy, it was
more out of fear than interest.

“Kathy,” said Peter taking her by the hand and leading her
across the room to the fireplace, just out of earshot of Mrs.
Evans. “Do you think it was the Gambler Mrs. Evans saw? He's got an
eye-patch.”

“It must be him,” Kathy replied. “He’s the only one around here
I've seen with one. And he's got black hair, just like the man she
described.”

“But what about the tattoo on his arm? And the scar on his
face? And she said nothing about a beard. The Gambler's got a
beard, remember?” Peter said.

“He’s got a beard now,” Kathy said. “But he mightn’t have had
one then. And the scar might be hidden underneath. As for the
tattoo, he might have one for all we know.”

“But what about the initials on the knife? They're not
his.”

“What are you children talking about?” Mrs. Evans suddenly
interrupted. She could tell from the way they huddled and whispered
that there was something going on.

“Do you know who owns the knife?” Kathy asked.

Mrs. Evans
face grew pale.

“I can't say, child.”

“It's the Gambler, isn't it?”

“I can't tell you, Kathy. Please don't ask me
anymore.”

“Why? Why can't you tell me?” Kathy persisted.

“I'm frightened,” she whispered. “Children, you must not to
breathe a word of what happened here today.”

“But we can stop now - we must find out who owns that knife,”
Kathy went on. “It's very important.”

“Why is it so important? What's this all about?” Mrs. Evans
asked.

“We think the Gambler lost that knife when he tried to burn
down Father's boatshed.”

“Kathy, don't you think this is a matter for the police? Have
you shown the knife to Sergeant O'Connell?”

“Not exactly,” Kathy said.

“No, we haven't,” Peter chipped in. He was not going to let his
sister get away with this.

“Then you must. Just give the Sergeant the knife and forget
this whole business.”

“But we want to help. Besides, we're having fun,” Kathy
responded.

“Kathy, this is not a game,” Mrs. Evans cautioned.

“I've even thought of a way we can prove that knife belongs to
the Gambler - we can search his room.”

“His room!” Peter exclaimed, almost jumping out of his
skin.

“It’s a great idea,” Kathy said to Peter. “What if the name the
Sergeant said isn't the Gambler's name at all. Perhaps he's got
another name. One that fits the initials on that knife. If we
search his room we might find something that tells us what his real
name is.”

“I'm not going near his room,” Peter declared. He was going to
dig in his heels on this one.

“But I'll need your help.”

“No,” Peter said defiantly. He was not going to let her talk
him into it. Too many times he had followed Kathy into
trouble.

“All right,” Kathy said sulkily. “I'll go by
myself.”

“No, you won't, lass,” Mrs. Evans cut in. She was determined to
put a stop to this nonsense before it got out of hand. “You'll both
stay away from him, you hear. He's evil and he's dangerous. Let the
police take care of it.”

Mrs. Evans
then stared steadily at the children.

“Promise me,” she said. “Promise me, both of you, you'll stay
away from the Gambler.”

“I can't,” Kathy said.

“I will!” Peter shouted. “And I'll give the Sergeant the
knife.”

He then raced
across the room to pick up the knife. Kathy, however, beat him to
it, snatching it up before he could touch it.

“I'll tell the Sergeant about it then,” Peter
threatened.

“And he'll be very angry when he hears how you've hidden it
from him,“ Mrs. Evans joined in.

Kathy felt
hemmed in. It was difficult holding out against both of them.

“Oh, all right,” she finally said. “You win. I'll give the
Sergeant the knife.”

“When?” Mrs. Evans asked, knowing quite well how Kathy could be
sly.

“This afternoon - after lunch,” Kathy replied, her lips pouting
and her eyes downcast.

“Come here, lass,” she commanded. “I want you to look at
me.”

Kathy moved
towards Mrs. Evans.

“Now tell me, will you really see the Sergeant?”

Try as she
might Kathy could not look at Mrs. Evans for very long. It was like
the old woman’s eyes burnt into her brain.

“I said so, didn't I?” she answered.

“I wish I could believe you, Kathy, but I feel you've got
something planned. There could be trouble if you break your
word.”

“I won't break my word,” Kathy said.

Mrs. Evans
paused for a moment. It was useless to pursue the matter anymore.
What Kathy would do, she would do. She was headstrong,
single-minded and nothing would deter her from her course of action
once she had chosen it. Mrs. Evans just hoped that this time she
would use her common sense and do the proper thing.

“Well, Kathy, you should be going if you're to get your
father's meal,” she said.

Mrs. Evans
then tried to get up from her chair to see the children out, but
fell back onto it. She groaned. Today had taken a lot more out of
her than she'd realized.

“Are you all right?” Peter asked.

“I'm tired, that's all. And feeling my age. Now, off with you
both. It’s been good to see you again.”

As the
children left Mrs. Evans rested her arms on the kitchen table and
sighed deeply. Yes, it had been good to see the children again,
their visit had lifted her spirits. In fact, it had been ages since
she had felt so happy. There was just one thing that bothered her -
the persistent and uneasy feeling that something unpleasant and
unforeseen was about to happen.

 


 



CHAPTER 10 - THE GAMBLER'S ROOM

 


The noise of
drinkers, sounds of laughter, an argument breaking out, slurred
voices raised in anger, swearing, cursing, clinking, a glass
dropped and shattering on the hard floor - all emanated loudly from
the bar down below.

Peter, his
legs trembling with fear, stood guarding the door of the Gambler's
room on the first floor of the town's only hotel. He looked at his
sister, who calmly drew the curtains apart so as to let light into
the shabby room – the best the hotel had to offer.

“Kathy,” Peter called quietly across the room, “let's
go.”

“Watch the hallway!” she called back in a loud
whisper.

“You know, we've broken our promise to Mrs. Evans,” Peter
continued.

“I never promised not to search the Gambler's room. I only said
I'd see the Sergeant. And I will. As soon as I'm finished here,”
she said.

“You're going to get us into trouble. I know it. Oh, why did I
change my mind?”

“Why did you change your mind? I told you, you didn't have to
come.”

“I couldn't let you come here by yourself. Father said I had to
look after you.”

Kathy glared
angrily at her brother. She knew the truth and so did he. It was
Kathy who really did the looking after, but the words of his father
from the night before still burnt in Peter’s ears. He had called
Peter a coward for leaving his sister to fight the boatshed fire.
He wouldn't desert his sister again. Besides, what if they did find
out something important about the Gambler? He would be a hero and
how proud his father would be of him then.

Kathy began to
search the room, first going to a chest of drawers that stood
against the wall. She pulled each drawer open and carefully looked
inside.

“I hope they don't notice that key gone,” Peter said,
continuing to watch Kathy, completely forgetting his sentry
duty.

“They won't,” she assured him. “And keep a look
out.”

“But what about the Gambler? What if he comes?” Peter
persisted.

“Will you stop worrying? The Gambler's drinking downstairs in
the bar. I've heard he drinks there most of the day.”

Kathy tried to
sound unconcerned, but she was only pretending. Outwardly she
seemed relaxed, but inside she churned anxiously over the prospect
of being caught. However, if they were successful and found
something that would prove the Gambler guilty, it would all be
worth it.

Kathy finished
searching the chest of drawers. She'd had no luck finding anything
of use to them there. She then spied a large, heavy wooden trunk at
the end of the bed. That was more like it, she thought.

She went to it
and kneeling down in front of it, inspected the padlock that safely
secured it. She then took out the pocket knife and opened the
blade. She would try to pick the lock with the knife.

Peter again
watched her nervously. Kathy was taking too long. At that moment
Peter looked out into the hallway.

“Oh, oh!” Peter exclaimed, his face draining of blood. “The
Gambler!” he cried in a loud whisper to his sister.

Kathy turned
pale too, but quickly recovered. She snapped into action. She
rushed to the door and looked out quickly. Peter was right. The
Gambler was coming. He was down the end of the hallway, swaying on
his feet in a drunken fashion while fumbling in his pockets for his
room key.

There was no
time to lose. Kathy closed the door and locked it with her key from
the inside. They couldn't escape by the hallway now; the Gambler
would see them for sure.

Next, she
raced to the window. Maybe they could leave that way? But there was
no balcony or ledge outside they could climb onto. Perhaps they
could jump? She looked out and down. A horse pulling a cart rumbled
by below. They were quite high up - from the window she could see
the church steeple, the roofs of houses and the top storey of all
the tall buildings that lined the main street. No, if they went
that way, they would break a neck or a leg, or both. There was only
one course of action.

“Come on, Peter,” she called to him urgently. “Get under the
bed.”

“The bed!” Peter cried out.

“Yes, and there's no time to argue!”

Peter,
however, was unable to move. He still remained near the door frozen
like a statue. Kathy ran to him, took him by the arm and dragged
him roughly towards the bed. Once there she forced him down onto
his hands and knees and pushed him under the bed. She then quickly
followed him, managing to hide herself just as the Gambler unlocked
the door and entered the room.

The Gambler
now stood in the room, dressed in black. Black coat, black
trousers, black boots, even the eye-patch over his left eye was
black. His hair too, was black, as was his great bushy beard.

Standing in
the middle of the room he rocked a little unsteadily on his feet,
mumbling and cursing under his breath. How he hated this one-horse
town. He was used to bigger, better things. This place bored him.
The only thing to do was to gamble, get drunk and sleep.

He next gazed
about the room, which in some way looked different. He stared at
the window. Hadn't he closed those curtains that morning? Then
remembering the bottle of whiskey he had in his coat pocket, he
took it out, removed its cork with a pop and had a couple of
swigs.

After awhile,
the Gambler began to get undressed, first removing his coat and
placing it over the back of a chair. He next took out his gold
watch from his vest pocket and placed it on a small table beside
his bed. He then sat on the side of the bed and rolled up his shirt
sleeves and pulled off his boots and socks, stuffing the socks into
the boots and pushing them with his heel under the bed, right under
the noses of the children. Finally, he lay back heavily on the bed,
making the springs of the bed stretch so low with his weight that
they almost touched Kathy and Peter.

What were they
going to do? Kathy pondered the problem. Perhaps they could wait
until he fell asleep. He was bound to, drunk as he was. Yes, that
was it - they would stay hidden until he was asleep and then creep
out without the Gambler ever being the wiser. It was far too risky
to do anything else.

 


 



CHAPTER 11 - THE SEARCH CONTINUES

 


By the light
in the room Kathy could tell it was getting late. Above them on the
bed the Gambler now lay snoring. Even in sleep he looked fierce and
somewhat deathly. His pock-marked face was pale and his eye-lids
red.

The time had
now come to make their escape. Kathy quietly instructed Peter on
what to do and carefully they emerged from under the bed to slowly
make their way across the room towards the door.

Kathy stopped,
however, before reaching it. There was a strong smell of whisky in
the room. She looked down at the table beside the bed, where his
bottle of whisky lay knocked on its side. He had completely drained
it. If he had drunk all that he'll be dead to the world for hours,
she reasoned. It was an opportunity too good to miss.

“Peter,” she whispered.

“Shhh!” Peter cautioned. “You'll wake him.”

“Not with all the whisky he's had.”

“Well, what do you want?” Peter asked, his leg again twitching
nervously. “Let’s go.”

“Not yet. I want to look around some more.”

“More!” Peter almost shouted.

“We've still got to find out who he really is. I want to search
that trunk. And he must have a key.”

“No,” Peter responded firmly. They had pushed their luck far
enough.

“If he wakes up, just run. He won't catch us.”

“No,” Peter said firmly again. On this he was
immovable.

“All right,” Kathy said, with just the right tone of contempt.
“You go - baby.”

“I'm not a baby,” he responded.

“Yes, you are - a real baby.”

“I'm not!” he shouted, this time completely forgetting where he
was.

Both children
froze, and terrified, looked towards the Gambler, who continued to
doze peacefully, completely motionless and undisturbed. They sighed
with relief.

Then Peter,
taking courage from the fact that the Gambler really was drunk and
not easily aroused, said to his sister, “All right, I'll stay. I'll
show you I'm no baby.”

Kathy though
had already set off in search of the key to the trunk in which she
hoped she would find the clue she was looking for. She went to the
Gambler's coat that hung over the back of the chair. His keys must
be in one of his outside pockets, she thought. But as she stooped
down to go through them she noticed the Gambler's wallet peeking
out from his inside coat pocket. This was interesting. She removed
it and held it up for Peter to see. She then waved to him to come
over.

Peter tip-toed
to her and watched as Kathy flicked through the wallet's various
compartments.

“He's got lots of money,” Kathy said. “Hmm, what's
this?”

Kathy found a
small newspaper clipping folded up and hidden in the wallet. On one
side there was an advertisement for women’s corsets and on the
other a small article about a merchant ship. In a whisper she read
the article to Peter:

“The ship, Yankee Trader, on her homeward voyage to America,
struck a reef during a violent storm and sank with all hands.
Amongst the unfortunates to have perished was a well-known Sydney
criminal sought by police.”

Peter listened
closely, but was confused. It was an interesting story, but what
did it mean?

Kathy
explained.

“Don't you see,” she said. “This could have something to do
with the Gambler. Why else would he have it in his pocket? I'm
going to keep it and give it to the Sergeant.”

“But Kathy,” he said, “that's stealing.”

“It's only a bit of paper,” she said, stuffing it in her
pocket. “He won't even notice it's gone.”

“I hope not,” Peter murmured and then added, “Kathy, will you
hurry up and search that trunk so we can go?”

“All right,” Kathy said. “Only why don't you look around too -
see what you can find?”

Peter would
have liked to let Kathy do all the work, but he knew the quicker
they searched, the faster they would be out of there. He therefore
decided to join in, silently creeping over to the side table on
which lay the Gambler's watch. He picked up the watch and began to
inspect it; hoping to find an inscription. Peter knew that people
sometimes engraved their name on their watches. Unfortunately the
Gambler’s watch was unmarked.

Meanwhile
Kathy had found the Gambler's keys in his coat pocket and was now
testing them in the trunk's lock. Finally she found the right one
and opened the trunk. The trunk was full of clothes and other
things. Obviously it was going to take her a long time to search
it. She looked at Peter who stared aimlessly about the room.

“Hey,” she said, “why don't you see if the Gambler's got a
tattoo on his arm? Remember, Mrs. Evans saw a tattoo of a woman
with the words ‘Lady Luck’ underneath.”

“But that means I've got to go near him,” Peter uttered in
horror.

“Go on,” Kathy urged him. “He won't even know you're
there.”

Although Peter
felt the situation was getting more and more risky, he also thought
Kathy was probably right. No, he was being silly. The Gambler
looked so drunk even an earthquake wouldn't wake him. He made up
his mind to be brave. Besides, he was curious to see if the man
Mrs. Evans saw in her trance really was the Gambler.

Moving ever so
quietly Peter crept close to the bed and examined the Gambler's arm
that lay slung over one of its sides. No sign of a tattoo there. He
then peered across at the other arm that lay folded across the
Gambler’s chest. There it was - on his forearm - the tattoo just as
Mrs. Evans described it! Peter grew so excited he almost shouted
out again, but checked himself in time.

“Found it,” he called quietly to his sister.

Kathy,
however, did not respond, but stared into the trunk, amazed by her
find, which she took out to show Peter.

“Look!” she exclaimed, holding up a pistol.

Peter's eyes
almost fell out of their sockets. Oh, how he wished they were out
of there.

“Put it back, before it goes off,” he whispered in a
panic.

“I'll be careful,” Kathy said, lightly touching the trigger of
the gun. She'd never held a pistol before.

“Kathy,” Peter called quietly again. “Please, can we get out of
here?”

“Just a minute,” she said. “I'm almost finished. Why don't you
check and see if he has a scar. He's supposed to have a scar too,
remember.”

“A scar,” Peter replied. “But Kathy, that's on his face. I'll
have to go real close.”

“Just take a quick look,” she said. “See if you can spot it
under his beard. We should make sure. It'll be the last thing I ask
you to do.”

“Promise?” Peter asked her.

“Promise,” she assured him, continuing to sort through the
trunk.

Peter weighed
up the situation. If he was very careful, he thought, he should be
all right. Besides, the deep, regular breaths and occasional snores
showed him that the Gambler was still soundly asleep. Anyway, the
first sign of trouble and he'd be off.

Peter went
close to the Gambler and bent down to survey his pale, pock marked
face. Phew! What a smell! He smelt the Gambler's stale breath,
which reeked of whisky and cigars. Peter now held his nose, while
he looked this way and that to see any sign of a scar that lurked
buried under the mass of hair that made up the Gambler’s bushy,
black beard. It was hopeless however. He could see nothing
underneath, as no skin was visible through the jungle of growth.
Then he thought he saw something. Yes, there on the side of the
Gambler's cheek down near his jaw, there was something. But a
scar?

“I think I found it,” he whispered very softly to Kathy. “But I
can't be certain.”

“Push away the hairs,” she advised him.

“T-t-t-touch him,” Peter stuttered. No, no, this was going much
too far.

“If he feels it, he'll only think it's a fly. Go on, don't be a
scaredy cat. I'll do it, if you won't.”

Yes, and grab
all the glory, Peter thought. He had done all the hard work and she
would get all the praise, just because she touched him. And to
actually touch the Gambler that was a thing worth boasting
about.

“No, I'll do it,” he quietly said to Kathy. “You finish with
that trunk.” How good it felt to be telling Kathy what to do for a
change.

Peter stood
poised over the Gambler's face, slowly, very slowly, moving his
hands to the spot where the scar might be. If only he could stop
his hands from shaking. He concentrated hard and his hands began to
relax. He was ready.

He carefully
set his hands down on the Gambler's face and gently began to pushed
apart the hairs of the beard with his fingers, all the time
listening to the Gambler's steady breathing. He was almost there
now, almost safe and home, all he had to do was take a peek at the
Gambler’s skin. Excitedly he looked down on the Gambler’s face and
there, there it was, just as Mrs. Evans had predicted, there was
the scar!

Peter was
overjoyed. It was quite an achievement. In his mind he saw himself
impressing his proud father with his great feat of bravery. In
fact, so carried away was Peter by the power of the moment that he
failed to noticed the Gambler's good eye half opened and trained
upon him, while the Gambler's arm, which had hung over the bed, now
slowly crept up towards the back of Peter's neck.

Just at that
moment Kathy looked up towards her brother. She cried out loudly,
“Peter, watch out!”

Too late! The
Gambler seized Peter and dragged him onto the bed. Peter kicked and
screamed, while Kathy launched herself at the Gambler in an effort
to save her brother.

The three of
them fought, Peter kicking and biting, Kathy pulling and punching
furiously, as the Gambler struck out wildly, catching and holding
Peter with one arm while trying to grab Kathy with the other.

Finally, he
caught her too, his strong, muscular arms now locking both of them
by their throats against his chest, where they stayed choking and
gasping for air. Yes, the Gambler had them and there was no chance
of escape except death.

 


 



CHAPTER 12 - AT THE POLICE STATION

 


Kathy and
Peter stood in the police station, their heads humbly bowed and
their hands held meekly behind their backs. In front on them,
seated behind his desk, was a stern faced Sergeant O'Connell.

Next to them
stood their father, his face grim, his cheeks burning with anger
and humiliation. He kept his eyes to the front, gazing either at
the iron doors of the cells he could see through the doorway into
the next room, or at the wanted posters pasted on the sandstone
wall behind the Sergeant's head; anywhere, except at his disgraced
children by his side.

When he had
heard the news, he could hardly believe his ears - his children
caught acting suspiciously in a hotel room and dragged screaming
through the streets to the police station. What made things worse
and added most to the indignity was the fact they were found in the
room of his despised enemy, the Gambler.

“Caught them,” the Gambler shouted angrily, tucking his shirt
tail into his trousers as he strutted around the Sergeant’s desk in
his bare feet, having had no time to dress. “Caught them in the
act. They were stealing.”

The Sergeant
looked at Kathy and Peter.

“Well?” he said, leaning back in his chair. “What were you
doing in Mr. Turner's room?”

“I told you what they were doing,” the Gambler
interrupted.

“If you don't mind, Mr. Turner, it’s my job to get to the
bottom of this,” the Sergeant said. “Now, Kathy, Peter, what were
you doing in Mr. Turner's room?”

Kathy and
Peter, remained silent, terrified to say in front of the Gambler
why they had really been in his room.

“This is just wasting my time,” the Gambler growled. “Sergeant,
don't you realize I'm an important man?”

“Hah,” Ted scoffed under his breath, breaking his
silence.

In response
the Gambler shot him an angry look, a flash of hatred passing
between them, making the Sergeant feel increasingly uneasy. What
was it between these two? Why did they hate each other so much? The
whole thing puzzled the Sergeant. He knew, of course, why Ted hated
the Gambler, since the Gambler wanted to drive him out of business.
But the Gambler? There was something else, some personal grudge
against Ted that the Sergeant found difficult to understand.

“Why don't you get them to turn out their pockets?” the Gambler
demanded.

“I was just about to do that,” returned the
Sergeant.
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