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The steward Rasselas went

searching the ship for the com-
municator and found him fiat on
his face on the flying bridge,
asleep in the sun. ‘‘Suh, Mistuh
Keith, suh. Cap’n wants you,
suh.”

“Okay. Thanks, Rasselas.”
Queeg looked up from his jig-

saw puzzle with a remarkably
pleasant, youthful smile when
Willie came into his cabin. It
brought back forcibly to Willie
how much he had liked Queeg at
their first handshake so long,
long ago

“Well, Mr. Keith, here’s some-
thing for you.” Queeg took sev-
eral clipped sheets from an
overflowing wire basket and gave
them to the communicator. They
were Willie’s appointment to
lieutenant junior grade. Queeg
stood, and offered his hand.
“Congratulations. Lieutenant.”

Willie had been comforting him-
self for months with a dark
fantasy. He had resolved that if
ever a moment came when Queeg

offered to shake hands with him,
he would refuse. With that one
gesture he would tell the captain

once for all what the world of
gentlemen, in the person of Willie
Keith, thought of people like
Queeg. Now it had suddenly

come, the chance to make the
daydream real—but the sad fact
is, Willie meekly took the captain’s
hand and said, “Thank you. sir.”

“Not at all, Willie. We have
our little differences, naturally,
but as an officer you measure up
very well—very well, on the
whole.”

Keefer Reading Eliot.
Keefer was sitting on his bed

in his shorts, reading the poems
of T. S. Eliot.

“Say, Tom!” It was the voice
of Maryk from across the passage-
way. “How about coming in here
for a second if you’re not busy?”

“Sure.”
Maryk, also in shorts, sat at

his desk, fingering a pile of Navy
letters. “Pull the curtain, Tom.
. .

. Now, just for the hell of it,
tell me this. Can you figure what
it is the captain has against Stil-
well?”

“Sure, Steve, I know, but you’ll
just brush me off ”

“Let me hear.”
“Okay. He hates Stilwell for

being handsome, healthy, young,
competent, and naturally popu-
lar and attractive—all the things

l that Queeg is not. Ever read Billy
Budd, by Melville? Read it. That’s
the whole story. Stilwell is a
symbol of all the captain’s frus-
trations, all the things he would

; like to smash because he can’t
have them, like a child wanting

to break another child’s toys. In-
fantilism is very strong in our cap-
tain. I’m leaving out a conjec-

tural element which I also think
is important, maybe even decisive
—the sexual ” Maryk made a
disgusted grimace. “—I know, we
start wading in slime at this point.
But repressed desire can turn to
hate, and all of the captain’s mal-
adies could fall into a pattern on
the theory of an unconscious, vio-
lently repressed inversion which
fits in beautifully with ”

“Okay, Tom. I’ve heard enough.
Thanks.” The exec got up and
hoisted himself onto his bunk. He
sat at the edge, his thick bare
legs dangling. “Now, would you
really like to know why the cap-

tain has it in for Stilwell?”
“Sure,” said Keefer. “No doubt

you have a much more profound
theory, and I ”

“I don’t know any theories. I’m
just a dumb comic-book reader
who made a straight C-minus at
college. But I know a fact or two
that you don’t. The captain is
out to get Stilwell because he
blames him for the time we cut
our own towline. He thinks Stil-
well deliberately didn’t warn him,
just to get him in trouble.’’

Keefer was startled. “How do
you know? We don’t even know
that he realizes we did cut the
towline ”

“He realizes. He told me in San
Francisco what I just told you.”

“I’m damned!”
“And the captain feels that all

his trouble with ComServPac, and
for that matter with the Maine
officers and crew, stems from that
incident. He knows what an idiot
that made him out to be. Don’t
underrate the captain, Tom ”

The novelist shook his head in
wonder. “You know,, that’s the
first backstage glimpse I’ve been
allowed into that strange mind.
Imagine, blaming Stilwell! When
he himself "

“How about all those theories
of yours now, Tom? Frustration,
Billy Buck, infantilism, inversion,
and all that?”

Keefer said, with an embrassed
grin, “You think you’ve caught
me, don’t you? Not necessarily.
What he told you may still be just
a surface symptom of my diag-
nosis—”

“Okay, Tom. How about this?;
Will you come up with me to-
morrow morning to the medical
officer of the Pluto, and tell him
what you think of the captain?”

Keefer took a long pause before
answering. “Not me.” he said.
“You can go. It’s your place, not
mine.”

“I can’t explain all that
psychological stuff. That’s your
line.”

“Did you ever hear of a thing

1 called conspiracy to undermine
authority?” said the novelist.

“But if he’s crazy—”
“Inever said he was crazy. I

said he was teetering on the edge.
That kind is almost Impossible to
nail. One you accuse them, they
shrink back into the most con-
vincing damn normal attitudes

! you ever saw. They’re as cunning
;as acrobats at treading that thin
line between being a louse and
being a lunatic. It would take a
state-side civilian clinic to see
into Queeg. Here we’d just hang
ourselves.”

“All right. Tom.” The execu-
tive officer jumped off his bunk
and faced the gangling novelist,
looking up into his eyes. “That
was a request to put up or shut
up. You won’t put up. Then
shut up this talk about the cap-
tain being crazy. It’s like run-
ning around in a powder maga-
zine with a blowtorch. You
understand? I swear I’ll report
to the captain any further state-
ments you make along that line.

The Caine Mutiny
By Herman Wouk

Friendship, on this point, no!
longer means anything to me.
That’s the straight dope.”

Keefer listened with a grave,
tense face; only there was a tinge
of mockery in the wrinkling of
his eyes. “Aye aye, Steve,” he
said quietly and went out through

the drawn curtain.
Maryk’s Medical Lor.

It became known among the
officers, shortly after the ship left
Funafuti in a convoy to Noumea,
that Steve Maryk had taken to
writing late at night.

Actually, he had begun a record
of the captain’s eccentricities and
oppressions, labeled "Medical Log
on Lt. Comdr. Queeg.” He kept it
locked in his desk safe. Aware
that the captain possessed a rec-
ord of the combination. Maryk
quietly opened the lock late one
night and reset the dials. He
gave a sealed envelope containing
the new combination to Willie
Keith with instructions to open
it only in case of his own death
or disappearance.

During the months that fol-
lowed the log swelled to a
voluminous record. By being sent
to Funafuti the Caine had fallen
into the clutches of the South-
west Pacific command, the
Seventh Fleet, and it began a
grinding, nerve-rasping tour of
monotonous escort duty.

During this captivity Capt.
Queeg became more irascible, se-
cluded and strange. When he
emerged from his cabin he usually
performed some minor outrage
that was written down in Maryk’s
log. He incarcerated sailors and
put officers under hack; he cut off
water, he cut off coffee, and when
the movie operator neglected to
send him word that a perform-
ance was starting he cut off movies
for the entire crew for six months.
He made endless demands for
written reports and Investigations.
Once he kept all the officers sit-
ting in session for 48 hours, try-
ing to find out which mess boy
had burned out a Silex (they
never found out and he an-
nounced a 20-point cut in every-
body’s fitness rating). He de-j
veloped a settled habit of sum-!
moning officers for conferences in
the middle of the night. The
equilibrium of declared hostility
between himself and the ward-
room, established by his speech
after the Stilwell court-martial,
came to seem the normal way of
life for the officers. They av-
eraged four or five broken hours
of sleep each night. A gray mist
of fatigue settled over their
minds. They were jumpy, easily
moved to quarrel and more scared
and sickened with every passing
week by the everlasting buzz of
the wardroom phone and the mes-
sage, “Captain wants to see you
in his cabin.” And all the time
Maryk doggedly kept adding to
his secret log.

Early in June they were
rescued from the treadmill deliri- i
um of 7th Fleet duty. The opera-!
tion order for the Invasion of;
Saipan arrived aboard, and the
Caine was assigned to the screen 1
of the main body of attack trans-
ports.

An hour before dawn of the in-
vasion day. with the night fading
to blue and Saipan beginning to
show on the horizon, a humped
black shape, Willie was surprised
to find himself badly scared. It
humiliated him to be afraid, ap-
proaching his second combat ex-
perience, when he had been so
valorously carefree the first time.
His innocence was gone. The
flame and noise and ruin and
falling figures of Kwajalein had
penetrated to his bones and
viscera even while he had hum-
med Begin the Beguine.

The Caine was sent to an anti-
submarine patrol sector as soon as
the invasion got under way, and
there it steamed endlessly In a
figure-eight path several thousand
yards long. Twelve other ships
moved in unison with it, back and
forth at 10 knots, in a protective
fanning curtain around the trans-
ports anchored close to the beach.
It seemed like a safe place, and
Willie’s spirits improved as the
hburs passed. His morale stif-
fened when he observed that
Queeg was really shuttling from
one side of the bridge to the
other so as to remain sheltered
from the beach. There was no
mistaking it this time, because the
ship kept reversing course every
few minutes; and regular as clock-
work, each time it presented a new
side to Saipan, Queeg would come
strolling around to the seaward
wing. This gave Willie a dearly
cherished chance to display his
contempt for the captain by doing
exactly the opposite. He sensed
that the sailors were noticing
Queeg’s conduct; there was a lot
of sly grinning and muttering.
Willie ostentatiously moved to the

exposed side with each turn of the
ship. Queeg took no apparent
notice.

Plane Falls in Sea.
Shortly after Willie took over

the binoculars from Keefer for the
afternoon watch, a Navy Corsair
came flying across the northern
hills of the island toward the
Caine. All at once lt burst Into
a rosette of flame, and arched into
the water with a great splash
halfway between the minesweeper
and another patrol vessel, the new
destroyer Stanfield. Willie tele-
phoned the captain.

“Kay, head over there at 20
knots,” was the sleepy reply. Queeg
arrived on the bridge wearing
khaki shorts and bedroom slippers,
yawning, as the Caine and the
Stanfield were closing to within a
thousand yards of each other at
the place of the crash. There was
no remnant of the plane on the
water; only a rainbow-colored film
of gasoline.

“Bye-bye, Corsair,” said Queeg.
Towers of white water suddenly

grew out of the sea on both sides
of the Stanfield. FOr half a
second Willie was puzzled, and
thought they might be a queer
tropical weather trick. Then the
words burst from his throat:
"Captain! The Stanfield’s being
straddled!”

Queeg looked at the subsiding
splashes and shouted Into the
pilothouse. “Allengines ahead full!
Hard right rudder!”

“There, captain!” Willie pointed
to an orange flash followed by a
puff of orange smoke, high on a
cliff to the north. “That’s the
battery, sir!” He ran out on the
wing, and shouted up to the flying
bridge, “Gun watch!”

Jorgensen poked his head over
the bulwark, “Yes, Mr. Keith?”

“Shore battery bears 045 relative,
distance 4000, top of the cliff!
There, see that flash? Train the
main battery on it!”

“Aye, aye, sir! ... All guns,
shore battery, 045 relative, eleva-
tion 10, distance 4,000!”

The Stanfield was whrillng in a
tight circle through a rain of
splashes, and even as lt turned lt
blasted an earsplitting salvo from
its 5-inch guns. Willie saw the
Caine’s gun crews jump to their
places. The line of 3-inch guns
swung parallel, pointing more and
more astern each second as the
|ship turned.

“Rudder amidships! Steady as
jyou go!” Willie heard Queeg say.
The minesweeper was now headed
directly away from the shore bat-
tery, leaping through the water
at 20 knots. Willie ran into the
pilothouse.

“Captain, main battery manned
and on target!” Queeg seemed
not to hear. He stood at an open
window, with a squinting smile on
his face. “Captain, request per-
mission to come broadside and fire
at the shore battery! We’re on
the target, sir!” The guns of the
Stanfield roared two more salvos
astern. Queeg paid no attention.
He did not turn his head or his
eyes. “Sir,” said Willie desperate-
ly, “Irequest permission to open
fire with No. 4 gun! A clear shot
over the stern, sir!”

Queeg said nothing. The officer
of the deck ran out on the wing
and saw the destroyer, a dwindling
shape, fire its guns again. A thick
ball of dust enveloped the place
on the cliff where the battery
had been. Flames darted out of
the dust as the salvo struck. Again
the Stanfield was straddled. It
fired four rapid salvos. There were
no answering shots; at least there
seemed to be no more splashes ris-
ing near the destroyer. Already
the Caine was too far away for
WUUe to be certain.

The old minesweeper went on
with the carrier to Eniwetok, and
was sent back to Kwajalein with
some LSTs, and then to Eniwetok
again with a tnaker. The year
rounded into August and the
Caine still plied among the atolls
of the Central Pacific, trapped
once more in tedious shuttling,
this time in the grip of the Com
sth Fleet.

(Copyrlcht, 1952. by Herman Wouk.
Distributed by Doubleday Syndicate.)

(To Be Continued Tomorrow.)
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