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safe place to float the opium to land from a launch
or white hall boat by day or night. Such a cove he
had found, where the waters for a sixteenth of a
mile deposited their driftwood. His theory was
complete. The hut was a smuggler's runway; the
woman was in the ring and for a breach of faith
had been slain, an attempt being made to have it

appear she was slain by robbers.

That Marshall and his men had been preparing to
close in on the gang that made the cabin their ren-
dezvous Lanagan did not know until the night be-
fore.

" Then I found the whole map out here sprinkled

with them. Recognised Marshall, who nearly
tumbled over me ; but he probably figured I was one
of his men, and said nothing.

" It was funny. McCluskey and Roberts chasing
ghosts with myself and four revenue officers as the
audience. I nearly laughed when McCluskey told
me the story this morning. They didn't come
within fifteen yards of the edge of the cliff, either,

although they said they did.

"The weather man told me to-day the storm
v/ould blow over by evening and I figured the Hong-
kong would be making port and the ring would
attempt to land their stuff; every liner has been
bringing it in. I came out last night on the chance
she might try to make port.

" No one suspected Enright."


