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JOURNEY T0 DEATH |

by
DONALD E. WESTLAKE

MAN’S WORST ENEMY IS MAN f"



LTHOUGH ocean voyages are ot ew to me, T have never gros
‘accustomed to the sway and Toll of
For that reason, 1 normally get
Atlintic, not being able to close my eyes until [ have reached such
o poit of sxhaution that it i 10 Tonger posbl for me 1o keep
@ oo, Sinos busines ol ke it nacsery foe e o ourney
e vl me, rom e e o 30 by e,
ot Ton sEard o o 1o coutrdy Tor o The soling of
ship st s couses neadins s b my stomach and mind, bt the
tere thought of Iraveling through the air terriies me. A ses voyage,
ot st f o vl a1 aen oy nuorani aftes b these
ye.u, with the calea of old resigustion.
7o i imprositle fo merey i in bol vk, oy staing
ot the culng, theogh all the Tong rolling nights btween Dore
New York, and even reading begins, at 1.-:, to pall. On 0

1 was delighted, therefore, on thi nd Tateat eromsing, to dis-
cons, the third wiht ot & ellvallerer, n nsomeis ke vl
amed a busi

n ley. Cowles was an inessman, younger
o e, psbaps {omy v o Ry, A duml and sensible men 1
found him, and enjoyed his company, iaht, den il the

an €

pehni

of shec g nd s humor, a v g decaying
Tt B Toncs ks o sime soch i,

‘The nights were spent iri corvessation, in atrolls about the decks,

or i biiards,  game whick wo both loved bt which wither had

of equal sncompetence in. the oport, we con-

wnkdly ml\sd Al ‘hoams i the lacse Tillaed room ool

eck 23

" e dehth num wtthe voynu was spent in this room, where ve
pullsd banply o g paved with oue cormal Ik of sl and
waited patieatly for dawn. It was & d chilly night, with a

ampering across the waves e e ¢ Ao ad Yoely
host searching for land, and we had closed every door and window
n




12 MYSTERY DIGEST
iu the toom, preferring an stmoaphess Dolluted by cigar smoke to
il 1o the boce.
Tt was only fifteen minutes afier thus into the
room that the catastrophe strack. 1 doo't o 1 oo e
m, ‘explosion in the huge and myaterious engines somen
1ol bowels of th sk, perkaps, uncxpacted conta with a mine
0l e i e Cecond Wond W, Whatever . vas e
silencs of the night was suddenly torn spart by a tremendous end
‘powerfal sound, a toar, 2 ¢rash that dulled the senses and paralyzed
the body,und the wbol sip te Aragon, hudderd nd ed
with & violent erking spaem. Cowley and { we m to
Soor, and on X the tabls,te bilkied bl d-d(ed nd alled, 18
though thee hyeeria and feo
And then the ohi ety 0 lop and huld |ue|f immobile
whilo time fisshed by, and T Emtsio 1oy e bssing th e
of sbclte slenc, of o brsken workd sulderly wiha time or

T lumerl towacd the e doon, leading out 0 th deck aad s
nd terrified face, a woman, stil in her
ibean wbme mnul.h srasopenand vho o sresrios | stated
toward her, st ugh the glac in the doos, ani e
began sesin "o sy lurched e, end s T strugaled o kecp wy
T sew bz tom ey, o6t 1 the cmpiincas, and caper
S ‘against the window panes.
It vre ks an devator gone et burling downfrom the upper,
story. The water boiled end fumed outside the window, and
¥ s o b wll, ik and e, v thl e win sk
we yere sinking, and in a matter of seconds I would surely be dead.
A final jolt, sad. all movement stopped. The ship lay ot a slight
angle, the floor was at a shant, and we were at the bottom of the sea.
‘A part of my mind scresmed in horror and fear, but another parc
‘of ms vas calm, as though outside myself, separate, a brain not de
pendent upon thls frail and doomed body. It—this part of my mind
o T had never known belore—it thought, it conjectured, it rea
sea foor, hat much was obvious,
Buz howr far davn, how far from the surface? Not tao far, sy or
the pressure of the water would have burst the glase of the wi
Wi he wetce lose enahs fo 0 e dare to Jeave the ship, T0s
oom, this pocket of trapped sir? Could 1 hops to fight my way to
(h uttace heforo my ngn bare, blore my roed for g drove
open my mouth and Iet the water in to kill me
T couldn't take the chance. We had fellen for so long. and ¥ was




JOURNEY TO DEATH 1
1ot & young man. I conldn't taks the chence.

A grom reminded me of Cowley. 1 trned and saw him lying on
the foor agaimat ome wal, apparenty Tolled there when.the ship
sank. He moved now, fecbly, and touched his hard to his hesd,

ey clay. He turned and hurried to the nearest window. Outside,
o i light from our risn ainly uminsed he aviciog
vates wrourd w, Covley faced mp agsi, “The
Veragasd. “Perhape ther ax athr rooms )l sesled aﬂ,"lmd
ok e " peaking, e ght Bkl and grey
Lt expented Conle o puic, s | had dones bue e vt
insad, mdunm.ﬂy, ' s “Whot 3 way 1o,
T told him. “If there were survivors—"
e o it v oo aons e
Theyll be rescued 1 sad, suddenly £l of hove. “Ther'l know
where the dbip went down. Aad divers will co
Why?”

e inart o i e o salvage what they can o deteing
. They'll send divers

“We can get it over with, o o ope.. the door.”

lipa.
and once more the
Hgl imuing bulbs. Y
ot L at nee they vest out, Wo e i
the dack, in piteh blackness, alono beneath the cea.

T th Lsckness, Cowley nidy L suppose. souee siht, Theres
nothing to lose but our sanity. We'l waic”

L't anwer N 1 v ot n iy awn thougdt of ay wite
oty il n both contineats,

" e and s s T, W v o o, Dol 5 s o
mm-n unable to see anything at all, it seersed imposeible to con.

“Fiow long e sat there [ don't know, but suddenly T realisd that
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kwunnlmhmdnkmm-.v-mly lmﬂdm&hm-hpu
the room, I could see the form of Cowley sitting

Hclun‘d."kmnbydzyhdal,"beuid.“AmnnydAv On the

I"‘(‘;lwl long,” I asked him, “how long do you sappose the air will

“I don't know. I's a llrga roam, there’s oaly two of ua. Long
enough for us to starve k suppose.”

“Stacve?™ T ealised, al o once, jost how hunry T was. This was
& danger ¥ hadn’t thought about. Keeping the water oor, yon, The
emount of ir we had, yes. But it hadn't occurred to me, until just
now, that we were completely without food

Cowley got to bis fect and paced ahout the dim room, atretching
end rosming restlessly, “Assuming survivors,” be seid, es though

been 1o intervening silence, “essuming survivors, and assuming div-
ers, how long do you suppose it will taka? Perhape the survivora will
ba rescued todsy. When will the divers come? Tomorrow? Next
week? Two months from now?”

“I don’t know.”

Cowley laughed snddenly, 2 shrill and harsh sound in the closed
room, and I realized that he wase't ss calm as he had scemed. “If
this were fiction,” he said, “they would come at the last minute. Tn
the nick of time. Fiction is wonderful that way, IL is full of last
sainutes. But in 1ife thers is only one last minute, The minute before
death.”

“Let’s talk about other things,” 1

“Let'e not talk ot all” smid Cowley. He stopped by one of the
tables and picked up a billiard ball, In the gloom, I saw him toss
tho ball into the e, catch it, tose it and catch it, and then he said,
I could solve oar problem easily. Merely throw this bell through
the window there.”

T jumped to my feet. “Put it down! If you care nothing for your
own life, at least remember that [ want to live!”

‘Again he lenghed, and dropped the ball onto the table. He paced
agein for a while, then sank at last into a chair. “T'm tired,” he

1 was afraid to go to dleep, llrnld that Cowley would wait until
1 was dozing and would then open the door sfter all, or throw the
billiard ball through the window. T ant and watched hic for as long
a6 1 could, but my eyelids grew heavy and at last, in epite of my
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fears, my eyes closed and I elept.
When I awoke, it was dark again, the dark of a clouded midnight,
the dark of blindnes. I stirred, stretched my eramped limbs, then
sided. I could hear Cowley's measured bresthing. He slmbered
on.

once again duyel]ed by 8 gray and murky gloom, the lock of late
evening, a frustrating halflight that made the eyes steain to se
where there were only shapea and vague forms and half-seen mounds.

Cowley grumbled and stirred and came slowly to consciousness.

He s his foet and moved bis arms in undefined and meaningless
bungry,” he muttered, “The walls are closing in on me.”
aybe they'll come today,” I said.

“And ‘maybe they’ll never come.” Once more, he paced eround
the room. At length, he stopped. “I once read,” he said, 2s though to
himself, “that hunger is alwa greatest after the firat meal
muled ‘That after & day or two without food, the hunger pains grow

“1 thick that's right. T dou't think I'm a5 hungry now s 1 was
yesterda
“I atn,” he said, petulantly, as though it were my fault. “U'm twice
a3 hungry. My stomach is full of cramps. And I'm thirsty.” He stood
by & window; Jooking out. “I'm thirsty,” he said again. “Why don't
open the window and let some water i
“Stay away from there!” I hurried acrass the room and pulled
him away from the window, “Cowley, for God's sake get hold of
yourself? If we're calm, if we're patient, if we have the self-reliance
and steength to wait, we may yet be saved. Don't you want to live?”
“Lher Be laughed at me. “I died the ore yesterday.” He
HAung away from me, hurled himself into his chair. “T'm dead,” he
said bitterly, “dead and my stomach doesn’t know it. Oh, damn this
pain! Martin, believe me, 1 could stand anything, I could be es calm
and sofid as & rack, except for these terrible pains in my stomach.
T have to eat, Martin, It T dont et food soon, Il go out of my
mind. 1 know I will”

1 st00d watching him, helpless to say or do & thing.

His moods chenged abruplly, instantaneouly, without thyme or
reason. Now, he suddenly loughed again, that harsh and strideat
taugh that grated on my spine, that was more terrible to me than
the weight of the water outside the windows. He laughed, and seid,
“I have read of men, isolated, without food, who finally tumed to the
Tast solution to the problem of hunger.”
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1 dido't understand bim. 1 said, “What is that?”

“Each other.”

T starcd at him, and a chill breath of terror touched my throst
and dried it. I tried to speak, but my oice was hoarse, and 1 conld
only whisper, “Camnibalism? Good God, Cowley, you can't mean—"

Again, he laaghed. “Dont worry, Martin. 1 dov't think I could.
I£1 could cook you, I might consider it. But raw? No, T don't believe

et that hungry.” His mood chaged again, and he cursed.
“T1 be eating the rug soon, my own clothing, anything!”

e grew silent, and 1 set as far from him as 1 conld set. I meant
to stay awake now, no matter how long it tock, no matter what
happened. This man was insanc, he was capable of anything. I didn’t
dare sleep, and 1 looked forward with dread to the coming blackness
of night.

The silence was broken only by an oceasional multering from
Cowley scross the zoom, vwintollgible, as he mumbled to. himself
of hosrars 1 tried not to imagine. Bleckness came, and 1 waited,
straining to hear a sound, waiting 1o heaz Cowley move, for the attack
T knew mmust come. His breatbing was regular aod slow, ke seeaed to
be aslecp, but I couldn't trust him, | was imprisoned vith a madman,
my ouly hope of survival wes in staying swske, watching him every
second until the rescuers came, And the rescuers must come.
couldn't have gone through all this for nothing. They would come,
they must come.

My terzor and need kept me awake all night long and all through
the next day. Cowley shept much of the time, and when he was
vk he contented himsei with I mumbling o with gloweriog

But I couldn’t stay awake forever. As darkness returned again, as
the third day ended without salvation, a heavy fog seemed to lower
axound me, and although I fought it, lllhou!h 1 could feel the terror
in my vitals, the fog closed in and I sl

T woke suddenly. h was day again, and l cnnldn‘t breathe. Cowley
stood over me, his hands around my neck, squeesing, shutting off
the air from my lungs, and I felt 25 though my head were about to
burst. My eves bulged, my mouth opened and closed helplessly.
Couley's face, indistinct above me, gleamed with madncss, his eyes
bored into me and his mouth huog open in & hideous laugh.

T pulled at his hands, but they held me tight, I couldn’t move
thern, ¥ conldn't get air, air, I failed away at his face, and my heart

pounded in fear as I struggled. My fingers touched his face, perspir-
ing face, slid away, | lunged at his eyes. My finger drove into his
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eye, and be soroamed and released me. He fell back, -
against hia face, and 1 felt the warm jelly of his eve on my finger.

T stumbled out of tho chair, looking madly for escape, but the
room was sesled, we were prisoncrs together. He came at me again,
his clutching hands reaching out for me, his face terrible now with
the bloody wound where his left eye had been. I ran, and the breath
atled n my hooat e T gubot n i Chking, sobbng,  ra from

'y arma outstretched in the gloom, and 1 fell againet one of the
biliaed tablos My hand touched s cucstick, | pcked 1t up, turacd
t Cowley with it. Conley fell back, howling like an
but then came on again. Sercaming, I jabbed the cuestick full into
his open mouth.

The stick snapped in twa, part of it still in my hands, pert jutting
out of his moutk, and he started & shrick that ended in a terrible
urling wail He oppld fceforvardto the oo, divin the pice
of stick through the back of

Y turned. sway and callpied over & teble 1 was vilenty i, my
stomach jerking spastodieally, my throat heaving and xetching. But
it had been so long since I had eaten that I could bring nothing up,
but could only lie helplesely, conghing and shaking and terribly, ter-
ribly sick.

That was three days ago, and atil they havent come. Th
come s ow. T se b growing foul 7 heve | con brdly breah
any more. And I find that I am talking to myself, and every onos in
& while 1 will pick up  billiard ball and look longingly at the wine
dow, 1 am coming to long for death, and I know that that is mad-
ness. So they most come soon.

“And the warst thing is the hanger. Cowley is gone, now, all gone,
and 1 em hungey again.
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