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s The Secret of the Swamp
A Magnificent, Long, Complete Tale of
g NELSON LEE AND NIPPER, g
INTRODUCING “THE BLACK WOLF." %
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' PROLOGUE.
CHAPTER L

The Wreck of the Good Ship Rio Toro—In the G:ip of the Sca—Senor Josse

Sanchez Finds Death where He Sought Succour—The Outhitter of Balata

Expeditions—The Arrival of a Stranger—A Quecr Conference—The Plot-—
Events Move Swiltly— Nemesis.

FI' the north-caslern const of Venezuela, where the waters of the great
Orinoco sweep far out inte the Atlantic, the good ship Rio Toro,
bound from Liverpool to Rio Janeiro, met her fate. Sweeping on

through the summer night, with the great curtain of stars hanging above
her and the purple bowl of the southern sea beneath her, with the brilliant
Southern Cross guiding her way, and the flashing phosphorescence streaking
ont frow her like showers of diamonds in a pool of light, she struck a
treacherous derelict. St

-It may have been the hulk of that which bore men over the scas of a
previons gencration, it maf' have been the wreck of a ship which only .
short month before had satled proudly under her bellving canvas. No man
conld tell. :

‘But there it lay, slopping low in the wash which tessed np from the spew
of the Orinoco, right in the path of the Rie Toro, and inte the low black line
of treachery crashed the good ship, with a rending and splintering ef honest
timbers, the meaning of which the cars of the seaman knows only too well.

There was no time for boats that night. There was no time for angil
but to spring into the sca before the ship plunged to her death, taking with
her the treacherous derelict which had stabbed her to Lhe heart, and sweep-
ing down in the whirlpool many of those who a few moments bYefore had
been happy with the anticipation of an carly port.

Yet from the chaotic swirling of the waters there emerged one man, whe,
gripping on to life with all his will and strength, lought against the over-
powering demand of the sea, and, struggling valiantly, gradualiy drew avay
from the scene of death ahd desolation.

Ner is it part of this story to deal with the awlnl suffering of that sclitary
survivor of the Rio l'oro as he fought his way against the autward drirt
of the Orinoco—fonght his way agninst current and wave, against the
dangers of sharks, aud the torturing thirst of the day, which rose and found
him feebly struggling along, half delirious, and almost wholly exhausted.

Al throngh the intense, burning heat of a cloudless tropical day he teiled,
not wotting what he did; and then, with the violet wing of evening »weepivg
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Y ast, nn inshore current canght the maii to its breast, and bore
;::':nnr'f:l:::r::l:v(:::da. to {oss himt o:;lthc beach just where the stinking spew of
«» Mariusa empties into the sea,
”I"l"‘h?':-uhi lay in o dlclirinm of fever wulil another pink day surged up from
{ho cast. and there, too, did a wretched fate pursue him in the form of o
renegade of a white man, who came creeping orth from the mangroves to
gaze upon the form which Iny wedged between two rocks on the beach.

No coco-nut shell of cooling water did the ronegade bring to the tortured
man on the beach. No fresh innnnns from the groves beyond did he prepare.
v ' : . .

I“.‘!Sjl‘c;\\.-lsr, and with tie stealth which had made him hated and yet successful
as a bench-comber from the Orinoco to the Mosqlmto Coast, Pedro Monlero,
rencgnde Spaniard and murderer of Iidiane, stalked the man on the beach
with the same care he would have used in slalking a puma. . .

Across the white beach he erept, like a snake and a reptile did he raise
himself beside the man who lay jammed in between the rocks.

Slowly and methodically Montero examined that which the sea had thrown
up. and he found it the grentest prize the beach had ever yielded unto him.

Tt took only a few minutes for his expert fingers to discover and bring to
light {he contents of the man’s pockets. .

A wide Delt of waterproof material, and well sluffed, was (he most tempt-
ing of the assortment which rewarded his search. aund, letting the head of
the victim fall back, Pedro Montero unfasiened the five different pouches of
which the belt was composed, :

‘Then, as be squatted there beneath that Lropical sky, with the glow of
dny dying in the west and the hot, fetid stink of the mangroves stealing
across on the night breeze. Pedro Montero found that which made him gasp.

One hundred thick, folded papers—once hundred beantifully engraved and
vilt-edged bonds of the Republic of Costa Blanen, nnd for the sum of one

hundred thousand pounds ! _

One hundred thousand pounds, backed by the guarantee of the whole
Republic of Costa Blanca, and in notes and gold the sum of two thousand
ounds !

: Wlhat a haul Pedro Montero had made!

With the thick packet of this new-found wealth clutched in his hand, he
scorned the more trivial of the articles, and, recklessly kicking them into
the wea, turned his attention to the huddled heap on the ground hefore him.

TFrom the money belt which had yielded such wealth, Pedro Montero had
also came upon papers which told him all he wished to know.

Before him was a man whose name from those papers he knew to he
Sanchez, representative of the Republic of Costa Blanca, and hound for his
nalive State by the steamer Rio Toro.

Ilow he had come there upon that beach Pedro Montere did not know, nor
did he care heyond the extent that it might affect his own affnirs. But of one
thing he was determined. The man whom fate had 6o opportunely thrown
across his path would pot live 1o discover who had relieved him of his
belongings, for that he and he only should bemefit by what he had found
FPedro Montero nas determined.

Tying the belt about his own waist, Monlero grasped the “uncoenscious
man by the shounlders, and dragged him across to the shadow of the wan-
proves. Used as he was Lo the stench of those swamp-born trees, ho.minded
them little. and, plunging into a morass of mud and slime, he dragged his
victim in after him.

AL the edge of a dark, stinkin pool, black wilh mud and slime, and
g:ving off the odours of evil life wﬁich lurked in its depths, Pedro Montero
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pmiled an evil smile, and, getting behind his vietim, pushed him into tho
henrt of the awral hole.

There was a sndden swish and splash of slime as something liurlled wup
from the depthe below, the flash of an arm as the arm of the victim swepl
nCross the face of the pool, then what had once been a man disappeared into
the vile maw of a reptilian monster below!

Hugging the belt closely to him, Pedro Montero wormed his way back to
the beach. With a silver moon floating up from Lhe east, he started out that
evening to put as much distance behind him as possible.

By morning the scene of his vile crime was three leagues away, and, sleep-
ing i the shade of n planlain grove during the liot hours of the das, he
teavelled thus for a fortnight. '

At tha end of that time, he had reached the litile Indian fishing village of
Cabita, and fvom Cabita a bhoat set him across to Port of Spain, 1rinidad.

It was casy, Lhen.  From Port of Spain he took the first achooner along the
const, disembarking at Caracag, and not until he reached Caracas did ho
discover that the chip Rio Toro was supposed to have heen lost at sen.

Then he drifted along the const, gnarding greedily the thick bonds which
in his ignorant way he knew to be worlh a fortunc—if he could only realise
or them!

The two thcusand pounds he had changed at Port of Spain, and with this
as a capital he finally took up the outfitling of balnta expeditions into the
Bolivar district of Venezuela. _

From that on, he led an adventurous and profitable carcer; but still he
clung to tl:oke honds, glonting over what they represented, and yet afraid to
mnke the attempt to realise on them. Ile counld only hold them. hoping that

some day he would be able to change them for the money for which he had
gold his soul.

i ‘ CHAPTER 11.

OUR year. after the wreck of the good ship Rio Toro, up in the Goajira
Peninsula, which juts out into the Caribbean between Venezuela and
Colombia, sheer in the jungle of the guardian of Maracaibo, stoed a

low-Aung shack, built of rough mud and thatched with palm-leaves.

It was long and low and ungainly, was that shack; but to the surrounding
country it was a Meccn of wealth. For was it not the only place within a
hundred miles where one could get supplies for the inlerior, where the great
balata forests of wild rubber-trees grow, and where the adventurous white
man penetcated after the wealth of the savage land?

In the heart of the tangled jungle it stood, sweptl by the near-by forest, and
baunted Ly the hidden jungle life which swarmed about it. There did the
great boa ereep forth to seek and to kill.  There did the puma and the bean-
tiful, though deadly, occlot creep stealthily nlong in search of prey. There
did the wild pig %o snorting and dashing along. sweeping all befove it, for
might in tho jungle is right, and the wild pigs always travel in herds.

verhead, the sereaming parrots and parakeets made their presence krowa,

the humming-bird and the crimson macaw. The sioth made its slow and oil-
some way along, while the nclive moukey raced uast it with a chatler and a
scream of derision.

And deep in the most impenetrable mornsses the treacherous snake livked,
while deeper still the slimy and stinking =lligator basked in the sun.

In no part of the world” will one come upon wmere of the mystesy life of
the jungle than in that water-spread stretch which runs from the delta of the
Magdalena to the mouth of the Gull of Maracaibo.
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Tn the heart of this land sal the palm-thatched shack of Vedro Montero,
the outhitter of balata expeditions. for not ')'et had that murderous rencgnde
suceceded in realising on (he wealth which he had snatched from the body of
A1) unconscious man Four years ago on the beach by Boca Mariusa.

Four years of thicving and cheating and killing it had been, and yet from
a point of view of material profit Pedro Mounlero had done well.

tobbing iromn Lhe white men who'organised the expeditions for balata,
stealing ﬁ'om the Indians who, thoeugh treacherous and daring, yet fearcd
this man, who held the keys of the wonderful things which came from a
rirange world outside, he had done well.

Nor was there much apparent change in the man himself. On the par-
ticular day which brings him again to this story, he was sitling in a
vhadowy corner of-the great shack, a loose pair of dirty pyjamas covering his
brown legs, his chest bare, and a loose handkerchiel knotted about his thront.
Outside, cven the thick jungle growth failed to keep at bay the heat which
streame:l down into the little c'izcaring where the shack stood, and a casual
stranger, coming to the shack, would have thought human life non-existent,
so deathly still was everything. )

Yet even while IPedro Montero sat in the shack, drinking whisky and going
over an account-book, was Nemesis fast approaching him through the jungle.

In a small aparlment, partitioned off from the main part of the trading
shack by thin saplings suclt as the Arawakans use for the purpose, the Indian
wife of the rencegade sat in a dark corner, her knees lmnch«l up to her chin,
and ler ecyes brooding into the darkness with heavy sorrow.

T'o the Indian mind, the man who had chosen her from all the other women
of her tribe had been a sort of demi-god. That had been at first. Bul now
—heavens, how her Arawakan mind surged with hatred of the man who hud
heaten her and kicked her like a savage animal,

She had been slave and plaything for the renegade. and better had she
heen a5 the wile of the poorest hunter of her tribe. Yel, with the passive
nature of the Arawaken, she remained mute under all abuse, and performed
the meagre houschold dutic:: of the shack as her life hiad taught her to do.

" It was just three o’clock in the afternoon, and the day’s heat had reached

ity maximum of oppression, when from the jungle surrounding {he elearing
where the trading shack stood there emerged a figure clad in what for
that part of Lthe world was immaculate garnients,

Though tanned, it was evident at first. glance that the new-comer was Lhe
Iarod.uct of birth and breeding, and in the well-fitting riding-breeches and
cggings, topped by a flannel shirt of kltaki, with a wide sun-helmet, bound
Ilrly I:l puggaree, he looked negligent aud cool even wunder {he awful heat of

e day.

Under his arm he carried a rifle, while supporied by one shoulder was a
well-filled cartridge-belt. Hanging from a belt at his waist were two revolver-
holsters, both with the flaps caught back and indicating by their size a
ealibre which would meel any emergency,

_ Strange (o say, the new-comer wore no coat, and not until he had stumbled
mto the shack of Pedro Montero, the trnder, was the explanation forth-
coming,

Straighi across {o the entrance Lo the shack the new-comer made his way,
and, kicking aside the grass mat which covered the doorway, entered.

After the bright glare outside it was impossible for him to see at first,
but guided by the voice of Pedro Montero, Taised in oily greeting, the man
made his way down the length of the shack, and, after the fashion of men
wha grecl cach other in the hieart of the jungle, shook hands,

Pedro Montero, renegnde, saw before himm o visitor such ns scldom came



THE SECRET OF THE SWAMP 5

thalt way. At first glance he set bhim down as not balata man, hut as one
of a far different order.

Young, slim, and keen-looking was this stranger, and wnconsciously Pedro
Montero added a ““sir’’ when lic spoke.

In o few brief words the new-comer lold his tale. His name was the
Comtie de Mounte Bello.  Tle was a member of the exploring expedition which
=:|.nd Dbeen sent out by the Colombian Government to cross the Peniosula of

ioajira.

While his comgnnions had rested that afteenaon, he had wandered outl from
the eamp in order f¢ try and find some rare specimens of fauna for the
collection, and had lost his way. It was now two hours since he had been
wandering about, and by puro chanze had he wandered into the clearing
whero stood the trader's shack.

So ran the tenor of the tale which the new-comer told in a low, well-
modulated voice.
*‘ The senor is welecome Lo my poor abode.” purred Montero, in Spanish,
With the prospect of disposing of supplies to the expedition of .which he
had heard from the Indiaus, but which he had net known was so near, it
would pay him to bo courteous to one who was evidently no wnimportant
member of it,

““Will the senor sit down?” he went sn. “I will have my servant bring
n cooling driuk.”

Murmuring his thanks, the slim stranger sat down, and, setting aside his
rifle, drew out a crested cigarette-case from which he took i small Russian
cigarette. .

¢ could hear the low, eurt tones of the trader in the adjoining apart.
mont while he smoked, and a few moments laler. looking up, saw the
Spaniard emerge, followed by a slim and fine-looking Indian girl.

She Loro an carthenware bottle of water, fresh from the cooler, from
which she poured a gluss for the traveller.

He thanked her courteously, and drank off the water slowly, refusing the
spirit which the trader profiered ns an adjunct; then, in a spirit of gracious-
ness, the stranger condescended to talk to the Spaniard of the work of his
expedition.

‘“ We are making a thorough survey of the country as we go across,”” he
said slowly. ‘ We will survey through to the Gulf of Maraeaibo, and return
to Santa {Inrta by sen. We cxpect also to make a fairly large collection
of florn and fauna of the peninsula. Then, if possible, we shall work our
way through to Costa Blanca, and come down into Puerta Blanca overland
from the border. I do not think anyono has ever done that.™

At tho mention of Costa Blanca, Pedro Montero, whose mind was always
ou the great fortuns which rested night and day in the belt at his waist,
pricked up his ears.

““ The scnor knows Costa Blanca?"’ he asked smoothly.

Tho new-comer nodded.

*“ Quite well, senor.” )

“] was there once, sevor,” lied Montero glibly. “I had bad luck—bad
acnsons and a revolution made mo n poor man. Here I struggle to get back
a little, but it is a hard life Only one thing did T save from the wreck in
Costa Blanca, and—carramba '—I know not if it iz worth anything. Derhaps
the 33;‘“ has o knowledge of money and the Government bonds, as they are
called?” -

“ Government bonds!”* echoed the stranger. ™ Why, yes, T know a good
denl of such things. Are jou thinking of buying some Governmeut bonds?
If you are, be very careful of what country you buy tl:cm." i

‘he trader shook his hend with a lugubrious expression, '
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* I have nothing with which {o buy bonds now, senor,”” ho replied. *‘ But
ouce, in Costa Blauca, I bought & bond—one bond, senor, for ten thousand
pesos, senor, which is equel to a thousand of the English pounds. I could
not sell it in Costa Blavca bLefore 1 left, senor, and I know not now if it bo
worlh anytbing. Terhaps the senor could tell me?”

* Jlave you it here?’ asked the other.
“ Bul. yes, senor; I can get it in o moment, It is all T have in the world

but my little stock here, and I am losing money. Wilh the senor’s permission
[ will get it.”

Riuingg. the trader made bis way into Lhe adjoining apartment, and slink-
ing across (o the Indian girl, who was again squatling in the coruer, drove
her through a rear entrance to the sun-heaten ground outside.

Then, when he was aloae, he stripped off the belt, and, taking out oue of
{the hundred bonds which was concealed there, fastened the belt ogain.

WwWith the bond in his hand he went back Lo the ouler room of the shack.
Appronching the place where the stranger sat, he held out the bond with a
rmirk. '

“That is my worldly wealth, senor. T shall for ever pray to the sainis
for the senor if he will tell me if it has now a value.”

The stranger look the bond, and, walking to the door with it, unfolded it.
By the Jight there Le read that it was a bond issued 'by the Government of
Costa Blanca for one Lhousand pounds for a term of twenly-five years, hear-
ing interest at the rate of five per cent. per annum, and that the coupons
could be collected semi-snnually at any oflice of Messrs. Castro & Sons, of
London, Paris, New York, Rtio Janciro, Buenos Aires, Cartagena, Caracas,
and a score of olber cilies,

The name of the bankers alone was suflicient e lell the stranger that the
hond was worlh the money which it represented. Ile walked back along tho
floor and handed it to the trader.

*‘Senor,'’ he enid, “ you have there something which will realise you
almost, if not all, the gum which it has upon it.”

“The senor v very kind,’’ reaponded the Lrader; *“ but T am ignorani of
such things. T know only how lo trade. Ilow would T realize as you say,
senor?”’

The man who had called himself the Comle de Monle Bello shrugged.

" 1t is eany, senor. Take it to any branch of the banking firm whose name
is writlen there. They have one in Curtagena, and that is Lthe nearesl one
to you unless you shonld g~ to Caracns. They will soon gell it for you, or,
if you wish to borrow on it, they will loan you probably two-thirds of ita
volue. And now, if you will be so good as Lo put me on the right trail, T
shall be getling along  We shall pass Lhis way to-morrow, and shall
probinbly be able te do some business with you sinee we are uceding some
supplies.” i

“The senor in very good,’” said Montero, nlmost grovelling before the
olher. i “T slmll be honoured to show the senor the way back to the encamp-
ment,’”

An they crossed the compound the stranger saw ihe Indinn girl crouching
in the shadow of the shack. with Lhe stinging flies and mosquitoes abont
her, and this enuwsed him to ponder as he went : while the only thonght which
filled the mind of Pedro Monlero was the throbbing recollection of what the
sranger had just suid nbout his bond.

"Il. was worlh Lthe money which it represented, and he had a hundred of
em:

" Senor,” he purred. as they plimged into the jungle, ““ the poor trader
would crave a favour,” .
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' What is it?"" asked the other shortly, for he was beginning to have a
slrong dislike for this slimy iudividual who slunk along leside him.

“I nm a poor mau, senor aad {his place is full of danger. I would cravo
that tho senor say mothing about what I asked him back m the shack.”

“* My dear man,’’ replied the olher, ““ your finaucial affairs are of not Lhe
slightest interest to me. It is forgoticu already.’” .

And Pedro Montero, who would uot bave trusted ome of his own kind

had he sworn cver so vehemenlly ou lhe virgin, accepted the word of
breeding and knew it wouwld he kept.

CHAPTER 1II.

HEN the Comle de Monte Bello informed Pedro Montero, the Spamish
trader, thal the exploring expedition of which ho was a member
would return to Santa Marta by sea, he made his statement without

Laking into nccount that ruling power of the Lropics—King Fever.

e could not, or, at least. did not, take imto account the great ravage
which, the worst demon of the fever tribe—black water fever—wounld do to
hisz party.

From the Lime they passed the trader’s post uulil they stood on the sheer
cdge of the great Goajirn bLIulf, overlooking the blue waters of the Gulf
of Maracaibo, which vomils forth into the Caribbean, they were dogged by
this sable member of the fever family: and by the time tbey reached the
const they were almost decimated., .

Before them lay the unknown terrors of the Costa Blancan trip—a journey
which they could hardly essay under present conditions. The alternative
of the return by sen had to be placed against returning by the way they
had come, and, when it was put to the remaining members of the parly.
all clected to go back by sea with the exceplion of the Comte de Monte
Delle, who decided to make his way back across the peninsuln in the
company of the few surviving Indians.

So it came about that a month after he had passed the trader’s post be
was once more on his way back. And as he fought his way through the
tangled jungle of the Gonjirn Peninsula he little dreamed that what te him
had Leen but an ingignificant Spanish trader, of more than wsual slimness,
was to have a strong bearing on his future.

They came upon the trader’s post a little over three weeks laler. and
while the Indians who were with him pregnred the enmp for the night. Lho
comic went on alone to visit the trader and make arrangements for supplies.

The jungle day had closed by the time he reached the clearing. and the
golden orD of day had dropped from view behind the stenmipg bLush.

Alrcady in the east tho swift tropical night was advancing, and through
the openings between the trees the lone traveller could catch an occasional
glimpse of a star.

Soon it would be but a great purple mantle, diamond studded and
beautiful. From all about him came the first voices of the 5lmg-lc night—
predatory, crooning, plaintive, and fear-laden, as the mingled voices of the
wild always are. ‘ .

As compared with the jungle through which he bad just come., the clear-
ing where stood the trader's shack was light. At the very cdge of the
trees Lhe comto paused in order Lo light a cigarctie, but even in the act
of striking Lhe mateh he paused and listened. ) N

From the shadow of the shack had come the sonund of a voice, railing
purses in mixed Indian and Spanish, and in the harsh tones the comto
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recognhised the voico of the trader—the voice which could be so sulky
and cringing al need. ) .

Then from the rear of tbhe shack there recled the figure of the Indian girl
whom be had acen on his previous visil. Closo bebind her was the trader,
drunk, as the traveller could sce. . .

He wan pushing the girl along, striking ber at frequent intervale and
cursing in 8 woy which caused the eycs of the comte to barden like twin
points of steel. .

*The cud of you,” cursed the trader. ““ Out with you, and back to Lhe
dogs from whom you came. To-night I leave here for good, and when I
an gone you can come back and have the pickings. But now get out of my
sight. 1)1 teuch you lo ioterfere in my business. So you think I “_‘ﬂl
~went out my life here with you, do you? You'll dare ask me to do iny
duly by you, will you, you—— Take that, and that! Now clear out, and
don’t let me sce you agaia !’

Wilh o final kick aud a curse the trader pushed the girl towards the
jungle, and, turning on his lceel, reeled back towards the shack.

With movements stealthy as those of a pantber the Comie de Monte Dello
tossed away the cigaretle which he had not lit, and, bending low, made his
way through the trees towards the spot where the girl had eniered the
jungle.

. Ie came upon her crouching at the foot of a great balala tree, lier hody
shaken with convulsions of suffering, und her face buried in the deep tangle
of grasy at the foot of the tree.

Dending down, the comte laid a hand on the girl's shoulder. She was
on ber feet like a frightened deer, but a slrong wrist gripped her and held
her.

“Be nol afraid,”” said the comic, in the Arawakan dialect—'‘be not
afrnid. I am one wha will help you. 1 am going across Lo the shack now.
Wait here untii I come back, aud then I will take you on Lo my people,
who ure of ycur tribe. Will you obey?"

The Indian girl bowed her head submissively, and, turning, the comie
broke through inte the open, and with soft foolsteps made his way across
to Lhe shack.

It was his intention to cnter by the main door of the shack, and settle
with the Lrader as ais natural indignation bade him do; but just as he
reachied the corner of the huildiag n light broke out at the rear, and some-
thin{; inspired the comtc Lo move quictly nlong by tho side of the building
until through twa saplings at the end he could peer inlo the apnriment
which adjoined the main part of the shack.

There he saw somcthing which caused him to bend forward suddenly, and,
H(‘:’:{t‘:lfl_}' breathing. lo wotch inteu:ily the man who sat at the rude table
within,

IL wan Pedro Montero, the trader. ITe was silling side-face Lo the one
who stood oulside the building, and, in o frenzy of drunken glee, was quito
unawara that he was being watched.

On the tablo before hiin was a large pile of gold, notes, emeralds, and
henide them a huge baleh of folded papers.

As he gazed upon Lhis Initer array, {he eves of the comtie suddenly widened,
and he bent even closer, for hiv keen gnre had detecled not one of the bhonds
which he had examined when th:re before, but dozens upon dozens of them,

And then the gold-drunk voice of the trader reached him.

CAL last—at Tast ! h: was mullering. *‘ So the young foo] of n comte
thought 1 hnd only one of these honds, did he? Pedro Montero, you waited
paticutly to find out what these papers were worth, and now you kuow.
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One hundred of them, and worth the amount they say on them. A hundred
thousand pounds! Al, it will be worth sacrificing some, if nccessary. And
nearly all my accounts collected. Five thousand pounds’ worth of emeralds.
three thousand in notes, and five hundred in gold. Pedro Monlero, you
leave here a rich man. Ho, for Europe, where I will live the life of a
gentleman, and forget this accursed hole!

“ The girl and her tribe will be welcome 1o anything they can find when
I am gone. There is little enough. Heaven kuows. Only to realiso on the
bonds, then for Burepe. At doybreak I will start. And new, my little
beauties, you must be put away w a safe place.”

With that he swept the whole mass of wealth into a huge leather bag,
which he dropped into a hole in the mud floor beneath a pile of Dlankels.

It was then that the comte slipped away from where he had been sland.-
ing, and, sli pin'f along by the side of the building. made for the main
entrance of the shack with no altempt at concealment.

“ So that is the kind of beauty he is,”* he muttered to himself. ** He thinks
the young comte a fool. does he? And he wilt kick that girl out without a

nay or even a blanket inlo the jungle after what she has been to him?

"I settlo with you before 1 lenve here, Mr. Slimy Trader, or my name isn't
—well, isn’t tho Comte de Monte Bello.” ~

As the new-comer entered the shack the trader was just coming forward.
He started back with a sharp exclamation as be saw someone come in, but a
moment later the voice of the traveller was reassuring him.

““It is you, is il, Montero?’’ he said. peering towards the gutlering candle
wlich the trader cavried. ‘I am the Comte de Monle Bello. After all, I
am relurning by the way I went, and my Indians are making camp in the
old spot. 1 cume on to sce you about some supplies. We shall need them
to-morrox:."”’

The trader gathered himself together with an effort, and bowed limply.

‘“It iz an lhonour, senor,”” he managed {o say. *‘‘ Will you sit down. J
will see if I can get you some refreshment. My pig of a servant has left
me.”’

The Comle de Moutle Bello, knowing the truth of how the * servant® had
Jeft him, snid nothing, but sat down. It was his intention te play with the
brule before him as a puna would play with a young wild pig before
striking the deadly blow; but he did not take into consideration one thing—-
that ‘was the facl that he had mentioned the Indians whoe were with him.

For the trader knew from the previous passage of the expedition that they
were of the same {ribe as the Iudian girl.

And while the comte was planning a lorturing punishment for the trader,
{he latter was Lthinking I'o\'crishl{: a

““‘I'his mam has returned.  He has not yet scen the girl, but she is hound
to find her way to his camp, and she wiil tell the Tndians there the truth.
They will tell this young fool, and he—what will he do? Ilc is dangerous
to me, and he must be got rid of. . .

““‘I'hen, al the point of the Eun. T can make those pigs of Indians carry
my packs ncross Lo within louch of the Santa Mnrt:t lrm!. and then t.hg_\' can

o Lo the devil. DBut this young fool must die. If he is only alone it will

e casy. If not, then the other members of his party must think he hna
ot lost and perished in the jungle. I can hide the body, and deny that I
ave,seen him.”’ . v e

So I’edro Montero planned yol another step of crime in his lust for gold.
One minute it Look for him te find oul that the young comte was returning
alone, and Lhen, with n muttercd remavk about sceking refreshiment for
hliu };isitor. the trader rose and made his way into the rear room of Lhe
slnck,
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RBul something in the mav’e preoccupntion cansed Lhe comte to Le on his
guard. He strmned hix ears {o listen while he wailed for the other to return,
and when a seft elick came from the other room he knew that his suspicions
were only too well founded. He had spent too much time in the South
Awmerican jungle not to know the click of a riflo when he henrd onc.

e warted the barest fraction of a second, then with a rapid motion he
plunged forward on his face just as there was a sharp explosion behind him.

The comte lay just az he had fallen, and, following the report, the trader
tushed out from the place of concealment.

Laving down the rifle, he bent over the huddled-up figure of the youn
comte, but no rooner had he done ga than a pair of fingers closed on his, an
with a bound the comte was on his feet.

Novw phyeically the trader was far biFgor than the comie, and in a trial
of brate strength the Jatler was no match for the other. But the slim young
comte had no need of strength i dealing with his antagenist, for with a
qiick twist of his arm he put into effect one of the moxzt subtle of the
_iu-{itsu movements. and in a moment the trader was squirming helplessly
imder an agonising hold.

** Now, you dog, into the next room !" snapped the comfie.

Perforce the trader went, and, halling him beside the rugs on the floor.
the comte forced him to bend down and take out the lcnthern%mg which held
his illgotlen wealth.

*Cluteh it, vou deg!” snapped the comtle. ‘“Cluich it, as you love o
ctuteh it, and march! I'l altend Lo you later on.” .

With that he forced him frem the shack and across the paich of -open
wround to the jungle. There a soft whistle brought the young Indian girl
running up, and with a curt order to her the comte forced his prisoner on
+head until in a small clearing they came upon the camp.

‘The comle called up the few Arawakans who were accompanying him, and
who, one and all, would have cheerfully given their lives for him.

IJn u few stilted phrases of Arnwaken he told them the truth of the trader
and his Indian wife, and then, snatching the bag from the hands of the
grovelling Spaniard, hurled him into the midst of the Indiana,

Jerking a heavy revolver from his bell he tossed il afler Monlero and said:

“Take that to defend: yourself, you hound! If you can escape (hem,
yvou are welcome Lo your freedom.”

¥earcely had he finished when. snatching at the revolver, the Spaniard
(eined and fled into the umgle with the Arawakans in full cry after him.

Forward he went, twisting and turning like a hare, and yetl he knew that
tnnmir or laler he muel make his stand against those bloodhounds of the
jungle, _

But 03 Fale had intervened in hin favour while he was climbing lhe stair-
case of erime and greed, so it now intervened again, and if il were or wero
ol in his favour you rhall be the judge.

How seldom it 18 thal in reality ** He who kills by the sword perishes b
the sword ! Yet it seenmw fitting Wint he who kills wantonly should |1crisﬁ
m the same way as his victim, and IFate, which had befriended I’edro
Noutero for wo long, had now decreed that he die as he had killed the most
helpless of his victime—Sanchez, the man who four years before had lain
hatlered and unconscious on the beach by the Bocu Mariusa.

Plunging through a dense thicket of undergrowth and water creepers,
with the Arawakans in full ery close behind, Pedro Monlerg plunged’ full
into a hidden pool of slime and stinking ooze.

Before he condd eave himaclf he was inte the armpits, and even bLeforo
the ghastly serenm of the deomed murderer could burst from his lips there
wiz i sudden. swish and. boiling of the slime,
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Into the awful deprhs he was dragged by a gaping, slobbering-mouthed

something. ns Sunchez, his vielim, bad been dragged four years before; and
standing on the hank of the hidden pool the Arawnkans shivered and gazed
reund in fear of the spirits of the forest. Then, with a lasl look at the
setlling surface of the pool, they turned and made their way back to the
camp.
_ That night, by the light of an amber maon, the little party started on
is way again, and with them went the Indian girl who had been so eruelly
used by Montero, and with the Comie de Monte Bello went all the illgotten
wealth which Pedro Montero had sold his soul to gain. .

—0 0 —
CHAPTER 1.

Stephen Castro, the Great London Baoker, Relates a Curious Tale to
Nelson Lce—After Five Years—Nelson Lee Does Some Thinking

R. NELSON LEE entered the great London office building kuown as
the Castro building, and, turning to the right, opened the greatl
glass doors which opened into the main lobby of the offices of the firm

of Castro & Sons, foreign bankers.

He was not there in the ordinary way of business, for, although he had at
various times had transaclions with Castro & Sons, he kept his own account
at another institution. .

It was at Lthe request of Stephen Caslro, the senior member of the famous
firm, that he was there, and no scouner had he given in his name than a boy
hurried away at once to inform the banker that Lee had arrived.

He was not kept waiting long, for less than a minute later the boy
returncd to sany that Mr. Costro would see him at once.

Nelson Lee was led along the passage which served the private room of the
reat banker, and when he had pasced through a doorway at the far end, lie
ound hiwmself in the presence of Lthe man who had sent for him.

Stephen Castro was a young man as baukers of influence go. Nor had he
entirely built up the firm himself. It was a big power in the world of
finance when his father had died, leaving it to him, and with a rapid increase
in their Toie:gn business, the firm had built its own building and moved in,

Under the guidance of Stephen Castro and his brother, it was growing
more anck more important a8 a medium for forcign banking, its operations
being chielly with the more stable of the South American Republies.

Short, squat, with dark hair and black, close-cropped moustache, Slephen
Casiro did not look unlike the higher type of South American himself, and
it was Lrue that, through his father, hie inherited Spanish blood.

He greeted Nelson Lee warmly as the great detective entered, and, shaking
hands with him, indicated a low easy-chair close to his own desk.

When he had pushed a box of cigars across the desk towards Lee, he leaned
back in his chair, and, placing the tips of his fingers Logether, gazed levelly
at Lee's non-committal fealures.

Not until Lee was puffing away at his eigar, however, did the banker spenk.

““I nsked you Lo como and sce me, Mr. Lee, becanse I am greatly puzzled
over a certain matter. I shall not mention isolated facts to you, but with
vour permission will relato all the detnils of the matter as 1 myself know
them. When I have done so, you can give the matter some thought, and
then tell me if you can’liolp me.”

Nolson Lee nodded.

“‘Ihat will bo the best plan, Mr. Castro, IL.am listening."
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*To begin with,” said the buvker, * I must ask you to cast your mecmory
back for five years or so. It is just five years ago Lhis mouth that the
steamer Iio Toro sailed from Liverpool for South A{ncrlcn. She was an old
ship which had been bought by a small, private firm of shipowners from
one of the larger lines. She was of seven thousand tons odd, and had accom-
modution for only twenty or so firsl-class passengers. .

' Sho was not equipped with wireless, but anfter leaving Liverpool was
spoken by several s‘:ips which reported her right along to the Azores. She
pul in t?lcre and left on schedule time, but from the time shie left the
Azores until the present nothing whatsoever has been henrd of her. .

“ She was first posted at Lloyd’s as overdue; then, afler a time, as miss-
ing: and finally the insurance wes paid. It is presumed that she ran into a
derelict. for ail the available reporis of weather conditions existing in the
“outh Atlantic at that time gave only clear wealher.

* Pherefore it could not have heen a storm which caused her to go down,
It nust have been a very sudden affair, and it is presumed that no Lounts wero
got out from her. At any rate, she disappearcd, and it _has been writien
down as one of the unexplained tragedics of the sca. Do you reeall the
alair?”’

Nelson Lee was silent for a little; then hie nodded slowly.

1 scem to recall the affair,”” he said finally. * Wasn't there a rumonr
about that she bad always been {op-heavy?”’

““ Yes, that is right,” replied Castro. ‘‘ But it was not true. The only
thing which can be supposed is that she struck a derelict. Anyway, that is
what I wished to recall to your memory, for it has no little bearing on
tbe reason for my asking you to call here to-day.

** Now on the ilio Toro, when she left Liverpool, there was, among other
passengers, the representative of one of the South American Republics. It
was, as you remember, during my father’s lifetinme, and you will also recollect
that my father was one of the most important of the South Amwmerican
financiers.

1t was due to him that many of the republies there were able {o float
several loans. This man of whom I speak had been in England to see m
futber, and while Jiere bad arvanged for a boud issue for the republic \\'llit‘ﬂ
e vepresenled.

* Well, to muke a long story short, the issue was arranged, and through
my father's influencz most of the honds underwritten here in Iondon and
Fariz. The total issue was for a million pounds, and of that amount some-
thing like three-quarters of a million were {aken up here.

** Another hundred and filty thousand were retained by my father for
disposal a little later, when the market conditions should be favourable, and
the balance, a hundred thowsand, was handed over to the representative
fo {uke (o South America with him, for that amount was to be absorbed in
the republic itself.

*“ I have had a hst made of the bonds which formed that amount, and later
on will hand it over to you. For the present, however, it will suflice to {ell
_\-uul that iL consisted of one huudred honds of a value of one \t-housnnd pounds
cacn,

" These bonds were like the rest of the amount, due in twenty-five years,
and were o bear intereal at the rate of five per cent. per nnnum, payablo
Im‘lf'-ﬁ-eurly at any of our offices thronghout the world.

*They wero numbered in threo series, one serics being of a value of one
hundrec pounds each, aud running from No. A 1 to No. A 2500, the sccond
xerien heing ?f the value of five hundred pounds each, and rumning from
No. B 1 10 No. B 1000; and the third series, of a value of one thowsand
veunds each, running from No. C 1 to No. C 250,
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“Thir, a: a mental computation wilf show you, mukes the amount of oie
million pounds. It was the first Lwo of these series which were placed over
heve. That is Lo say, the whole amount of the hundred-pound bonds, reacl-
mg o total of two hundred and fifty thouwsnnd pounds, and all the five.
hundred-pound honds, reaching u lotal of five hundred thousand pounds, were
placed over here.

** Then onc-hnndred-and-fifty of the thonsand-pound bonds were kept here
by my [uther in order to be plnced Iater on, while one hundred of these bondx,
or on¢ hundred of the C scries, were handed over to the represcutalive of
the republic to take back wilh him.

*“ Now, if you will cast your mind hack to the figures I have just given you,
you will sco that this third or C series of bonds, for a thousand pounds each,
was numbered from C 1 to C 250. Nos, C 1 to C 150 were retained here by
my father, while from No. C 151 to' No. C 250 inclusive were the bonds given
to the representative of the republic.

‘“ As I said before, he was on board the Rio Toro when she disappeured, and
when, after several months, all hope of discovering anything about her fatle
was abandoned, and when nothing whatsoever had come to light to explain
the mystery, we, witn the consent of the republie, and, in fact, at its request,
issued a new lot of the C scries of honds, numbered from C 151 to C 250,

“In a word, we simply replaced those bonds. which had evidently gone
down in the Rio Toro, with the man who was taking Lhem back to South
America.

“Bea: in mind that was five years ngo, Mr. Lee. Now. listen carefully!
This new lot of boMds, nmounting, as did those which were lost, to one
hundred thousand pounds, were sent in due course, and by registered forcign
post, to the president of the republic, for whom they had been issued.

*“ Later on, we were advised that they had been compleiely absorbed in
Lhe republic itseli, and on those bonds, as well as all the others of the issue,
our hanks have regularly paid the coupon when presented each half-year.

‘““ As far as we were concerned, the affair of the Rio Toro was done with,
and, while upsecttivg our arrangement regarding the issue for a little, it
was not really serious. Now comes the remarkable part of the whole affair,
and which caused mo to send for you.

“ About three months ago we received a cable from our branch in Cartagena,
in Lhe Republic of Colombia, asking us what we woutld loan on Costa Blancan
twenty-fivo-year bonds of our own issue. Thinking that some of the hundred-
and-ffty bonds which had been reissued in place of those which went down
in the Rio Toro had come into the bank as collateral, I cabled back that we
would make a short-ltime loan on any amount presented at the rate of seven
hundred pounds against cach thousand. :

¢ Aé vou may know, the issue is a good one, and the conditions in Costa
Blanca are now so sound that the price hangs very steady round ninety.

“TI heard no morve until, in due course, there eame along the notice that
our branch in Cartagena had loaned sevenly-thousand pounds against a
hundred-thousand pounds’ worth of the bonds. ]

“I immediately saw that there was something wrong. It was inconceiv-
able that the whole amount of a hundred-thousand, which had been allotted
to Costa Blanca, and which I knew was taken up by eeveral diflerent
interests, should have heen gathered together and presented in one lot in
Colombia.

“ 8till, there was always the chance that the Governmenl of Costa Blanca
itsell might be responsibe for it, and, Lefore communicating with our brauch
in Cartagena, I cabled to the Government of Costa Blanca. o

““ T received a reply from the president of the republic, snying that, as fur
as he knew, none of the bonds tnlkCll up in Costa Blanca bad been disposed of
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to any extent, and thut, us for himself, he still held those which he had

bo'l:’ihlt;okcd up the records, and I find that the president holds ten thousand
pounds’ worlh, and that his ten-thousand were taken from the first of the lot
which was reissued in place of those which_ were lost when the Rio Toro
" OWIl.

“(:!‘in:l other words, he holds ten-thousand pounds’ worth of Series C,
Nos. C 151 to C 160 inclusive. And yet, Mr. Lee, in the list of numbers and
purticulars which wero sent on from our branch in Cartagena, the numbers
of the Londs put up as seourity against the loan of seventy thousand pounds
run Irom C 151 to C 250 imclusive, or the whole of the amount which was
reissued after the Rio Toro went down, and which was taken up in Coste
Blanea.

“There was somelhing scriously wrong, and I kanew it. Nalurally the
first. thing which leaped to my mind was that somcone had got liold of some
of the bonds in Costa Blanea, and had forged the whole issue; but, beyond
cabling to the branch in Cartagena to keep a close watch on the man (o
whom they had loaned the money, and ordering themn to send on the bonds at
vuce, I could do nothing wntil it was possible to make an examination of the
honds themselves. . .

* Only this morning, Mr. Lee, those bonds arrived, and, together with the
note experts of this firm, I examined {hem one by one.

‘“ Now, you must prepare yourself for a starlling thing. Every one of
those bonds were the origiuals of the hundred-thousund pounds’ worth which
we thought had gone down in the RRio Toro, and against which we had issued
# hundred thousand pounds more!

* T'hey had never been under water at all. There waa no sign of water-
stains upon them, and necither were they forgerics. We compared them
with the balamce of the same issue, and from watermark to signntures
they were genuine. Therefore it all filters down to this one point. TFor
live solid ycars that hundred thousand pounds of bonds has lain somewhere,
and' vow the whole amount has been put up as securily for a loan of
seventy thousand pounda at out branch in Cartagena. Do yvou see what
it means? :

“It means that there is (wo. hundred (housands pounds-out where we
should only have onc hundred thousaud pounds. Someone has done us
ont of seventy thousund pounds, Lee, and unless we can run him to earth
and get it back the firm of Castro will have to meet it. '

“That is the story, and that is why I asked you to call here this
morning. I want you to take up the case. I want you to run down this
schemer, who has mamaged so cleverly to get such an amount from us.
Will you do so?”’ . . '

Nelson Lee did not reply al once to the question. Instend, he puffed
on thoughtfully for a time. At last he raised his head.

“ You said, Mr. Castro, that you had cabled yowr branch in Carlagena
o keep n close watch on the man who presemted (he Louds as security
against the lonn. . Ilave they been able Lo do so?””

The banker shook his hend,

“They have not. By a cable I received from them this morning, I find
that the man has snddenly disappeared. ‘I'hey used the banking code, and
sent_me all the parliculars which they themselves possess, If you will
lislen, T will read it to you.” )

Picking up a long sheet of paper which lay ou the desk close to his
cIhow, Castro began (o read aloud.

It is, of course, addressed Lo our London cable address, and runs as
Mollows: * Mam who lmrrowod on Costa Blancan bonds was owne, Pedro
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Montero of Santa Marta, Montero has been for four years or inore o
general agent and banker in the Santa Marta district. ﬁas acled aa out-
fitter for balala expeditions into the interior of the conntry. The request
for the loan came from him direct., and the renson given was that he was
financing several large cxpeditions, and nedded money. Inquiries on our
]mrl; in Smnta Marta proved this to be so, and we theu cabled you. The
onn was made after rcceiving your reply. and when vour cablo came o
wnteh was immediately set on Montero. %ul‘orl.un:llcly he must have been
warned, for three dn(u after our ageut arrived in Santa 'Maria, Montero
disappeared. Sinco Lhen nothing has been seen of him, althongh inquiried
show that he had long hcen prolmrcd for just smch a sudden depnrture.
His stock was all disposed of, and, with the exception of a very few small
nccounts, he had collected cversthing due to him. It can only be assumed
that he took cverylhing of value with him. Rumour uns it that he got
away with a substantial amount, althongh scventy thowsand he received
from us must have formed tho bulk of that amount. Will cable at once
if any further news of him. Shall be anxions to hear result of your
examinations of honds.””

When he had finished rending the message, Stephen Castro laid it down
on the desk and gazed over the top of his piuce-nez at Lee.

“That is what our Cartagena manager has to say. Lee,” he said. * You
can sce from that message that the fellow Montere who landed us for the
loan wns ready for flight. Ile wounld probably have cleared out sooner,
but I expect he hung on to collect in as many of hisx accounts as possible,
and it looks as if he had succceded in doing so. Now we have proved
these bonds to be part of the original isswe, and the full lot which we
thought had gone down on the Rio Tore. Where have they bLeen for the
lust five years? '

“ JIow did thy come into the hands of Pedro Monlero? Why, if they were
in the posscssion of someonc who knew their value, were they not presented
before? And il they were not in the possession of someone whe knew theit
value, then how did they come into the hands of Montero? llow did he
know their value? How did he know that he would be able lo bring off such
a conp? An ordinary outfitter of balata expeditions is not usually the
sort of man who can bring off auch a delicate bit of financial t.rickerﬂ as
this. It took nerve and daring to do it, for at any moment it might have
come out that they were but duplicates of the bonds held in Costa Blanea.
\Yhy, had our Cartagena bank inquired in Costa Blanca, that fact must
have come out at once. It is a strange muddle, and I am afraid will be
difficult to unravel. But at the same Lime, I cannot sit down and let
this fellow Montero walk off with seventsy thousaud pounds of this firm's
money."” -

Nclls'on Lee knocked the ash from his cigar. _

““It does not appear, on the face of it, to be an easy matter,” le sad
glowly. *‘ At present it looks as if Monlero had suceceded in rooking you
of seventy thousand, aud, morcover, hiad had a successful get-away. IHe has
bad a good start, and if—if, I say—it iz his brain which has conceived
and carried out this scheme, then it is safe to say that his flight will be
cqually well carried onl. But. of course, as you vourseli have already
suid, we do not yet know how the bonds came into his possession.  All we
scem to know rogarding him is that he has been an outfitter for bhalata
expeditions for the last four years or so. If the Londs have been in his
poasession all that time, we have at present no means of knowing. How
he came to have them neither do we kuow.

“\Was he a member of the shins® company which composed the assembly
of human beings on bLonrd the ill-tated Rio Toro? We do not kuow yet.
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Hut before making nny definite plan of campaign, Mr. Castro, it will be
necessary for me to devote some time to going over the kuown particulars
of the loss of the Rio Toro. I will have those particulars somewhero at
home, and will devote a good deal of timo this afternoon to them. When I
have done ro I ghall think up some plan, and then will let you know what I
propose doing. Until then, I should advise you to sny nothing about tho
matter.”

After o few more words on the subject Nelson Leo rose to take his
departure, little thinking as he passed oul to the street that he was
embarking on one of the most sensationnl cnses it had ever been bis [ate to

take up.
L —]

CHAPTER II,

Nelson Lee and Nipper in South America—The Puzzle Grows More
Obstinate—Nipper has an Idea—Startliog Events and Complications.

N the baleony overlooking the patio of {he Pewsion Inglesa, in tho
old Spanish-American town of Carlagena, sat two white-clad figures,
getling the benefit of the faint eveming Dbreeze which was just

starting up as night fell. . :

They were sitting close together were those two figures, and it was still
light enough for one who might have known them to recognise them as
Nelson fee and Nipper.

It was only two days since {they had arrived in Cartagena on the case
which had had itls inception with the issning of the Costa Blancan bonds
some five years bhefore, and on this the sccond evening Nelson Lee was
confessing to his youlhful assistant that so far they lmg made very liltlo
headway. - -

It seemed odd as the day dicd over that while-walled and white-buildinged
city of the old Spanish Main, to be sitling there pondering on such a very
modern problem as missing bonds when everything about them still spelled
the romance of the old buecaneers. .

llow very short a time it seemed {o Tee, as he gazed al the enclosed
whileners of the old town, since Druke and his men had stormed the place
and carried it at the point of the sword.

ow short a time it scemed sinee the mail-clad adventurers of old Spain
had come pouring into the new world to filch from it. by every menns of
:Il corrupt people the wenlth which so far had been the heritnge of the
neas,

The very breath of the old buceaneering pusl scemed to linger over the
cily in that tropical twilight, and as the [resh smell of the CariblLean
reached them, horne along on the brenat of the night breeze, the breast
of Nipper filled with vague yearninga and longings for the golden past
which was gone Lo come no more.

Yex, it was a far cry from those days of Drake and Ilawkins and Morgan
and Kidd {o the present—a present of honds and slock exchanges and high-
powered weaponsg, and a sadly depleted Spanish empire,

Two days since they had arrived and little had been accomplished.

They had bheen sitting for some time in silence, butl as the last Qicker of
daylight died away and a solitary star glittered from the purpling heavens,
Netvon Lee withdrew the cigar he had been smoking from ,:is ips, and, in a
low tone, snid g
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"1 have been going over the details of our inlerview witly Burton, the
manager of Castro’s hranch out here, my lad.

I must confess that we are
very littlo ahend of where we were when we Jeft London,'

‘It scems that way, guv'nor,” replied the lad. * Burlon didn‘t seem
able to tell us much.”

“Ile doesu’t kmow, my lad. Let ua just. run over whal we I
able to discover. Ve knew in London that the branch out here
the sum of seventy thousand pouads against a hundr
of Costa Blanean bonds. Wo have confirmed vhat here. We know, too
that those bonds were the original bonds issuwed five years ago. And in
& way that is all we really do know. Wo know that the loan was irsued
to one, Pedro Montero, through a banking firm in Santa Marta, but to
complicate matters in that direction the manager of the hank in Sania

Marta, who wrote to Burlon about the lonn, has died, and Burlon gays
there is no one clae at that bank in Santa Marta who can give any informa-
tion on Lhe matter. '

“ 1t seems that it is only a small Spanish affair, and that the man who
has died was the onlgomcmber of the firm who carried on tramsaction wilh
this man Montero. S

¢ we geem to get up againsl a brick wall there. But
Iet us not despair. Thero is much yet which we can do. We know that

this coup was brought off, and the man who brought it off had brains
above the ordinary, my lad. I think it will be necessary for us to go over
to Santa Marta in order Lo sce what we can discover at the bank {here.”

“It strikes me, guv’nor.”” put in the lad, ‘“ that we ought Lo get on the
track of Lhis man Montero. I mean to get some information of his past.
I ho was nu outfitter for the balata expeditions to the interior, he must
be known well enough by some of the balata men, aud we might pick up more
than one valuable hint about him.”

““That is a suggestion worth following up, my lad,” replied Nelson Tec
quickly. “ Undoubtedly some of the balata men who come into Santn Marta
would know Montero, or at least know of him, and if we could but glean
some iden of the past he led bLefore he came to the Santa Marta district, it
night give us a line to follow his flight. At any rate. we have discovered
all we can here, and our next move ia Santa Marta. To that end I have
arrnnged that we sail on the Maria Theresa. which leaves liere to-morrow
-morning at six. So, my lad, let ws stroll down to the plaza to hear the
band, and then to bed early.”

Nipper jumped up with alacrity, and. descending from the balcony lo
the patio, they made their way out to Lhe street through the great doors
of aucient Spanish design aud sawntered along the Calle Bolivar to the

laza.

They strolled leisurely about the plaza, jostling the good-natured crowds
of the South American senores and acmoras, with their attendant genoritas
wedged in between, until after nine, then pausing long cnongh to drink
a native drink of corn and cacno at a amall cafe, they returned to the
pension and retired. _ ] _ _

Farly the next morming, while the sun was still erimson in the east,
they went on board the Marin Theresa, and, alter arranging their thinga
in the cabin which had been allotted to them, went ow deck to view the
coast of Colombia as they forged along (h+ morthern line of the great
southern continent towards Santa Marla,

Past the vast and torfuouws delta of the Magdalene they went, past the
Lreacherons sandbanks at t(he mouth, where only a shorl time ago the
Darien grounded, and where she laboured in the moving sands for more
than a yéar before they finally brought her out to deep water again.  Past
the narrow sand bar which shuts off the shallow Cicuega from the Carribbenu.

ave been

ad loaned
ed tiiousand pounds
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Jast the fishing village of Cienega, where the Indians live in rough shacks
Ir:n:cd on polog, undgl'rom the platforms of which (hey fish, past the low,
sun-bleached coast, leaving bLehind the long narrew iron pier of Pucrta
Colombia and the Cienega, until at Jast the great rock which stands sentinel
at the mouth of the harbour of Santa Marta appeared; and with the brown
undergrowth on their starboard quarter—that same undergrowlh where one
can shoot the lovely deer at will—tbey made port at the banana wharf the
next morning after ieaving Cartageua.

And liere in Santa Marta were Nelson Lee and Nipper, to find that indeed
was {he next step in a case which wns growing more curious each hour that

passcd.

CHAPTER III.

On the Trail of Pedro Montero—Jungle Proof—Nelson Lee Discovers a
Strange Bit of News—The Clue of the Photograph.

N the way from Cartagena {o Santa Marta, Nelson Lee had mapped
O out the immediate plan of campaign. First and foremost it was 1o
be his endeavour lo discover all that was possible of the man Pedro
Montero, in an cfort to trace through the record of his past, hig movements

of the prescut,

The first step in this programme was to get into touch with the Lankin
agents in Sumta Marta who had acled for Montero when the Joan wit
Castro and Sons, of Cartagena was arranged.

[n order that the reader may understand exactly what is meant by the
12¢ here of Lthe words *“ banker ** and * banking agents,” a word of explana-
tiou Is DECEssSary. )

It must be remembered that in a country like Colombia, where there iy
an almont infinitesimal mileage of railway, and where financial conditions
are still very primitive, all money transactions throughoui the country
are carried on by ‘‘agents.”” That is to say, if one were in business in
Barranquilla, he would have a corresponding firm of agents in every other
purt of the country where he had business conmeclions, so that when he
wished o pay out or reccive money in that part, this firm would do so for
him.

A banking agent might also Le, and wsually is, a general business bhouse,
and they llllq'_ll do busimess with a man in the bush for many years wilhout
even seeing him,

Therefore, when Nelson Lee made his way Lo the firm of banking agents
in Santa Marta who had acled for Pedro Monlero in the matter of the
Costa Blancan bond loawn, he was not surprised 1o discover it to be a general
commercinl firm with a German name over the door.

If the Germans have not gucceeded in gaining any aclual territory in
iHuth America, they have at least mmmgeﬁ to gain a large control of the
commercinl end of that great conlinent.

Into the offices of the firm of Binoff and Co. went Nelson Lee and Nipper
almost as soon as they landed, aud after a certain amount of inquiry, dis-
covered that since Lhe death of the German manager a few weeks bLack
through black-water fever, 1he place was being managed by a Spaniard who
had previously been chief clerk. Later on a new manager would be sent
ot by the head office in Hamburg.

The Spaniard proved (o be an obliging individual, and readily granted
Nelson Lee's request for a privale imterview. When he had read Lee's
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lIetters of introduction from Caslro and Sona, he placed himself com
he di iv v T DaeeC complet-ly
Ezs:h:f(}:ﬂ,zmi?;.lhc detective, and answered Lee's rapid questions to e

“XI am sorry to bother yow,” said Lec, opening the conversalion, * hut

I wish to know a few things about a certain man, and I have hcel; given
to understand by Castro’s that this firm ought to bLe able to tell me some-
thing. I speak of one, Pedro Montero, senor, whom I understand was for
gome time a customer of yours.”
. '“That is true, senor,” replied the Spamiard. ““We have already had
inquiries from Castro and Sens about the man. and have iven them all
tl_le information we possess. Our former manager, Mr. .\rnlﬁmm. however,
did all the business with Montero, and for a peried of four years or so we
did uot even see him, Mr. Arnbaum met him once or Lwice at Seville, but
that is all, and since Mr. Arnbaum has died. there is no one here whe can
give any definile information about him.

“But I will tell you all I myaself know about {he man. Some three
montbs or so ago Mr. Arnbaum said that Montero had arrived in Santa
Martn, and that he was going round to the hotel to call upon him. The
next morning he informed me that he had seen Monlero, and that he had
been asked (o put through a loan of a large size on gilt-edwed security,

““He told me then that “he security was a hundred theusand pounds in
Costa Blancan five per cent. bonds. Through Mr. Arnbaum, the loan was
arranged. as you know, through Messrs. Castro and Sons, and the amount
was sevenly Lthousand pounds.

‘““Hot on that we had inguiries from Caslro’s, and in compliance with
their request, set a wateh on the man, Montero. But already hlr. Arnbaum
was down with fever and died very suddeuly.

* Through the upset conditions of affairs then we lost {rack of Montero.
but our inquirics show us that he was scen going down the const in a small
boat. That is the last we know of him, but there must be balata men in
?l?nta Marta at the present time, senor, who could tell you something aboul

¢ man.

“Ju faet. at Lhe hotel now there is one, Senor Bourke. from your own
country. He, I know, is a big operator in balata. and sinee he has sent
his gangs through the Goajira Peninsula, where Montere had his trading
station, he must know bim well.”

Nelson Lee rose. .

“J thank you, senor, for your information. It is. as yom say. rather
(\inguc, but it has given me an idea. I will see this Senor Bourke without
. Clﬂ .n

Fl{)m the offices of Binoff and Co. Nelson Lee and Nipper went along to
4lic hotel where they had sent their- luggnge, and calling a servamt, Lee
asked him to point out Senor Bourke. .

The man ingicated a big man in white, who was siuini at a table facing
ou the patio of the hotel, and with a word to Nipper. Nelson Lee walked
towards him. - - .

The man looked up sharply as Lee approached, and when he saw that Lee
was about to speak to him, got to his feet. : _

““ You will pardon my intruding upon you," said Lee, ** but T nuderstand
you are Nr. Bourke?” "

“ That is 80,” replied the bnlata man. “ What can T do for you?

Neison Lee drew out n chair. .

“I wish to have a few words with you, Mr. Bourke. My name 1s Lee
and I hail from London. I am in Santa Marta in erder to discover whau
I can about a cerlnin individual known as I'edro Montere. _'I‘hu manager
of Binofl and Co. informed we that, as you were operating in the Gonjira
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Peninsula, you might be able to tell me something aboul him. If you can
do so I shail certamly be very grateful Lo you, as it will save me an expedi-
tion into the peninsula.”

The big Lalata man sat down nnd slared at Lee. . :

**I kuppose you have your own reasons for making inquiries about Pedro
Montero,”” he said stowly, *“ but I can assure you, strauger, it is & mystery
to me why that creature should bLe of interest to you, unless he stands a
chance of getting his just deserts.  You are quite right in understanding
that 1 know somecihing about Montero. I do. 1 know too much. 1 have
oprerated in the Goajira Peninsula for twelve years now. I was there when
this fellow, Montero, first came. . That was about four years ago. At first
] and my Indians did sone Lusiness with him. Lut he is one of the worst
liary, one of the biggest thieves, and one of {he most unprincipled black-
cuards who ever came to Senth America, and believe me, Mr. Lee, that is
saying a lot.’2

* Your indiclment is certainly severe,” snid Lee, with a smile, as ho
offered his cigar ease. '* \What clse zan you tell me about him. By the
way, from his name, I suppose he is cither of Portugucse or Spanish slock?'"

** He calls himself Spanish,”” said Bourke shortly. ‘‘ But he is pure coast
mongrel. lie is known, and known unfavourably, from the Orinoco io the
Mosquito Const—known as a beach-comber, thief, aud everything thatl is

crooll(cd. That is Pedro Montero. Now I hear in Santa Marta that ho
has cleared out, lock, stock, and barrel. I heard rumours through my
Indians that he was realising on everything he could back in the ]unilc,
but, even so, I can't figure out how he ha cnough to relire on. He has
stolen a lot in four years, but not emough for that. I guess something must
have happened to cause him {o clear out. Perhaps’'’—this with a shrewd
look at Lee—'‘ perhaps he gol wind that somcone like you would be about
lere looking for him?"”

lice shook his kead.

“I am sorry I canmot lecll you the reason for my inquiries, Mr. Bourke,
Lol at the present time I am bound not to do s0. But I can tell you this,
My inquiries for Monlero were inspired by his deparlure, and he couldu’t
have got wind of that before he left.”

“Then [ can’t figure out why he left,” said the balata man.

Nelson Lee drew out u pocket molebook, and opening it, said:

** Can f-ou give me .a description of this man, Montero, Mr. Bourke?’Z

The other nodded.

“Yes; eanily. About five feel eight in height ke was. Very dark-
skinned, and had black, greasy hair, which grew low on his forchend. His
nose was broud and almmost negroid in the nostrils. His eyes were dark
brown, and the whiles like these of a nigger. His mouth was thick-lipped,
and on the upper lip he wore a thin blncﬁ moustache. His body was well-
buill, and he carried himself with a lithe movement. He had holes picrced
:n"lns ears for earrings, but T never saw him wear any. That is all I can

c )'ﬂll."

Nelson Lee rapidly wrote down the particulars as the other gave them
to him, and, pulting th» book bLack in his pocket, rose.

" I am more than obliged (o you, Mr. Bourke,” he said, holding out hia
hand.  *“1 hopo I shall have the pleasure of your company at dinuer before
I leave Santa Marta.2
1 #hall be plensed to join you,” replied the balata man, rising also,

L shall hie liere for a few days yet, and will probably seo yow again.”

With that Lee went, along to tilc office of the peusion. He remembered
that the manager of Biuofl's had told him that the manager who had died
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nad visited Monlero at the hotel, and since it was al : -
the place, it was safe to think that this had been the rey 1¢ OUiF onc in

A‘t any rale hie wag determined to find out all he conld about the fellow

T'o his surprise, he found that the proprictress of the hotel was the widow
of an Euglishman who had at one time been s coffce- lanter, ond after
whose dealh things had gone badly. compelling the widow to cagt about
her for some olher means of support. The hotel had been her iden and
_I.llglulrs to _holi E:pnble ?mualgcmel:lt. it was doing splendidly, |

1¢ received Lee courteously, and in response to his inguiries :
Montero, nodded her head qni'ckly. l juiries about Tedro

“Oh, ﬁres, indeed, Mr. Lee,”” she enid. * We lhiad 8 mant of that namo
staying here not long ago. I remember him quite well, for Mr. Arnbaum,
who died shortly afler, ecnme here on two occasions to sce him.”

* Can_you describe the man to me?”’ asked Leo. :

The Englishwoman knit her brows for a few moments, then looked wup.

“He was rather short, and very slim, Mr. Lee. I should say he was
ahout my own height, which is five feet six and a half, - He was rather
dark-skinned, Lut with features somewhat refined for a bush trader. Ile¢
n_{mko m excellent Spanish. though I have heard him use French on occasion.
He was most reserved in his manner.”

Nelson Lee gazed at the proprietress with a puzaled expression. Ther
with a quick movement he drew out his pocket notebook.

“ Will you listen to this, please?”” he said.

TForthwith he began to read the descriplion of Pedro Moulero as Bourko
the Lalata man, had given it to him.

“ Now,” he said, when he had finished, * would that description at al
fit the man whom you know as Iedro Montero?*”

The woman shook her head violently.

“Not irn the least. Mr. Lee. Why, it is different in every way—the
descriplion of the height. the features, and all! It cavnot be the same.” -

Nelsor Lee thrust the book back in his pocket, and was just tnrning ta
leave the office when suddenly his attention was arrested by n large group
photograph on the desk.

It congialed of several white men wijli a crowd of Indiang about them
and Lo a man of Lee's experience it was casy to recogmise it as the
photograph of an expedition of some sort.

But it was not the group in general which arrested his attention, bul
rather one slim young man who stood behind the central figure in the

roup.
€ Bclldiug closer, Lee studied the features of the young man for a moment;
then atraightening up, he turned to the proprictress. .

“Would yon mind telling me if that photograph was taken in this
district?”’ he asked.

She nodded her head.

“Yes; it is of the expedition which left here some few months ago te
cross the Gonjira Penivsula, They stayed here while they were fitting out
for it.”

““ At what time was that?”” went on Lee.

The woman thought for a moment, then replied:

““ About Lhree months ago. Do you recognise any of the members of
it N

“Ian't this young man behind the central figure the Comte de Monte
Bello?™” asked Lee earelessly. .

“Yes—yes,” answered the woman quickly. ““A very charming young
man. ITe was Lhe life of the party. - But he did not return with the main
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expedition.  They came back by sea, while he returned across the pcninaulr_l-,
#nd going on to Cienagn made his wny lo Barranquilla. At least, that is
what I heard.”

Nelson lee tbhanked her, and after a few more words passed out, but
a1l the time the one thought was Lhrobbing in his mind—that was the
Comle de Monte Bello, and if the timo tho woman hnd mentioned was
correcl, then he must have been in the Gonjira Peninsula just before Castro
and Sonx loaned the seventy thousaud pounds to ** Pedro Montero.”

What did it mean?

Nolson Lee wos {oo cautious to jump to a rash conclueion, but still, to
ray the least, il fwc one¢ to think., He had not forgotten for a single
moment what had happened in Paris when he had been sent for by Monsicur
Jules Fabert, the Paris chicf of police; to assiet in rupning down the
mysterious ** Black Woll.” .

He had not forgotteu how the same Black Wolf had stolen the Martigny
pearls under his very nose, and how both he and Nipper had bLeen bested
in that struggle.

Then, for a time, the. Black Wolfl had disappeared from the scene, but still
Nelson Lee remembered how, after the ball given by the Baronne Martigny,
when the Martigny pearls bad been stolen, he had come upon the strange
web  of connection bhetween the charming and somewhat mysterious
Mademoiscle Miton and one Comte de Moute Bello—the former a populav
member of the most exclusive Parisian social sct, and the latter a wealthy
and fashionable member of the smart Bohemian set of the French capital.

It had coused him npo little thought at the time, and now to come upon
a photograph of the Cowmte de Monte Bello under such strange circum-
slunces, and in swuch an outl-of-the-way part of the world, wns indeed
strange.

If the woman’s tale were true, then the Comle de Mont Bsllo must have
lmoln “i;l the Gonjira Peninsula at the time the fraud was practised on Castro
sl SONs,

Walking along the stone-flagged passage which led from the office to the
putio in search of Nipper, Nelson Lee did not at first notice a slim, white-
clad girl who came tripping along towards him.

Only when he had almost collided with her did he lift his Jiead to
speak un apology. '

But the phrase died on his lips as he gazed into the girl’s eyes, for there
before him, in the hotel in far-off Santa Marta, was none other than the
very girl of whom he had heen thinking-—l\ladcmoiacllc Miton of Paris!

CHAPTER 1V.

Nelson Lee Does Some Quick Thinking—Mademoisclle Miton Plays the
Part of a Sphinx—An Escape in the Night—The Fight on the Yacht.
OR oyfc in lis life Nelson Lee was nonplussed. = It was no mere
coincidence that he had run into Mademoiselle Miton in Santa Marta,
and he knew it.
From the first day when he had talked over the fraud with Stephen
‘7“*“:0. Nelson Tee ind been convinced that brains of more than ordinary
cunning were behind the affair, )

He had wnid as much to Costro, and on his arrival in South America, what
he had henrd about Pedro Monlero bad only made him fcel all the moro
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positive that if Montero had browght off the coup, it was nol his owr
mspiration, but at the direction of anolher.

hen had come the discovery of the group photograph, when he had
recognised the Comte de Monle Bello.  And mow he was face to face
with Madcemoiselle Miton, who had given him so to think in Paris.

Those who read the record of the first passage at arms between Nelson
Lee and tho Black Wolf might think perhaps that Lee had been bested.

On the face of it, he had. 'That is to sny, he had failed on that ocension
{o put his hands on the Black Wolf.

. But if one wonld count that a failure one would be neglecting to take
into account what Nelson Lee really accomplished in Paris. -
Im that brief Lime he had done what ne man before him had doune. 1Me
had gained a definite suapicion regarding the Black Wolf—a suspicion which,
by the way, he had kept to himsell so far. In Paris he had made a strong
connection in his. deductions between the perzonalities of the Comte de
Moutce Dello and Mademoiselle Miton, and further, when he had considered
the numerous written noles of warning which he had received from the
Binck Wolf, he had been able on nearly every occasion 1o connect them up
“with a parallel presence of cither the comte or Mademoiselle Mitou.

* Yet, though he had ndvanced so far and had theorised mnch farther, be
had had no proof, and without prool Nelson Lce did not permit himsell to
go too far. IHe preferred lo wait, and when the moment came to pounce.

The wide discrepancy between the descriptions of I'edro Montero, furnished
him by the manager of Binoff and Co. and the proprictress of the hotel,
bhad in the first place been suflicient to cause him to ** smell a rat.” as the
saying gocs.

Then the discovery that the Comte de Monte Bello had been in the district
at the time of the frand had given himm mere to think.

HMe recalled what the proprietress had said about the main expedition
returning by sea, but that the comte had come back across the peninsula
alone, and Pedro Montero was an outfitier on Lhat same wild peninsula!

The great question which, after his first passage with the Black Woll,
had whispered itself to Nelson Lee had been: \What was the true relationship
cxisting Letween the Comte de Monte Bello and Mademoiselle Miton? Were
they sisler and brother? Were they cousins?

Certainly there was a strong similarily in their features, which caused
Nelson Lee to scout the idea that they might be husband and wife.

Dut now a startling thought, which in the past hnd only taken vague
form in his mind, rose up and confronted him. Even in the first confusion
of meeting, Nelson Lee was asking himself: Is Mademoiselle Miton the same
individual as the so-called Comte de Monte Bello?

It scemed n wild faney for a sober-thinking man to dwell npon, and yel—
and yct thero was something strango in the whole affair,

As Nelson Lee bowed to the girl there wna no hint of this in his manner.
He was o pastmasler in concenling his emeotions. _

“It is n great surprise to meet you here, Mademoiselle Miton,”” he said
coolly. lfle last time I saw you was—er—under rather pninful conditions.
It I xemember rightly, I wont to your hiouse in Chantilly to have tea with
you, but unfortunately I remember nothing of what happened from the
time I began to sip my tea until I faund myselt in a coffin in my own
roons in iondon. I have been promising mysell an explanation of that
strange pheuomenon, mademoiselle.”

The girl flushed, but when she replied her tones were cool enough.

“You seem to have had rather an extraordinary time of it in Paris,
Mongiour Lee,”’ she said, . “ If my wemory serves me rightly, you did
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{o Chantilly {0 have tea with e, and after that affaiv T promised
:;?;T;:l?llllllnt 1 sho{lld forget I ever met you. You did a great
service for me, wonsieur, when you rescued me from the waters o _thc
Fnglish Channel, and for thrﬁ. reason I said nothing about the horrible
i - which you put upon me. _
ml.‘-“{}or:li.ljlo yiusut!" l:-cllbed Nelson Lee, in blank amazement. * What
are you speaking of, mademoisellc?’ . ]

* Monsicur,” she replied stifMly, ‘‘ by your own words just mow you
acknowledge that you remember Jittle of what Imgpcne(l when you came
to have tea with me. You also tell somo extraordinary story of finding
vourself in a coflin—a coffin, mousicur, in your own rooms in London?
That is a very extraordinary tale, monsicur, and docs you credit.

* Am I not to consider it an insult,” she continued, “ when a gentleman
contes to lea, and in the midst of it collapses in m{ house through over-
indulgence 1w spirits, monsieur? It was very terrible, monsicur! I never
had such a thing kappen. And you must indeed bave continued your
remarkable actious if you chose to return to England in a cofin. I am glad,
though, monsicur, that I have had the opportunity of this meeting, for 1
did not wish to cross you off from my list of acqunintaunces without telling
vou the reason nnd giving you an opportunily of apologising. I am not
narrow-minded, monsicur, but really it was rather o startling thing to
happen.” - :

ll\’lolson Lee smiled a grim smile. Ile had more than once wondered
what Mademoisclle Miton would sng when he met her and accused her of
having dragged him at ten, and then having bLeen the menns of sending
him across to England in a coffin, . . _

But in his thoughts of that mceling he had nlways pictured himsclf
as the inlerrogator and the one to give pardon, if pardon were given. 1o
had not for a moment anticipated such a denouement ns this.

But-if he could believe his ears, here was Mademolselle Miton coolly
aceusing him of having -Leen the worse for ligunor when he called, and ol
having collapsed during tea.

She followed that up by boldly accusing him of manufacturing the story
of having arrived in England in a coffin.

To say the least, it was enough to take onc’s breath away, but its very
brazenness told Neleom Lce more than anything else exactly how clever
and daring was the girl with whom he was dealing.

lle knew, as a man of tho world, that nothing was to be gained Dby
accusing her of what he knew in his heart to be the truth It was true that
there were no witnegses of the affuir, and if he were to make the accusation
publicly without any real evidenee to support it he would but be laughed at.

So he swallowed his chagrin and smiled. -

“If vou think an apology is in order from me to yon, madomoiselle,”
he said slowly, ' pray permit me to make one. J—'"

Modemoiselle Miton held up her hand.

" Enough, monsicur !’ she said. ‘* On account of what you Qid for me,
vour apology is accepted; but I trust you will be gentleman enough not to
force your company upon me when you know it is unwelcome, \ﬁith your
permission, monsieur.’’

Wilh that she inclined her head, and swept past Lee, bLefore he conld
make any reply.

Nelson Tee went along 1o the patie in a very thoughtful mood. He met
Nipper just as he reached the lovely palm-filled fquare, round which tho
hotel was built.

The 'ad had heen waiting for his master, nnd as he saw. him he camo
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forward. Trom.the lack of any particular expression on his [
Lee knew that tho lad had not yet seen Made:l:loiselle Mitoll:? ace, Relson

He made a gesture for the lad {o follow him to a quiet corner of the patio,

a;ld when they had seated themeelves in low wicker-chaira, he aaid in a low
no:

“ There have been somo developments in the cnse, my lad.
gucss whom I have just met?”

Nipper knit his brows in thought. He was silent for n few moments
then snid ’
** Not Montero, guv'ror?’
Nelson Lee ghaok his head.

“ Nq, my lad. I have mel someone whose mame you wpuld scarcolv
guess in n dozen guesses. I have met Mademoiselle Miton, whom I think
you well remember.” '

‘“ Mademoiselle Miton!”’ exclaimed the Ind, with a low whistle. * Scott,
guv'nor! \Vhat is she doing out here?”

‘“ Listen, my lad. I will tell you what I. know.” .

With .that Neleson Lec began, and relating the result of his conversation
with the proprictress of the hotel, went on to the part where he had come
euddenly upon the group pholograph.,

“You can imagine, my lad, what a shock it was Lo me (o find that the
Comle de Monte Bello had been out here at just the time the fraud had
been practised upon the Castro firm. But, I nesure vou, it was a far greater
shock to run into Modemoisclle Miton as I was leaving the office to find you.

* Now, my Jad,”” he continued, ‘1t is plain to me that, for her own reasous
Mademoiselle Miton is delermined (o bluff owt the line she bas taken, ‘That
she chooses to say that I was under the influence of liquor when I had tea
at her place in Chantilly worries me not at all. 1 con stand anything of
that nature which she or anyone ¢lse may say. ‘

“ You know, and I know, that 1 was drugged in her house, and we both
know as well that it was through the ’il'igency of the Black Wolf himself
that wo both reached London in coffins. 1ey played a strong hand in Iarie,
my lad, and a strong hand js being played out here in South America. The
Black Wolf played the hands in I’aris, Nipper, and as sure as I sit here
with you, I believe that it is the Black Wolf, and only the Black Woll, who
is behind this coup out here.

“ \What Pedro Montero had to do with it may have been much or little,
but whatever it was, it was at the instigation of the Black Wolf and none
other. Of that I feel convinced. And, Nipper, to you I say now, what has
been but o tentalive hypothesis in my mind heretofore, It is this: 1
believe that the Comte de Monie Bello and Mademoiselle Miton are one
and the snme person, ] . )

“ T believe that the Comle de Monte Bello is non-existant. T believo that
Mademoiselle Miton is the so-called Comtoe de Monte Bello. And, Nipper, I
believe that Mademoiselle Miton is none other than the mysterious * Black
Woll.’ .

“ But, my Jad, that is only theory. Wo must prove it, aud before we have
fivished with the Black Wolf, we will prove it.” . _

“Seott, guv'nor! Can it be possible?” asked the lad, in a whisper.

“ I do believe it is possible, and 1 do believe it to be so, replied helso‘ll
Leo curtly. * Now, my lad, Mademoiselle Miton is here—for what purposo
we do not know. But we suspceet enough about that young womau to kn?\\
that if ehe is the one whom we think, she ie not here fo'r any idle purpose.
Where she has come from, and why we must discover. Therefore, we must
not lose sight of her for n moment.

Can you
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* You will get on her {rail, my Ind, and watch. It is now almost dinner-
time. and it 15 fairly snfe to acsume (hat she will dive here at the hotel.
After dinner, I have some writing which must be done, and while I am zo
cngaged you will keep constant watch upon her. It will not make very
much difference if she does suspect that you are watching her. If she
is the Black Wolf, then she must know why we are here, and in that case
she will know t(hal we shall be walching her, for I am certain she knows I
. suspect her. . ]

““The chief point is nol lo lose sight of her, my Iad, and if you sce
apylbing which rouses vour suspicions enll me at onec. I am going lo
change now, and will leave you (o begin your task.”

With that Nelson Lec rose, and cressing the patio, made his way up the
sloircase lo his room. As he walked along the upper balcony, ho anw
Mademoisclle Miton on Lhe olher side, but she kept her gaze averted
{rom him, and Lee, with a little emile, turned into his own room.

“ If it ie {rue,”” he muliered, as he began to change into n fresh while
wuil.

Bul what ho meant only he himself knew. Now, ordinarily speaking, it
was only natural that Nelson Lee should think Mademoiselle Miton would
dine al the holel, for unless she were invited 1o one of lthe privale housos
in the place, there was no olher place even approaching the hotel in the
malter of cleanliness and quality of food.

But, as it happened, Mademoisclle Miton was not dining at the holel,
and neither was she dining at any private house in the lown,

She had made other arrangements, of which Lee could know nothing, for
lie could nol foresee Lhat a beautliful white yacht would steal into the
harbour and anchor jusl opposile the greal guardian yvacbt just Lefore the
Aunset gun wenlt. -

Yet it was o, and Nipper, who was anticipating a very easy job of it
unlil after diuner, at least, was somewhat surprised when he saw his quarry
wel oul from the holel just as the dinner-gong went, and just ne dusk
deepened to darkness.

I'n¢ hurrying people who passed on their way to the {ables made him
casl n wistful glanco towards the outside balcony, where Lthe tables were
placed, but, snalching up the white helmet which he had Jaid aside, he
stovted off after his quarry. Mademoisclle Miton turned her foolsteps
towards the piaza, and walking at a brisk pace, crossed that sun-bleached
square, and headed towards the harbour.

By now full darkness had descended, and once away from the plaza there
way Jittle light to guide her on her way. Tere and there the open door
of a peon hut revealed o rudely-furnished interior, where by the light of a
gullering candle, the native and his (amily took their evening meal.

From the open doorways of dingy-looking shops, given over to the sale
of nalive liquors, came the raucous tones of Endinns and const mongrels wjith
the monolonour twang of a guitar,

The streel itself, sloping down from cach side of a sort of gutter in the
middle—for in those poorly-drained lowns, the cenlre and not the sides
of the road act as gutter—there were fow people abont. Yet, vacant as the
slreet was, Nipper had little difliculty in following bia quarry uunder cover
of Lhe friendly darkness. _

Mademoiselle Miton aveided Lhe distant piers where the banana boats
berth, and, keeping along by the beach close by the lown, she walked out
lo_a small jutling point. _

Nipper, who was dogging her closollv. worked his way “lin close to Lhe

v

ﬂpol- where she glood, and crouchiug behind a small seraggy bush, watched
er. '
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For the first time he saw that there was riding in the harbour a craft of
some sorl, and he knew that as bhe had come ulong the beach that same
afternoon there had been no boat ab anchor out there,

Although it was dark, the sky was studded with stars, and agrainst the

skydllc could clearly see Lhe silhionette of the girl who stood on the spit of
sand.

She was gazing out®ncross the harbour Low
outline he could make out, and
the Iad’s sharp ears canght the

ards the ship whose shadowy
she bad not been standing there long before
sound of oars working ie rowlocks.

‘The sound grew more distine

) t cach moment, until after what he judged
10 Le a couplo of minutes or go, he saw a small boat appronech the spot where
{he girl stood.

Craning his head forward, Nipper could now see the girl run down o
the edge of the water, and a moment later there came to him low, hurried
words in French:

“Is all ready?”” he heazl the girl say, and n deep voice answer: “ DBut,
yes, mademoiselle. We were watching for you,”*

‘ Theu row out to the yacht at once,” said the girl. ** We shall slip away
te-vight. Things have happened here to-day, and I shall go away without
waiting for the instruments.””

With that she stepped into tke bont, and the next second the oars had
been set to work again. The boat drew rapidly away from the shore, and
ns it gradually became lost in the mist which clung close to the water,
Nipper lenred up from his hiding-place and ran down {o the water’s cdge.

" Now what ou carth does that mean?"” he muttered, gazing out across the
harbour. ‘“I am sure Lhe guv'nor kuows nothing of tﬁat boat. And from
what I have just heard, it seems that this Mademoiselle Miton is going (o
get away to-night. Now what had I better do? Shall T go back to the
guv'nor and report what I have heard? Or _«shall I try to get out to the
yacht and try to learn more?""

While the sound of the oars died away across the harbour, the lad stood
ondering on the beach, figuring out the time it wounld take him to get

ack to the hotel and warn: his master of what he had discovered.

Finally, after debating the matter thoroughly, he decided to try to get
out to the yacht, and moving along the beach, cast about him for signs
of a boat which he could use. )

Scarch as he might, however, there was nothing which would serve his
purpose, and returning lo the .sand spit, he started Lo disrobe. ) .

Slipping off his white cont and trousers, the lad stood clad only in shirt
and Llico knickers, which spread out from his legs like running knickers.
‘Ihen, carefully hiding his clothes behind the bush which had sheltered him
hefore, he stepped down to the edge of the water, and, risking the presence
of sharks, slipped softly into the water. .

Wading out to the armpits, he bent forward, and as his feet left the

sand on the bottom he spread out his arms, and with an casy overhand
stroke, began to swim out o the yacht. )
- He had not gone very far before he began to realise that the yacht was
much farther away than she had looked when he had stood on the <hore.
She had loomed up black and huge through the night, and he had thought
her anchored fairly close 1o the shore. . )

Ho stuck doggccﬁy Lo hiy task, however, and at last had the salisfaction
of making out Lhe details of her lines. .

Swimming even more cautiously than he had beew, he worked his way
through the waler until straight ahead of him he saw the long line of the
cablo which stretched from the bow to the surface of the waler, and at
which the drift of the curremt was making her pull,
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i gwam along until he reached the chinin, and grasping it, rested
w-ﬁﬂ"f: 1“.,.“|,ini.=toclgIlw yacht which now loomed nlmest overhead. He
could sce enough te tell him that she was a big yacht of fine lines, and
from her size evidently of more thau ordivary power. o

IFrom the fact that there were no long funuels arising amidships, he
knew she must be one of the new oil burners of which he had heard so
much since Lhe British Navy bad acbieved such success with oil fuel. That
she was the property of a very wealthy person was plain, too, and for Lhe
first time since he had come into contact with the Black Wolf, Nipper
hezan lo realise to the full exactly what a powerful and influential individual
ihc‘)' had (o deal wilh, . . o

For by now he complelely shared his master’s opinion that Mademoiselie
Miton, the Comte de Monte Bello, and the Black Wolf were one and the
same person. And if he could believe what he had seen that very evening,
he must accepl the fact that the Black Wolf, for whom the police of every
city in the world had sought at some time or other, was at that very moment
aboard his or her yacht not a dozen yards away from him. '

Beeanse he and Nelson Lee, however, beliecved Mademoiselle Milon, Lhe
Comle de Monte Belle, and tbe Black Wolf to be one and the same person,
did nol make it follow that anyone clsc would share their view, and fo make
their ease weak Lhey hnd not an alom of aclual proof o go upon. It was
all a theory of his master’s.

Sometbing like this was passing through the mind of the Jad as he clung
Lo Lhe anchor-chain of the yacht, but wlen he was breathing more regularly,
he cast about him for some means of gelting on hoard {he yacht.

He knew exaclly how much risk he ran in making an attempt lo scale
the side—how likely it was he would be canght if he tried the plan. It was
gazing along the great chain which held the yacht at anchor, that gave him
a daring idea, and no gooner had it come to him than he had slipped back
inlo the water nmd was swimming softly along close beaide the yacht.

Ho kept on unlil he reached the stern, and there a Lhrill of satisfaction
went through him as he saw what he had hoped to find. That was another
chaia cable holding the yacht at the stern.

Swimming along to it, Nipper clambered upon it, and, resling against it,
dragged off his socks, which until then he-had worn. That done, he Lurned
2is face to the chain, and uwsing cuch of Lhe broad links as a toe held,
began to make his way up it towards the yacht much as the black boys
in the island elimb a cocoanut-iree

The chain was al an angle of at least forty-five degrees, and lo grip only
by the toes and hands on that preearious angle was both difficult and dan-
gerous. No matler now gently lie tried to move, the chain would persist
in swinging, almost precipitating him into the water each time he moved.

But he stuck Lo 1L, gritting his teeth with determination, and foot by foot
lic climbed up wntil the round stern of the yacht loomed close above him.
The lad waa almost exhausted by now, and it scemed that he must lel go
before he reached the top, but still he stuck to it, and after what scomed
an hour of torture, he finally reached the grent holo Lthrough which the
chain came. .

There he bLraced himsell and paused for a liltle Lo recover his brenth
and examine the menns for getling en board.

When he had slarted up Lhe chain he did not know whether or not ho
would be able {o get through Lhe chain hole or not. He knew Lhat on a
good-sized ship Lhese chain holes are quite large cuough for a lad to climb

through. bul n the yacht he had d th igh it
chuin blocking Lhe ptfss?t -y 1ad feare cy mig t be too small with the
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But to his joy he found that by squirmi i inding
_ h a quirming and squeezing and not
the jamming of the great links very much, he c‘tl)uld jugtnmallcl: i:’u::g:lu%
minute later he was Iying flat on the deck panting heavily. .

When he had somewhat recovered, he raised iis hcmf cauliously and
g;l::z:gen(llgnﬁ ;he Iﬂlgt}l of tl._}lc ynflllt.l He was lying closo to the scuppers

ck over the fo'castle, and through a skylight just i
could see the gleam of a light. ° YHgHL Just abead of him,

There was no lookout in the bow, and as far as he could make out, none
of the crew were hanging about the fo’castle entrance.

On’c thing which both served nnd hindered his purpose was some of tha
crew’s washing which hung on n line just overhead. It blocked some of the
view of the deck, but at the saine time served to conceal him from Uhe view
of anyone on the bridge.

Determined to go ahend now that he had achieved so much, Nipper crept
along on hands and knees uniil he was close Lo the skylight, and, peering
down into the fo’castle, saw the crew at supper.

He couuted them as they snt there, making twenty in all, and noticed
that they were clad in spoticss white, with a black diamond worked on the
right arm of cach jacket. :

Through an opening in the skylizht he could hear snatches of their con-
veran.t:on, and made out English, Freneh, Spanish, and a strong American
accent.

It was evident that the crew of the yacht was a polyglot lot. It was not
however the crew of the yacht in which-the lnd was interested. He wanted

lo keop up his surveillance on Mademoiselle Miton, and to do that ke must
work his way aft. .

Lying in the shadow just beyond the skylight. he pondered on Lhe matter.
It was the waghing overhead shich finally gave him an idea, and he acted
without hesitalion.

On the lines nbove he could see several pairs of white trousers and jackets,
and, rising cautiously, he felt aboeut until he had found a suit which was
quite dry.

Unfastening the pins which held it to the line, Nipper worked his way
iuto the shadow and there donned the outfit. It was comsiderably on the
large size, but by turning up the bottoms of the trousers, it filted weil
.enough to pass muster for the purpose be had in mind.

When this part of the plan was completed, he rose to his feet, and walking
boldly along, ran down the ladder which led from the fo’castle-deck to the
main deck, and them, with a truly secamanlike swagger, started along
towards the waist of the ship.

As he went, he could see an officer in white pacing up and down the bridge,
and half way along the waist he met one of the anchor-watch making
towards the fo’ensgtle. He grunted to the lad, who replied in the same way,
Ahen Nipper came to the Fadtler leading to the promenade-deck aft, and,
watching his chance, boldly ran up it. i

On the promennde-deck he made for the shadow, and «stood for a few
moments getting his bearings. Hali waiy along towards a wide-mouthed
companionway, §|c could see a large skylight, from which poured a flood
of Jight. Something told Nipper that this skylight served the main saloon,
and that it was just possible that Mademoiselle Miton wonld be there.

PThe deck seemed clear for the moment, so, slipping along softly, Nipper
worked his way closo to the skylight. One look down he permitted bimself,
and in that single glauce took in many of the details of what proved to be
tho maiz saloon.
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1t was richly Murnished in black Russinn oak, which is a most rare and
bheautiful wood, Along the full length of the saloon was a long Lable, white
with snowy linen and gleaming with silver and glass.

I'wo white-clad &lewnrds were in the act of serving dinner, and while at
onc end sai Mademoiselle Miton, the lad saw at the other end of the table a
bearded oflicer garbed in white drill set off wilh gold braid and buttons whom
he knew instinctively 1o be the captain.

On mademeiselle’s right was a middle-aged woman wham Nelvon Lee wou'ld
have recognised as the companion who once admilted him Lo the house in
Chaotilly. It was Ninelle.

On the captain’s right was a clean-shaven man with the. stamp of tho
hetter-cluss naval man aboul him, and thig onc Nipper took to be the first
oflicer.

‘The more he saw cf the vacht the more he realised the financial resonrees
of the Black Woll. The skylight itsell was composed of six large sashes,
three on cach side, and on the windward side three had been lifted in order
10 allow the soft night breeze lo enter the saloon.

Two large cleetric fans were also buzzing within the saloon, but even
above their soft purr, Nipper could hear snatches of the conversation which

wis going on hielow. Aml it was mademoiselle who appeared to be doing
most of the talking.

“ Moxt unfortunate!” he heard- her say in T'rench. ““I kunew he was in
Sonth Amovica, but I was confident I could get the exploring instruments L
leTt in Santa Marta before he could get over that [ar.

“ Ilow he has managed to trace Pedro Montero to Sauta Marta T have not
vot discovered. But, my friends, I have an uneasy fecling Lhat this man
Nelwon Lee is just a litt?:.' suspicious of me. I do not know for certain, but
it is undoubledly a fact that he has not accepted my version of what
happened to him in Paris. Since evcryl-hin% ig geltled here but the matter
of the instruments, ond since they can easily be forwarded on to me else-
where, T sce no reuso: why we should delay.

“We shall therefore get away from here to-night, and. inslead of taking
in supplies here as we inlended, we shall take them in at Port au Prince.
Then we shall go on to—"’ :

But just then, when Nipper was straining his ears to eatch what was the
intended destination of the yacht, a heavy hand descended on his shoulder,
antd, wheeling sharply, he gazed up into the face of a hearded scaman.

The next moment lie was at the throat of his captor, and the two of them
were volling over and over on the deck in a wild struggle for the mastery.

CHAPTER V.

Nipper in a Tight Place—A Wild Struggle and Chase—The Race for
Freedom—A Daring Swim.

OW the seaman had managed to crech up upon him so stealthily, Nipper
had not time o think then. As a matter of fact, e had been so
intently absorbed in listening to the comversation in the saleon

bencath that hie had heard nothing of that which was going on on deck.
It had been yure nceiderit Lhat he had been discovered. for the seaman, in

passing from the bridge forward to relieve on the anchor wateh, wounld not
i the ordinary way have passed the spot where Nipper lay.
But a winor duty had taken the mau aft before going forward, and as b2
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pusscd along on the windward side be had noticed the white form lying closo
to_tho open skylight. . : :

He thought then, and he thought now, that it was one of the crew caves.
dropping, and, secing how absorbed the man appeared to be, he had crept
up silently from behind.

He had not anticipated such a furious assault when he laid his hand on
Nipper’s shoulder, it being merely his intention to drag the supposed anilor
away, and settlo with him on the lower deck. But Nipper had turned on
him liko a wild-cat, and the two had gone down, fighting wildly.

Nipper was much smaller and far less powerful thau his antagonist, hut
Uho eurpriso of his atlack had given him a mowmentary advoantage, of which
ho made the most.

As they rolled towards Lhe scuppers, lie caught his foot on ¢ projecting
cleat, and stopped their impetus, leaving the scaman underneath.  Then,
raising his arm, he drove his clenched fist full into the face of the seaman.
‘The latter had shouted several times as they rolled down the deck, and now
he cried out again.

Tho sound of rushing fecet and a hoarse voice overhead told Nipper that
Lthe cries had been heard. so, jamming his fist once more into the face of the
man underneath, he leaped to his feet and mude for the stern, intending to
take to tho water. .

Just as he was in the act of passing the companionway, n man appeared,
whom he at once recognised as the man at the saloon table, whom he bad put
down as the first oflicer. :

IIo made o wild clutch at Nipper as the Iad flew past, and managed to get
a momentary grip on Nipper's jacket. Nipper strained forward sharply,
and in that moment he thanked his stars that he had picked a suit much
too large for him, for the blouse came off clean over his head, and he was
frec.

Leaving the chief holding the empty blonse, the lad sped ahead again;
but now the captain himself appeared, and, with the mate at his heels, set
olf altey the lad. : _

Up the deck were a dozen or more scamen coming on the run, and Nipper,
sccing that two of them must cut him off before he could reach cither the
sido or the stern, suddenly changed his course, and made forward.

Now the suit, which had twice belriended him, caused a complication, for
the trousers, which, it will be remembered, had proved so large for him, had
become loogened during his struggles, and began to drop down his legs,
hampering his movements, _ i _

Willy-nilly the lad had to pull up and kick them off, thus losing valnable
seconds, and just as threec of the oncoming seamen dashed forward with cries
of trinmph, le again doubled and dashed nft again, clad ouly in his knee
under-knickers and shirt, .

He ran swiftly, dodging the captain and mate on the wni, aud sending ono
seaman bowling cver into the scuppers: but the other blocked his way {airly,
and as he doubled once more the Jad saw that the main body of seamen were
closing in upon him. . : o o .

A marline-spike came whistling through the air, just'skimming his
shoulder as it went past, and following that he saw the caplain draw his
revolver and order him to stop. . i

By this time the man whom he had first fought with was on his feet,
relating what had occurred to the mate and captain, and by now it was plain
to all that the lightly-clad youth who was dashing round the deck was no
member of tho erew. . i

The captain raised the revolver, and, as Nipper made forward agaiu, ho
called out in French:
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o 1 FY 1 e
Nipper kept straight on, and just as the revolver blazed ont he ducked.

11¢ could hear the z"fp of {he bullet as it passed over his head, and the next
moment he hiad run full-tilt into two scamen who were just coming up the
lndder from the waist, ) . .

They canght him as he rushed them, and all three went into the twaist with
terrific force.  Nipper manuged to land on one of the others, and before Lhe
~econd fellow could gel to his feel, the lad was up and racing on like a hare.

Down the other companion came the crew, pell-mell, with the captain
shouting after them and firing at Nipper's flecing figure. Then the lad
reached the fromt of the forccastle, where he saw the cook standing, bran-
dishing a hug- kuife in his hand. )

Instead of trying to dodge this latter missile, Nipper rushed straight for
Ui cook; then, just as the latter was about to bring the knife down, the
Jad bent almost double, butled his head full into the stomach of the cook,
snatehed the great knife as it flew from the man’s hands, and, hurling it into
the very thick of the pursning seamen, raced up the short ladder lcading to
the bows,

iere he thrust the washing aside, and, with that between him and his
pursuers, looked for a place to go over the side. lie sprang to the side just.
by the spol where the anchor chain went out, and, raising his hands above
his head. dived into the purple waters bheneath.,

He cut them like an arrow, sending a shower of phosphorescence in every
direclion. Ile swin as far as possible under water, and when he finally came
te the surface the yacht was a score of yards hehind him,

" e rested for a bare second in order Lo get his breath, but, as he heard
hoarse commands ta ‘et o a boat, he turned over on his side, and, swimming
with a strong crawl, made for the shore.

It.was a good quarter of a mile as he had judged on the way out, and heo
knew that, wnless he gol a considerable lead at the start, he would never ho
able to outdistance the boat, '

Butl he fought on doggedly, and the fact that more than one bhullet camo
zipping after him only made him the more determined to win out if
possible.

Yard by vard he covered the water, swimming slrongly and evenly, but not
vel making any attempt at a spurt, which woyld be of liltle zvail at that
stage of Lthe chase, and would only tire him early.

Once he looked back, and could see something on the water behind, Heo
kuew it was the boat which had been lowered, and that it was after him
with the hest oarsmen the crew could produce.

On _ngain he went, {rying to master his desire not to spurt, and hoping
that he would not receive Lhe atiention of any wandering sharl.. .

As the minutes went by, he could hear the voice of the man at the tiller
ropes of the boat, urging en the men, and as the voice grew more distinet
cach moment, he knew Lhe boat was gaining rapidly on him.

Then to bis left he heard a rush, and something black icomed up. 1t
kecemed Lo he coming straight down upon him, and perforce he had to turn
lo try lo get clear of it.

e saw that it was the small const patrol-boat which he had seen in Lhe
harbowr on mare than one oceasion, nnd judged that it had probably como
acrany the harhonr to see what Lthe commotion was alo-+. '

When in harbmur the tiny gunboats of the South American and Central
American republics oflen act as a sort of harbour police. That it had been

attracted by the chase for him was soon evident to Nipper, for it was belding
& course which must bring it very close to him.
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But at the distauce it would be impossible for those on the gunboal to
eeo him, and therefore he reasoned that its truc objective was probably tho
boat which was pursuing Lim.

As a matter of fact, the gunbont had not yet seen cither the Loat or the
fugitive, Its objective was the yacht from which the sound of shots had
appeared to come, and it was bound there to hail those on board aud demand
an explanation.

In couatries where revolutions are the order of the day, the officials get
nervous when they hear the sound of firing after nightfall.

Nipper struggled to avoid the Lout as it Lore down wpon him, and for
one awful mowment he thought it must crash full into him: but, by using a
desperate spurt, he managed to avoid it by inches, and as it swept on some-
thing struck him in the face with terrific force.

Instinctively he put up his hand to ward off whatever it might be, and as
ho did so a wet rop- rushed through lis fingers.

In a second he had grosped what it meant. A trailing rope at the stern
of the gunboat had struck him, and as"he realised that, he made a desperate
attempt to hold it.

It raced lmst for some distance, scaring Lhe skin off his hands as it did
80, but finaliy he managed to get a grip on it, and as it took up the burden
of his weight he was suddenly jerked round at right angles to the way he
had been going and dragged throngh the water at great gpeed.

As he swung about he caught sight of the boat which had been pursuning
him, and saw that by now they had attracted the atlention of those on
board the guunboat. He could hear them hailing the oflicials on board,
and when he saw the gunboat suddenly swing to the starboard he knew that
they intended coming about to speak the small hoat.

But they bad been so close to the boat and were going at such a speed
that of necessity they were carried on s considerable distance before they
could come about, aud when by the time the <houts of those in the small
boat had died away, Nipper bhad been dragged a good quarler of a mile
from the spot where the small boat rocked ou the waves.

ITe noticed that the distance from the shore was about the same as
it had been when the rope struck him, bub by coming about the gunboat
would drag him bLack out into the harbour again. -

Therefore, risking discovery, for until now he was certain those in the
small boat had not scen him—they must think he had been struck by the
gunboat—lec let go the rope, aud as the gunboat dashed on he turned on his
side and made for the shore at top specﬁ. _ o

Fully an eighth of a mile he had covered, and was just begimning to
congratulate himself that he steod a sporting chance of getting free, when
the rumble of the gunboat bLehind told him he had been discovered.

He then used the spurt which he had been saving up, knowing that the
unboat dare come ounly so close to the shore, and that wuless they apened
ire upon him he still stood a chance of winning out. .

Half the remaining distance he covered at top speed, then he cased up 1m
his stroke, and using the same steady crawl he had first adopted, swam the
balauce of the distance. _ . .

When his feet at last touchetll botl(]n;l he desisted, and straightening up,
s ' the shore as hard as he could go.

w1ﬁlgdt£gh t4:»:1cq'.eslcu:>k at the gunboal which had been forced by shallow \mt'olll'
to turn, saw another small pateh which he rightly opined was the sm.;
Loat making for the Leach, then, Lreaking into a rum, he made nlong e
beach towards the sand-pit where he had concealed his clothes, and just
as lio reached that pit of sard he ran full into Nelson Lee himself.
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CHAPTER V1.

Nelson Lee Grows Suspicious—His Suspicions are Confirmed—He Grows
Uncasy—A Surprise from the Sea—Nipper's Tale—St:ategy and Action—
The Stern Light of the Yacht.

T was the fact that neither Mademoisclle Miton nor Nipper appeared
at dinner at the hotel which first aroused Nelson Lee’s suspicions that
all wac not right.  He had felt so sure in bhis own mind that

ademoiselle wonld dine there, that when hall through the dinner hour
rhie had not appeared. amd there were no signs of Nipper, be first began to
feel uncasy,

After what had ha pened in Paris he did not make the mislake of under-
sltapding the strengl-{n of the cuemy. Now that he was assured in his own
miml that Mademoiselle Miton, the Comte de Monte Bello, and the mys-
terious Black Wollf were one and the same, he was ready to believe the
charming mademoiselle equal to almosl any slralegy. )

Therefore, when the l'ul‘ dinner-hofir dragged past and still she did not
appear, he was so convinced that developments unexpeeted by both himsell
and the lad had taken place, that he finished his coffee hurriedly, and made
his way to the office.

Me found the proprietress busy al the account books, but she received
him with a smile, and Nelzon Lee went strnigllt to the point,

“I um sorry to have (o trouble you again,” he said, with one of his rare
smiles, ** but I am really anxious to get a little information, if you can give
it to me."”

1 shall be pleased Lo tell you anylhing I can, Mr. Lee,”” replied Lhe
Englishwoman, ‘* What is it you wish lo know?"

““This aftermoon, when I left you, I met a young lady whom I knew in
Paris. It was somewhat of a surprise to me Lo meet her here, for she did
not, strike me as exactly the type of girl who would find interest in such
a country as thia. I have been wondering if you could tell me how long
she ia likely to stay. 1 Imlpod to see her at dinner, but she has nol appeared.”

The proprietress .smiled.

““Of course you mean Mademoiselle Miton, Mr. Lee?” she esnid. “I
really know very little aboul her, as this is the lirst Lime she has slayed
here. 1 only know thal she arrived some days ago in her own yacht, mftl
that the yacht sailed away again.  But it relurned this afternoon, and
Maodemninelle Miton has nlrongy gone aboard.  She snid the yacht would
anil at daybreak, so I am afraid you have missed her."

Nelwon Lee bit his lip with chagrin.

So the littlo mademoiselle had been too clever for him once again. DBut
no! Ie would go ufter her if he had (o charter a boat to do it. And as
that thought occurred to him little did Nelson Lee dream how very true
it would prove.

‘“Have you any idea whal is {o be her destinalion?”” he asked guickly.

The propriciress sheok her head.

“1 do not know, Mr. Lee. She snid nothing about forwarding on any
letters which might come, so 1 snppose she does not expect any.”

Nelson Lee thanked ler, and making lis way from the office, walked
sowly until he reached the patio. Bul once there he quickened his pace
perceptibly, and hurrying along to where he had left his hal gol it and
reached the sireet. Once there he was practically free from observation,
mud Alviking ont in the direclion of the plaza, walked briskly until he bad
cressed the synure and reached the voad leading down to tzc beneh.
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It was all new to him this talk about a yacht havin i
barbour that afternoon, but Nipper's absence) was enou hglc':o;::fl llnlilnt:? l%:l:i
the lad had undoubtedly followed his quarry to the hencﬁ.

then the lad must have seen the yacht an | that were so,

uessed what it .
then why hadn't he returned to the hotel to Ecport at o:mol. meaut. If so,

Lee was in a savage mood by the time he reached Lhe beach, an
and green lights wlnﬁ:h he could see on some vessel at anchor in lh:zl I}::h;fg
did not make him in a Lelter humour.

Chance had led him to almost the same spot where Nipper had disrobed
to take his long swim, and he was standing there guazing out at the yacht
with o puzzled frown, when suddenly from over the water there came the
sh;‘r somii of a gunshot. _

elson ¢ pricked up his ecars at once, und, bending forward, -
through the n!ght.. A few moments later the sound of another shom:‘lﬂ
aoross the water, and hard on that the faint ccho of raucous voices shouting
in_what to Icc sounded like tones of anger.

With the instinct of the bloodhound, he braced himself and bent forward
still more. Now he could hear “every sound of uproar from across the
water, and it did not take much to tell hiln that it came from the yacht.
Shot after shot snapped ‘out, and somehow Lee knew that they must Le
connccted with Nipper. : '

Straightening up he raced ajoug the beach in search of a beat. If the
lad were in a mix-up then it way up to his master to do what he could to
help him. And since the mask was off in his relations with Mademoisclle
Miton, it did nol much mattier. : :

Though he went this way and that, however. he could find not a siungle
boat—nuot even a rough dug-out or coracle. In o perturbed state of mind
he came back to Lhe spit of sand, and then for the first time caught sight
of anoiber boal in the harbour.

By the movements of her lights he could sce that she was travelling swiftly,
and as near as he could make out was heading in the direction of the yacht.

“So she has heard the shots. too.”” he mulicred. *‘ Must be the little

ogunboat I saw this morning. She is going over to see what is up. I do
fiope the lad hasu’t got himself into a mess.”” -

ust Lhen the gulﬁ)ont turned sharply, and l’orln. time Nelson Lee conld

not mike out what she was about. Then she went on again and once more
changed her course, finally swinging round and_ heading for the shore.
It was then that Lee saw there was some definite gurpose in her actions,
and in his puzzlement he walked down close to the edge of the water. DBut
though he gazed out across the harbour ever so keenly, he did not see the
head of the swimmer who was nEpronchiug the shore. '
Not until some time later, when (he gunboat had turned and made ow
“inlo the harbour again and Nipper came racing along the beach to rush
full into him,~did he begin to understand. Then he listened to the lad’s
story and what he had discovered by risking so much on bonrd the yacht.
When the lad had finished, Nelson Lee told him to get into his clothes,
and while he was waiting. walked up and down the beach in a quandary.
“So they are going out to-night,” le muttered.  “ That does complicale
matters. It will ouly be a waste of Lime for me to allempt to get the
commandante of the port to hold them up. They will 1151\-0 slipped theit
anchor, and made off before I can make a definile move in that (li_roction.
“ From what the lad says, it seoms they will put inlo Port au Prince for
the supplies they intended taking in here. But that docsn’t help much. 1t
is true that there is a fruit steamer down at the pier and that she stops
in at Port an Prince on her way to New York, but the yacht could givo
her a dny's start and then beat her to Hayti. ‘



36 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

“ What on earth can I do? Once the Black Wolf gets to Europe all hope
of getting back any of that seventy thousand is gone. If I am to win out
on this case I simply must calch Yier now—now, while she has the goods

about her and while I bold the cards I do. )
*“They arc poor chough, Heaven knows, but with a well-sustained bluff

—who knows what I might bring off. But how to reach her—that is the
question. The fruit boat is the only boat in the harbour, sud that way is
hopeless. "1—— Good heavens!™

: &'olson Lee suddenly broke off. and, ultering the cjaculalion, turned and
raced for the apot where he had left Nipper.

“Come, my lad!” he rapped, as he saw that Ninper lhind just finished
dressing. *“ Come at once. There is much to do, and unless we are to have
the Black Wolf laughing at us again, we shall have to move swiftly. I havo
an idea. It remains to be seen if it is worth anything.” :

Nelson Lee sped wp the beach. with Nipper racing along at his heels. At
the crest of the Leach he paused for a single mowment and gazed back across
the barbour.

Even ns‘he did so, he saw the lights .of the yacht move, and. as he
resumed his course townwurds, he caught one fleeting glimpse of the stern
lights of the yacht as she slipped oul of the harbour.

— R——

CHAPTER VII.

A Wild Chas2 to Hayti—The Meetiug—Nelson Lee Plays a Strong
Bluf—The Black Wolf Meets her Match—Finis,

IPPER had wot the slightest idea what idea Lis master had got. Nor
could he cven altempt to guess. As a matter of fact, it was some-
thing he had scen at the fruit wharf that morning while strolling

along the beach that had-given Nelson Lee his idea. Tbat something was a
large forty-foot motor-bont which he had scen lying at the wharf, aud the
beauliful lines of which had caused him to ask the stevedore of the fruit

Dboat what she was. i .
Iie had been informed that she was the speedy and specially-bnilt motor-
hoat which had brought the exploring party which had erossed the Goajira
Peninsuli back by sea from the Gulf of Maracaibo. He had Leen further
anformed that she had been left there until some disposition should be made
of her, and the general idea was that she would be eventually sold in
Barranqguilla. d
- An expert oy such eraft, it had not taken Nelson Lee long to discover
that she was an .exceptionally fine sea-going boat, and with the permission
of the man in charge he had gone over her.

Wiflle he had stood on the beach pondering on how he might overtake
Lhe yacht which had just slipped out of the harbour, it had come to him
that if he could only get lold of that motor-boat, stock her with fuel
and provisions, get a erew without delay, and send her up through the blue
Carribbenn at full speed, he stood just a fighting chance of overtaking the
yacht, at least, before she got away from Port au Prince. But to do that
he would have 1o move and make those *“ manana "' South Americans move
as they had never moved hefore.

Three hoiirs later Nelson Lee stood over the engines of that snme motor-
bout wondering how he had done it. There was petrol cnough in the tanks
to last him to_llayti, and further if necessary. There was food—poor, it
16 true, but still food to last—and best of all a hard-bitlen crew of coust
mongrels, “jlm. for the money he had promised them, and the free retwrn
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to Sanla Marta, would fight, wonld steal, would do nlmost anything fer
their new master aa long as their price was paid.

There was the iuevitable delay in gettwig out of the clutehes of tho
harbour authoritics, but at last, just as the crimson dawn was coming
in the east, Nelson Lee himself took the tiller, and with Nipper at the
engines, the great chase began. :

ose who may know the blue Caribhenn will already have a very. fnir
idea of the chase which Nelson Lee and Nipper were undertaking, They
will know that a line drawn from Santa Marta duc north would almost
run through New York, and they will also know that the same ling would
come very close to Hayli.

Over to the enst lay the North and South Caribeeso, to Lhe west was Lhe
Spanish Main and the Mosquito Coast; Lehind them the whole continent
of South America, and straight nhead Hayti, their objective, San Domingo,
Jamaica, and Cuba, with only the Caribbean between.

Full on the wings of dawn Lhe high-powered molor-boat tore out of the
harbour, past the sentinel rock at the mouth, and with the white foam
1ip$ing off from the bhows, took ils way almost duc north.

Neclson Lee at the tiller crouched low beneath a rough picce of tarpawlin
which had been spread overhead to keep at bay the heatl of the sun. Nipper,
down in the cockpit, was shellered by the overhanging cdge oi the cabin
entrance. The crew, under a wide picce of tarpaulin, lay on the deck
forward, nursing machetes, knives and pistols.

Some of them had bound coloured handkerchicefs round their heads, aund
had it not been for the modernity of the boat and the clothes of Nelson
Iece and Niplpcr. they would have looked for all {he world like a partly of
bucenneers of old out to board and carry by storm.

Hour after hour of (hat blazing day went by, the monotony broken only
by the occasional ditties of the crew and the necessary break for meals, Mile
after mile was ticked off, and with the motor-boat dashing along over a
calm sca nt the rate of twenty-two knots, Lee Sgured thut by four in the
afternoon they would have covered almost half the distance Lo the lower end
of the island of Hayti. .

The engines were working beautifully, and with a faint breeze springing
up behind them just at four bells in the afternoon, Lee calculated they had
the benefit of another knot at leaet.

LEvening canre und found them still tcnrini along at n terrific pace. It
was a race such as a Morgan or a Kidd might have envied. Then, just wheun
the Lanuer of night was being unfurled, and there was some relief from the
inteuse heat of the day, the look-out in the bow suddenly reported the
smoke of a steamer abead.

Nelson Lee raised a pair of glasses and gazed over the starboard bow.
He called Nipper up, aud the lad, taking the glasses, trained them on the
distant object. In a moment be was fairly dancing with excitement.

“It is the yacht, guv’'nor, I am surel’”” be cried excitedly. ‘“I could
recognise those lines anywhere !’

. Nelson Lee nodded. i ) ]

“ Very well, my lad!” he said quictly. “Go back to your engines and
give them every ounce they will stand.” i _

The motor-boat leaped ahend even faster than before, and it was plain
to all on board that they were rapidly overhauling the boat ahead. It was
just whon tho stars were gleaming overhead and the black bulk of Tiburoen
and Danie Marie could be scen rising from the sea, that they raced up behind
the yacht, and by a quick shift of the helm came in close.

As he drew up alongside Nelson Lee for the first time saw the name of the
yacht. It was La Rosa
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Whaiting until be was close nlongsidc,_ e looked up at the faces of tho
crow whom he could see gazing over the side, then he called ont:

** Ahoy, La Itosc! Ileave to! I wish to come abonrd !”

Almost at once a silvery voice came down to him, )

“ And who might you be to demand that we heave to?’” it asked.

s Ah, it is you, Mademoiselle Miton !" called Lee. “* I wish you to heavo
‘0! If you do not do 8o then I shall be compelled to board you!”
""A sofi lnugh sounded through the velvety darkness. _

' ‘Ien, monsicur, I am afraid you will have to board ws—if you can,’” she

id. . ‘
s“lhl'elﬁon Il'('c gﬂ\'e an cxc‘ﬂnlﬂtion 0[ anger, then, t.url]lllg to l“s crew, ho

shouted : .-
" ?.uprqm,-o to Loard! Cullasses and guns ready! Nipper, shut off the

cngines! Itopes ready! Now!™ .

As he gave the shout he bronght the motor-boat in close'to the yacht,
and bard on that the whole crew of coast mongrels gave n loud cheer, and
leuping to the side caught hold of anything and everything which would
assist them to board. . i .

But those on the yacht were by no means idle. Seeing that Lee and hix
crew meant businesy, they stood ready to receive boarders, and as Lee nnd -
Nipper swarmed up the side willh the whole crew of cutlhroals after {bem n
withering fire came down upon them.

Two or three of Lee’s men fell back into Lhe motor-boat, but under the
spur of his veice the rest clung on and followed him, _

By one thing and another, Lee managed {o reach the side, and ns {wo
men came for iim with drawn pistols, he raised his revolver and fired full
at them. ’ .

Down they went, and in that moment he gained the deck, with Nipper
close on his heels. Then over the side poured the whole erew, and ther:
began on the deck a band-to-hand conflict which would have made Bully
Hayes green with envy.

Back and forth they went, fighting, cutting, shooling, rushing. All
tlwough the fight Lee could hear Mademoiselle Miton on the bridge
cncouraging her mcen, while in the very thick of the struggle he could sece
Lhe caplain and mate leading the crew,

Lee made efforl after cffort to get Lo the captain, and Gually, when in
a lull in the Gghting the gang drew aside, he saw his chance.

Like an arrow he sped along, and, raising his cutlass, engaged the enptain.
The Iatier seemed nothing loth, and with white teeth showing through the
line of his beard and moustache, he came at Lee viciously.

It did nol take Nelson Lee long to discover that he was up against an
expert swordsman, and a few minutes later he saw that the captloin
was fighting after the style of the Italian school.

Now Nelson Lee had spent many weary hours learning the melhods of the
best Furopean school, and a mau who does that also E:nrns all the kuown
counters 1o ench stroke.

1lad he been possessed of a rapier he wonld have been in a much betlor
position, but with ouly n heavy cutlass he had to discard style and wuse
sheer driving foree. '

With a’vicious rush he drove the captain stendily back uunder the very
shadow of the bridge. There the captain stood at bay, and Lee, with a sharp
drive down, had forced him back to where he could deliver the coup d’ctat,
when anddenly from overhead there was o sharp crack, and the next instant
he felt o burning sensation in his shoulder. ’ ) .

Mademoiselie had fired at him and hod got home.
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Shifting his cutlass Lo phe other hand, Leo kept on lhowever, and crashin
8 blow through the cuptain’s guard, drove tho bade full on to the shoulder.

As the captain staggered back, Nelson Lee dropped his cutlass, nnd,
drawing his revolver, clubbed it. Rushing in before his antngonist could
recover, he drove the bult full into the face of the captain,

Tho cn|ptnin dropped as though he had heen pole-axed, and Gghting
agamst the weakness which assailed him, Nelson Leo managed somchow o
get the unconscious man on his shoulder. Using the body ay n shicld agninst
any further attacks from the Lridge, he staggered to the side, and, calling
onc of the Indians to help him, lowered the body of the captain into the
motor-bont.

Then he turned fo sec how the main fight was progressing. Ile saw
Nipper in the very thick of it cheering on his crew, nmr from all appearances
it seemed Lhat the lad and his men were getting the Lest of it, though
already there were a good many on both sides down.

Ice watched his chance, and when both sides paused for a moment, e
rushed through to Nipper.

‘““Get them back into the boat, my 1ad,” he snid eharply. “I lave a
hostage which will make any more fighting unnecessary.” ‘

Nipll:cr looked puzzled, but shouting to his men to retire, manuged to get
them back to the side of the yacht. It would have been a risky business
getting them back into the boat without considerable loss, but Nelson
Ico had counted on Mademoisclle Miton having scen the fate of the
captain; and n moment later, when a shrill whistle rang out, he knew that
she had done so.

The sailors of the yacht stopped fighting like magie, and Nipper,
galhering his men Logether, worEed them back lo the side. All hands
stood quict as from the bridge overhead there came a clear voice. |

“What is it you want, Nelson Lee?’” it asked. ““ Why have you boarded
me at sea in this fashion? It is rank piracy!”’

‘“ It may be,” replied Lee grimly, as he pressed a handkerchief against
his shoulder. ‘‘ It may be, Mademoisello Miton; but I will risk that! Yon
know perfectly well why I have bonrded you at sea. I want from you what
you defraunded Castro and Sons of, and I want the truth about one Pedro
Montero. When you give me that I will go, but not before. And I alread
have your eaptain as a hostage. I will trade him back to you for what
demnnd, but if you refuse he goes with me.”

There wag silence for a little, then came mademoiselle’s voico:

““ Will you please come up to the bridge, Mr. Lee?’’

“ Certuinly; providing you guarantee me against treachery!" replied
Lee grimly.

“1 give you my word that there will be none of that,”” came back the
reply. *“I mever strike in the dark, Mr. Lee.”

Nelson Lee made no chly. He was thinking of the time in Paris when
ho bad been drugged. DBut he was willing to forget that for the time
being, and with a word to Niner to Le ready for immediate action, he made
his way up the ladder 1o the bridge. :

There he found Mndemoiselle Miton wailing for him. She was dressed
in pure white, with a black diamond worked in silk on her arm, and wnder
thoe light which came from the binnacle Lee could sce the fine lines of her
beauty.

He had to confess to himsell that if she were the Black Wolf then she
must be a girl far out of the ordinary.
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She emiled inscrutably into Jis eyes as he came up and touched his arm
aghtly

"1 am sorry if it is bad,” she said softly. ‘I was compelled to try to
save my capluin.*” .

Lee smiled grimly. “ We will say nothing about that, if you plense,
mademoiselle,” he said.  “ I am Dbere to listen to your reply to my
demands.”

She did not auswer for a moment but stood gaziug down at the scene on
the main deck. TFinally, however, she lifted ler head aud said:

“ In this 1 yiedd, Mr. Lee. I will give you what you have demanded.
Bat first let me tell you the truth of Pedro Montera.”

Standing there with the tropic might all about them, and the purple
waters of the Caribbean reflecting the myriad slars above, the Black \Woll
lold Nelson Lee all that had iappcned in the jungle on the Gonjira
Peninsula, '

When she had finished she looked him in the cye.

‘““Would you have done diffcrently yourself?”” she asked.

Lee lenned agaiust the rail,

“ As far ar Pedro Montero is coneerned I do not think I would have done
50, he said slowly. * But that was no reason why you shonld have de-
franded Castro and Sons of seveuly thowsand pounds, mademoiselle.”

She shrugged.

“They can spare it and I desired it,”” she replied coolly. *‘ But for the
first time in my life, moasicur, you have forced me to acknowledge defeat.
[ should hate you for it but somchow I don’t. If you will wait here I
will give you a cheque for the amount. I haven't the money wilh me.”

*“The cheque will be?"” asked Lee. .

““On London,”” she replied. ‘“ You are not afraid to take it?”

Lee looked into her eyes for o moment, then he said: ‘““ If you pass
vour word that Lhere is no trickery about it I an prepared to accept it,
mademoiselle.”’ .

“ It will be all right, T promise you,’

Lee bowed.

““Then. mademoiselle, I shall be pleased to reofive your chequo for
weventy thousand pounds, and as soon ag it is in my hands I will return to
“ou the person of the captain.” _

She gave an odd littie smile and, turning, sped away. ILee stood leaning
against the rail for some minntes until he heard her returning. She
laced in hiy hands a cheque for seventy thousand pounds, drawn on Castro
wmd Sons, of London, and signed by the Comte de Monle l.fellu. _

It was the most daring thing Loe had scen for a long time—to deposit
with the very firm she had defranded the money which she had received.
Llctc made no remark, but, folding up the cheque, thrust it into, his
pocket.

“There is one thing I would ask, monsieur,” said Mademoiselle Miton
dowly, ns Lee made to depart, and for the first time lhe saw that sho
ieemed embarnssed.

“What is it?"* he asked gently. -

‘“It is, monsicur, that whatever—whatover yow may suspect about me,
you will for the present kecp those suspicions to yoursell. It will do no
wood to spread Lhem broadeast, and one day you may understand.’

lee turned swiftly and took her soft warm hand.

“ Mademoiselle,”” he said softly, ‘“ you can trust me to keep my own
~ounsel until it is negessary for me lo epenk. I havo accomplished my

she responded.



THE SECRET OF THE SWAMP 3

purpose. That is suflicient for me. As far as T am co '
will not know yet that I bave really found Lo Loup Noi:ﬁe med the world

With that he turned, aud running down the ladder to 1)
orders for the captain to he Lrought back on bhoard. Then hLeogﬁﬁlc«ig }:':‘:

crew aboard the motor beat, and when Nipper had assisted hi ‘ oo
the word Lo cast off. Pp sted him down gave

Just as they were about {o do so Lee looked up and saw a white fgure
leaning over the rail of the bridge. It stood poscd so for a moment, then,
just as Lhe purple patch of water appenred between the motor-boat and the

¥ncht, something came hurtling through the air to strike Lee full in the
accl

He was conscious of o perfumed softmess at lis throat, then his fingers

t{‘l?sl(.}d on a bunch of white violets—the favourile flowers of the Dlack
o L]

Then the space between the two boals grew wider und wider, the white
figure disa f)earod, and n moment later the motor hoat was riding Fently
) h)

on the swell, while the yacht raced off through the night with only her
stern lights show:ng. :

Leo gave her a quarler of an hour’s starl, then, running at halfspeed, ho
resumed his course. Insteud of running into Port au Prince he headed duo
west for Kingston, Jamaica, and the next morning, when another red sun
was coming up from the cast they chug-chugged into Port Royal,

There the crew were patched up and sent back to Santa Marta by fruit
steamer, while Lee and Nipper booked by Royal Mail for England.

So ended Nclson Lee's second meeting with the Black Wolf, and when a
littlo over two weeks later he walked into the offices of Castro and Sons,
and handed Stephen Castro a cheque for seventy thousand pounds, he had
to coufess that the result had been far wore satisfactory than his first
cucounter with that strange and mysterions girl,
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IN POLAR SEAS.

A Romance of Adventure in the Frozen North.
' BY

FENTON ASH.

Author of ** A Trip to Mars,”” “ The Radium Seckers,"’ etc.

On Gre:nland’s Icy Shore—Suspicious Neighbours—A Raid on the Camp

“ OW I wonder who those fellows are down yonder, and what their littlo
game is in pitching their camp so close o ours? By the noisce Lthey're
making they seem to be a pretty rowdy lot! We must keep an eye on

‘ems. 1 don’L Jike cither their looks—what I've been able to see of them—or

their voices, Mike, lad, wake up! P’ut some more wood on lhose fires!

What are you pulling such a long face about?”

The seene was 4 desolute strip of snow-covered shore in the far North. The
wide wtreteh of ice in front of 1L was a l:nrl. of the greal frozen sen; while
the frowning crags, and giant, snowy peaks, which formed a forbidding back-
ground, were offshoots of ** Greenland’s Iey Mountains.’’

Upon that dreary shore, which looked more dreary than ever in the cold
moonlight—the short Arctie d“f had cloked in a couple of hours before—
Lhere wax an unusual sight—no less than three weparate encampments.

For most of the year this snowy wasle, known by the native mame of
Amanntok, is the undivturbed playground of seals and walruses, of hears and
blue foxes, and of myriads of Arctic birds.

Onee or (wice o vear a wandering band of Ewskimos choose it as their
hulting-place on their way to or from the great hunting grounds Leyond.

Thin, again, in what Ead happen:d now; for Hugh Arnold, the young fellow
who liad uttered the wards which have just been quoled, belonged to a band
of Arctic explorers just out from England; and their ship, the Petrel, lay at
anchor vome half dozen miles away.  This, then, accounts for camp No, 2.

But the people at No. 3 camp were whal mathematicians would desigunte
by the letter N, heing, at present, an unknown guantity.

The moxt likely supposition would be that they were n hunting party sent
out to forage for fresh food from some whaling ship not in sight. The crews
of nuch vessels are frequently o lot of desperadoces, Lhe marilime scourings
of many nations.  I'hey nre not usunlly, therefore, much to be desired ns
close neighbonrs, capecinlly when, as wus evidenlly the ense here, they are
ent by them<elzex, and wo are beyond the rench of the iron discipline which
:nlm‘u- keeps them on their good behaviour while on board ship.

- Fheso |mrti¢-ul:|r men, 1o judge by their proceedings, were of this kidney.
ey had heen for some time yelling ount. ribald songes and choruses; and just
I;-I'.:]_\- sounds had heen heard suggestive of drunken brawls.

he Na, 2 canp —situated mid-way between the others—consisted of half



IN POLAR SEAS 43

o dozen tents, two or three sledges, and a number of i
] ! ) , ) f packages, which lad
l:e{'{mbmgﬁl;é“?'\or the ico from the ship and hastily dumped down just

Then most of Lhe landing party had gone No. @
with the natives, leaving gl;pﬁnslgr only uglfni.ntzl::ugi;:. cnrrlncp Itl‘;\s::ignlll‘:f:l.'
been joined, just before, by an Irish sailor, one Mike O’Gr:uiy who, Lirin
nl::i t]lll:dut;::;i;l, le ol'l?n_tort_:;ining guoits, hnd returned to cnmp'alone’. 'l‘her%

: iimself in silence, smokin i is pi i
pn‘l;ticulnrl olum and unhappy. g stolidly at his pipe, and looking

s to Hugh himself, he was 'a very tall youn ar «
ordinary height, and even the thick Eiothing) in g:h!ilf:}:o:é i?ars ﬂ::?:iou:g
could not conceal the fact that he owned a frame that was massive al':ud
muscular beyond the average. )

This fact was revealed less by the outline and general shape of his fizure
than by the peculiar, ensy grace of his movements as he strode to and fro.
the light springiness of hig step, and his general carringe. He bore himself
as doces t:he hion, with that indescribable swing of the limbs which betokens
so uncrringly a store of conscious sirenglh and Iatent energy. In fact, he
was known amongst his fellow travellera by the sobriquet of *“Strong Hugh.”

““T've been wonderin’, Misther Hugh,” answered Mike, as he ‘stretched
his gre_:llt ﬁgrnrc—lfor h(;,_too. was :; big man—and wmade a move, towards
some piles of wood, ** vhin we moight be goin’ to get t* Lhis P :
I've heerd so much talk about.””: g ° got v this groen fomd as
th.':tv’qhy’ you greal nincompoop, this is Greeniand. T thought you knew

Mike stopped suddenly in the act of picking up his wood, an
startled tlmlt. he nenrl_v)droppcd it agn?u. & d, and appeared so

“ Whoy—whoy "’ he exclaimed, with a look around of comical dismay.
““ \Wheer be the green? 1L's meself as ean see nuthin' but white. I thought
for sure as Greenland must be further on. °

TTugh laughed.

“ No, my friend, you'll meet with no greener laud than this. There will
be some green lhere later on—when the scnson is a bit further advanced—
but we sha’n't get much of that.”

“ Begorrah ! Divil a Bit, thiu, wad I 'av come on this precious thrip,
sorr, iv 1'd bin tould that snme before. They said t” me, * Will ye comc on a
thrip to find the North Pole?’ an’ I said, * Which way d'de go?” an’ they
anid, ¢ By way av green land." ‘ If theer’s a way_through a noice green
1and,’ sez Oi, * thin, bedad, Oi'm the bhoy for ye! T always thought it was
oice nn’ gnow ye had to go through oul theer.” Thin the bhoys laughed an’
snid, * Oy, no: we're goin’ to n green Iand roight enough.” An’ now 1 seces
that it’s deeavin’ me they was—the merry divils! Oi’'ll be even wid somo
‘av thim over (his!” .

“ Never mind, Mike. IU'1l be n fresh experience for you. Yom've heen
preliv well all over the world, I've been told——"

“ Phrue for you, sorr. T have indade!"”

“ Except in the Arclic. Now you’ll be able to fay you've been there, too:
and to the very Pole itself, if we get there, as I hope we shall, and then
you'll share in all our honour and glory.”

“ Will we iver get back, sorr? That’s Lhe question as concarus me most.
Sure, Oi'd go back bLe Lhe next ship. now, iv there was one goin’, an’ Qi'd
he afther lavin’ ye me'share av the honour an’ glary, free an’ for nothin’.”

Hugh laughed again, a free,; easy, gaod-imimonred laugh, and turned his
glance in the direction of the Eskima eamp. from which also came sounds as
of singing, and a rough kind of music.

« AL " he said, in a tone of satisfaction.  Tlere are some of our chans
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coming ot last! T wonder why they've been staying all this time, and what's
oing on there? Humph! ICs only Mr. Ruxton and Bob Cable after all.
What are the others waiting there for?™

“ Jt's o bit of favslin® an’ merry-makin' goin' on Lheer to-night. The
pure haythin< don’t ofthen get our sorl here, L' giv' thim litlle prisents; an’
thev're returnin’ the compliment by givin® a fayvste.’

" Yeos, I understand that. You didn’t stay there long, by the way, Mike.
You seem to have grown lired of it gooner than these others have.’””

“Toired? No. 1t wosn’t g0 much toired I was, as sick, sorr. Sure, the
havihin's idea “av a fayste is 8 good fat. taller-candle, wi’ a drink "av train
oil U wash it down. It's meself ns couldn’t atand anny more "ave it !"

** You'll get used to that sorl of thing out here, Mike. Hallo, Val! Here
vou are at Jast! What's kept you ro long? Where are the others?”

* This query was addressed to the one the speaker had spoken of ns Mr.
Ituxton. He had now come within carshot.

** Left “em down there with the oil-bibbers,”” said the new.comer, crossly.

* You rhouldn’t have dove that." :

“ Couldn’t get "em away. ‘They’re in a frolicsome mood—eflect of getting .
ashore and feasting on too much whale blubber, T suppose, after being
cooped up wo long on board ship. They're making friends with some of the
Lakimo beaulies, and having a danee now: and the fun scemed Lo Le getting
fast and furious. So Bob and I—DBob’s the only sensible one nmong the lot—
cleated out and left ‘em to il.™ :

'"“1 wayi You should have made ‘em come with you! There’ll be trouble
over this in the morning. Grimstock will fume and rave nicely about it if
he hears of it—and he's pretly aure v0.”

*“ Can’t help it—he'll iave to fume. They simply won't listen to me."”

“ We'll have to go Lack Lhere together and make ‘em listen.”

“ Wouldu't go if I were you, old chap. They've got some drink inlo
‘em, and are in a nasly humour. Best let ‘em have their fling and come
back their own way. Besides—''

** Besides—what?”!

“ Well,” said Ruxton, in a low tone. ““ T've come back here now parlly
becaune T wanted to have a werd or two privalely wilth you while Grimstock's
outl of the way. We don’l oflen have n chance for a guicl chat without any
fear of heing overheard  Certainly, there wasn't one so0 long as we were on
hoard ship.”’

* If that's the caxe, of course it'w another matler,”” replicd Hugh wonder-
ingly, and cvidenUly impressed by the grave tone in which the other spoke.
* Only, I'm afraid (rouble will come of it.”

“ Trouble will come of it—it’s nure Lo—cillier way, so0 il may just as well
come one way ns anolher,’”” was the answer, delivered with an indifTerent air.,
“ Come for n mhort steoll with me. Ilallo! What's thal row?" .

“ Those fellown yonder suddenly appeared from nowhere, just after you
had gone, swarmed along here, and plumpc(l themuelves down where you see
them. They seem a rough lol. They started on a carouse, and now comes
the usual sequel—quarrclling—with fighting, 1 expeet, lo follow. Just listen
to ‘em now! DBut who are they? White men, do you think?" -

“ White men? M’'m! Pretly low.class whites, T guess, if there are any:
ad 08 for the others, they're likely to be of all colours—brown, black, red,
ond yellow—and there would be blue and green, if such people existed.
Some whaler’s crew, 1 reckon, with a skipper who's drunk ona half his time,
and a raging, bullying manince the other half. The farther we can keep
away from 'em the betler.””

Y duat my view, and I'm glad you've come back, beeause there's no know-
g what a drunken let like that ‘mieht take it into their hends to do.  They
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might take a fancy Lo divide up some of our slores, and, if vo, there are
only two of us here to deal with the erowd. By the way, what was it you
wanted to say?”

_Ruxton did not reply at once, but putting a hand on the other’s arm leo
him away a hundred yards or s0. No. 2 camp had been pitched upon an
.elevation forming a sort of terrace, which extended for some distance.
Ruxton walked nearly to the end of it, and then stood icoking thoughtfully
down at the sealskin tents of the Eskimos, which could now be scen morg
plainly on the shore below.

He was a fine-looking man this Val Ruxton, not quile so tall as his com.
panion, but sturdily and heavily-built, with keen eyes, and a firm, deter-
mined face. He was evidently the older of the two by a few years. He
was the darker, too, and his face was more tanned, the face of one who had
travelled far aud often, and seen much of the world.

“ Look here,” he said, at last, with sudden decision, as though he had
been pondering what to say. *“ I don’t think much of this Grimstock ¢rowd
we've come out with. 1 never did think much of ’em, but something’s
happened which has sent my opinion down lower still. You and I are
strangers Lo oue another, except that we've cotltoned together a bit on the
voy;lgc out, and, fraukly, I hke you, and feel a sort of interest in you.
Sccl i

Hugh laughed quizzically.

* Shure, an’ it’'s a noice, iligant gintleman ye are, Misther Ruxion,” ha
said, imitating Mike's fomiliar brogue. ‘¢ Shure, it's meself——""

‘““No, no;: I'm not joking,”” Ruxlon interrupted. with a serionsness that
had an instant effecct on his companion. *‘ I'm going 1o ask you a straight
question. What made you join this show?"

“1 might ask you the same question.”

“ You might—and you may—and I would answer at once. I do answer at
once. It was a question of money with me—money. pure and simple. I was
just about stony when Grimstock came across me. He wanled another man;
we had a talk: he sooun learned that T had been out here before and knew
the ropes, could speak the native lingo, and so on. So he made me an offer;
I closed with it, and here I am. And I'm beginming to wish T wasn't.”

“ Why? What’s upsel you?

“ Never mind that for the moment. You haven’t replied to my question,
though I've answered yours,”

“ Well,”” said Hugh slowly. “T can only give yvou a somewhat similar
reason.”’

“No! I don't think it was a matter of money with you,” Ruxten de-
clared, with quiet insistance. ‘I heard that yvou sought Grimstock out and
brought letters of introduction.’”

** How do you know that?"’

** Never mind that just mow. It is true, isn't it?"’ o

“ Why, yes; that’s right cnongh. The fact iz, I've long had a wish o
come out here. It's been a—well, a sort of passion with me, ever since I was
a kid. I made up my mind I would get out here some day by hook or by
crook, and I prepared myself for it in every way [ could think of—by travel-
ling in Norway, and Lapland, and Treland, and so on. But I hadn’t money
cnongh to fit out n regular expedition of my own to come so far north, so
had to join in with some one else. I heard that Grimstock was preparing
one, and I offered myself. As you say, I brought letters of introduction to
him, though how you knew of dl:lf, or what it has to do with— .

“ Tt has a good deal to do with what T wish to spenk about, as you will
see directly. You are known to us as Ilugh Arnold—""

‘““ Well?” Don’t you like the name?”’ Iugh asked, chaflingly.
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‘“ My dear fellow, I don’t care a brass dollar what your name may be.
As I've told you. I like what I've scen of yow since we first met, and I
should Jike you just as much under any other nnme—John Smith, or Clifford
Vero de Vere, or Obndiah Maecandlestick. I just wish to give you a hint that
if IHuzh Arnold is not vour true nnme, and you are hugging to yourself the
iden that you have concealed the fact from (rimstock, I fancy you will find
one day that he knows more than you think for.”

Ilere, the Jistener started, and seemed about to utter a protest, but the
speakar waved his hand and went on rapidly.

** Don’t say anything! Dou’t tell me! I don’t want to know! I'm ot
the sort of cﬁnp to waat o pry inte amy man’s private affairs. I only give
you the hint for what il may be worth, and, of course, it may be worth
nothing at all. Well, then, there is another thing. ‘lo.dny, talking to old .
man, Amaki, one of the Eskimos, down al their éamp yonder, ho asked me if
any tidings had ever been heard of n certnin {raveller, an Arctic explorer,
whose name is pretty well known in the scientific world. He went north a
good many vears age, and ncither he nor any of those with him was ever
heard of again. Well, old Amaki knew him, it scems—and so indeed did all
his tribe—or those of Lhem who are old eyough to remmember him, and they
spoke of him with feelings of evident aflection and devotion. I declare that
[ears were in the old begoar’s eyes. TaHo! Whal's up now?” .

Hugh had started again at the latter part of Ruxton's speech, and looked
bard at him, but now he had turned, and was gazing back at the camp they
had just quitted. It wos but a hundred yards or so away, but the tents on
one side hid the men they had left iu charge from view. :

“ There's secmething going on there,”” snid Hugh, quickly. ““I expect
it’s some of thaee scalliwags come up to make a row. 1 half expected this!
Why aren’t our chaps here to guard the stores, instead of fooling down
yvonder?'’ :

" While speaking, he had been walking sharply back to camp, nnd Ruxton
wialked beside him.,

Turning round by the end vent they came suddenly upon a strange scene.

Ialf a dozen men from No. 3 camp had come up to the terrace on which
the No. 2 camp sgood, and two of them were engaged in a hand-to-hand
struggle with the two sailors who had been left in charge, thus keeping them
al bay, whilst their four compnanions were coolly walking off with some of
the packages.

One glance was enough for the two who had returned, and who saw tho
goods of which they were in charge being thus impudently carried off.
Taking in the situation, they made a rush for the thieves. A blow for each
in turn was sufficient to knock them over. Londed as they were, taken by
surprise, half-drank into the hargain, they were not in a position favourable
for preaerving an upright position.

So down they went, and there they Iny for a spnce, wondering where the
carthquake had come from, by what time those who had brought them low
were busy carrying back the stolen property. After a minute or two, however,
the snow into which the raiders had fallen, exercised a reviving effect upon
their beelonded braing. They began to see and understand a little more
clearly., Then they rose up, wrathful and revengeful, and swearing in
various languages, they went for the two who had so roughly toppled them
over, and caused their mouths and nostrils to be filled with disagreeably icy
SNOW.

Meantime, Hugh and Ruxton, having put down their rescued goods, had
kone Lo Lhe assistance of the sailors, who were still struggling manfully with
two burly assailants,

Just then it wus that the other four maranders, having recovered them-
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selves, oame on at a run, and for the next twe or Lhree minules, the space in
front ®f the tents was peopled with a tussling erowd, a mix-up of whirling
arms and legs and panting bodics. ' °

Blows were freely given and received, and a good many kicks, too; there
were gasps and growls. snarls and guttural roars that sounded more like a
wild-beast fight than n trial of strenglh Letween human beings.

It did not last very long. Nceither Hugh nor Ruxton were in 2 mood to
stand any nonsense, and one by one all the intruders were espelled. This
time they had the misfortunc to be hurled off the terrace into a.snowdrift just
})elow. .wlﬁich, as it turned out, was so deep that they disappeared completely

rom sight,

Then tho victors were able to enjoy n hard-carned breathing time. But it
was not likely, they knew, to last long. The noise of the conflict had been

heard at No. 3 comp, and from it a reinforcement quickly started forth to
the aid of their discomfited comrades.

‘The Raid Renewed—How it was Met—Three to One—A Startling Collapse.

« ND of first round! 'Vantage to us!’’ said Hugh, with a short laugh.
“Yes,” Ruxton assented. ‘* But that was a pretty soft job. The
real tug is yet to come. We shall have double the number on to us
next time!”’ ) -

“ And our men are down yonder philandering with those native beauties!"
oxclaimed Hugh bitterly. “ We'll have to talk to those gentlemen in the
worniug.”’ :

“ Grimstock will talk to 'em, you may be sure, and to us as well. That’s
the worst of it. We're likely to get all the hard knocks to-night and more
than our share of hard words afterwards, or I'm no prophet.”

“ OlL, well, hard words don’t break bones;,"”” returned Hugh cheerfully.
“ And as to hard knocks—why, T felt just in the humour for a jolly good
rough-and-tumble to-uight. . So let 'em all come! It'll help Lo circulate the
blood and keep. you warm.” _ .

“ H'm, I've no objection! Bu? now, while we've got a minute or two,
we'd better. move those packages to a place where they'll be more out of the
way ; and safer, too, than lying out here.”

¥ Right you are. Where shall we put ‘em

“1I] show you,” and picking one up, Ruxion led the way towards the
te%t? "these there were six, which had beeu pitched in two rows, a little
distance apart, and Ruxton soberly deposite his burden in the midst of
them—that is to say, behind the first row. but in front of the second. His
companion broughth further Ioatd_s. fwhl:c_:hu Ruxton ffhen arranged in what

< rather an eccentric fashion. -
Stl;}l%lgtl'ghtﬂ: geod of putting them down there?”” he. asked. ‘ For my
art, I should have thought it would have been betterto put everything

i : t of sight.” -
m?}dlg'oil;;h:ttglllltﬁ'oﬁuxtongdeclnrod coolly. “ Yow'll see, by-and-by, that it’s
' t "em out of sight.” ) oo ' .
beﬁumﬂ, qi:::é:u‘l)c:l1 net at all understand his friend’s censoning, but 110- said ne
moregnnd all the moving having been nclcomphshed_. he went back to join
’ g

i ‘ho had been left on the watch. o N
th&::::ﬁrsrgll::in‘cd for two or three minutes more, app:_\rontl{‘ Tslnfl;ugﬁpmﬂ“
apes here and there to get them exactly to his satiafaction. ) h‘in n!e ga ¥
rgjoined his companioas, he was carrying a brace of revolvers and offered one

" to Hugh, who, however, at first declined it.

L
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*“ Thanks, but I'd rather Lrist to iny fisls,” he remarked. * Besides, [
hope it won’t come to shooling, whalever happens,” ’

* Quile right, and I hope 30, too, In fact, 1 don’t think these chaps would
be foolish enough to begin it, as they must know that any shooting would he
heard on board our akif, and would bring n party about their cars pretty
sharp. 1IL’s their knives you'll have to look out for. Theve beggars are apt
to get murderous when their blood is up, 8o it’s as well to keep the burkers
lmmgl, in cnse we're Im:'ld lli)rcsiicd."

** Oh, very well,”” sni ugh, nouchalantly =lipping a ** barker " i g
side-pockeb.') “ Anything. for a quiet life.” y eping ker ™ into a

There wasg a quiet chuckling from the two snilors. The last words were
rather a lavourite expression with the speaker, and he xometimes used them
under odd circumstances. More tham once, on the voyage out, ** Strong
Hugh " had brought his fista into play in a. very pretty. fashion in the
interests of discipline. 1L had sounded a little quaint on- such occanions
to hear him, while giving some brawny. mutinous rufinn a hammering which
made him sore all over for the next four weeks, calmly remark: :

“ I hate to do this, you know, but still, anything for a quiet life."

Just then, Mike wﬁn had been rouling about amongst the wood pile,
turned up with his arms (ull.

* Shure,”” said he, “ if anny av vou gints wants a shillelah, it's some
handy bits av rods I've found.”

As a matter of fact the ‘“ bils av rods " were whacking great chunks of
wood. -

“'To be sure! The very thing "' cried Tlugh, pouncing on ane of tho
biegeat—na heavy, assive affair that would have made a likely cluby for
Lercules himself. *° Mike. lad, ve're abroth av a blhoy! TI°ll recommend ve
for promotion. Ye shall have an extra ralion av train oil for breakfast.”

Mike grinned appreciatively, and their preparations being completed, they
all turned their atlention to watching the movements of their enemies,

As to these, the new men—six in number—who had sallied forth te the

assistance of their pals, had been compelled to restrain their martial ardour,
and delay the intended assault, in order to dig the latter oul of the snow.
drift into which they had vanished. _
" Your or five great white masses had by néw been routed out from its iev
depths, and propped up on their somewhat shaky legs. At lirst they looked
like Lig, roughly-manufactured snow men, but after undergoing a sufficient
amount of shaking and brushing down they had gradually resolved them-
sclves into dark, skin-clad human beings, who spluttered ont mouthfuls of
enow and curses, mingled together in about cqual parts,

‘This preliminary accomplished, they held a slhorl conference in low
muttecred tomes, aud were then on the point of arranging themselves in
military erder—or something as near thereto as their obfusticated intellects
could figure out—when some stifled cries and. groans. mingled. of course,
with the proper scasoning., from out another part of the snowdrift. once
more interrupied operations, A rush in the dircetion of the sounds, and
some willl serambling and burrowivg in the snow, resulted in the recovery of
another swow-man. This was. as a matter of fact, none other than thewr
redoubtable leader himself, though it was some minufes before his identity
was established, for the reason that he was hauled out leas first,  These, his.
rescuers, with well-meaning wrongheadedness, persisted in holding np in the
air, evidently under the impression that they were thus snpporting his head.

(Another Stirring Instalment of this Magnificent Yarn
il will appear on Wednesday Next.)
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