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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.



THE SECRET OF THE SWAMP 9

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,



10 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

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.
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