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No. 61. THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY. ONE PENNY.

A Magnificent Tale of Detective Work and
Adventure. Introducing Dr. MORTIMER
CRANE—The Man With Four identities,
and *“THE BLACK WOLEFE.”

By the clever Author of < The Black Wolf,"’ ‘‘Yuonne,”’ and many other fine stories.

CHAPTER 1.
Introduces Jimmy Bartlett, Wastrel ; also Tells of *“ The Golden Boomerang."

OUNG Jimmy Bartlett was an example of what a too indulgeunt parent,

‘ plus an unlimited allowance, in au old and effete civilisation, can do

to wither a growing sapling.

John Bartlett, the well-known steamship owner and colonial banker, hal
decided, when Jimmy first saw the light of this world, that the son should
know nothing of the trials which had beset the father’s early life. He did
net pause to reason that it was due to a great extent that he had met these
trials, and mastered them, that he was what he was to-day.

On the contrary, he looked back with a shudder upon the days when heo
had toiled in the mines of British Guiana, and ventured ferth on balata
cxpeditions, and had ‘‘cruised’! the deep woods in search of mahogany
and wild rubber.

There, in _ the wilds of the ‘“ magnificent province,”” he had gained his
start, and now John Bartlett, the millionaire, dcsired to sce his only son
brought up in the lap of luxury. Yet no man may deliberately cast a
parasite upon the world without, in some degree, paying the price, and.
incidentally, calling down upon the same parasite the wrath of Nature,
who abhors a useless cog in the scheme of things.

At any rate, what money and education could do to make young Jimmv
Bartlett a wastrel they had done, and, all too late, John Bartlett awoke to
his mistake. In the first zeal of rectification he had struck too hard.

He had whipped the boy out of England, and, cutting his once too ample
allowance down to next to nothing, had scnt him off, © bag and baggagz..”
to British Guiana, with ipstructiouns to the managwr of John Bartlett and
('ompany, in Demerara, to *“ make a man of him, no matter what it cost.”

Jimmy had arrived in Georgetown almost a nervous wreck from too many
cigarettcs, too many cocktails, and too many night-clubs. Thin, pasts-
faced, and obviously unhealthy, he was about as finished a specimen of what
the swift life will do for one as could be found in a day’'s journey. Jchn
Bartlett's orders had been curt, and to the poiut:

““Make him work until he drops. Make a man of him, no matter what
it costs.”’
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In a way he was morc to blame than the son. Jimmy Bartlett was not
naturally vicious, but years of the life he had led tended to dull what
strength of character the boy may have had; and the result was not lovely.

Yerkes, the manager at Georgetown, was a hard man by nature, and
harder by experience. His pet aversion in life was the modern young man
of leisure, and to take upon himeelf the moulding of such a wreck as Jimmy-
Bartlett filled him with an unholy joy.

As for Jimmy Bartlett himself, he accepted his fate with a nonchalance
born of ignorance. He could not believe that his father would peisist in
this new phase. It was utterly unlike what he had always known of him.

He hoped, at the worst, that it would mean but a short exile in British

Guiana, and then, when his father relented, a return to England for the
killing of the fatted calf. '

But he had been in Georgetown a very chort time when he became sadly
disillusioned. He grew to hate Yerkes with a fierce, almost hysterical
hatred—a hatred which was none the less because he was helpless to strike
back. He had been put to work in the office, one degree above the half-
caste office-boy, and when he had rebelled—the rebellion had taken the form
of simply walking out and staying out for the day—he had gained nothing.

He still remembered—and with a shudder—the interview which hal
followed with Yerkes. Yerkes had gone to the hotel that same evening,
and had found Jimmy in the billiard-room, comewhat the worse for cocktails.
He had grimly led the boy to his rcom, and, once the door had closed, tock
him by the collar and shook him as a dog does a rabbit. ’

“I am not going to say much,” Le snarled, when Jimmy was wondering
wuy Yerkes scemed to be three persons instead of only ome, ‘‘ but you had
better listen to what I do say. You have been sent out here to me, with
definite orders from your father to make a man of you. I don't think that
is possible myself; but he gives the orders, and I will obey as far as possible.

‘““I don’t know how much money you had when you landed here, but I
can tell you that the money you draw from the Demerara branch of John
Bartlett and Company won’t keep you at this hotel. If you run up any
bills they won’t be paid from this office. You will draw the equivalent of
three pounds a week, and, by thunder, you will have to live on it.

‘““You will come back to work where you left off this morning, and you
can bet your life you will not draw a penny you don’t earn. For walking
out to-day you gt docked one day’s pay. Also, I shall warn the pegple at
this hotel that you don’t earn enough to live here, and that if you run up
bills T sha’'n’t pay them. That will about do for you. Get to bed, you
white, pasty-faced wreck, and get some slecp. Be at your desk at nine in
the morning.”

With that Yerkes had thrown him aside and had ctalked out. When the
dcor had closed, Jimmy Bartlett collapsed on the bed, and stared ahead of
him with the naked flame of his hatred revealed in all its horror. If he
had been more of a man he would have struck Yerkes, and Yerkes would
bave thought more of him for doing so. But all he could do was to sit and
shiver, and cumse and hate.

It was the worst kind of hatred—it was the hatred which strikes fromn
the dark. Yet he had sense enough to see that an appeal to Yerkes wae
uselecs. He hLad less than ten pounds left of the amount he had come to
British Guiana with, and he owed that, and more, at the hotel.

The only way out seemed to be to cable to his father. He wrote the
cable that same night, and, pending the arrival of a reply, the tenor of
which he felt confident would be gatisfactory, he idled away all the next
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day at the hotel. That evening the answer came, and with it the last o
Jimmy Bartlett's hopcs died away. It said simply:

““Can do nothing. Refer you to Yerkes. He bhas full instructions and
power. Have told him to make a man of you. If anyone can do so he can.
Better buck up and go at it.—(Signed) John Bartlett.”

That night things were brought to a head by a request from the manage-
ment of the hotel that Jimmy should pay what he owed them. He could
not meet the bill in full, but, after some argument, the manager said he
would wait for the balance, and intimated at the same time he would
like Jimmy’s room.

Perforce the boy was compelled to seek cheaper lodgings, and, finally,
himself carried his bag along to a cheap rooming-house down in Camp Road.
And the next morning he turned up once more at the office. It was a case
oi do that or starve, and he chese the lesser evil, simply because he hadn’t
the nerve to do the other.

Georgetown is not a large place, and, with only a small proportion of
whites in the population, i1t follows as a matter of course that gossip is
rife. It is the same in all tropical places where white men foregather.
Therefore it was not long before the whole town knew what had happened to
Jimmy Bartlett. '

Some there were who laughed, vome who merely grunted, and some who
had time to pity the boy. But there was none to go to him and hold out a
helping hand. The business was left to Sam Yerkes, and he needed no help.

A month drifted along, during which Jimmy Burtlett managed somehow
to do the simple work eet him und to live on the thrce pounds a week that
Yerkes allowed him. He could not live a very lurid life on that amouni,
and he could get no credit. But gradually he was driven to companionship
of come sort. Thercon Sam Yerkes made a mistake.

It was all very well to cut the financial ground from under the boy's feet,
but to do that, and to provide him with nothing to take its place, beyoud
work during the day, was not wise. It was but natural that the young
fellow should get surfeited with days of toil beside a c¢meliing half-caste,
and that his evenings should be of a lonely order.

If Yerkes had taken him to his own house, if he had allowed the influence
of his wife to work upon the lad, the metamorphosis of Jimmy Bartlett
might have been a different one. But he was a hard man himself, and the
very suggestion of the life Jimmy had been leading was enough to rouse his
ire. It was his theory that the boy should work hard euough during the
day to want nothing at night but slecep.

Bartlett had enough pride and shame to shun those with whom he had
previously associated. They knew his shame, and knew that he was help-
less. Therefore he took to eeeking his picasure surrcptitiously in places
where he had no business to be.

He got into the habit of going to a small dingy resort down by tho docks,
upon which Water Street faces. Just betWeen Water Street and Mundy
Street wae this place, and, while one occasionally came upon a few whitcu
there, it was mostly patronised by the water-front ¢cum.

There was gambling there, there was a billiard-table, and there was cheap
drink. About the -only thing at which Jimmy Bartlett was an adept was
billiards, and by playing a careful game he managed to make a small weekiy
addition to his wages.

And on a certain night in July, when the city was sweuting under the
heat of the equator, Jimmy Bartlett took himself to the low-clacs saloon,
which was now his favourite haunt, in order to put in one of his usual
evenings, all uncouscious that news had just come down from the upper



¢ THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

rcaches of the Essequibo River which -had set the town rocking; in the threes
of a great gold-rush.

On his arrival at the resort, Jimmy Bartlett found all the gaming tables
deserted, and the whole outfit, white man, negro, Indian, half-caste, and
what not, gathered round a man who stood at the bar, and who had just
come down from Tumatumari Fall, the starting-point for the goldfields,
Jimmy Bartlett listened to him, fascinated.

““The greatest nugget ever found,” he was saying thickly. ““T’ve seen
it myself, 1 tell you. Never was the like of it—shaped like an Australian
boomerang, and solid gold. 1t’ll beat the Ballarat nugget and the Castle-
main nuggpet. It is three feet long and a foot high—solid gold, and werth
forty thowsand pcunds, if a penny. My heavens! (Gimme another drink;
it makes me go thirsty to talk about it.”

Jimmy Bartlett pushed himself through the crowd, which gave way on
noticing his colour. The man who was telling aboutv the nugget which had
been fcund up the Essequibo was a miner, and, from the way he spoke,
Jimmy Bartlett concluded that he had becn in the Australian fields in his
time.

He called for a drink and asked the miner to join him. Then, when the
latter had gulped down the fiery liquor, Jimmy drew him out again. The
slory was easy of telling.

It seemed that a prospecting party, which had started from the Tuma-
tumari Falls, had worked along thc upper reaches of the Eesequibo, until
they had reached Taruma. Just beyond, on the borders of Brazil, were the
A'mu(;:cu Mountains, and at the base of these the great nugget had becn
found. '

From its shape, which was roughly like that of a boomerang, it had
already been christened the ‘“ Golden Boomerang,’”” and the man who told
Jimmy Bartlett the tale, had himself seen it in transit on its way to
Georgetown. '

“It’s becn sold already,’”” he said, as he gulped down another driuk.
‘“ Forty thousand pounds, I hear, was paid for it by Bartlett’s Bank.”

Jimmy Bartlett wandered away to the billiard-room, aund, slumping down
in a seat, rolled a cigaretie. There would be no gaming there that night.
All Georgetown was wild over the discovery. These who could were already
preparing to go up the Essequibo, with the hope of reaching the new gold-
fields before all the best claims bad been staked out.

And to think. that this great nugget, easily the largest the world had
ever seen, should have been brought into Georgetown, should have been sold
to his own father’s bank, and he, the son, should know nothing of it, that
he must first hear of it in a low saloon near the stellings.

It came home to him fully as he sat there just how much of a cipher he
was in the affairs of the business, and Jimmy Bartlett rose higher in courage
at that moment than he had at any time since coming to the colony. It
was with a feeling of blind hatred against Yerkes that he tossed away the
end of his cigarette, and, rising, stumped out of the place.

In the front bar they were still talking of the great find, and, once in the
street, he could see small groups here and there, groups of native Indizn
labourers, who, he doubted not, were discussing the same thing,

“Well, they know more about it than Bartlett's own son does,”” he
reflected bitterly, as he took his way towards the railway station.

““To think that Yerkes should have known about it all day, and I never
yucssed it. I—I hate him, and one day I'll get even with him, if it’s the
last thing I do.”

Passing the end of the railwéy station, J‘-iinmy Bartlett made his-way down
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Parade Street, and so out by the sea-wall, which keeps at bay the encroacl-
ing Atlantic. In the afternoon great crowds had been there, for along the
sea-wall and up by the Botanic Gardens is where (ieorgetown takes the air,

But now there was scarcely a soul to be seen; the whole streteh of the
sea-wall from Camp Road was a deserted promenade, and, slouching alongs
to the grey stone parapet, Jimmy Bartlett leaned upon it and gave him-~'1
up to gloomy thoughts.

“ It I only had the value of that nugget, I'd show Yerkes'’ he muttered
savagely. ““I'd ”

But there he broke off as a soft footfall soundea behind him and the ssft,
cultured voice of an educated man greeted him.

— — .y
CHAPTER I..

Dr. Mortimer Crane PlaBs a Deep Game—]Jimmy Bartlett Fcrms a Dangerous
Friendship—Dr. Mortimer Crane Forms a Partnership.

F anyone had whispered to Jimmy Bartlett at that moment to beware, ha
l would have paid no attention to the voice. In the depths of his misery,
a voice had hailed him with the voice of fellowship; and he had missed

the companionship of his own class more than he realised until that moment.

As he heard the pleasant *“ Good-evening ’’ beside him, he turned and found
himself gazing upon a man whom he knew at once to bc a man of the upper
European class. Although it was dark by the sea-wall, he could see that his
companion was dressed in white—immaculate white, with white shoes and a
broad, soft panama-hat.

He was smoking a cigar, the fragrance of which caused Jimmy Bartlett's
nostrils to twitch, and which he knew came from only a very choice leaf.

‘““Good-evening,” said the voice again—a soft, well-modulated voice, with
just a tinge of arrogance in it. ‘* You and I seem to be the only oncs who
appreciate the beauties of the sea promenade at night.”

‘“ It’s only on the nights the band plays down here that the people come,”
said Jimmy Bartlett. ‘‘ In the afternoons, though, there are plenty of people
here.”

"The stranger nodded. .

‘“ I was here this afternoon,’”’” he saild. ‘I did not realise that there were
's0 many whitc people in Georgetown until then. Yon, sir—you live here:"”

Jimmy Bartlett nodded in reply to the question.

““ Yes—worse luck !'’ he said, as he felt for a cigarette.

‘“ May I offer you a cigar?’’ went on the stranger courteously.

Jimmy took it, and with the first indrawidg of the fragrant smoke ho
warmed to his new friend. He knew that the other must be a stranger in
the place, and now, as he got a better lecok at his features, he remembered
vaguely that the samne man had been in Bartlett’'s Bank earlier in the day.

“ Shall we walk along?” said the stranger.

They fell into step, and walked slowly along by the sea-wall.

“Permit me to introduce myself,”” «aid the stranger, when they hao
covered a few paces. “* I am sorry I have not a card with me, but perhap:
we can manage without that formalilty. My name is Crane. I am by way
of being a doctor.” '

““ And mine is Bartlett,”” said Jimmy Bartlctt.

‘“ Ah, indeed!” said Crane. ‘‘ Are you, by any chance, related to the
Bartletts of Bartlett's Bank?"”’

‘“I am the son of John Bartlett,”’ eaid the boy sulkily.

Nor did he‘dream for a single moment that Dr. Mortimer Crane had not
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>nly known that fact, but that he had deliberately followed him that same
evening for the pnrpose of scraping an acquaintance.

He had not been in Georgetown two days before he had heard the gossip
of the place, and, weeing Jimmy Bartlett pass the hotel the previous day,
had pricked up his ears on hearing a laughing remark made about the boy.

He had thought little of it, though he had listened closely while the young
fellow's hisxtory was related; but when the newas of the ﬁndingnof the great
nugget on the upper reaches of the Essequibo had come in, Dr. Mortimer
Crance had thought of that nugget first and of Jimmy Bartlett next, for it
was common knowledge that Bartlett’s Bank had bought the nugget for a
figure close to forty thousand pounds.

JBBut why he had at once set out to find Jiminy Bartlett and to acrape an
acrjuaintance with him was a secret which he kept locked decp in his own
heart. Certainly, if he desired any favours from Bartlett’'s Bank, Jimmy
Bartlett was not. the one to approach. He had no more influence in his own
father’s businers thanm the veriest half-caste who totalled up figures in the
ledger.

. But Dr. Mortimer Crane scemed to know what he was about, for he
aaviduously cultivated the hoy until, later in the evening, he had prevailed
upon him to return to the hotel with him for one parting drink.

To a man of Crane’s cunning and experience, Jimmy Bartlett was as clay
11 the handa of the potter. On the way back to the hotel, he managed to
et Jinmy Bartlett know just how famous u specialist he was without seem-
ing to advance the information,

n fact, Jimmy Bartlett began to think how clever he had been to discover
the fact. And once they had arrived at the hotel, he saw that his new
friend was a man of power there, even though he had been in Georgetown
only two days.

The hotel was sitnated sn High Street just before that thoroughfare widens
ont by the Georgetown Cluby, and, as on moset evenings, Jimmy Bartlett saw
scveral men from the club whom he knew. He returned their cool nods
frigidly, and followed his new friend to a luxurions Erivato sitting-rcom on
the first floor— a wide, spacious room, overlooking the square.

‘“ Now, we can have a cosy chat,”” said Crane, as he drew a couple of easy-
chi.irs towards the open window. .

And, henring him, Jimmy Bartlett never for a single moment guessed that
it was becausc he was already imn full possession of his history that Dr.
Mortimer Crane had not taken him ta one of the public rooms below.

Why should Dr. Mortimer Crane go out into the atreets of Georgetown and
scarch about until he found the derclict Jimmy Bartlett? What pocsible
use could the young fellow be in the scheme o{ things as planned by the
older man? It was certainly not for charity’s eake or for pity’s sake.

(‘rane was not the type of man to waste either time or money on derelicts
unless he calculated om getting back his investment a thousandfold. Then
why had he sought out Jimmy Bartlett? True, the boy was the son of the.
wealthy John Bartlett, and had he still been living in the indulgeunce of his
father he might have been of some uze to an adventurer.

But the contrary was the casc, and all Demerara knew it. Hc had less
influcnce with hig father, or his father’s bneiness, than any stranger. Ie
was cmployed at a nominal wage, at work of the simplest sort, at the branch
in Georgetown, ' ) ' S

It was common knowledge that Yerkes, the manager there, treated bim
with the utmost contempt. He knew nothiug of the firm’s business activi-
tice. He had first heard from strangers that it was his own father's firm
that had bought the great boomerang nugget found on the Essequibo.
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Then what did Crane wish of him?

Only that cuuning adventurer’s own brain could have answered that quer
tiou. Yet for some reason or other he apparently found it worth while to
assiduously cultivate Jimmy Bartlett, for before the boy had been in his
private sitting-room an hour he had unhosomed himeself to Dr. Mortimer
Crane, and Crane, by a few sly remarks, had conveyed an impression to the
lad that he also did not like Sam Yerkes, the manager of the Bartlett business
in Demerara.

Before Jimmy Bartlett left his new friend that night, they were on inti-
mate terms, and the boy had promised to lunch with Crane at the hotel the
following day. ’

When Crane dismissed him fer the night, he went back {» his sitting-room.
ard, pouring out a stiff whisky-and-soda, lit a fresh cigar. For an hour
he sat there, sipping the drink and puffing at his cigar; then, rising, hs
muttered:

‘It might be worked! It is worth while trying. Good heavens, what a
haudl! I'll go at it the first thing in the morning. But I must have a yacht
to do it!”

And this strange man, who had built up for himself, ay one of the greatest
nerve and brain specialists in the world, who might have risen to any heights
in his profession, yet who had at last ‘“ cut the painter,’”’ and had definitely
‘embarked upon a life of crime, went to bed and slept as quietly as the most
honest man.

*” . . . ] . ) ° ®

The rising sun the next morning lit up the water front of Georgetown
with a soft, crimson flush, which presaged another hot day. Out bevond the
sea wall, the blue Atlantic rolled in ceaselessly, its combers breaking white
ag they struck the shallows outside, rolling in with a long sweep, to break
close under the grey sea wall.

Round the corner of the bend, where the Demerara emptied its muddy
waters into the ocean, a great line of fan-palms stretched far away along
the shore. Beyond the sea wall, where the green profusicn of the gardens
lay, the same noble trees were clearly silhouetted against the deep blue of
the morning eky, and along the whole water front the gangs of early blacks,
going to their day’s toil, lent a touch of colour to the scene

Back in the town it was still silent. Georgetown still slept, and not yet
were Water Strect and High Street re-echeing with the noise of the whecls
of business. '

As the sun cleared the horizon’s rim, the bells of the cathedral rang cut
over_the city, calling the devout to prayer with their silvery appeal; then,
i'r}(:m the distance down Berbice way, came the coatser sound of an engine’s
whistle. -

High overhead, cut black against the blue dome, wheeled two solitary
vultures, preparing for what another day might bring them.

At one of the stellings on the water front, the rising sun lit up a beauntiful
white yacht. She had come into port the day before, and all that was known
about her was that she was named the La Rose, that she was a private yvacht,
and that from her size and the sumptuousness of her fittings one must suppose
her owner to.be a person of large means.

Her decks were still wet from the early sloshing-down they had received,
when from the entrance to the main saloon there stepped the figure of a
rirl,

“ She was clad in pure, cool white, though at the moment she wore no cover-
ing on her head. Her hair, coal-black, made a striking contrast against her
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fair skin and- white clothes, yet the contrast was inteusified by the deep-
hrown cyes, looking almost black, beneath high, arched brows.

It was the owner of the yacht La Rose. No obese newly-rich owned that
yacht, but this slim young girl, who rose with the sun and sauntered to the
side, with a smile of greeting for the new day resting on her red young lips.

In Paris, one might have diccovered that the young woman’s name was
M:deinoiselle Miton, known even more intimately in some quarters as the
Rl:ck Wolf. But here, in Demerara, she was quite unknown, though, to be
sure, the residents of Georgetown were not to be left long in ignorance as to
her identity.

Standing at the side facing the sea, the girl opened one hand, and took out
a »mall nickel coin. Like creatures of the sea, two little negro hoys suddenly
emerged from the water beside the yacht and, swimming in close, began to
scramble up the side with the agility of monkeys.

Mademoiselle Miton watched them with a smile on her face; then, when
they had reached the lower deck, she bent out over the side and allowed oue
of the coins to fall into the water.

Not until it struck the surface did either of the negro boys move. Then
they went down head-first in a clean dive, following the flashing coin as it
zigzagged down through the clear green water. One of them, guicker than
the other, caught it with his hand, thrust it into a capacious mouth, and,
turning a complete somersault, shot towards the surface again.

T'he other, with his mouth in a wide grin, followed suit, and soon the pair
of urchins were climhing up the side again. - -

It was the amusement indulged in by all tourists who visit the tropice—
wilching negro boys dive for coins—and certainly it scemed to amuse the
Black Wolf, for she sent them down again and again, until her handful of
cNIS Was gone. '

Then she dismissed them with a wave of her hand, and was just turning to
walk along the deck, when suddenly she paused and wrinkled her brows as a
man came down the wharf towards the yacht.

He was a man at whom one must look twice, a man whose face showed more
than the ordinary amount of intellect, and whose manner wds that of one
accustomed to command. Thinking that he micht be one of the port
ofticials, Mademoiselle Miton stood by the side and waited until he had come
up the gangway to the deck.

He advanced towards her, removing his soft panama-hat as he did so, and
revealing the high forehead of the intellectual. He came to a pause just in
front of her and, bowing, said: :

** Have I the honour to address Mademoiselle Miton, the owner of th's
vacht?"’

The Black Wolf gazed at him coolly and nodded.

'“ That is my name,”” she eaid. ‘‘ May I inquire——"" "

“ I shall explain fully in a moment, mademoiselle,”” went on the other,
interrupting her. ‘‘ My name is Crane—Dr. Mortimer Crane. I dare not
flatter myself that you have ever heard of me, and therefore I shall explain
who I am and why I have taken the liberty of visiting you this morning.”’

'* Do you mean you are Dr. Mortimer Crane, the Harley Street specialist?”’
axked the Black Vgolf, glancing at him sharply. |

Crane bowed. .

" You honour me by xnowing my identity, mademoiselle,”” he said. ‘I
hiad not dared to hope that my poor fame had reached you.’>

““ I have heard of you,”” said the Black Wolf slowly.

Yet she did not mean in the way he had taken it. At the moment she was
thinking of some strange whispers which had reached her about this same
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man. Now she studied him more closely; but if she expected to find an

explanation in his face she was disappointed. It was only the polite mas

adopted by the man of the world under all circumstances, and revealed
nothing of the inner thoughts.

‘“ And why have ysu come to sce me, Dr. Mortimer Crane?’’ she asked,
after a moment.

‘“ Mademoiselle,”’ he said, in a low tone, gazing straight into her eyes, ‘“ I
have come to talk to you about a certain matter which I hope will interest
you. It is not the subject for public converse, however. I beg that you will
grant me just five minutes where we may be free from interruption.”

The Black Wolf turned, and made a brief gesture,

““Come to the after promenade deck with me, Dr. Crane,”’ she said curtly,
*“ I shall give you the five minutes you ask for.”

Dr. Mortimer Crane followed her along until they stood beneath the awning
aft. There a few white wicker chairs had been placed, and as they sat down
a white-jacketed steward appraached and stood at attention.

“* You will bring coffee and rolls for two,”’ ordered Mademoiselle Miton.

b ‘{‘lYou will join me at coffee?’”’ she in¢uired of the doctor, when the steward
ad gone,

"* With pleasure, mademoiselle,”’ he said, with a bow. ‘“ And now, may
I speak of the matter which brought me here?”’

““I am listening,’” she said slowly.

‘“ Mademoiselle,”” he said earnestly, bending forward, “‘ you will forgive
me if I say that in the past I have—er—heard one or two things which tell
me you are a woman of exceptional calibre. I—er—believe me, made-
moiselle, it is a little difficult to be perfectly frank, but at the risk of your
displeasure I must be.

““I have heard that on more than one occasion you have put your wits in
opposition to the law, and that you have not come off second-best. It is
becauss I have heard those things that I have had the temerity to approach
you .this morning. Shall I go on?” '

““ Proceed, please,’”’ said the Black Wolf, with a faint smile hovering about
her lips. ““ I am all attention.”

‘“ Mademoiselle, I wish to ask you a question. I wish to ask if you have
heard of the great nugget known as the ‘ Golden Boomerang,” which has
just been found on the upper reaches of the Essequibo, aud which at this
moment is lying in a Georgetown bank?”

The Black Wolf nollded.

““I heard something about it last rnight after we docked,” she said. 1

gathered that it was of some considerable value.”

- ‘“ Mademoiselle, it 1is maghiﬁcent!" saldd Dr. Mortimer Crane, his cyes
glistening as he thought of it. ‘I myself saw that nugget yesterday in
Bartlett’s Bauk herc. It is not exaggerated. It is a great mass of pure
gold, precipitated by Nature in a freakish moment, and it is worth, in
actual weight, forty thousand pounds.

““ It is rightly named the Golden Boomerang. It is roughly shaped lika
an Australian boomerang, and unless that golden mass recoils upon thcse
who possess it, then I miss my guess.”

‘““ But you did not come here this morning just to rave about this find,"
sald the Black Wolf.

‘“ I beg your pardon, mademoiselle: my enthusiasm carried me away. It
is true I did not come here just to talk about it. But it is an cssential part
of what I have to say.

- ‘“ Mademoiselle, I shall put it frankly. Would you—could you be tempted
to enter into an attempt to get posscssion of that Golden Boomerang?' ’
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The Black Weolf gazed at him speculatively for a few seconds: then she
smiled.

“Isn’t that rather an odd question for the famous and well-known Harley
Street specialist to ask?”’ she said coolly. ‘“ Why, I could almost believs
from the way you put it that you mean to get possession of the Golden
Boomerang in some illegal manner!” |

‘““You are making sport of the matter,”” responded Crane coolly. ‘‘ You
know what I mean well enough, mademoiselle. You know that I have not
spoken without giving the matter careful thought. If I had not known you
were in Georgetown, I should have laid my plans differently. But,
mademoiselle, I can be of use to you and you can be of use to me.

““1 think I can place before you a plan for getting possession of the Golden
Boomerang which will appeal to you. You see, I have been very frank with
you. I have taken a great risk in doing so, for there aresvery, very few
persons who suspect that Dr. Mortimer Crane is other than the nerve and
brain specialist. Yet you yourself have gained my confidence by cvading the
law, and I have Plac my secret in your keeping. Now, won’t you be frank
with me as well?”’

Madcmoiselle Miton took a sip of the coffee which the steward had brought,
and, lighting one of her favourite Petrov cigarettes, allowed the blue smoke
t? c}:lrl up lazily into the warm morning air. Then she shrugged ever so
slightly.

““ I must say that you have been frank enough, Dr. Crane,’” she said slowly.
““On the other hand, I might also ask why you chould assume that the
propcsal you have just put forward would appeal to me. You say that I
have evaded the law on different occasions. That means that you have
heard things about me, and, on the strength of gossip, have come to me with
this plan,

‘“ Ipmight, vou know, utterly deny the truth of the things you have heard.
I might, and could, grow very indignant at such a statement. And when
you say that very, very few persons suspect that you are other than the
famous brain and nerve specialist, you are no doubt correct. Nevertheless,
therc are those who do suspect, for I myself have heard a whisper about

ou.
ar Nor shall T adopt the indignant pose with you. I shall neither acknow-
iedge nor deny that I have ever broken the laws of my country. I must
Jeave that to your own surmise. You say that I can be of use to you, and
that you can be of use to me. That may be so, and I take 1t you mean
we should enter into a concerted attempt to get possession of the Golden
Bcomerang.

“Now, I am going to be frank with you, Dr. Crane. Only last night,
when I first heard of this great nugget, it occurred to me that here, if any
place, was an opportunity for one to exercise one’s ingenuity.

“ Forty thousand pounds in solid gold is sufficient to arouse the cupidity
of anyone, and I am not immuane. If you have a definite Elan, by which you
think we can secure the Golden Boomerang, then I think—yes, I am quite
sure, Dr. Crane, that I am ready to listen to you, and if your plan appeals
to me, then it is just possible that we can come to some arrangement. It
would, of course, be a fifty-fifty arrangement.”’

Mortimer Crane bowed.

“Of course, mademoiselle!”” he said softly. ‘ My plan and my work
against your work and the asset of your yacht and crew. I think that ig
fair enough. And now, mademoiselle, I shall tell you my plan!”

With that, Dr. Mortimer Crane bent forward, and began to speak in low,"
carnest tones,

i
] ) » ] (] [ ' ¢
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The day following the conversation between Mademoisclle Miton—the
Black Wolf—and Dr. Mortimer Crane on board the yacht La Rose was an
eventful one in Georgetown, for on that day was not the famous (lolden
Boomerang nugget transferred from the offices of Bartlett & ('o., the banker-,

to the steamship Tumatumari, which lay at one cf the stellings off Water
Street?

At least, the public firmly believed that it had witnessed the transfer of
the great nugget. It had been given out publicly enough that the (iolden
Boomerang would be taken to England on the Tumatumari, and that under
an armed escort, it would be carted down to the stelling at midday. ,

There was a great crowd collected in High Street before the offices of
Bartlett & Co., and as a well-planned and well-executed bluff it was faultles..
First, a small platoon of the Georgetown Militia, lent for the purpose,
appeared, and took up its station in front of the bank.

The native police good-naturedly kept the crowd back. And then, at
twelve o’'clock sharp, Sam Yerkes, the manager of the bank, appeared at the
front entrance. Behind him, and carrying a huge box under which thev
groaned and swealed, came eight big buck niggers. A large dray backed
1into the kerb at the same moment, and the perspiring blacks placed the cace
on it.

In that case was suppcesed to be the Golden Boomerang nugget, which had
so set all Demerara by the eavs, and for which, it was said, John Bartlett
& Co. had paid forty thousand pounds. Once the case was aboard the drav,
the platoon of militiamen surrounded it, and, ahead of a cheering throny
of whites, blacks, and Indians, the procession started for the stellings.

All along High Street to the square in front of the Georgetown Club, down
past the Museum, and so into Water Street, along past the great iron-and-
elass Stabrook Muarket, to the T-shaped stelling beyond, where lay the Tuma-
tumari, went the dray, guarded by the soldiers. And there, amidst further
cheering, the heavy case which was supposed to contain the Golden
Boomerang was swung aboard.

Nor did any of that cheering crowd guess for a single moment that the cace
contained nothing more valuable than a huge block of basalt. Yerkes, the
manager of Bartlett & Cd., intended taking no chances. He knew perfectly
well that there were men about who would stop at little to get possession of
the nugget.

There had been whiapers of a well-organised attempt which would be mada
to secure the Golden Boomerang, and in self-prctection Sam Yerkes had
conceived a smooth piece of bluff. |

Where he erred was in believing the rumcurs. He did not know—he could
not know that they had been deliberately started by one Dr. Mortimer (‘rane
with the sole intention of causing Yerkes to do exactly what he had done.
As far as the public in general.was concerned, it had seen the last of the
nugget of fame. It was now safely aboard the Tumatumnari, and Georgetown
would see 1t no more.

But Sam Yerkes knew, and Dr. Mortimer Crane knew also, that the great
nugget still reposed in the vault of Bartlett’s Bank, and that it would not
gn aboard the Tumatumari until late that night. As a matter cf faet, Crane
did not know this pcsitively until late that afternoon.

t was after the bank had closed, and he was sitting in his private sitting-
room at the hotel, chatting with young Jimmy Bartlett, who had become very
intimate with the famous specialist during the past day or two. The intri-
cate mental process followed by Dr. Mortimer Crane to make the boy his tool
would be of too complicated a nature to detail.

It is sufficient to say that the man to whom the Dbrain and the heart of



12 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

the human Leing were an opcn book had so played upon the nervous strings
of the 1ad's nature that by now the inmost secrets of his heart were in Crane’s
possession.

So gently had he led the boy's thoughts into the desired channels, and so
casily had he gained the information he sought, that Jimmy Bartlett himself
could not have put his finger on a single suspicious question which the other
had asked him about the affairs of the bank.

He ouly knew that, for some reason, this great specialist, a visitor in
Georgetown, had found himn congenial, and had put it down to the fact that
Dr. Mortimer Crane was of a more discerning nature than the rest of his
fellow-men. Also, when hearing how pinched Jimmy was for money, the
other had insisted on being his banker, and already there had been trans-
ferred from Crane to the boy a sum somewhat over a hundred pounds.

And on this afternoon in question, while the band played in the Botanic
Gardens, and while all Georgetown took the air along the sca-wall, Jimmy
Bartlett habbled forth secrets, which Dr. Mortimer Crane drank in cagerly.

When he finally dismisscd the boy, he knew as much as Jimmy knew about
the arrangements made for the transfer of the Golden Boomerang to the
Tumatumari. Not that Jimmy Bartlett had been trusted by Yerkes with
the secret of his plans, but among the clerks at the bank the truth had leaked
out, and in the course of time it had reached Jimmy Bartlett.

No by the command of the subtle process of mind domination, of which he
was a past-master, Dr. Mortimer Crane became possessed of the secret which
Yerkes flaltered himself was known to omnly himself, his chief accountant, -
the captain, and the purser of the Tumatumari.

- Of onc thing Jimmy Bartlett had been ignorant, and that was the exact
fime when the real nugget would be moved from the bank to the ship. Only
the four principals in the matter knew what time that would be.

And Sam Yerkes was canny. He put into the making of his plans a
thorough knowledge of Georgetown. Now, along Water Street, just near
the T-shaped stelling at which the Tumatumari lay moored, was situated, as
has alrecady been said, the Stabrook Market.

This market, be it known, is one of the most massive structures in the
{own, and in the éarly hours of the morning. is a scenc of remarkable bustle.
All along Water Street to Lombard Street, and across the open space in front
ot the market, right across to the Government buildings, the early morning
presents a remarkable scene in Georgetown.

There, at the market, all the produce for the consumption of the town and
surrounding districts is brought, and not only the townspeople purchace their
supplios there, but the steamers and schocrers lying at the stellings also get
their provisions at the market.

A great, ugly mass of iron and glass, the market nevertheless takes on a
strange beauty under the bright rays of the rising sun, and to stroll through
the different stalls and to watch the natives with their baskets of variegated
tropical fruit, coconuts, mangoes, guavas, bananas, and what not, 1s an
cxperience never to be forgotten,

The mist is still lying on the Demerara and back in the hinterland; the
misty peaks of the foothills are not yet visible. Out at sea the Atlantic
thrashes shorewards in its never-ending roll, and the streets re-echo with
the clatter of heavy wheels, the loud, high-pitched voices of the negroes,
and the lower, more restrained accents of the Indian. . -

\With the great proportion of indentured natives from India, the markf%
presents a likeness to an Eastern bazaar. except that here one does not see
the turbanned Arab, or hear the early morning call of the muezzin as the
faithful are summoned to prayer., : =, R
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Such was the bour and such the scene that Sam Yerkes had picked to cover

up the actual transfer of the Golden Boomerang from the hank to the ship.
And the scene at the bank was vastly different ‘than it had been at midday.

No crowd gathered in the street to watch the affair, no platoon of militia-
raen drawn up as an escort, no dark-skinned native police. Instead, a little:
group of buck niggers at the back dcor of the bank, with a heavy market
dray drawn up, and Sam Yerkes and the chief accountant of the bank
supermtending operations.

It was still nwht Not for another twenty minutes would dawn rip asundcr
the mantle of purple in the eact, not for another half-hour would the
scimitar of the rising sun be hurled up above the pink horizon, to heradd
the coming of another day in the tropics.

Already, though, the market was abustle, and the heavy market cart was
only one of many which had lurched and lumbered along the streets. Into
the dray the eight buck niggpers lifted a plain wooden case bearing the great
Golden Boomerano' and then the canvas tarpaulin was dropped.

To all intents and purposes 1t was but a cart ready to drive to the market.
A buck nigger jumped up and took the reins, clicking to the pair of mules
as he did so. Another buck nigger sprang up beside him, while, under the
tarpaulin at the back, the chief accountant climbed. The rest of the buck
niggers and Sam Yerkes would not : accompany it. It would not do to excite
;s]uspilclon and always Yerkes had before his mind the rumours he had

oar

Now the mules were turned, and as the great cart lumbered up the narrow
street towards the turning which would lead into High Street the bmnek
niggers about the door dl:.pers-ed while Sam Yerkes re-entered the bank.
elamming the door after him. Now, from Bartlett’'s Bank, in High Street,
to Water Street is only a short distance. At midday, when the block of
basalt had been transferred to the Tumatumari the way kad been straight
along High Street to the square in front of the Georgetown Club, and from
there into Water Street. But on this cccasion a dlfferent course was chosen.

Instead of continuing along High Street, after’emerging from the narrow
lane at the back of the bank, the buck nigger who held the reins drove
straight across High Strecet and down a side valley, until he came to the
corner of Urquhar and Queen Streets.

Nor did he swing round there, but continued straight on into Water
Street, or, at least, it would be more correct to say that he intended to
continue straight on into Water Street. But he never reached there on that
occasion, for no sooner did the dray cross the junction of Urquhar and Queen
Streets, than from the shadows of a side turning) four men appeared.

There was nothing about their appearance to excite suspicion. They
were one and all dressed in the thin garments of the country, and one and
all were dark-skinned, as are the coast mongrels of South America.

They appeared to take no interest in the dray as it approached thém, but
lurched across the street in front of it, much after the fashion of four
natives who had been drinking all night. In fact, so well was it done that
the two buck niggers in the front seat of the dray grinned with a certain
appreciation and envy.

Then things happened, and bappened so swiitly, that the grins remain>d
frozen on the two bucks. In some way these four apparently intoxicated
natives parted, and, before a word could be uttered by th: pair on the dray,
two of the quartette were up beside them, holding a knife each at his man's
throat, while the other pair had whipped up the canvas at the back, and
were underneath, with revolvers prewsed against the body of the chict
accoufltant, |
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It neceded no ohreats to force the two bucks into submission. They read
a grim purpcse in the premuze of the points of steel against their throats,
alt]ld to the low-voiced commands of one of the pirates the driver dropped
the reines.

A sharp command brought the mules to a stop, and, fellowing that, the
two niggers were forced back from the seat beneath the tarp: sulin, and into
the dray proper. There they were bound and gagged with a swiftness and
precicion that was only the fruit of long practice, and when they were safe
from working mischief were unceremomou.:ly bundled cn top of the chief
accountant, who had been treated in like manner.

So smftly had the four pirates worked that the whole affair had taken
lcss than two minutes, and now, while two remained in the dray to watch
the prisomers, the other two climbed up on to the seat.

Not a word was spoken. Their plans had been laid too carefully to make
words nccessary. Xach man knew what he had to do, and did it with a
cwiftness worthy of a bLetter cause. Now one of them gathered up the
reins, and, tightening them, clicked to the mules.

The mules not knowmo'—or if they did, not caring—about the change in
drivers, went on w1111n0'1y enougjr, but on reachmcr Water Street, instead of
turnma to the left, as had been the intention of the rightful driver, they
turned to the right. Along Water Street went the dray, the mules being
forced into a brisk walk, until at last it turned up Barrack Street.

From there it was driven past the military quarters and the officers’
quarters, until it came to Camp Road. Now a turn was made to the right
and along parallel to the railway line went the dray, until, just as the sun
waskrlsmg, 1t paused opposite a gate leading into the small mllltary fronting
par

There four more men dressed as natives suddenly appeared, and, lifting
the flap of the dray, they were assisted by the pair inside to dump out the
plain case containing the Golden Boomerang. Once it had been lowered
to the road the dray did not pause, but kept on again, lecaving the nugget
to be piled on to another dray which at that moment appeared

Nor did the firet dray stop until it reached the boundaries of Plantation
Kitty. There it turnedy to the right again and passed along Irving Street,
until it picked up the Botanic Gardens. Past the gardens it went and on:
to the waste land by the racecourse.

Into this waste land the dray wae driven, until, after bumping along
over numerous rough paths, it was finally drawn up in a small patch of
scrub just beyond the racecourse. There the two in the front seat leapced
out, and, taking a rope from the dray, tied the mules securely.

In the meantime, the other pair made a final examination of the two bucks
and the chief accountant, and, being satiefied with their condition, joined
their fellows outside. Then all four sloped off through the racecouree and
down past the Botanic Gardens, by the Brick Dam, and so made their way
into Water Street again.

The sun was up above the horizon now, and the scene at the market as
they passed was a busy one. Drays and mules and hurrying natives filled
the street, and the passage of the four created no comment among so many.

They parted at the market, and by circuitous routes three of them made
their way to a certain rakish-looking white yacht which was moored at o
stelling far down Water Street. The fourth walked on until he came to a
certain low saloon near the water-front..

There he entered, and was seen no more, though an observing individual
might have notlced that a shufiing hunchback, who looked hke an Italian,
emewed half an hour later and nlowly made his way .towards the market.
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Behind a silent warehouse on a dilapidated stelling the dwarf disappeared,
and from the other side their appeared ten minutes afterwards a white man
smoking a cigarette, and idly interested in the bustle of the market life
about him.

It was Dr. Mortimer Crane, the distinguished British specialist, a man wha
had already made many friends in Georgetown, and whom everybody knew
was staying at the hotel. He strolled idly along to the head of the T-shaped
wharf at which the Tumatumari lay, and, pausing there, gazed down at
the great ship.

On the bridge he discerned two officers gazing anxiously up the stellino,
as though on the lookout for something ; then, with a faint smile on his lips,
he turned and strode jauntily along to his hotel.

Had he waited a few seconds longer he would have been in time to see a
small liner just coming into dock. It wae the Berbice, up from Cayenne,
in French Guiana, and, among other things, was freighted with things
fateful to Dr. Mortimer Crane, as will soon be evident. i

In this way was the great nugget known as the Golden Boomerang stolen

in Georgetown, and on this day did Sam Yerkes awake to the fact that he
was by no means infallible.

CHAPTER IIlL

The Arrival of the Berbice—A Distinguished Passenger Calls on His
Excellency the Governor—Sam Yerkes Arrives in a Hurry., =ye

IS EXCELLENCY SIR HORACE TWEEDALE, Governor of the Colony
H of British Guiana, was indulging in what was for him a rare treat.
He was enjoying nothing less than a quiet after-coffee cigar in the
beautiful gardens of Goveriment House, and, there i1s good reason to believe,
endeavouring to think of some new channel into which he could direct his
remarkable energies for the gocd of the colony.

It was no idle phrase which dubbed Sir Horace Tweedale ‘‘ the little father
of the colony,’” for of all the long line of illustrious men who had come an
gone in an executive capacity, there was none more popular or more filled
with a zeal for therdevelopment of the ‘‘ magnificent province '’ than he.

Still on the esunny side of fifty, Sir Horace had climbed swiftly up the
ladder of promotion. He had first been heard of with striking merit ip
Yudia, and when a vacancy had occurred in the West Indies, he had boen
the man appointed to the post.

In the Leeward Islands he had done splendid work, and then had come a
long period of uphill and trying achievement in West Africa. Uganda had
followed, and then Mauritius, and now he had been sent to British Guiana.

In two short years he had acquired a marvellous pc!mlarity. the principal
reason being that he knew the tropics from ““A " to *“ Z,”” and knew where
paternal government became a government for the colon‘cts, and where it
verged on a nuisance. It is not every colonial governor who possceses this
same quality of distinction which makes the present governor of British
Guiana the right man in the right place.

Before him stretched the cool garden, lined by a fringe of the marvellous
cabbage palms than which there is nothing more beautiful in all the tropics.
Oif to the left of where he lounged in a white wicker chair towered a clump
of the stately traveller's or fan tree, that remarkable creation of nature
which appears like a lady’s fan, widespread to intercopt the rays of the sun,
and whioh to the weary traveller brings sustenance, for at the base of each
leaf there is a small quantity of precious water.
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In the immediatc foreground, and edging a small artificial lake, was a
riot of blues and reds and whites—the ex(}uisite nympheas—and then beycnd,
on the placid surface of the lake, the famous water-lilicse which one sees
on every patch of water in Demerara, great wide leaves nearly two yards
across, with turncd-up edges, and recalling to ome’s mind a qguaint old
nursery tale, so ready do they appear to receive Alice for her trip into
Wonderland.

In the immediate body of the garden omne could distinguish the guava, the
cacao, the cocoanut palm, the aeta, and cvery shrub and bush which grows
to profusion in the shelter of the equator. : '

It was indeed a very lovely scene on this morning when the Governor,
white-clad and immaculate, took his easc before the business of another day
should begin. Thercefore it is casily understood that when a-white-jacketed
negro scrvant approached him, bearing a silver tray with a letter upon it,
his Excellency felt justified in frowning.

It did scem a pity that those fcw moments snatched for thought could
not be enjoyed in peace. He roused himeelf with a sigh, and, flicking the
ash from his cigar, stretched out his hand for the letter.

He gianced at it curiously before opening it, noticed the crest of the
stcamship Berbice which plied between British, French and Dutch Guiana,:*

then slit the scal and took out the folded double sheet of paper which it
contained. This is what he read:

‘“ His Excellency Sir Horace Tweedale,
‘“ Governor of British Guiana,
“ Government House,
‘““ Georgetown,

““Mr. Nelson Lee, of London, England, begs to present his compliments
to his Excellency Sir Horace Tweejale, and begs that his Excellency will

rant him a short interview for the purpose of presenting letters of intro-
ﬁuctiou' to his Excellency which Mr. Nelson Lee has brought from England.
Any hour set by his Excellency would be quite satizfactory to Mr. Nelson Lec.

‘““Mr. Nelson Lee bege to state further that he is a passenger from
Cayenne, French Guiana, on the Berbice, and that it is his intention to sail
for England by the Tumatumari.

‘“He presents his most respectful salutations to his Excellency.”

That was all, and as Sir Horace Tweedale read it over the second time
the frown cleared from his brow.

‘“ That will be Nelson Lee, the famous criminologist, I imagine,’’ he mur-
mured, oblivious of the presence of the negro scrvant. ‘It will be a real
plcasure to meet him. &’hut a bit of luck, too!”

“T have been sitting hero actually thinking of some way in which wo
could improve our own police system, and, like a shot from the blue, this man
of nll men, turns up. Ile may be able to give me some valuable pointers,
and, anyway, it will be very interestinrg indeed to talk with him. I shall
invite him up for breakfast.”

Breakfast, it known, is a somewlhat different meal in the tropics than
in northern countries. There, early in the morning, °‘‘ coffee > only is
scrved, this consisting of coffec and fruit, and, perhaps, a roll.

Then, at about eleven, comes the Spanish breakfast, which corresponds
to the French meal at the same hour. The Governor turned to the big
no%ro, .v{-ho had the,stamp of Barbadoes all over his dusky countenance,
an sald

** Who brought this letter, Teacher?”’ | o

The quaintly named darkie shqwsd his white. teeth.

o
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It am brought by n young gen’leman, yo’ Excellency,’”’ he said.

‘““Inform him that I shall have a reply ready in a few minutes, Teacher,”
said the Governor; and with a bow the black retired.

‘““ Now Sir Horace drew towards him a emall white wicker table, which
stood at his elbow, and taking up a fountain pen proceeded to write.

““ Sir Horace Tweedale presents his compliments to Mr. Nelson Lee,”
he wrote, ““and begs that Mr. Nelson Lee will give him the pleasure of
his company at breakfast at Government House at eleven o’clock.”

He had written this on a small correspondence card with his own private
crest engraved upon it, and mow he thrust it in an envelope, addressing
1t to:

Mr. Nelson Lee,
‘“ Steamship Berbice.”

Teacher, his own private body servant, was waiting by the time he had
finished, and, taking the letter from the Governor, hurried away with it.

To a lithe, white clad yocung fellow, who was waiting in the formal recep-
tion room—Nipper, to be exact—the darkie handed the letter, and a few
minutes later Nipper was on his way back to the Berbice, which, 1t will Le
remembered, had docked that morning just as Dr. Mortimer Crane had
completed his ‘‘ coup.” :

What was Nelson Lee doing in this part of the world, it may be asked.
He had been to French Guiana on a very delicate mission—a mission in
which he himself had played no small part. Two years before a certain
well-known French banker had been accused of a crime, and had been sent
to Devil's Island for ten years.

Nelson Lee, feeling positive that the man in question was innocent, had
set himself to prove his contention, and after two long years he had wveen
able to go to th2 I'rench Government with positive proof that the banker
who had been punished was innocent.

The French Government, with a rare appreciation of the fitting thing,
had made Nelson Lee its representative, to take to Cayenne the papers of
pardon for the banker, and Lee had at once consented. He had travelled
straight through to Cayenne, and within forty-eight hours of his arrival

_M. Paul Berime was a free man. _ .

How Lee managed elowly but surely to accumulate the necessary proof,
how he made his representations to the French Government, and the
gratitude of M. Paul Berime, is another story. Sufficient is it to say that
the banker was on board the Berbice, with Lee and Nipper, and that it
was their intention to connect with the Tumatumari at Georgetown.

In accordance with his usual custom, Lee had provided himself with letters
on leaving England. The Colonial Secretary had given him letters to the
Governors of Trinidad and British Guiana, and from other prominent sources
Leo had others. ~

He was standing aft with M. Paul Berime and the captain of the Berbice
when Nipper ran up the gangway with the Governor's repiy, and on read-
ing. the courteous invitation, Lee glanced at his watch.

““I shall have just time to change and go,”’” he said, with a glarce at
the French banker. ¢ Monsieur, will you forgive me if I leave vou thi3
morning? The Governor wishes me for breakfast.”

‘“ Mousier Lee, go by all means,”” said the Frenchman quickly. ¢ Monsieur
Nipper and I—we will go and see the town. Helas! Monsieur, T coild not
sce it the last time I passed through it. But now—now, Monsieur Nipper
and I will do it brown, as you British say.”

Lee smiled, and charging them not to load themselves up with too manv
curios from the Chinese quarter, went below to change into another suit
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of white. At exactly half-past ten he passed over the side in immaculats
white from head to foot, and walking leisurely, made his way towards
Water Street.

Breakfast at Governmeut House was usually served on a small bclcony
enclosed by copper netting, and overlooking the beautiful gardens.

Lee was conducted there by Teacher, the negro, where he found his Excel-
lency, and Captain Archibald Fordham-Travers, Aide-de-Camp to th3 -
Governor,

The Governor greeted him warmly, and introduced him to the aide; thcen
he received Lee’s letters, and, with a brief word of apology, opened them.
IHalf-way through the letter written by the Colonial Secretary, he lifted
his eyes and held out his hand.

“ Mr. Lee,” he said, ‘I am very pleased indeed to welcome you. You
must consider yourself my guest while you are here. And now, gentlemen,
let us sit down.”

Each man of that trio had travelled widely, each man had ‘ done things "
in the world—each man was a pure cosmopolitan and sportsman, and with
a combination of this sort, it was fore-ordained to be an interesting meal.

They chatted with deep understanding of the distant corners of the world,
and then, when the black servant had handed round the cigarettes, his
Excellency lecaned back and said:

““ Well, Mr. Lee, you are tho last from home. Tell us all the news.”’

Lee was just opening his mouth to reply, when suddenly he paused, as
from somewhere within the house they heard a loud voice saying:

*“ Tell his Excellency that I shall not keep him for a moment. But I
simply must sce him. It i1s of the most urgent nature.”

As the words reached them, the Governor frowned.

“* Unless I am very much mistaken, that is Yerkes,”” he said. ‘“ A worthy
man, but utterly lacks a sense of humour.”

At the same moment, a young Britisher appeared at the entraunco to the
balcony. It was one of the Governor’s secretaries.- He wore an apologetic
look as he glanced towards his chief.

““ What is it, Roberts:’’ asked the Governor with a drawl.

““I am sorry to disturb you, sir,” said the young r:an, ‘“ but Mr. Yerkes
1s here, and says he must seo you at once, 1i yoeu can possibly give lum a few
minutes. Hs says it is very urgent, sir.”

His Excellency sighed.

““ Very well, Roberts,”” he said. ‘“Tell him I shall join bim in a few
moments.’’

When the secretary had gone the Governor rose, and, with a gesture, bade
Lee and the aide to remain seated. )

“ Keep your seats, gentlemen,” he said. ‘I shall go and see what
Yerkes wants. He is ore of our hest citizens here, and would not send such
a-message to me unless it were urgent.”

Nevertheless, Lee and Captain Fordham-Travers stood at attention whilst
his Excellency passed them, and then, when he had gomne, they lounged
over the rail chatting of the development of the colony. In less than five
minutes his Excellency was back again, bringing with him a big, raw-btoned
Scot—a man whom Lee instinctively knew to belong in that category known
as ‘‘ righteous, but hard.”
~ ‘“ Let me introduce you to Mr. Nelson Lee,”” said the Governor. * This
is Mr. Yerkes, Mr. Lee. Mr. Yerkes is one of our most prominent citizens
here, and I have already told him of you. You have met Captain Fordham-
Travers, Yerkes. And now, my dear man, do sit down and take a cigarette.

Or, if that is too frivclous for you, help yourself to a cigar.”
2
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It was plain that Sam Yerkes regarded the silver box of cigarette: with
strong disfavour. Ile looked upon them nas an abomination and a curse,
though, strangely enough, he did not object to taking his poison in a larget
dosc—that is, in the form of a cigar.

That his Excellency knew Yerkes well, and knew how to handle him, was
evident to Lee, who watched the proceedings with some inward amusement.
When, however, Yerkes had lit his cigar, and when they were all once move
seated, the Governor dropped his bantcr, and in the clear, candid, blue
eves there appeared a look which indicated the force of character which had
hfted Sir Horace Tweedale to his present position.

“I have asked Mr. Yerkes to comc out here because he has a curious
talo to tell. I thought it might interest you, Mr. Lee. But before I ask
him to repeat it, I should like to inquire if you have heard of the grenat
nugget which was found hero some days ago?”

‘“Yes, your Excellency,”” answered fee. " We got the news in Cayennc
before we left. It has created quite a furore.”

The Governor nodded.

“It was & great find,” he said. ‘It will cause another gold rush in
British Guiana. But the nugget. which was christened the CGolden
Boomerang, was not exaggerated, Mr. Lee. Mr. Yerkes, whom I can sec
is fuming with impatience, is the manager in the colony for the interests
of John Bartlett and Company. Through him Bartlett and Company bought
the Golden Boomerang for forty thousand pounds.

‘“ It was decided to ship the nugget to England without delay, and yester-
day a cheering procession accompanied what they thought was the nugget
down to the stelling where the Tumatumari is moored. As a matter of fact
the case which was taken down then contained nothing more valuable than
a block of basalt. Mr. Yerkes exercised some of his native cunning, and
worked a little bluff on the good people of (ieorgetown.

‘“ The nugget itself was not sent to the ship until last night, or, rather,
in the early houre of this morning. That is why Mr. Yerkes has come to
sec me: and the whole thing is so daring that I was certain it would
interest you. Now, Mr. Yerkes, will you please tell us aguin what
happened.”’

g’erkes removed his cigar from his month, and, speaking in short, jerky
sentences, told what had happened.

‘“ Decided to send mngget to ehip just hefore daybreak, got a big market
cart—thought would attract no attention—had cart at back of bank at
hour decided on—chief accountant and myself superintended loadimg cf
case into dray—two buck niggers in front seat, and chief accountant und-s.
the cover accompanied dray from bank—dray never arrived at stelling-—
dray, the chief accountant, and two bucks not seen since.

«“The Golden Boomerang has been stolen, as I was warned it would bo
stolen. Want your Excellency to give orders for every cart leaving Ueorge-
town to be searched; want search made for dray, and want every ship

in port searched.”’ .
“ Don’t be impatient,”’ said his Excellency coolly. ‘‘I have already sent

word to the chief of police to come here at once. Inside half an hour every
channel leading from the town will be under search. Everything possible
"e '

will be done, rkes. |
«« And now, Mr. Lee, what do you think of the tale? It is rather daring.

and needed cool management to walk off bodily with a nugget the size of tho

Golden Boomeranf, on't you think?"’

Lee nodded slow _
Tt was certainly daring enough,” he said. * But I understand your
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Excellency to say that Mr. Yerkes had received warning that an attempt
would be made to get possession of it. Is there any clue as to the identity
of the person or persoms responsible for that?”

‘““ Yerkes shook his head. ** It was just a vague rumour,’” he said. ‘‘ Two
or threo persons warned me they had heard it.” |

The Governor smiled across at Lee. ‘“ It strikes me this is just about
in your line, Mr. Lee,” he said. ‘‘ Here is a first-class mystery on the tapis,
and o famous criminologist steps into the scene at the psychological moment.
Yorkes, why don’t you retain Mr. Lee’s services in the matter? TForty
thousand pounds is not to be sneezed at, even by Bartlett’s Bank.”

Lee shook his head.

“ T ams afraid T could not undertake it, even if Mr. Yerkes wished me to,”
he said. ““I am booked to leave by the Tumatumari, ard there are two
others in my party. :

“If Mr. Lee wounld consider the matter, I should certainly be prepared
to retain his services,”’ said Sam Yerkes gruffly.

‘“ Well, you can talk it over with our chief of police,”” put in the Governor
cheerfully, ““ for, unless I am greatly mistaken, I can hear his voice now.”

He was right, for a few scconds later Teacher appeared, ushering a tall,
niilitary-looking figure on to the balcony.

As lho approached the little party, they all rose, and the mewcomer
saluted the Governor. Then he shook hands with Captain Fordham-Travers,
and wae just turning tc do likewise with Yerkes, when his eyes feli on
Nelson Lece. For one moment a look of amazement rested on his face,
then it changed to a smile of pleasure as he thrust out his hand towards
l.ce.

‘“ Nelson Lee, by all the saints,”” he cried. ‘‘ Wlkat on earth are you
doing out here?”’

““ And I might ask you the same question, Major Percy,’”’ said Lee as they
ovipped. ‘‘ Tho last time I met you, you were reorganising the police
force of Siam. Now I find you here on the other side of the world.”

Major Perey, one of the most able executives in the British service, smiled
and nodded.

** Sure; don’t I remember the time we had in Bankok,” he said. ““ And
e think you were here. and I didn’t know it.”’

The Governor was looking at them quizzically.

" Now, this 1s eplendid,” he said. ‘I lhad no idea you two knew one
another. Percy, our worthy citizen Yerkes has come here with a tale
ol woe thie morning. It seems that the Golden Boomerang has been spirited
away from under his very nose. Get him to tell you all about it. He is
i an awful state, as you can see. He demands that the whole police forco
bo called out, and I 1mnagine he will be demanding the militia as well.”’

Major Percy turned and shook hands with Yerkes.

‘“ Sure,”’ he said, 1u his rich, Irish brogue, ‘“and I have a lot of news
for you, Mr. Yerkes. Your chief accountant has becen found by one of my
boys tied hand and foot in an old market dray beyond the racecourse. Has
that anything to do with the matter?”’

Sam Yerkes was on his feet.

“ My chief accountant found tied!”” he exclaimed. ‘“ That is the first
we have heard of him since he left the bank. Major Percy, what do you
know about the matter?”’

‘“Steady on, row, man,” said the major. ‘Sure, I haven’t seen him
at all. I was just on my way to him, when I received his Excellency’s
command. Come along with me now, man, and you can see him for yourself,
though, to be sure, he is swearing like a pirate. '
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Suddenly from out the murk overhead there appeared something
strangely grotesque.

Lee’s heart leaped within him. It was tho propeller of the yacht. He
had found his objective.— See page 33.)
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“ You see, my boys have strict orders not to touch anything they may fin
until it has been seen by me. Sure, they interpreted my orders to tho
letter, for they refused to untie your accountant until I got therc. The
soor man! He is very angry, I fear. And now, what is it about tha Golden

oomerang? His Excellency says it has been stolen. Surc, Mr. Yerkes. L
thought ye were more clever than that, so I did.” .

“ Go along with you, and find the dray,’”’ eaid the Governor. Then
come back and tell me all about it. And, Percy, give what orders for clogine
all avenues of escape from the town that you deem fit.”’

*“ Thanks, your Excellency, and I'll do so at once. And if your Excellency
can spare my old friend, Nelson Lee, for a little, I should like him to come
along with me.”’ .

" Just what I had suggested before you arrived,” said the Governor.
“ Would you care to go, Mr. Lee?”

Lee nodded and smiled.

‘“I think I should,”’ he said.

“ Then go by all means: but come and see me when you return. I want
to talk with you. I think you had better agree to Mr. Yerkes’ proposal
after all, Mr. Lee. I should like to see you in action, go to sptak '’

** I'll think it over, Sir Horace,” rejoined .Lee:

He, Major Percy, and Yerkes departed a few seconds later, and cntered the
Lig motor car which stood at the kerb. Major Percy ordered the negro
driver to make at once for the racecourse, and as they started down
Carmichael Street, Sam Yerkes began to relate the details of the theft of
the Golden Boomerang.

It was just as the car had circled the great bulk of the Cathedral. and
turned into King Street, that Nelson Lee’s attention suddenly wanderad
from the matter in hand. Just paseinz by the Law Court he saw o tigure
which seemed strangely familiar to him. He watched the man as he turned
the corner, then, as his face became visible to Lee, the detective gave a
sudden gasp of eurprice.

He had recognised Dr. Mortimer Crane.

— ——

CHAPTER 1V.
What the Market Dray Revcaled—Lee's Deductions—A Vague Suspicion,

ERIOUS though the matter was, it was impossible for Lee not to sce
S an element of humour in the scene which met {heir aze on arriving
at the racecourse. The big, lumbering market cart had been driven
across a rough piece of gvaste land into a thicket of prickly shrubs, wnich
.now almost surrounded it.
It was tilted at an angle of almost forty-five degrees, due to the Dervona.
shifting of the mules, thougk it would have taken a much stronger and more
stubborn beast than a mule to get free from the rope which tied them to
the largest tree in the clump.

However good a churchman, and however restrained ordinarily, the chief
accountant of Bartlett’s Bank certainly revealed unexpected wells of flieney,
for as they approached the cart they could hear him cursing all and sundry,
with a finish which would have done credit to an Australian bullock-driver,

The two buck niggers 1ay bound and gagged, and gazing at him with
speechless admiration., Their gags still remained in their capacious mouths,
though the accountant had werked his loose in some way. He paused as 1o
8aw his chief approach, and lay quiescent enough, while his rescuers freed
him. Nelson Lee left him explaining what had happened to Yerkes and
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llojﬂr Percy, while he bent over the honds which still bound the two blacks
an camlullz examined them.

Not until ho had completed his examination did he releass them, and then,
climbing out of the dray, he walked round to the mules. He did not untie
them at first, but continued his examination thore, and waited for Major
Porc; to come up. While the chief of police and one of his ** boys '’ were
untying the mules, Lee walked back to where Yerkes and the accountant
stood. and listened to a detailed tition of the hold-up—for hold-up.
they now knew without doubt, it had been.

All the accountant could tell was, that they had gose along very well
after leaving the bank until they reached Water Street. Then, according
to his tale, two men bad lea on %o the cart in front, while two mere
had climbed in at the back, forcing him down before he could cry out for
help. It bad takem only a couple of minutes altogether, and then, he
imagined, the cart had driven to the right along Water Strect.

From that on, his story was disconnected and uncertain. He had tried to
ﬁum which way they were being driven, but it had been impossible, he

ad no idea where they finally drew up until day had come, and th had
heen found behind the racecourse. But one statement he did advance. which
both Yerkes and Major P’ercy took careful note of, and which both buck
niﬁ erd endorsed.

Ihis statement was, that the hold-up had not been made by white men,
but by natives of sorts—the accountant inclining to tho theory that the
men had been either Portugucse or negro mon s, and the two bucks that
they were native Indians from the hmterlonE‘ All three scemed to take
it for granted that the men had come from the mining country inland,

Nelson Lee said nothing, nor did he even hint that he did not agree with
this statement at all. For the present he was a mere omlooker. Major
Percy was in charge, and it was not for him to make suggestions, unlres
asked for them. Dut his position was snon to be changed, for Sam Yerkee
approached him and eaid: "

"“ Mr. Lee, we’ve been rooked all right. Bartlett and Company stand to
lose forty thousand Eonnds over this alfair. We simply must get that nugget -
back. I wish to ask you to formally take up the nvestigation of the case
for Bartlett and Company, and as to terms, you can name your own."

Ice demurred.

. I intended stopping hero in Gleorgetown for a fow hours only,”" he said.
““ Wero I alone, it would not make o much difficrence, but I have my assis-
tant and another person with me I had counted going to England by the
Tumatumari. Besides, no doubt Major Peroy will scon rua down the gang
which is responsible.”’

Major Percy oame up just in time to hear Lee’s remarks.

"*Is Yerkes asking you to take the case, Lee!'’ ho ssked,

Lee nodded.

** Then let me ndd my request to his,”’ said tho chief. ** If you ¢an possibl
arrange to stay over and go into the case, I ahould like |t immenscly. l':
you atrike any clue which I mal mies and want anything done, it will be
atlended to at once. You will have the whole forco behind you. Myself,
I shall only be able to devoto two daye to it at the most, for [ must go down
to Berbice on a case there. What J!) you say?’’

'* I should like to have a little time in which to oonsider the matter,’’ said
Lee. ‘I shall let you know early this afternoon. Will that do;’"

"' It will guit me all right,” said Major Perey. ** How ahout you, Yerkes?"’

be‘ﬁt will have to do,”” said Yerkes, *' though I think there is no time to
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i v scratched his chin. .

P‘i[:\‘gf?il,P ?(;q{)egin with, I can have every train and cart searched as 1t
leaves the town, and I can discover pretty well what carts left town during
the night. The thieves may try to work the nugget b':i'(‘k into the interior
and over into Venezucla, Brazil, or Dutch Guiana. We shall try to stop
them before they are able to do so.” N

<« Can I have a word with you, Major Percy?” asked Lee. . .

Tho chief walked aside with Lec, and in a low tone the detective said:

““ Mav I make a snggestion?”’ . . L

““ Certainly, Lee,” responded the chief. “ What 1s 1t?” S

““ It is, that yon have a thorongh search made of every vessel lying 1n
port at the present time, and if anw have sailed this morning, to cable to
the place they will stop at next, and have them searched there.” ‘

‘““ Good heavens, do you think the mugget will be smuggled out of the
country that way?"”

fec nedded.

““ But the occountant and the two buck miggers all say it was dene by
men from the interior. If that is so, they will try to work it back through
the country they know.”

ILiee smiled and shook his head.

““ That job was never dono by men from the interior,” he said quietly,
“It was dono by sailors.”

“ By sailorsi’” exclaimed Major Percy. “ Now, what in the name of ail
hat's wonderful makes you think that?”

““1 will tell you. The knots which were tied in the ropes which secured
the threo prisoners—the knots in the ropes with which the mules were tied
to the trce— were only tied by sailors. No landsman ever tied those ropes.
The men were all secured with a sailor’s running hitch, and the mules by a
complicated half bowling knot and half slip hitch, which only very ex-
perienced sailors know how to make.

““That 1s why I eay the job was done by sailors, and why I say you
will find the attempt to smuggle the nugget out of the country will be made
by sea. I'll tell you something c¢lse. The accountant says.he thinks the

cart drove to the right, along Water Street, after the hold-up. TFigurc
that out for yourself. That would take the dray down past the lower
stellings. Then, he eays, it turned again. Unless it turned completely

round, it could only go in one way, that is, past the railway station, or
the barracks, and so parallel te the sea-wall.

““ He adds that it stopped once, and on that occasion, the case containing
the nugget was removed. Very well, there must have heen a vacant piece
of ground on the way, or a place fairly well secure from interruption, for
such a transfer to he made. From that spot, this dray was driven along
until it reachod this waste ground, back of the racecourse. But what hap-
pened {o the gold? It was undoubtedly lifted into another dray and driven
to a place of safety.

"1 do not say it was not carried out of the town, but I do think the con-
ditions which existed, seem to point more strongly to the theory that i1t was
carricd hack to the sca front, and there loaded on board some ship. The
bandits were probably disguised. At any rate, a thorough scarch of all the
:hips in port can do mo harm, and such a search would be uscless if a single
txception were made.”’

5 By thunder, Lee. I do believe you are right,”” said Major Percy earnestly.

Now, it never occilrred to me to notice what sort of knots there were in
the ropes. But I shall follow your suggostion, and have cvery vessel in
port gome through with a fine tooth comb. I shall have my men spread
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over the water front simultaneously, and take them by surprise, so there
will bi no time for monkey tricks, and not even the Tumatumari shall be
exempt.”’

“ It would be uscless if you did pass her by, or any other for the matter
of that,”’ said Lee. °‘‘ And, by the way, major, I suppose I can get from
the port authorities a copy of all the vessels row in port? In going over the
names it is just possible one may hit on a suggestion of value.”’

*“1 will arrange that a liet be placed in your hands as soon as we get
back,’’ said the chief.

CHAPTER V.

Nelson Lee’s Suspicions Take Concrete Form—The Search of the La Rose—
' Lee’s Quandary.

T was late afternoon again, and in a private sitting-room of the hotel

l in High Street sat Nelson Lee and Nipper. The French banker, whom

Lee was accompanying back to Europe, was lying down in his room at
tho moment. He xr)lad willingly fallen in with Lec’s suggestion to stop
_over a steamer, and now Lee und Nipper wcre going over the latest report
from Major Percy.

Before Lee, on the table, was a list of all the vessels of every size lying at
the stellings of Georgetown. Accompanying this list was a report of all
the measures taken by the chief of police to discover the whereabouts of
the Golden Boomerang. Lee had read them over carefully, and now he was
discussing tho affair with Nipper.

“It 1s this way, my lad,” ho was saying. ‘‘ The nugget disappeared
after leaving the bank in the market dray, and the actual hold-up took
place somewhere between High Street and Water Street. 1 have beer down
to Urquhar Street to examine the spot, and can easily see how it was worked.

““ The bandits rushed out of a little alley near Urquhar and Queen Streets,
aid raidcd the dray there. From that spot, it was undoubtedly driven to
the right on reaching Water Strect, and I have already followed a probable
course. This course led me past the barracks, and along parallel to a small
park on the other side of Camp Road. I should not be at all surprised if
the case containing the nugget had been dropped there.

‘““ From that spot it would be only a short rum hack to the water front,
and also from the same spot the first dray could be driven on to the racc-
course where it was found. I have already told you why I think the held-up
was brought off by sailors, and since then I have seen something in this list
of vessels in port which strengthens my suspicions.”

““ What is that, sir?’’ asked Nipper quickly.

““ Just take a look at this name, Nipper.”

The lad bent over and rcad the name to which Lee’s finger was pointing.

“The La Rose,”” he said. .‘*“ Why, sir, that is the name of the Black Wolf's

acht.”

T Exactly, my lad,”” responded Lee quietly. ‘‘ And now let me tell you
something else. Staying at this hotel with us is a man whom you know of
quite well. He is also a man one would ordinarily never suspect of criminal
instincts. But let me ask you to recall a case we had not long ago, Nipper,
and which we inscribed in the ‘ Index ’ as ‘ The Case of the Crimson Dise.’
Now, can you guess who I mean?”’

‘““Scott! Guv’nor, do you mean Dr. Mortimer Crane, the Harley Strect
specialist?’’ . _ .

‘“ T mean just him and no one else,” said Lee. ‘‘ He is at this hotel. 1
saw him this morning when I was on my way to the racecourse. And when
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[ finally decided to take up the investigation of this case. Nipper, I
immedi.iu'ly msade a few inquiries about the man. He was not in the hotel
at the time, but I discovered that he had gone to lunch on board the yacht
La Roae!

“ Dr. Mortimer Crane and Black Wolf in Demerara at the same time:
Dr. Martimer Crane and the Black Wolf apparently on intimate terms; the
(iolden Boomerang, the greatest nngget ever found, missing, and the hold-up
brought of by sailors' If auch a combination of conditions doesn’t
warrant us in being a little auapicious of this pair, then I shall begin to
think that I am ao longer capable of applying the association of ideas'"

‘“ Bcott, air, but I believe you are on the risht track. It was exactly
the type of thing which would appeal to the Black Wolf, and it fits in
curiously wikh what I myself have discovered."

““In what way do yon mean, my lad?"

““Well, sir, you know when you made your investigations at the bank, and
came upon certain information about young Bartlett there, you told me to
find oul what [ could about hia way of life. 1 bave picked up a good deal
of gossip about him. It seemsa that he was sent out here dy his father,
because ?w had been hitting the high spots in London too hard.

"It acems that Yerkes, the manager out here, is an old friend of Bart-
lett’s. and the young chap was turned over to him. Yerkes is a hard man,
and has given Bartlott n tough time of it. I hear. Anyway, instead of
having pﬁnty of money to spend, as he had at home. he has to get along on
threo pounds & week here, and he bas to ‘earn that. He works as a sort of
under-plerk at the Lank.

“ When he first came out, he lived at this hotel and went the pace a bit,
hut since Yerkes cut down his funde he has dropped out of the life round
here. There aseems to be a good deal of mystery about where he spends his
time out of office hours, but I have discovered that he goes to a low-down
white trash saloon near the stellings, where he plays billiards with anyone
who may be about,

" But here comes the curious part, sir. For the past two or threc daya
he bas been about this hotel again, and always in the company of a man
who is ataying here aud who has pleaty of money. I didn’t hesr the man'’s
name. but I was told he was sa eminent London specialist, and that his
{ricadship with {:ung Bartiett was a curious thinﬁ. Now, I wonder, sir,

if that eminent London specialist would mean Dr. Mortimer Crame? 1f so,
then there may be some connection between it all.’”

Nelson T.ee rubbed his chin thou htfully.

" This is important what you tell me, Ni per,”’ he said. ‘“ We must
iovestigate that suggestion furtber. I shall take it upon mnyself to have
a talk with young Bartlett. It would not be very difficult for him to
discover whon the nugget was to be taken from the bank, and certainly there
:n 8 leak some place there, for the bandits were on hand at the exact

our.”’

* But, sir, if Dr. Mortimer Crane and the Black Walf are working this

deal together, if they have managed to secure the nu t, then it should
have beca found when the La Ro:g was searched by thfg;olice."

““Not necesssrily, my lad. The Black Wolf is no fool, as we know from
our past cxperience with the elusive lady. That she and Crane are mixed
up 1u this thing I feel positive, and My suspicions are greatly strengthened
by what you tell me of young Bartlett. ant we have to do now is to find
out when the La Rose is Maving port and to ask Major Percy for authority
lo make another cxhaustive search just before she sails. ~ Come along,

Nipper, wo shall go along to him at once. You had better find out the
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mame of the man whom youngz Bartlett has been seen about the hotel with,
and meet me beneath the watch tower on the museum. Then we shall go
9lnnbg and give the yacht an overhauling that will reveal the nugget, if it
18 aboard.”’

They parted at the door of the hotel, Nipper re-entering the building to
moke further inquiries about Jimmy Bartlett and Lee hurrying on to see
Major Parey. It was twenty minutes later that they met at the appointed
rendezvous in front of the museum, and there Nipper conveyed to Lee by a
slight nod the fact that the man with whom Jimmy Bartlett had been secn
during the past fcw days was none other than Dr. Mortimer Crane.

They walked on briskly to the stelling along Water Street, where the La
Rcse lay moored, and as they reached the top of it Major Percy himself
appeared, accompanied by four native police.

““I thought I had better come along myseif,”’ he said, as they joined up.
‘“ There i3 sure to be a row at a second search being made, and 1t will be
better for me to be om hand. I do hope you have definite suspicions, Lee.
Tcchnically speaking, we have no recason at all for making a second search
of this yacht.”

““ We shall have to risk that,”’ replied Lee. ‘‘I feel very strongly about
this. I shall be very much surprised if the Golden Boomerang was stolen
hy anyone else.”

" The woman may be what you say, but Dr. Mortimer Crane—I ocan hardly
believe it,’”” muttered the major.

Lee shrugged.

‘““He is clever, I admit,”” he rejoined; ‘ but while I have not been able
to get sufficient evidence to put my finger on anything concrete, I am as
certain as I live that Dr. Mortimer Crane is a crook, and that onc day the
world will rock at the discovery.” |

““Well, T am in your hands,”” said the major. ‘““If I hadn't the utmost
cor fidence in your powers of intuition, I never should have agreed to a
sccond search. If the lady starts anything, you must stand back of me.”

“If I know anything of the lady, I think you will find she will create
no trouble,’’ said Lee, as they approached the gangway. ‘On the centrary,
I imagine tHat if she has had a hand in this she will feel so confident that she
has hoodwinked us that she will be quite wiiling that another search of the
yacht should be made.”’ © "

'There was no room for further conversation now, for they were on the deck -
of the yacht, and a white-clad- steward was approaching them. Nelson Lee,
al a sign from Major Percy, took the lead.

“You will please present the compliments of the chief of police to
Madcmoiselle Miton,”” he said, ‘“and say that we request a few minutes
conversation with her.’”’ :

The steward asked them to wait, and, hurrying aft, disappeared beyond
the entrance to the saloon. He was back in a few seconds, however, to
inform them that Mademoiselle Miton would see them at once. They
followed the steward aft, and there, beneath an awning, they saw the Black
Wolf and Dr. Mortimer Crane sipping tea and chatting in a care-frec manner
which certainly seeme.d the evidence of a clear comscience. The new-comers
lmw':edLas they approached, and the Black Wolf, rising, shook hands cordially
with Lee.

** This 18 a surprise, Mr. Lee,”’ she said with a smile. ‘ You are most
ubiquitous. I meet youn in all sorts of odd corners.’”’

“We do seem fated to come upon one another in out of the way places,”
said Lee, shaking hands. ‘‘Permit me to introduce Major Percy—
Mademoiselle Miton. How do you do, Dr. Crane. It seems that we all find
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Georgetown popular at the same time. Dr. Crane—Major Percy. I think
you have both met my assistant, Nipper.

‘“We are sorry to disturb you, Mademoiselle Miton, but, as you know,
Major Percy found it necessary to make a search of all vessels in port
t.o-ciay. He regrets that he must ask you to permit him to make another
search of the La Rose, and, since I knew you, I offered to come along with
him."” |

Mademoiselle Miton gazed straight into Lee’s eyes.

‘“ Am I then suspected of participaiing in something illegal, Mr. Lec?’’ she
said coolly.

““ Er—not at all, not at all, mademoiselle,”’ said Major Percy. ° Er—just
a little formality, you know. Believe me, I am most awfully sorry to worry
you, but-—er--the law—yes, the law, don’t you know.”

The Black Wolf had the faintest light of mockery in her ecyes as she
turned her gaze away from Lee, and inclined her head in the direction of
Major Percy.

‘I quite understand, Major Percy. Since the law demands it, I should
not dream of raising an objection. It would be far from my mind to oppose
the law.”

Leo felt that she was laughing at them, and he grew savage, for the more
he s1zed tho situation up the more positive he felt that Dr. Mortimer Crane
and the Black Wolf could not both be in Demerara and be on intimate
terms without having had a hand of some sort in the disappearance of the
(Giolden Boomerang. -

Yet so cool was the Black Wolf that she must feel very confident of her
position. As for Dr. Mortimer Crane, he stood a little aside, politely in-
different to what was going on, and filling to perfection the role of guest
aboard. That Mademoiselle Miton had managed to convince Major Percy
that she was quite innocent of any wrongdoing was plain, for the gallant
major shot Liee a look which said:

“ Hang at, man, we can’t impose on this sweet young thing any more.
[.et us call it off.”’

But Lee ignored the look, and the major, seeing he was determined, led
the way forward, where his four mmen were waiting. Then, under Lee’s
personal supervision, there took place a search of the La Rose which left
nothing to chance. From stem to stern, from bridge-deck to bilge-keel, they
went over her with a fine tooth-comb, and had a single golden sovercign’
been concealed, instead of the huge case conpaining the nugget which Lee
suspected was there, they must have found it.

But not a sign was there of it, and as they once more rea-hed the after-
deck, where Mademoiselle Miton and Dr. Crane sat chatting easily, the
major was both dishevelled, upset, and in a very bad temper with Lece. He
felt, and perhaps not without reason, that he had made a fool of himself,
and that ha must appear a lout in the eyes of the dainty, white-clad creature
who smiled so sweetly at him.

““ Mademoiselle Miton, I must ask you to accept my humble apologies,’”’ he
said, as he mopped his perspiring bLrow. ‘I am truly sorry to have put
you to all this trouble.” |

“Pray don’t mentvion it, Major Percy,”” she said sweetly. ‘‘I realise that
vou have your duty to perform. And now won’t you sit down and have an
iced sherbet? By that you will knaw I have forgiven you.”

The Black Wolf doling put forgiveness to the chief of police! The mere
suggestion of it made Lee smile grimly. He did not apologise, however,
for he simply felt that she had fosled them cleverly. Instead, ho gazed
at her quizzically and said:
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““It would be futile for me to attempt to apologise after what Major
Percy has said, mademoiselle. I shall have to let his words stand for what
I ought to say.”

She shot him a brief glance, and her eyes squinted at him mockingly.

““I have heard you quite eloquent before this, Mr. Lee. But never mind,
we- shall forget it all.” | ,

Now that the gallant major’s suspicions had been quite removed, he threw
himself into the entertainment of the Black Wolf with a zest which bado
fair to place the dootor in the background, for the major could play the
ladies’ man to perfection when occasion warranted. While he sipped his iced
sherbet, Lee chatted languidly with Crane, but subconsciously his mind was
busy every moment trying to ferret out the slightest clue which would give
him a line to work on. A moment later, as Major Percy's voice came to him,
he knew that he must work swiftly indeed.

““Can you sail to-night, mademoiselle?’”’ the major was saying, evidently
repeating a phrase the Black Wolf had used. ““ Of course you can sail
to-night! I shall see that the port authorities give you a clearance to lcave
any time during the evening. It is a little irregular, and I am very sorry to
hear that you are leaving us so soon. We could give you a good time here,
I am sure, if you would remain for a little.” ]

““I must run up to Port of Spain,” said the Black Wolf; “but I shall
probably return, and then, major, I shall hold you to your promise.’”
The gallant major placed his hand over his heart and bowed.

‘““ Mademoiselle,”” he said, “‘it will be my duty to make your stay pleasant
when you return. And now, much as I regret it, I fear I must tear myself
away.”’

Lge rose, too, and when they had made their adieus a steward conducted
them along the deck to the gangway, though all the time Lee had the un-
comfortable feeling that both the Black Wolf and Dr. Mortimer Crane were
laughing at them. Once they were free of the yacht and well up the stelling
thke major turned a reproachful gaze on Lee. |

‘“ Lee, my boy,”” he said, ‘“that is one time when you were at _fault. To
suspect that dear little ‘thing of duplicity! My dear fellow, I would as soon
suspect myself.”

Lee shrugged.

‘““Then I fancy you had betfer begin getting suspicious of yourself, major,”
he said quietly. |

‘““ But, Lee, it is impossible,”” protested the major. . ““Why, man, she
simply hasn’t got it in her. What on earth made you think she had a hand
in this affair. When I went there I expected to find a hard-faced woman of
the world—a regular harridan. But that dainty little thing—why, no, no,
no! She couldn’t do it!”’

‘““If you are finished raving about her, I think T shall take leave of you
here,”” said Lee, with a smile. ‘“You can at least comfort yourself with
the thought that your very hdndsome apology appeased her, and your
acquiescence that the yacht should sail this evening satisfied her, I am sure.”

“ It was the least I could do,” protested the other. ‘“ We had put her to
no little trouble, and she told me we had already delayed her. She is anxious
to get to Port of Spain.”

‘T don’t wonder,”” murmured Lee.

‘“ What did you say?”’ . _ .

““ Nothing,”’ said Lee. ‘ Well, au revoir, major. Possibly I shall meet
you at the eclub this evening.” . . ‘

‘“ Do come along, my dear fellow,”’ said the chief. ‘I shall b: there after
nine.”’ ” Bl
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They parted at the head of the stelling, and while the major hurried up
Water Street, Lee and Nipper strolled along towards Fort William Frederick,
which overlooks the junction of the Demerara River and the sea. There
Lee leaned against the wall and gazed back along the line of stellings which
jutted out into the river. Nipper, reading his thoughts, made a suggestion.

‘“ Perhaps they haven’t taken it aboard yet, guv'nor. Maybe they will
rush it aboand just before sailing.”

Lee shook his head.

““ Impossible, Nipper. They would never run such a risk after the police
have been there twice. No, I feel that they are ready to sail this minute, if
necessary. The Black Wolf was laughing at us all the time. That they
have the Golden Boomerang, I feel certain, and that they have it secure, I
am also sure. But where, where, where? And how, how, how? That is
what puzzles me.”

Just beyond the first stellings they could make out the white lines of the
yacht, where she lay bathed in the roscate glow of the dying sun. '

“In another half-hour it will be sundown,” muttered Lee, ‘“ and then
darkness will follow almost at once. She will slip out to sea after dark, and
with her will go the Golden Boomerang, unless we can do scmething to
prevent it.”’

‘“But'we can't stop her sailing, for Major Percy has given her permission
to sail,”” said Nipper.

“ We must stop her—we must,’”’ said Lee savagely. ‘" The La Rose must
not sail to-night!”’

Suddenly he straightened up, and, turning to Nipper, said:

““Come, my lad, I have an idea.” i

Leo led the way back along Water Street until they came to the stelling
just before the one at which the yacht lay moored. Down this wharf Lee
turned, and paused before a small coasting schooner which lay moored there.
A large shed on the stelling hid them from view of the yachc at the adjoining
wharf. Lee swung himself over the side cf the schooner and gave a low
hail. Almost at once a black face appeared from the caboose forward, and,
when the man approached. he asked in island French patois what they
wanted. The patois was sufficient to give Lee the clue he required.

“You come longe Martinique,’’ he said curtly.

The black, a man from the Frenoch West Indies, showed his teeth in a
smile.

“We come longe Guadeloupe,”” he said. ‘‘ You wish secoe the captain?’’

Lee nodded, and tossed the black a silver coin.

‘““You tell the captain I wish see him pronto, quick,’”’ he said, in the island
patois, and, with a chuckle, the black disappeared aft.

A few moments later a short, stocky man, with three-parts black blood in
him and one part white blood, came along the deck.

““You wish see me?’” he asked, in bad English. -

Lee nodded. .

‘““ When 4o you sail for Guadeloupe?’’ he said. -

‘“ To-morrow morning,” replied the captain. ‘“You want passage,
monsieur?”’

Lec shook his head.

““No. but I want the use of your schooner to-night. How much money d»
you want to give me the use of the deck to-night and to keep your mouth
shut—eh? How much?”’

““ What you want for to do?’’ inquired the black captain suspiciously. |

Lee stepped close to him and said in a low tone:

““I want the use of the deck for little while only. I give you a paper from
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the Eolice saymg it is all right. You will be satisfied with that. Now, how
much you wantr’’

““Ten pounds,” hazarded the blaek captain.

Lee shrugged.

“1 will give you five,”” he said curtly.

“All riF t,”’ agreed the other. ‘‘ What time you want it

“In half an hour.”

““Ver' good, monsienr; you have it for the five pounds. My men quite
s::fe; you trust them all right.”

‘* Very well,”” said Lee. *‘‘ Now, we are going away, but we shall be back
in half an ‘hour.”

He climbed back to the wharf again and hurried up to Water Street, the
imystified Nipper keeping close to his side.

** What is the idea, sir?’’ he asked, when they reached the street.

““You will see in a few minutes,”” was all the reply Lee vouchsafed him.

Lee stopped before a ship-chandlers, and, after a glance inside, opened
1he low door and entered. He picked his way between piles of cordage and
tarry nests until he found an old man in the back part of the shop.

‘“ Have you a diving suit?’’ asked [ee, when the old man had turned
towards him.

‘““I have two,’’ came the reply, in bad Portuguese. ‘‘ You wish to buy?”’

““I wish to hire one for an gour or so,”’ said Lee. ‘I will pay you well
for the use of 1t.”

““ Very well, T can arrange that,”’ said the ship-chandler. ‘' It will cost
vou ten pounds a day.”’

“1'l pay it,”” replied Lee. ‘I also want to buy a coil of stout rope.”

When he had examined the diving suit, and the gear which accompanied it,
and had chosen a coil of rope, he inade arrangements for the whole lot to he
sent down at once to the (Auadeloupe schooner, and then he and Nipper
went on ahead. The ship-chandler lost no time in doing as he promisdd, for
less than ten minutes after they reached the schooner the diving gear and
the coil of rope arrived.

Now Lee had the black crew of the schoonet pressed into service, and the
gear was got ready at once. Dark bhad just fallen wNen everything was
ready, and, getting into the suit, Lee gave the signal to screw on the front
glass of the helinet. Nipper was to remain on deck in charge of the pump.

A rope ladder had been fixed over the side of the achooner, and with a
last wave of his hand Lee began to descend. Down, down, down he went
into the muddy waters of the Demerara until they had closed over him.
Two blacks stood at the side, one paying out the signal cord and the other
taking care that the air tulse did not buckle.

There was a sharp tug as Lee reached the bottom, and the coil of rope he
had bought began to unwind more quickly as he walked away from the
schooner. In his hand he carried a loose em{ and down below he was feeling
his way along under the keel of the schooner, endeavouring to light his way
by the use of a small electric flashlamp,

It was risky work at night, for he was working on an entirely strange
bottom, and could only picE his waz by guesswork. But he had figured out
his plan carefully, and while the keel of the schooner waa well above the
bottom he reckoned the yacht would draw sufficient to bring her keel down
within reach.

It was a strange, murky world through which he was passing. Even
under the bright-lit dome of day it would have been yellow enough, for the
waters which pour down from the hinterland above bring with them a
marvellone sediment of sand and mud. But now, under the blanket of a

-——a
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tropic night, in those turbid waters Lee wns as one in an ugly world of his
owr,

Underfoot he sank deep into the mud and sand which had gathered close to
the stelling, and the light from the tofoh lit up only a tiny, misty circlo
shead of him. To sec was out of the qmestion. He must depend utterly
on the power of feeling and his own sense of direction. Before leaving the
s.hooner bo had taken his bearings as well as possible, and indeed, during
the hour before darkness, he bad outlined his scheme of trogreu. .

He kept ou right under the kee! of the schooner until he suddenly came up
against the stone wall of the stelling; then, keeping one hand against this
for guidance, he began to walk owtwards. On and on he went, treading very
siowly, untlil, when the stelling suddenly angled sharply, he knew he ha:l
-reached the end.

Now he turned, still following the line of the stone, until it angled onco
more, and ho know that be was standing at the upriver outer cormer of the
wharf. Above him murged twenty feet of turbid etream finding its way
slong to the wide occan beyond. " Now Lee had taken careful note of the
rmitlon of the next wharf, at which the La Rose lay moored, and knew that

he two atellings were of the same length. If he could keep straight on, at
ihrhlin he was standing, he could briug up directly under the stern of the
yacht

Hin danger lay in the chanco of mising the right line and wandering
out into l{o Im{ of the river, when all his efforts might go for nought.
Nipper was on tho job on the deck of the sohooner all right, for the air was
coning through freely, and the rope waa being paid out evenly. He had
ve fears of any complicationa in that direction.

Hefore leaviag what scemod the last outpost of safety, Lee turned, and
stond with his Ieft arm ovenly aruinut the corner of the stelling; then, with
the electric torch advanced in his right hand, he launched himaself forth. so
lt; spoak, and started off into the dark asd unknown world which lay hefore
him.

Carefully he counted and measured his steps as he advanced. He reckoned
the other stelling lay about sixty feet distant, which, counting each stride
ot two feet—he wA‘eompo‘lk-d to take short steps in the cumbersome divim
wil —-would mcan thirty paces, ought to bring him somcwhbere near his

ohjcctive.
&ntunl‘:‘. there was abeolutely nothing to give him the direction. If he
once got the line he had set, or began to wander in s circle, he stood a

chance of getting tangled up in a hopeless mase.

At the tenth pace he paused for a moment. He could fecl the sweat
dripping from his forehead inside the belmet, and it ran down his face,
uumnf "t agony of itching which e was helpless to prevent. It hroughs
home to him more than anything else the strain he was labouring under.
But he weat oa again, and at the dwenbieth pansed once more.

The hight, held close to the boktom, revealed an old black which, for
& momeant, guve trim a shock. It was almoaet exactly like an alligator lying
there, and beo kaew there were Plenty of alligators as well as manatec in the
Uemerara.

Ou for the third log of the journoy. uatil, when he came to the twenty-sixth

Lneo. be found the swoat dnppluf more profusely than ever from his forc-
ocad. . twenty-nine, and still the light, held far
out, revealed mothing At last, with slowly advancing foot, he counted

thirty and stopped. '

He was in 28 dreary a world as when he had started. and no matter how -

bo held the light he could eee nothing of the other stelling, much less tho
i

‘-u__‘_ L
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yacht which was his objoective. There was only one possible mistake he had
made—he had not come in a straight line, but had walked off at a tanzent
towards the deep water in the middle of the river. o

~ Now he knew to the full just what danger he was in. Unlike the man who
18 lost en the Canadian lumber wocds, he had no trees handy by which he
cculd blaze a return path. He had nothing about him but the swirling
yellow waters of the Demerara and the soft mud and sand underfoot.

He turncd and cast the light at the last pace he had made before coming
to a stop. Already it had been completely obliterated. He could not guide
himself back to the stelling which he had left. Yet there was one thing to
act as a theory, by which he could make another attempt.

1f he had come out into the river, then the stelling which was his objective
must be off to his left somewhere. He turned at right angles to the way
in which he had been facing, and took a tentative step forward. Nothing
yet. A second step, then a third and a fourth, and he stopped again. Up
wont the light, and suddenly from out the murk’ overhead there appcared
something strangely grotesque.

Lee's heart leaped within him. Tt was the propeller of the yacht! He had
fooud his objective. The La Rose was of even deeper draught than he had
thought, for another pace brought him well in under the curve of the stern,
and he saw that her keel was a bare two feet clear of the bottom.

He could reach the propeller easily from where he stood, and now,
dragging along the rope he had been carrying until he had half a dozen coils
l{ling at his feet, he iammed the electric torch into a crevice by the propeller
shaft and set to work.

First he bound the end of the rope firmly into the shafting, after which he
cut off a long picce of the rope, using his belt axe for the purpose. This he
carcfully wound round and round the propeller shafting and the blades until
it coiled like a snake about the black shaft.

That done, he sccured the other ¢nd. And when he had finished the job
he knew full well that any movement of the propeller must wind the rope
tighter and tighter about 1t until it would refuse to budge.

Ho had indeed taken radical measures for preventing the La Rose from
sailing that evening. Lee was just on the point of turning back to retrace
his steps When, by pure chance, g:e made a discovery which altered completely
hiz whole plan of campaign.

He had begun to walk along under the bulging stern of the yacht, in order
to pick up the wall of the stelling, and had gone only four paces when
suddenly he came full tilt against something solid. It semt him back reeling,

and in his staggering the precious torch dropped-into the mud.

It took him a long, agonising minute to find it again, and when the little
circle of lriaght was once more gleamiug he raised it up to see what he had
encountered. Never had he gazed upon a stranger sight.

Like a great growth of some sort on the curving hull of the yacht, there
was a whitish mass clinging on, he could not see how. He approached it
still more closely, and by t%e light of the torch made it out to be a large
wooden packing-case. . .

Now he could see, too, that it wae secured by a strong wire cable which ran
round it and then up into the racht through a hole. Had one been able to
wer in through that hideous glass disc which covered Lee’s face they would
Lavo seen a most grotesque contortion of his countenance wkich gave him
the appearance of a gargoyle.

Lee was smiling. And well he might, for he knew that at last he had
come upon the Golden Boomerang. Well might Mademoiselle Miton rest
sccure while he and Major Percy had searched the yacht,
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Inaide the yacht there had been nothing to find, and not even Lee had
thought of lnoking outnide. It was clever, as he had to acknowladge to him-
self. A @mill hole bored through the hull from one of the holds, a strong
wire cable passed through and sccured round the case containinf the nugget.
the hole in the hull plugged up, and the end of phe wire cable left goiled up
like & piece of spare - it was all very simple, and in its very simplicity had
lain its security.

Nelson Lee etood for a little while examining the wirc cable, then on the
upper side of the cnse he found the looped knot. It was not casy work to
undo it, but he strove patiently, and at the end of a quarter of an hour he
hod snceeeded

He had to stop once, for a sharp signal had come along the rope from
Nipper asking i?ho were all right. Lee had replied by a single tug, and
tben had gonec on with hia work. Now he stood well back and released phe
loop.

ll:numlialoly ¢the case slipped from ont the cable and dropped straight into
the mud. Only a faint rnling of shock indicated the weight of the casc.
That done. lee wound the cahble round and round until he had formed a
large wire knot which would eflectually prevent the cable from being pulled
through the bold, and which, at the same time, would give a strong
tewistance in case the cable were tested from inside the veseel.

That done, he made his way back to the propeller, and, while no words
taatied from e mouth, be was saying to himsel! :

" After all, 1 think the La Rose wiil sail this evening as arranged.”

With that, he undid all the work which he had so laboriously accomplished.
and allowed the length of rope to fall into the mwd. Next he took hold of
the end which waa still connected with the coil on the schooner, and began
pulling it in towards him until the end appeared.

Now there was a big coil at his feet, and, taking onc end of it, Lee passed
it around the case, which he fclt sure contained the nugget, and which,
luckily. had fallen into the mud cornerwise.

e ancured it strongly; then, leaving the rope coiled up beside the case.
he turnod to make his way back to the schooner. Fven at the moment when
he cleared the end of the yacht there came a rush of wauter over his head,
and he rocked under a strong inpull. He looked up and saw the propelier
of the yacht churning up the water overhead.

The La Rose was already preparing to get out to sca!

EE— [ ]

CHAPTER VL

{Aajor Percy Receives a Shock—Night Fishing —A Great Catch—Nelson Lee
E’nddnu. and Incidental Rndo‘g‘:‘;m Yerkes a Lecture, -

BIRON LEFE a Ni{por found Major Percy at the Georgetown Club,

#+ ho had said. The gallant major was lying back in a deep canc

chair, umokinﬁ; and glancing over the latest illustrated apers which

had come in {rom * home."" He hailed Lee and Nipper jov’ulr. and when
Lee had dropped into 8 scat beside Him, said:

" Well, my doar fellow, how gocs the searoh for the Golden Boomerang?
I buvc just come from dining with the Governor. Told him all about our
little visit to the vacht. Ha, ha! Bure, and that was one time, my boy,
whea you were caught nappinz.*

"1 guite agree with that,” said Lee, with a faint smile. And, .
the yacht han just sailed e npropes

* Here's wlﬁbi:lg tho little lady a pleasant voyage,” said the major.
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**Sure, and I'll be glad to entertain her when she returis to Gecrg:town.”

‘““Major, you would be one of the finest police organisers in the werld if
you didn’t have a soft Irish heart,” said Lee soberly. ‘‘ By the way, do
ycu care for fishing?”’

‘“1 do, my boy,”’ said the major, *‘ and if I hadn’t to go down to Berbice
the first thing in the morning—sure, I'd take you out and show you how to
catch something. It’s all we are liable to catch here, I'm thinking,” he
added slyly. '

Lee smiled good-naturedly.

‘“I want you to come ‘along and help me catch something to-night,”’ he
said. ‘It won’t take us long, and I have un idea we may catch something

big.”

ﬁ'he major glanced at him in puzzled fashion, but Lee was pulling a
straight face. L

‘““Do youn mean it?’’ he asked.

‘““I do,”” said Lee.

‘““ Then, my boy, I'm with you,”’ said the major. ‘‘Might as well make a
night of it.’ '

e got to his feet at once, and allowed Lee to lead the way from the club.
They went down past the museum, and walked along Water Street until
they came to the stelling at which the yacht bad lain.

‘““What is the idea, Lee?'’ asked the major, now all attention,

‘““ You will see in a few moments,’’ replied Lee. N

Out of the shadows there now appeared four blacks—the crew of the
Guadaloupe schconer. They stood at attention while Lee turncd to the
major, and said:

‘““I told you we would catch something big. Now I am going to prove
my words. Over the side, one of you,”” he added, turning to thc blacka.
* Down on the bottom you will find a coil of rope. Bring the end of it up.”

One of the blacks stepped to the edge of the stelling, and, scarcely waiting
to look over, threw his hands above h:s head and dived. Hc disappeared
beneath the black water, but came up a few scconds later with the end of a
coil of rope in his mouth. Lee and the other blacks assisted him on to the
stelling again, and then, at Lee’s signal, all hands laid hold of the rope.

They drew in until they had taken up all the slack, then they gave a
mightly heave after mighty heave, until at last they dragged over the edge
of the wharf a big, heavy packing-case. When it had settled down just in
front of the major, Lee turned to the blacks, and, handing them some money,
waited until they had departed. Then he turned to the major and eaid:

‘“ Behold the catch, major. Before you is the Golden Boomerang, or
Nclson Lee has made the mistake of his life.”

The major, now serious enough, sank down on to tlie wet case and gazed
helplessly at Lee.

““Do you mean it, Lee?”’ he said fecbly. ‘“ And if you do mean it, how
in the name of fortune did you manage it, and what is it doing here in
the Demerarar’’

‘““ That ia a long storv,'”” said Lee, slowly. ‘“‘I will tell it to you at the
club; and, incidentally, it has a good deal to do with ‘ the dear little ladg’
whom you couldn’t dream of suspecting: If you will see that some cf your
mcn take charge of it, then we can find Yerkes and tell him a2bout it. Only,
first, I should like to see the case opened, just to assure my:¢lf that I have
made no mistake.”

Major Percy acted swiftly enough now. Nipper was sent to headquarters

lo get a dogen men, and when they arrived the case was opened. Nor bad
Lee made any mistake. Before them. just as it had been packed at the
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bank, lay the Golden Boomerang—the great yellow inass of pure gold, which
had ect the cupidity of the world aflame. o N

Forty thonsand pounds’ worth of pure gold. As the full realisation of it
all burst upon the major—as he realised how nearly it had becn taken safely
iway —he mopped his brow. . . . .

““ Sure, I am a fool when it comes to dealing with the ladies, bless their
jear little innocent hearts.”” he said weakly.

And, still muttering to himself, he led the way up from the stelling, while
bis men got a dray and carted the great nugget off to hecadquarters.

° . . ° v ° ® .

It was half an hour later, and in a cosy smoking-room at Government
House sat His Excellency the Governor, Major Percy, Captain Fordham-
I'ravers, Nelsnn Lee, Sam Yerkes, and Nipper.

‘I'he military band had been playing in front of Government House earlier
in the evening, but now it had departed, and the Governor was taking his
ase after a long, hard day. Nelson Lee had just finished relating how he
had discovered the whereahouts of the Golden Boomerang, and had given
the gallant major a brief outline of the adventurous career of Mademoiselle
Miton, otherwige the Black Wolf. The Governor had been lying back enjoy-
ing it fo the full, but now Lec turnced to Sam Yerkes, and said soberly:

‘““ Mr. Yerkea, I should like, with your permission, to say a few straight
words to you.’' '

The Governor's eyes filled with frech interest. Something in Lee's tones
made him think Yerkes was about to be hauled over the coals, and nothing
would have pleased the Governor better. Yerkes could hardly refuse to
grant the request to the man who had just saved Bartlett’s Bank from a loss
of forty thousand pounds cool cash, and he, perforce, nodded.

““ You may not like what T am going to say, Mr. Yerkes,”’ he said quietly,
‘““ hbut 1 feel that, Lefore I leave, Georgetown, certain things. must be said
to you. To begin with, [ have not yet teld you how it was discovered th-
Golden Boomerang would be removed from the bank secretly. I am going
{o tell vou that, and going to explain why I consider that you, and you alone,
Mr. Yerkes, are responsible for what happened.”

“I!" ejaculated Yerkes, while the Governor hid a smile. ‘° You must be
mad, Mr. Lee!”

‘““ Not mad, but only human, Mr. Yerkes,”' said Lee, coldly. ° Listen'
John Bartlett is almost as well known to me as he is to you. He is a man
who was brought up in the same sort of a school as yourself.

‘““He had one son, and, while the boy was still in tender years, John
Bartlett made up his mind that he should not know an; of the hardshipa
which he himself had known. A mistaken idea, I grant you; but still, John
Bartlett made that decision, not the boy. I want you to bear that in mind.
Then, all too late, John Bartlett aweke to the mistake he had made. In
order {o rectify it he made another mistake. He cut from under the boy's
feet all the ground which was familiar to him. He pauperised him, axd
scnt him out here to you, with orders to make a man of hrm at any cost.

““You, a man of the old, hard school, and entirely out of sympathy witl
the new generation, went at the job, if you will pardon my saying so, like a
bull in a china shop. You could only sce one way to carry out orders—to
make the boy’s life a perfect Hades for him—to keep him ground down in
money, and to work him till he dropped. That is your idea of making a
man of the lad. .

“If he had ‘never known anything different, the plan might have suc-
cceded. But the boy had been used to everything; and this you took awav,
while offcring him nothing to take its place. You took away all the pleasures

o -
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hc.had been used to—you sneered at all his habits—you made it impossible
for him to aesociate with his ¢wn kind—you made him the butt of local
gossip, and literally drove him into the underworld for his relaxation.

‘““You never once invited him up to your own house, where. he might have
had an opportunity of coming under the influence of your wife. You drove
him to a horrible den near the stellings, and that he hasn’t gone completely
under is only becausc there hasn’t been time yet. Therefore, when one
night he was standing at the sea wall in a despondent mood—the night he
had heard from the riff-raff of the town about the great nugget which had
heen found and which he did not even know had been purchased by his own
father's firm—it is not to be wondered at that a friendly hand held out by
a man of culture, and of the world he had known in London, should have
been eagerly seized by the boy.

“It was his last attempt to pull himself back into the world which he
lLiicw. In the hands of this mnan the boy was as putty. It was not difficult
for him unwittingly to tell the little happenings of the bank, and so skilfully,

that the lad did not realise it, was he made a tool to discover when the
nugget would be moved.

“* You flattered yourself that only you and the chief accountant knew 1t.
It was the common talk of the office. Your chief accountant could not
suppress the inclination to whisper it to his assistant, and so the story
travelled. That is how it finally got out that the nugget would be moved
sceretly to the Tumatumari at night, and that is how these who planned to
sccure 1t managed to bring off the coup.

‘“ Therefore, I say that you, Mr. Yerkes, are the one truly responsible for
wnat was very nearly a loss of forty thousand pounds to your bank!"”’

There was dead silence when Lee finished speaking, and each man, with the
exception of the Governor, gazed studiously at the end of his cigar or
cigarette. As for the Governor, he was looking from Nelson Lee to Yerkes in
a curious manner.

Yerkes's head was bent, and not until the silence became almsst unbear-

able did he 1ift it. When he did, his face was drawn and haggard, yet he
looked straight into Lee's eyes.

“Mr: Lee,”” he said huskily, ‘““no man has ever spoken to me like that
before, and, Heaven help me, but you have told only the truth! I—I would
do anything in the world for John Bartlett, and here I have becn driving
his only son to ruin. -

“I am a hard man, and I have been intolerant of the petty vices of the
younger generation, but from this moment I shall do differently by the boy.
I =kall take him to my home and give him the influence he should have had
long ago. Mr. Lee, I want you to shake hands with me. You have doue me
a great service this night—you have made me bare my soul, but the agony
has not been in vain.”

Like a flash the Governor was on his feet.

‘“Sam Yerkes,”’ he cried, ‘“ you have spoken like a true man. If you had
failed to rise to the heights I have always thought you capable of beneath
thot rough Scotch exterior of yours, I should have closed Government Hoyse
to you. Give me your hand, man. I am proud to shake it.””

Yeorkes somewhat shamefacedly stood up and shook hands with the
Governor, then the gallant major broke in with his Irish brogue and the
tcusion was relieved.

the Governor clapped his hands for Teacher, his own body-servant, and
cocling drinks were served to celebrate the occasion, while, for the Governor's
beuefit, Major Percy had to relate in detail all over again the particulars
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of his visit to the yacht, when Madcmoiselle Miton had so coolly pulled tha
wool over his eyes. )

And thus was the Golden Boomerang a greater find to John Bartlett than
he could dicam. for through it was Jimmy Bartlett saved, and surely the
saving of a boy is worth merc than the valuc of gold.

P ———

EPILOGUE.

Oul at sca, beneath the beautiful calm of a tropic night, a slim white
yacht slowed up, and on deck white figures appeared. Over the side there
descended a diver, who climbed down a curving ladder fitted to the hull of
the yacht and disappearcd beneath the indigo waters of the Caribbean.

At the side stood a litile group waiting anxiously for his reappearance.
Five minutes passed, and then the rounded top of the helmet broke tha
surface of the water. Up the ladder came the diver, and willing hands
removed the glasy disc as he stepped over the side.

Two persons bent forward tensely to hear what he had to say, aad, with
slow hesitation came his remarks.

“There is no casc tied to the hull,”” he said. ‘“ The wire cable goes
through the hull, but there is only a knot on the other side!™

And as the words tailed out, Mademoiselle Miton laughed hysterically.

“ Foolcd--fooled "’ she cried. “ Nelson Lec beat us in the end, and I
always said we had underrated him!”’

As for Dr. Mortimer Cirane, he leaned against the side and shook a vicious
fist in tho dircction of Demnerara.

But what he said was drowned in the noise of the screw as theowhitq
vaoht slole on again into the tropic night, her dainty bows curtseying to
tho loug roll of the Caribbeau.

THE END.
-
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THE ISLAND OF GOLD

A thrilling story of Adventure and
Treasure IHunting in the Southern Seas

By FENTON ASH

You can begin this Story to-day I

ALEC MACKAY, the hero of our story, with CLIVE LOWTHER, an old chum, and
BEN GROVE, a hearty old ““ sea dog,” are comrades in an expedition to the Ssuth
Seas in cearch of a supposed treasure island.

The 1sland reached, the party begin to explore, and ineet with a half-slarved man
named MIGUEL, whom they befriend. That same night, however, Alec sees (he
stranger prowling about the camp, evidently bent on some enl errand, and foiliws
him to a distant camp. Unfortunately, Alec is discovered, and shots are fired i
him. (Ncw read on.)

?

-

A Timely Rescue.

LEC lost no time getting out of the line of fire. He crawled behind the
A shelter of some fallen tree-trunks which lay near, and thence farther
down below the ridge he had been lying on.

He did not shoot back because he had no particular wish to reuse the
further hostility of these people; but he drew his revolver out of his belt,
and kept it ready in case he should be compelled to make use of it.

The best thing he could now do, he quickly -decided, would be to mzake for
the camp. The dawn had now come, and it was light enough to ¢nable him
to find his way to the camp. Whether he would be able to get there without
being molested was a question that could only be decided by the result.

One thing was certain—the more quickly he cculd get away the less chance
there would be of their being able to intercept him.

These thoughts flashed through his mind even before he had reached the
fallen logs. He did not stay there, therefore; but, getting cn his feet, he
commenced to retrace his steps as fast as the nature of the ground would
allow.

He had got as far as the place where he had first lost sight of the dago,
and Wegan to think he would be able to make gcod his retreat without
further trouble, when there was another shot, and again a bullet whistled
close over his head.

Promptly he dodged behind a low tree, and this tiire he determined to
shoot back. It would inform his pursuers that he was arined. and was not
inclined to let them have it all their own way. It would make them more
cautious, too, and so check the pursuit.

Accordingly he fired, without taking any particular aim, towards the placs
the bullet had come from.

Just as he pulled the trigger, he saw two ficures come out of a small
thicket in the direction he had pointed the pistol. A moment after, thoy
darted back again, evidently thinking it unwise to expose thewmselves in
the open,

““So far so good !I”” muttered Alec, as he stood watching for what was to
happen next. ‘‘ That precious pair—Miguel, as he calls himself, and Slanev
—must guess that I followed them, and know of their secret meeting, and I
reckon they're pretty mad at being found out. They must be, or they wonld
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not be such fools as to fire at me in this way. Thev must know that the
noise of the shots may be heard at the camp, and may bring our people out
to sce what it’s about.’

No doubt that would be the case before long, but meantime Alec realised
that his position was critical, for these men evidently knew their way about
there hetler than he did. And there was the danger that they might get
round between him and the camp without his belng aware of it. Then they
might cither attack him in the rear or wait in ambush, and fall upon him
WNAWares.

Necither alternative was a pleasant one to contemplate, and he was reflect-
ing that the longer he 1em1'ncd where he was the more time he was giving
them 1o mtelcept him, when the noise of some loose stones slipping down a
rock caused him to look sharply to his left.

1lc was just in time to sce, on the other side of the ravine, two dim shapas
dart across an cpen space hetween sorae clumps of bushes.

They were doing what he had feared, then, and he promptly decided to
make a run for the camp, and chance getting there hefore his foes could
i!lt(“lt'(‘])t him. _

*“T'd best fire a shot er two as a warning {o 'em first,”” he thought. “If
it’s heard in the camp it may help, too, to hurry up our chaps.”

He {ired two shots in the dlrectlon he had seen the dark fignres—or, rather,
towards where he calculated they would then have got to.

'I'o his surprise, they were answered at once by two or three shots much
farther round, as though the men hiad already reached his line of retreat.

IF'or a moment his heart fell, and then he was startled by an outburst of
ahouls and cries. He heard his owh name called, and then he knew that
Chve and Grove had come out to loeok for him.

Alee shouted back, and a moment or two later had the satisfaction of see-
g a group of his friends emerge into an open space only a few hundred

rnds away.

Ho ran forward to meet them, and Clive and Grove, on their side, no
sooncr saw himn than they sent up a shout of gladness and began to run, tco.
Bolmul thom were three or four sailors.

“Why, what on earth’s up?”’ cried Clive, as he came near. ‘“ We've been
frightenad cut ot our lives ahout you! The doctor’s in a fine state of mind
! tlw worse bhecause he couldn’t come with us to look for you. He slipped
on a veeir, and he's hurt his ankle. You seem to be firing off some powder!
\\'h\‘r s 1t all about?”

“The firing has not been all on my side,”” Alec answered. ‘‘I've had
some huliels whlstlmo’ about my ears. I'm jolly glad to see you! I can
tell you that! I was beginning to
think I was in a tight place.”

““ Who be the villains, sir? Wheer

hev?’’ cri en G . lookine
8 Packed Free. Carriage Paid. Dire b.e the}.' cried Ben urove, ,l‘ kl.n"’
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“ But who were chey?’’ asked Clive, lookine very bewildered.

“I'll tell you that, old chap, as we go alonfr It's a little.story that will
gurprice you.” . ~

As Alec expected, his pursuers had already made good their retreat. A3
any rate, nothing more was scen or heard of them, and he was able to give
his account of what had happened without interruption.

By the time they gained the camp, he had told the whole story, and had
ailswered to the best of lis ability the questions and comments it called up.

Then, at the camp, he had to go over it all again for.the information of
the doctor. -

““ Oh-ho!”’ said the scientist at the finish. *‘ So that's how the land liea,
is it? Humph! Ircan’t say I am so very. much surprised—that is, as rezard:
the dago. He looked to me.too fat and well-fed for a man who had heen
living on a diet. of berries and shell-fish. Very likely he is in league with
soine natives from other islands, and ¢amé over with a party. He’s ev1d~ntly
an ungrateful,. traitorous dog! We're well rid of the rascal'l”

Coe But what about qlaney sir?”’ Alec asked. °‘These two 'seem to be
frxends v

““ Ah, that’saa more serious husiness, I'm afraid !"” said the doctor thought-
fully. ‘“I shall have to discuss that part with Captain Barron.”

“* But I don’t see why they should have fired at Alec, and followed him up
in that murderous-way,’” Clive put in. . ‘““* It looks as though they h.ne
something very-bad to conceal—as though they thought Alec had overhear §
them talking, and they were ready to %ill him rather than he should get-
back and tell us.”’

““ As to that,”” said the doctor slowly, ““ something depends upon whether:
they knew who it was they were shooting at. D’you think that this Mizuel-
and Slaney knew they were firing at you-‘” he asked Alec.

““ Well, sir, as to that, I really can’t say with any certainty. At first they
very likely did not Lnow but afterwards, when they could see the onc thoy
were pursuing was makmg for the camp, they must have guessed that it was
someone beloncrmcr to our party, even if they did not know exactly who it
was.’

““Yes, it has a rather bad look, regard it which way vou will,”” Dr. Camp-
bell agreed. ‘“I shall certainly see Barrqn about it 'and warn him.”

‘“ There's another thing, doctor,”” Clive observed. ‘‘ As we were on oul
way to look for Alec, Grove told me about somethi ing that occurred here
_before we turned in. It was while Alec and I were with vou after our
supper. You remember we were talking about our chances of discovering
the gold we came out to look for and-all that. Well, about that time,:s
you may recollect, Ben looked in to ask you bomethmcr He says that he
believes he saw someone creeping off from outside the tent. ag if he had been

listening, and says he is nearly sure-it was thie Miguel. If it was, and he
heard what we said, then it has told him what we are here for. And I
ehouldn’t be surprlsed if it set hxm and his precious native fnenda —and

Slaney—all treasure-hunting, too.’ "

« Ah! Now, that’s a much more serious matter} That’s a thing that
might give us a good deal of trouble,”” the doctor declared gravely. “eI'm
sorry-to hear that. - I suppose there’'s no doubt about itf”

‘““’Not'if Ben is right in hlS behef »

““H’m!  That’s bad! Itsnogoodmeetrf
trouble half-way. Being forewarned we must take our precautions acece

mgly .t

{To be continued.)..
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