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SYNOPSIS

Robert Hareliffe, fresh from college and
a member of a firm in New Orleaws, of
which his Uncle Neleon is the head, is
sent by his uncle to Brazil to act as privale
eecretary and confidential companion to
Dom Miguel de Pintra, head of the revolu-
tionary movement against Dom Pedro.
Dom Miguel had been a good customer of
the Harcliffes, and he and the elder mem-
ber of the firm were fast friends. Liking
the prospect of adventure, Robert consent-
ed to go.

On the voyage he encountered Valeour,
a spy sent by the Emperor of Brazil, who
knew that the American secretary was ex-
peoted. This spy had decided that Robert
was the person for whom he was looking
and had planned to make way with him.

But the American cleverly threw him off
the scent and reached Rio in safety. There
he was, however, arrested, but on the way
$o the police headquartere his captor was
murdered by Police Sergeant Marco, a
revolutionist, and he was allowed to ce-
cape, finally reaching his destination
through the assistance of many devotees to
the cause. At the beautifyl home of Dom
Miguel he learned more of the revolution-
ary movement. He met the Senhorita Les-
ba Paola, his host's niece; her brother
‘¥rancisco—a man who puzzled him great-
ly—and Dom Miguel's daughter, Izabel de
Mar.

The next morning he had an unpleaspnt
experience with Madam Izabel, who had
been acting as Dom Miguel's secretary, but

was relieved by him. The revolutionists
did not trust her. Dom Miguel revealed
to him the sccret of a hidden vault where
all the party’s papers and treasure were
hidden. While they were entering the
vault with lights extinguiched Madam Iza-
bel suddenly appeared, struck a light and
tried to discover how the lock was worked.
The father seized her and, denouncing her
as a &py, sent her from the room.

Meanwhile Harcliffe had been getting
deeper in Jove with Lesba, and more deep-
ly mystified by her brother, who was chief
of Dom Pedro’s police.

One night Dom Miguel aroused his sec-
retary with the startling etatement that
Izabel had stolen the ring which was the
key to the treasure vault. They captured
her .ae she came from the vault with a
bundle of papers. When Dom Miguel went
to return them, she dashed a lamp into
Harcliffie’s face locked her father in the
vault and fled toward Rio. The secretary
fellowed, but she eluded him, and caught
a train at a distant station. ‘

On the train ehe was stabbed to the
heart, and the finger bearing the ring was
severel from the hand. Harcliffe followed
by the next train and was promptly ‘‘ar-
rested” by revolutionary sympathizers. Af-
ter exciting experiences Harliffe made his
way back to Dom Miguel's residence, only
to find the Emperor and a group of his
friends there. In the shrubbery he found
a man’s body with the ring finger severed.
Xintering the house he was promptly made
@ prisoner.

CHAPTER. XII.—(Continued.)

1 own that the horror of the thing
and the reckless disregard of life evinced
in this double murder for the possession
of the ring warned me against proceed-
ing furtner in the matter; and for the

- moment I had serious thoughts of re-

turning quietly to Rio and taking the
first steamer for New Orleans. But there
were reasons for remaining. One was to
get’ possession in some way of Dom .Mi-
guel’s body and see it decently burried;
for he was my uncle’s friend, as well
as my own, and I could not honorably
return home and admit that I had left
him lying within the dungeon where his
doom had overtaken him! The second

reason I could not have definitely ex-.

plained. Perhaps it was curiosity to see
the adventure to the end, or a secret
hope that the revolution was too power-
ful to be balked. And then there was
Lesba! At any rate, I resolved not to
desert the Cause just yet, although ac-
knowledging it to be the wisest and saf-
est course to pursue.

So, summoning all my resolution and
courage to my aid, I crept to the win-
dow of my room, and by a method that
I had many times before made use of,
admittea myself to the apartment.

I had seen no lights whatever shining
from the windows, and the house—as 1
stood still and listened—seemed abso-
lutely deserted. I felt my way to a shelf,
found a candle and lighted it.

‘Then I turned around and faced the
barrel of a revolver that was held on a
level with my eyes.

“You are our prisoner, senhor!” said
a voice, stern but suppressed. “l beg you
%0 offer no resistance.”

CHAPTER XIII.

Dom Pedro de Alcantara. 4

1 held the candle steadily and stared at
my captor. He was dressed in the unifor
of an officer of the royal guards—the body
commanded by Fonseca.

At his back were two othems, silent but
alert. )

“You are here in the service of General
de Fonseca?’ I asked, with assumed com-

posure, i
“In the Emperor’s service, senhor,” an-
swered the officer, quietly. -

“But the general—"

“The general is unaware of our mission.
I have orders from his Majesty in person.”

He smiled somewhat unpleasantly as he
made this statement, and for the first
time I realized that my arrest might prove
a great misfontune.

“Pardon me if I appear discourteous,”
he continued, and made a sign to his men.

One took the candle from my hand and
the other snapped a pair of handcuffs over
my wrists,

I had no spirit to resist. The surprise
had been so complete that it well nigh be-
numbed my facilities. I heard the officer’s
voice imploring me in polite tones to fol-
low, and then my captors extinguished the
candle and marched me away through a
succession of black passages until we had
reached an upper room at the back of the
heuse.

Here a door quickly opened and I was
thrust into a blaze of light so brilliant
that it nearly blinded me.

Blinking my eyes to accustom them to
the glare, I presently began to note my
surroundings, and found myself standing
before a table at which was seated the
Emperor of Brazil.

Involuntarily I bowed before his ma-
jesty. He was a large man of commanding
appearance, with dark eyes that seemed to
read one through and through. Behind
him stood a group of fcur men in civilian
attire, while the other end of the room
was occupied by a squad of a dozen sol-
diers of the Uruguayan guard.

“A prisoner, your majesty,” said the
officer, saluting. “One evidently familiar
with the house, for he obtained entrance
to a room adjoining Dom Miguel’s libr-
ary

‘he empercr turned freom the papers

that littered the table and eyed me grave- |

“Your name!” said he, in 2 stern voice.

I hesitated; but remembering that offi- |

cially T was occupying a dungecn in Rio
I decided to continue the deception cf my
present disguise.

“Andrae Subig, your majesty.”

£ome one Jaughed softly beside me. I
turned and saw Valcour at my elbow.

“It is.the American secrctary, your ma-
jesty, one Robert Harcliffe by name.”

The spy spoke in his womanish, dainty
manner, and with such evident satisfaction
that I couild have strangled him with
much pleasure had I been free.

“Why are you here?” inquired the em-

peror, after eyeing me curiously for a mo- |

ment.

“f have some personal belongings in this
house which I wished to secure before re-
turning to the United States. Your men

.arrested me in the rocm I have been oc-

cupying.”
“Why are you anxious to return to the
United States?” questioned the emperor.
“Because my mission to Brazil is ended.”
«Jt is true,” returned Dom Pedro, posi-
gively. “The conspiracy is at an end.”
“Of that I am not informed,” I replied
evas "ly. “But I have been employed by
{iguel de Pintra, not by the con-

spiracy, as your majesty terms it. And
Dom Miguel has no further need of me.”

“Dom Miguel is dead,” retorted the em-
peror, with an accent of triumph in his
veice.

«Murdered by his daughter, your spy.”
I added, seeing that he was aware of the
tuth. -

He merely shrugged his broad shoulders
and turned to whisper to a gray-beared
man behind him.

“L'his conspiracy  must be summarily
dealt with,” returned the emperor, turn-
ing to me again, “and as there is ample
evidence that you are guilty of treason,
Senhor Harcliffe, I shall order you put to
death unless you at once agree to give us
such information as may be in your pos-
session.”

“] am an American citizen and entitl-
ed to a fair trial,” I answered, boldly
enough. ‘““You dare not assassinate me.
For if I am injured in any way the Unit-
ed States will call you to full account.”

“It is a matter of treasom, sir!” return-
ed the Emperor, harshly. “Your citizen-
ship will not -protect you in this case. I
have myself visited your country and been

no one knows better than I that your
countrymen would repudiate one who
came to Brazil for the treasonable pur-
pose of dethroning its legitimate Em-
peror.”

That was true enough, and I remained
silent.

“Will you give us the required infor-
mation?” he demanded.

I was curious to know how much the
royalists had learned, and in what posi-
tion the republicans had been placed by
this imperial visit to their headquarters.
Dom Pedro had said that the conspiracy
was at an end; but I did not believe that.

“I am sure you err in believing me to
be in the secret counsels of the republi-
cans,” I eaid, after a moment’s thought.
“I was merely employed in the capacity

™ | of private secretary to Dom Miguel.”

“But you know of the underground
vault? You have visited it?”

“Often,” I replied, seeing no harm in
the acknowledgement.

“Can you open it for us ” he demanded.

I laughed, for the question exposed to
me his real weakness. T

“Your majesty must be well aware that
there is but one key,” I replied, “and
without that secret key I am as powerless
are you are to open the vault.”

“Where is the key?” he asked.

“I do not know. Senhora de Mar stole
it from Dom Miguel.”

“And it was taken from her by one of
your conspiraiors.”

“Have you traced it no farther?”’ I in-
quired, carelessly.

He shifted uneasily in his chair.

“My men are now investigating the
matter,” said he. ‘“Doubtless the ring
will soon be in our possession.”

“And how about the murdered man in
the shrubbery?”’ J asked.

The royalists exchanged glances, and
one or two ut ered exclamations or sur-
prise.

“Is there 3 murdered man in the shrub-
bery, Captain de Souza?’ questioned the
Empercr, sternly. !

“Not that I know of, your Majesty,’
returned the officer.

“I found him as I approached the
house,” said I. “He has been shot within
he hour, and his left hand severed at the
wrist.” -

It was evident that my news startled
them. Wthen I had described the lcca-
tion of the hody some cf the soldiers were
sent to fetch it, and during their absence
the Emperor rcsumed his questioning, I
teld him frankly that none of the records
of the republicans was in my possession,
and that whatever knowledge I had, gain-
ed of the conspiracy or the conspirators
cculd not be drawn from me by his
| threats ©of death. For now I began to un-
. derstand that his visit to Dom Miguel’s
house was a secret one, and that the roy-
clists were as much in the dark as ever
| regarding the conspiracy itself or the
whereabouts of its leaders. One thing
{ only they knew—that the records were
[ Iring wi h Dom Miguel’s dead bedy in the
secret vault, and that the ring which
| opened it was missing.

1 Before long the soldiers bore the body
|

s

of the latest victim of the fatal ring into
the presence of the Emperor, and Val-
cour bent over it eagerly for a moment,
and then shook his head.

“The man is a stranger,” he, said.

Others present endeavored to identify
{ the muidered man, but were equally un-
successful. §
| I could sce by their uneasy looks that
| they were all suspicious of one another;
| for Captain de Souza protested that no
shot could have been fired without some
of his men hearing it, and the fact that
the ring they sought had been so recently
within their very reach led them to be-
lieve it might not now be very far away.

For all. the Emporer’s assumed calm-
ness, I knew he was greatly disturbed by
this last murder, as well as by the im-
potency of his spies to discover the where-
abouts of the ring. When Valcour sug-
gested, in his soft voice, that I had my-
self killed the fellow in the shrubbery,
and had either secreted the ring or had
it mow in my possession, they pounced
upon me eagerly, and I was subjected to

reccived there with great courtesy. And

a thorough search and afterward to
severe  questioning and - many fierce
threats.

For a few moments the Emperor listen-
ed to the counsels of the group of ad-
visers that stood at his back, and then
ordered me safely confined until he had
further use for me.

The officer therefore marched me away
to the front of the house, where, still
securely handcuffed, I was thrust into
a small chamber and left alone. The key
'was turned in the lock and I heard the
soft footfalls of a guard pacing up and
down outside the door.

The long walk from the station and the
excitement of the last hour had greatly
wearied me; so I groped around in the
dark until I found the bed with which
the room was provided, and soon had
forgotten all about the dreary conspiracy
in a refreshing sleep.

OHAPTBER XIV.
The Man With”the Ring.

Toward morning _a tramping of feet
aroused me; the door was thrust open long
enough for another prisoner to be admit-
ted, and then I heard the bolts ehoot in
their fastening and the soldiers march
away.

It was not quite dark in the room, for
the shutters were open and admitted &
ray of moonlight through the window. So
I lay still and etrained my eyes to discov-
er who my companion might be.

He stood motionless for a time in the
place the soldiers had left him. I made
Lout that he was tgll and stooping, and ex-
ceedingly thin; but his face was in shadow.
Presently as he moved, I heard a chain
clank, and knew he was handcuffed in the
same manner as myself,

Slowly he turned his body, peering into
every corner of the room, eo that econ he
discovered me lying where the moonlight
was strongest. He gave a start, then, but
spoke no word; and again an interval of
absolute silence ensued.

His strange behavior began to render
me uneasy.- It is well bo know something
of a person confined with you in a emall
room at the dead of night, and I was
about to address the fellow, when he be-
gan stealthily approaching the bed. He
might have been three yards distant, when
I arose to a sitting posture. This caused
him to pause, his form well within the
streak of light. Resting upon the edge of
the bed and facing him my own features
were clearly disclosed and we examined
each other curiously.

I had never seen him before, and I had
little pleasure in meeting him then. He
appeared to be a man at least fifty years
of age, with pallid, sunken cheeks, eyes
bright, but ehifting in their gaze, and
scanty gray locks that now hung disorder-
ed over a low forehead. His form was
thin and angular, his clothing of mean
| quality, and his hands, which dangled be-
fore him at the ends of the short chain,
were large and hardened by toil.

could not then determine his probable na-
tionality.

“Likewise a prisoner, genhor?’ he in-
quired, in an indistinct, mumbling tone,
and with a strong accent.

“Yes,” I answered. .

“Ah, conspirator. I see; I see!” He
nodded his head several times, and then
growled sentences that I could not under-
stand.

When I sfared at him he turned away
again, and with a soft and stealthy tread
made the entire circuit of the room, feel-
ing of each piece of furniture it contained,
and often pausing for many moments in
one spot as if occupied in deep thought.

At last he approached the bed again,
dragging after him a chair in which he
slowly seated himself opposite me.

“Retain your couch, senor,” he mutter-
ed. “I shall not disturb you, and it will
soon be morning. You may sleep.”

But I was now fully awake; and had no
intention 'of sleeping while this strange
individual occupied his eeat beside me.
“Who are you?” I demanded. “A pa-
triot?"’ ’

“Not as you use the term,” he anewered,
at once. “I am Mexican.”

“Mexican!” I echoed, surprised. “Do
you epeak Englich?”

“Truly snor,” he answered, but his
English was as bad as_his Portuguese.

“Why are you here and a prisoner?” 1
asked, g

“I had business with Senqor de Pintra,
I came from afar to see him, but found
the soldiers inhabitating his houce. I am
tamid, senor, and suspecting trouble I hid
.in an outbuilding where the soldiers dis-
covered me. Why I ehould be arrested I
‘ do not know. I am not conspirator; I am
t not even Brazillian. I do not qare for your
politics whatever. They tell me Miguel de
Pintra is dead. Is it true?”’

His tone did mot seem sincere. But I
;;epl(;cd it was true that Dom Miguel was

lead.

|

“Then I should be allowed to depart.
But not so. They tell me the great Em-
peror is here, their Dom Pedro, and he
| will speak to me in the morning. Is it
true?”’

This time I detected an anxiety in his
vojce that told me he had not suspected
the Emperor’s presence until his arrest.

But I answered that Dom Pedro was
then occuyying de Pintra’s mansicn, to-
gether with many of his important min-
Istens.,

For a time he remained silent, probably
oonsidering the matter with care. But he
was ill at ease, and shifted continuously in
his chair.

“You are Americano?”’ he asked at last.
“Yes,” eaid L
“I knew, when you ask me for my Eng-
lish. But why does the Emepror arrest an
1 American?”’

I smiled, but there was no object in try-
ing to deceive him.

“1 was private secretary to Dom Mig-
uel,” said I, “and they suspect my late
master to have plotted against the Em-
peror.”

He laughed, unpleasantly.

“It is well you master is dead when
they make that suspicion,” said he; then
paured a moment and asked, abruptly,
“Did he tell you of the vault?”’

I started at him. A Mexican, not a con-
spirator, yet aware of the secret vault!
It occurred to me that it would be well
to keep my own couneel, for a time, at
least.

“A vault?’ I asked carelessly, and shook
my head. :

Again the fellow laughed disagreeably.
But my answer seemed to have pleased
him,

‘‘He was sly! Ah, he was sly, the dear
Senor Miguel!” he chuckled, rocking his
thin form back and forth upon the chair.
“But mever mind. It is nothing. I never
pry into secrets, senor. It is not my
nature.”

1 said nothing and another silent fit
seized him. Perhaps five minutes had
passed before hie arose and made a eecond
stealthy circuit of the room, this time ex-
amining the barred window with great

Not a Brazilian, I decided at once; but 1|

care. Then he sighed heavily and came
back to his eeat.

“What will be your fate, eenor?”’ he
asked.

“I ehall appeal to our consul at Rio.
They must release me,” I answered.

“Good. Very good! They must release
you. You are no conspirator—a mere eec-
retary, and an American.”

I nodded, wishing I might share his
confidence.  Presently he asked for my
name and residence, and I answered him
truly.

“I myself am Manuel Pesta, of the City
of Mexico. You must mnot forget the
name, senor. Manuel Pesta, the clock-
maler.”

“I shall not forget,” said I, wondering
what he could mean. And a moment lJater
he startled me by bending forward and
asking in an eager tone:

“Have they searched you?”

“Yes” ]

“lt is my turn soon. This morning.”

He leaned back in his chair, closed his
eyes, and fell silent again.

For .my part I lay back upon the pil-
low, and taking care to face him, and
so we remained until dayhght came and
gradually drove the shadows from the lit-
tle room:.

Even then my strange companion did
not move. He was indeed a queer mix-
ture of eager activity and absolute self-
repression. Another hour passed, and
then we heard footsteps approaching down
the passageway. -

‘With ‘a start Pesta aroused himself and
fixed a searching glance upon my face.
Trembling with nervousness he suddenly
raised his manacled hands and removed
from his mouth a small object and glitter-
ed in the morning light.

My heart gave a sudden bound. It was
the ring that opened the secret vault!

His own agitation prevented his noting
my amazement. - Thrusting the ring to-
ward me he whispered, hurriedly:

“Conceale it, quickly, for the love of
God! Keep it until I come for it—I, Man-
uel Pesta—until 1 demand it of Robert
Hareliffe, of New Orleans. It may be to-
day—it may be many days. But I will
come, senor, I—"

The bolts of the door shot back and a
squad‘of soldiers entered. Their sudden
appearance barely gave me time to drop
the ring into an outside pocket of my
coat. As two of the soldiers seized him,
I noticed that the Mexican was trembling
violently; but he arose meekly and sub-
mitted to be led from the room. Tlwo
others motioned me to follow, and in a
few moments we were ushered into the
room where I had my interview with the
Emperor.

Valcour was stantling by the fireplace
when we entered, and eyed tlte Mexican
with indifference, he said to the captain:

“I'his is the man you found secreted in
the outbuilding?”’

“It is senor,” answered the captain.

“Have you searched him?”

“Only partially. We took from him
this revolver, a knife and his purse. There
were no papers.”

Valcour took the weapons in his hands
and examined them.  .The revolver, I
could see as he threw back the barrel,
was loaded in all six chambers. The knife
he glanced at and turned to place upon
the mantel, when a second thought seem-
inly induced him to open the blades. It
was a large two-bladed affair, and the
bright steel showed that it was sharpened
as finely as a razor.

As 1 watched the Emperor’s spy I
chanced to look toward the Mexican and
surprised an -expression that nearly re-
sembled terror upon his haggard face.
Perhaps Valcour saw it, too, for he drew
a handkerchief from his pocket and care-
fully wiped out the seats in the handles
where the blades lay when the knife was
closed. A small stain appeared upon the
linen, and the spy carried the handker-
chief to the window and inspected the
stain with interest. While he was thus
engaged the Emperor entered the room,
followed by his ministers, and seating
himself at the table calmly proceeded to
light a cigar. Evidently he had just
breakfasted, for he had an appearance of
content that indicated a comfortable con-
dition.

Valcour, returning from the window,
first saluted the Emperor with great defer-
ence, and then addressed the Mexican.

“Why did you kill that man last even-
ing and sever his hand with your knife?”’

The Mexican gazed at him in horror.

“J—senor, as God hears me, -7

“Tell me why!” said Valcour calmly.

The fellow glared at him as if fascinat-
ed. Then he threw his hands, all man-
acled as they were, high above his head,
and with a scream that caused even the
Emperor to start, fell upon -the floor in a
swoon.

Valcour turned him over with his foot.

“Search him!” he commanded.

The men were thorough. Not a shred of
clothing escaped their eyes. And after
they had finished the detective himself
made an examination.

Dom Pedro was evidently much inter-
ested. Without any explanation further
than Valcour’s accusation, all present un-
derstood that the Mexican was charged
with the murder of the man found in the
shrubbery, and therefore he must either
have the ring upon his person or had de-
posited it in some secret place.

He lay unconscious after the search had
ended, and Valcour, after a- moment’s re-
flection, ordered the men to carry him
back to the room where he had passed
the night, to guard him well, and to send
for a physician.

The Emperor relighted his cigar, which
had gone out, and in the interval I heard
the sound of a troop of horse galloping up

the drive. There was no mistaking the|

clank of sabres, and Dom Pedro leaned
forward with an expectant look upon his
face, in which the others joined.

Then the door burst open and a man en-
tered and knelt before the Emperor. I
could scarcely restrain a cry of surprise
as I saw him.

1t was Francisco Paola.

CHAPTER XV.

A Dangerous Moment.

Not since I parted with him in the road
on the morning of Dom Miguel's murder
had I seen Paola or heard from him
directly.

At that time, after giving me two men
who had proved faithful both to me and
the Cause, he had ridden on to the house
of death—“to breakfast with his sister.”
From that moment his actions had been
a mystery not only to me, but to all his
fellow-conspirators.

But now it seemed easy to understand
that the Minister of Police had been at-
tending to the Emperor’s business, and
that he had also been playing a double
game from the beginning, and prompting

the revolution that he might the more
easily crush it.

As he rose to his feet after saluting the
Emperor, Paola glanced around the room
and noted my presence. I could not well
disguise the scorn I felt for this treach-
erous fellow, and as he met my eyes he
smiled and twirled his small moustache
‘with a satisfied air.

“Well?”’” demanded the Emperor.

“All is indeed well, your Majesty,” re-
turned the minister, lightly. “The lead-
ers of the conspiracy, with one exception,
are now under arrest.”

“And that one?”

“Sanchez Bastro, a coffee-planter with
a ranch near by. He has crossed the bor-
der. But it is unimportant.”

“And Mendez?”

“Imprisoned in the citadel.”

“Barrcg?”

“He is comforting Mendez, in the same
cell.”

“Treverot?”’

“Unfortunately, we were obliged to
shoot him. He chose to resist.”

“Hm !And Piexoto?”

“Is below, under arrest.”

“Have him brought here.”” The cap-
tain left the room, and again the Em-
peror turned to Paola.

“You have done well, senhor; and your
reward shall be adequate. It was a far-
reaching plot, and dangerous.” And Dom
Pedro sighed as if greatly relieved.

Paola brushed a speck of dust from
his sleeve and laughed in his silly fashion.

“The serpent is only dangerous,®your
Majesty, until its fangs are pulled,” he
| drawled, and strolled away toward Val-
cour, while the soldiers brought in Senhor
Floriano Piexoto. \

The famous patriot was not only hand-
cuffed, but his elbows were bound togeth-
er by cords across his back. But despite
his’ bonds he walked proudly and scowled
into Dom Pedro’s face as he confronted
him. Indeed, I was filled with admira-
tion to find that this man whom Fon-
seca had called “croaker” could be brave
when occasion demanded it.

“So, my clever statesman has seen fit
to turn traitor,” ‘pegan the Emperor,
sternly regarding the prisoner.

“A champion of Liberty must needs be
a traitor to Dom Pedro,” replied Piexoto,
with equal sternness.

“But the conspiracy is at an end, and
I am inclined to be merciful,” resumed
the Emperor. “I am told you were the
trusted friend of Miguel de Pintra, and
knew his secrets. If you will inform us
how to unlock the secret vault I will
promise to regard your offense lightly.”

Piexoto stared at him a moment in-
dignantly. Then he turned with a frown
upon Paola.

“Ask your Minister of Police,” he re-
torted: ““for there stands a double traitor!
It was he who stood closest to de Pintra,
winning his confidence omnly to betray it.
It was Francisco Paola who planned the
secret vault. Who should know better
than he how to open it?”

The Emperor turned to Paola with sus-
picion written visibly upon his stern fea-
tures.

“Did you plan the vault?” he demanded.

“Truly, your Majesty. Otherwise the
records would have been scattered in
many places. I planned the vault that
all might be concentrated in one place—
where we should find them when we were
ready to explode the conspiracy. Records
—plans—money—all are now at our
hand.”

“But we have not the key. Why did
you plan so complicated a lock?”

“Nothing else would have satisfied de
Pintra. As for the lock, it is nothing. A
drill through one of the steel panels would
have admitted us easily. But—"

“But what, sir? Why do we not drill
now, instead of seeking this cursed ring?”
" The Minister smiled and again twirled
his moustache.

“Because Dom Miguel suddenly develop-
ed inventive genius on his own part.
was absent when the work was com-
pleted, and too late I discovered that de
Pintra had made pockets everywhere be-
tween the steel plates, and filled every
pocket with nitroglycerin.”

llwell 2

“That is all. To drill into the vault is
to explode a pocket of nitro-glycerine,
which in turn will explode all the other
pockets through concussion.”

“And then?”

“And then the contents of the vault
would be blown to atoms. Of the man-
sion itself not one stone would remain
upon another. The records we seek
would be lost irrevocably.”

Valcour, pale with fear, uttered a cry
and dashed through the door, while the
Emperor rose to his feet with a look
of terror upon his face. i

“They are drilling now!” he gasped.

Silentl§¥ we stood, none daring to move;
and into the drawn faces Piexoto gazed
with a grim and derisive smile.

Paola, more composed than any of the
others, except Piexoto, began rolling a

presence he ceased.

And so we stood, motionless and silent,
until footsteps were again heard and Val-
cour re-entered wiping the perspiration
from his forehead with an embroidered
. handkerchief. His face wore a look of
relief, but there was a slight tremor in
his voice as he said:

“] have ordered the drilling stopped,
your Majesty.”

Dom Pedro, thus reassured, strode back
and forth in evident perplexity.

“We must have the key!” he said, an-
grily. “There is no other way. And the
key cannot be far off. Has your prisoner,
i the Mexican, recovered?”’

“I will go and see,” answered the de-
tective, and again left the room.

I caught a look of surprise upon the
face of .ne Minister of Police. It was
fleeting, but I was sure it had been there.

“May I inquire who this prisoner is?”
he asked. One of the men who acted as
secretary to the Emperor, receiving a nod
from Dom Pedro, informed Paola of the
finding of the dead body in the shrub-
bery, and of the consequent arrest of the
Mexican.

“And the key was not found in his pos-
session?”’ he inquired, eagerly.

“No.”

“Then he secreted it, fearing arrest.
Have the out-buildings been searched?”

“Not yet.”

“Let it be done at once.”

Valcour, entering in time to hear this,
flushed angrily.

“That is my business, Senhor Paola. 1
will brook ~ no interference from the
police.”

“Ah! had ‘it not been for the police.”
Senhor Valcour would have blown his
Emperor into eternity,” returned Paola,
smiling blandly into the. spy’s disturbed
countenance. Mg nint o

“Enough of this!” cried the Emperor.

cigarette, but remembering the Emperor’s |

“Let the grounds and out-buildings be
carefully searched. Is your prisoner re-
covered, Valcour?”

“He is raving mad,” returned the de-
tective, in a surly tone. “It requires
two soldiers to control him.””

I breathed a sigh of relief, for I had
feared the Mexican, in his terpor, would
betray the fact that he had given me the
ring.

CHAPTER XVI.

Traitor to the Cause.

The Emperor retired while the search
of the grounds was being conducted, and
Piexoto and I were escorted to another
room upon the ground floor and locked
in. There were two unbarred Wwindows
looking upon the groumds, but a sentry
was posted at each of these, and as we were
ﬁ_tli)lll hand-cuffed, our escape was impos-
sible.

For a time my companion did nothing
but curse Paola in the most hearty and
diversified manner, and I made no effort
to stop him. But finally this amusement
zrew monotonous even to its author, and
he asked me how I had allowed myself
to be captured.

I therefore related my adventures, but
said nothing about the ring.

‘d have always suspected Paola,” he
told me, “and often warned Dom Miguel
against him. The man’s very nature is
frivolous. He could not be expected to
keep faith. Yet it is surprising he did
not choose to betray the Emperor, rather
than us; for the Revolution is too power-
ful and too far advanced to be quelled
by the arrest of a few of its leaders.”

“But what of Fonseca?’ I asked curi-
ously. “Why was he not arrestéd also?
Why was not his name mentioned to the
FEmperor ?”

*I confess the fact puzzles me,” re-
turned Piexoto, thoughtfully. ‘“Fonseca
is even more compromised than I am my-
self, and unless he had a secret under-
standing with Paola, and purchased im-
munity, I cannot account for his escap-
ing arrest.”

“But the general will not forsake the
cause, I am sure,” I said, earnestly. ‘“And
‘t srems that Senhor Bastro, also, has suc-
ceeded in eluding arrest. Therefore,
should the royalists fail to find the key
to the vault, all may yet be well, in spite
of Paola’s treachery.”

“There is another perplexing matter,”
returned Piexoto, pacing the room in
deep thought. “Miguel de Pintra never
told me the vault was sheathed with
nitro-glycerine. Did you know it?”

“Yes,” I answered. “But the secret
was revealed to me by Lesba Paola, the
Minister’s sister.

“I can scarcely believe it, nevertheless,”
he resumed. “Yet what object could the
traitor have in preventing their reach-
ing the records, unless he knew the at-
tempt to drill through the walls would
destroy us all—himself included?”

“Perhaps he has fear that the records
would incriminate him with the Em-
porer,” I suggested.

“Bah! He has made ms terms, cvident-
ly. That he worked faithfully in our in-
terests for a time is quite belicsable; but
either the Emporer’s bribes werc too
tempting or he lost faith in the Cause.”

I was about to reply when the door
opened to admit Paola. Piexoto paused
in his walk to glare at the Minister, nad
1 was myself no less surprised at the in-
opportune visit.

But Paola, with the old, smirking
smile upon his face that nothing ever
seetned to banish, nodded pleasantly at
us and sat down in an easy-chair. He
rolled a cigarette and carefully lighted it
before he addressed us.

“Senhors, you are about to denounce
me as a traitor to the Cause,” said he;
“but you may both spare your words.
Before the Cause existed I was Minister
to the Emperor, A policeman walks in
devious paths. If I am true to the oath
I gave the Emperor, how dare yo
Floriano Piexoto, who have violat
yours, condemn me?”

“I don’t,” answered the other. “It is
absurd to condemn a man, like you.
Treachery is written. on every line —of

‘your false face. My only regret is that

I did not kill you long ago.”

“Yet the chief, Dom Miguel de Pintra,
trusted me,” remarked Paola, in a mus-
ing tone, at the same time flicking the
ash from his cigarette with a deliberate
gesture. “He was, it seems, the only
one.”

“Not so,” said I, angry at his insolent
bearing. ““Your sister, sir, had faith in’
you.” \
He looked at me with a quizzical ex-
pression, and- laughed. I had ventured
the remark in an endeavor to pierce his
shield of conceit and indifference. But
it seemed that even Lesba’s misplaced
confidence failed to shame him, for. at
that moment the girl’'s loyalty to the
Cause seemed to me beyond a doubt.

“My sister was, I believe, an ardent
republican. Poor little girll How could
she judge the merits of a political cons.
troversy? But there, senhors, let us have
done, with chidings. I am come for the
key.”

Piexoto and I stared at each othem
aghast. The key! ©Could the Minister
suspect either of us in possessing it?

“Quite prettily acted, gentlemen,” he
resumed, *“‘but it is useless to oppose my
request. I suppose our friend Harcliffe
has passed it on to you, senhor? N
Then he must have it on his person.”

“Are you mad?”’ I asked, with wells
assumed contempt.

“No; but the Mexican is. I have just
left his room, and he raves perpetually
of a ring he has given to Robert:Har-
cliffe, of New Orleans. A ring that must
be restored to him on demand.”

“He raves,” said I, cooly, although my
heart was beating wildly.

‘“He does, indeed,” acknowledged Paola.
“And he tells exactly where the ring was
placed—in the outer pocket of your
jacket. ./ill you pardon me, senhor, if
1 prove the truth of his assertion?”

(To be continued.)

O EXTENSION OF
LOBSTER FISHING
SEASON  THIS YEAR

Ottawa, July 4—(Special)—The depart-
ment of marine and fisheries, after fully
considering the very diverse views upon
the suggested extension of the lobster
fishing season, has decided that this year
fishing operations must cease on the date
prescribed by law. In most localities

I| 1obster fishing will, therefore, cease on the

10th instant. The fishermen in some dis-
tricts appealed for fifteen to thirty days
longer fishing, owing to the lateness ‘f
the ice and foss of traps and gear due to
stormy weather.

Hon. Mr. Prefontaine obtained reports
from various fishing inspectors, and from
these it appears that the fishing, on the
whole, has been very fair, in fact, better
than was generally anticipated. Many
canneries have already closed down, hav-
ing completed their expected pack. The
feeling against retention was very general,
and the department’s action will be ef-
fective in furthering the improvement of
the lobster industyy, which has seriously
declined, largely owing to overfishing, an
undeniable sign that the lobster fishery
has taken a turn for the better.

NEW YORK'S NOVEL OCRAFT.

Design of Curious Boat Turned
Out from Office of the St. John
“Ludlow’s’® Builder.

The New York Herald of July 4 says:
“New York city will scon possess the
most novel craft afloat. Primarily it will
be a hospital boat, and as such will be
most comfortably and thoroughly equip-
ped. It will also be a fire boat with com-
plete machinery for fighting flames, as well
as a water boat with:enough tank capa-
city to supply the institutions on all the
islands of the Hudson and East rivers,
which now are connectcd with Manhat-
tan by pipe lines.”

The boat is to be called the “Claudine,”
and was designed by Millard & Meclean,
the firm of which Naval Architect A. J.
McLean, who designed the new St. John
ferry-boat, Is a partner.

“The true meaning of junketing,’ says
an exchange, “is feasting in secret.” And
we had been thinking all along that it
only meant getting roaring drunk at publie
expense. Well, well, we shall know
everything one of these days, if we only
live long enough.

WOODSTOCK WOMAN ONE
OF ROBBIE'S TWO WIVES

Robinson Mclntyre, Ebony Adonis,
Lands in Bangor Jail, and Will
Fight First Wife’s Claim,

The fickle, dashing Robinson McIntyre,
father of several children and husband of
two fond wives was ‘brought to a sudden
check in his wild career by Judge Chap-
man in the police court Wednesday morn-
ing. He was held under $300 bonds for his
appearance before the August grand jury,
and in default of payment is in jail.

Robinson is black—coal black—shiny,
like a plug hat. According to the forlorn
tale of witnesses, he married in the year
1886 in the town of Houlton, Miss Anne
M. Diamond, a brilliant woman, so it is
alleged. She came from Woodstock (N.
B.) and the knot was tied by a travelling
evangelist by the name of Swinston.

The white dove of peace hovered over
the MeclIntyre mansion for several years
but Rob’s restlessness finally frightened it
away, and shortly afterwards the master
of the establishment disappeared, too.

“I'm coming back, Annie dear,” said the
one of the faithless heart. “I’m simply
going to search for a place where the fin-
ancial returns will be in propertion to my
abilities.”

But the dreary years dragged on and not
a word did Annie hear from her spouse.
Their little child grew up into a girl and
te a young woman, and both mother amd
daughter gave the busband and father ap .
as dead.

.1t scems that Robinson had pursued the
white dove to Bangor, and after several
years it perched near the form of Miss
Eliza DeBois. She and MecIntyre were
married June 2, 1903. A child has been !
born from the union and they have lived
happily together at the rear of number
64 Parker street.

Now, however, the first Mrs. M. has
butted in, the dove has flown away again,
and Robbie is up in jail with his dreams.

It is understood the defense will be a de-
nial of the charge and further set forth the
claim that the alleged marriage between
Anne M. Diamond and Robinson McIntyre
at Houlton was not legal, that it was per-
formed by a traveling evangelist with no
authority to solemnize marriages and is
therefore not binding.—Bangor News.

8500 Head Tax Effective.

Vietoria, B. C., July 6.—(Special)—Cus-
toms returns for the fiscal vear just end-
ed show how efficacious the $500 tax is in
excluding Chinese from Canada. During
the year not a Chinaman paid the head tax.
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