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% SYNOPSIS.
; I bel has been misplaced.”
Robert I{arclxﬁg, irc.Sh ‘f\rom ::)o‘lllege~an<l.: The general did not reply” He folded his
& member OfT a firm lm Scn I L f’"Z’ 'f‘  cloak about him, glanead at the clock, and
:lx;l':hb‘hlihil;n:llfcl?ct:(ml}::zitl eto l?ct’ n‘:-strode from the room withcut a word of
4 5 o ¥ | farewell,

private secrctary and confidential com- | \\"-hzn he had gone Dom Miguel turne d|
panion to Dom Miguel de Pintra, ncud.!to e c it § ot :
of the reyolutionary mevement against | «(yell?” eaid he.

Dom Pedro. Dom Miguel had been a, <] do not like tonseca”” I i
good customer of the larclifis’, and he! «As 2 man he is at fimcs rather o
and the elder rpc_mber of the firm were' ggreeable,” admitted the ehief. i
fast friends. Liking the prospect o ad- | a géncral he poesceges rare ability, and e |
venture, Robert consented to go. | high atation renders him the mest Al

On the voyage he encountered Valcour, able leader the Cause can boast. \[ore. |ing!” I oried, maddened at bhis indiffer-
n | ence. !

a spy sent by the Emperoy of Brazil, who |over, Fonscca has risked cverything
knew that the American secretary Was cur eaterprst, and may b impHcitly trust-|
expected. 7This spy had decided that | od. When at last we &t

Robert was the person for om he was! for freedom, much will depend upon Man-4

with him. | retire, fcr an hour Lefore’ daybreak we|
But the American cleverly threw him mu ¢t be at work.”

off the ecent and reached Rio in safety.. “lt was then 11 o'clcek. - T bade the
There he was, however, arrested, but on_ chief good night and retired to my little
the way to the police headquarters his roem next the study. Dom Miguel slept
captor was murdered by Police Sergeant ia a similar apartment cpening from the
Marco, a revolutionist, and he was al-| cppesite side of the study.

lowed to escape, finally reaching his des-' The exciting interview with Fonseca
, tination through the assistance of many ' had left me nervous and w;{keﬁﬂ_ and it
devotees to the cause. At the beautiful | was some time before I eank into a restless
home of Dom Miguel he Jearned more of | slumber.
the revolutionary movement. He met the | A hand upen my shoulder arousel me.
Senhorito Lesba Paola, his host’s niece; | It was Dc_m Miguel. . A
her brother Francisco—a man who! *““Come quick, for God's sake!” he cried,

puzzled him greatly—and Dom Miguel’s | in trembling tones. “Sane has stolen my

daughter, Izabel de Mar. ring
The next morning he had an unpleas-

ent experience with Madam Izabel, who :
had been acting as Dom Miguel's secre-
tary, “but was relieved by ]him. D’l;he
revolutionists did not trust her. m

Miguel revealed to him the secret of ‘a| Scarc.ely. awake, 1 :_pm"¥ from "_‘-“
hidden vaul. waere all the party’s papers | couch in time to see de Pintra's fotlm dis-|
and treasure were hidden. While they |appear through the doorway. A moment
were entering the vault with lights ex-ijgter I was in the study, whieh was bpe-

CHAPTER VIIL
A Terrib:e Crime.

again. “Do you know, Senhor Harcliffe,

ko our great Nm\'ll,\- selected a cigarette.

looking and had planied to make way | yel da Fonseca. And now, Robert, let ua | repeated, striking a -match. “By the
way, senhor, where are you bound?”’

can board the train at Cruz.”
been imprisoned in the vault?”
haps.”

confined asmosphere for two hours; pos-
cibly three. But no longer. I know,
for I planned the vault myself. And the
station at Cruz is a good two hours’ ride
from this spot. I know, for I have just
traveled it,”

despair as the truth was thus brutally |
thrust upon me. For Dom Miguel there
was no hope. !

them, even if our chief is lost. Shou'd
Madam Izabel “deliver the key to her
husband or to the Emperor every leadcr
of the Cause may perish upon the gol-
lows.” i

| hestatingly, “that my e-niidence i1 Irza-]tion; ‘“and Madam Izabel has stolen thc1 3

ey 2 l

“Indced!” he answercd. *And wherei
is Senhora Izabel?”

“She has fled to Rio.”

“ind left her dear father to die?
How unfiial!” he rctorted, laughing
it romehow reminds me of a story my
nurse used to read to me from the
‘Arabian Nights,’ how a fond daughter
planned - to—""

“For God’s sake, sir, the man 1s dy-

He drew out a leathern case and calm-

“And Madam Izabel has the key,” ne

“To overtake the murdereess before she
“Very good. How long has Dom Miguel
“Twenty minutes, a half-hour, per-

“Ah! He may live in that foul and

I dropped my head, overwhelmed by

“But the records, sir’ We must savc

“Well thought of, on my word,” comg-!

e

tingui-hed Madam Izabel suddenly ap- inning to lighten with the dawn of a

peared, struck a light and  tried to dis- |8
couver how the lock was worked. The | new day.

mented the strange man. acain laughing |
softly. “I wonder how it feels to have
a rope around one’s neck and to kick the

father seized her, and, denouncing her| The trap in the floor was open, andlempt_v' air?” He blew a cloud of smoke
: from his mouth and watched it float

1 “Francisco 18 truc as steel,” he retoried, ing th> domed chamber, a strange sight:

the chief threw himself into the aperture
and quickly descended. At bnce I fol-
lowed, feeling my way down the iron
«taircase and along the passage. Reach-!

as a spy, sent her from the room.

CHAPTER VJI.—(Continued.)

: ﬁr mily. Mot one of us—including ycurs:if. 'met our view. Both traps had been!
(feneral—dha-s dede Suie o d“m hfc_mised, the sccond one standing upright,
(.au“'.l have learned to depend upcn hi& | ypon jte hinged edge, and from the in-
dmcref;}on as 1 would upon my OWD—OT |terior of the vault shone a dim light.

P i While we hesitated the light grew
The general frowncd and drew a folded | stronger, and soon Madam I[zabel came,
paper from his breast pocket. slowly from the vault with a small lamp;
“Read that,” said he, tossing 8t into |in one hand and a great bundle of papers |

Dom Miguel’s hand. “It is'a copy of the |in the other. As she reached the cham-!
report made by Paola to the Emperor this | ber Dom Miguel sprang from out the]
morning.” shadow and whenched the papers from,

De Pintra glanced at the paper and then | her grasp. . l
gave it to me, at the same time drop-| “So, madam!” he cried, “you have be-
ping his head in his hands. trayed yourself in seeking to betray us.|

istence of a secret vault constructed be- |he spoke he struck her so sharply across'
neath the ‘mansicn of Miguel de Pintra, the face with the bundle of papers that!
the rebel chief. This vault, the police | she reeled backward and -almost dropped;

thought contained important records of the the lamp.

of steel, and the éntrance was guarded by leaped into the vault to restore the
a cleverly constructed door, which could |Papers to their place. . i
only be unlocked by means of a sbone set Then, while I stood stupidly by, not

Izabel sprang to the trap and with one
quick movement dashed down the heavy

ing made to secure possession of the ring, plate of steel. I saw her place the ring

: 1 14 be at the km-|in its cavity and heard the shooting of
;vel;z:'sﬁ:er:;?)es i . - the bolts; and then, suddenly regaining

“Well, sir, what do you thing of Fran- my senses, I rushed forward and seized
cisco Paola now?” inquired Fonecca, with he‘lz‘arm.‘ 5 . o
a significant emile. . - The ring! I gaspgd\ in_horror; “give
| “Did he not himself invent the eecret|M€ the ring! He will suffocate in that
vault?” T agked. dungeon in a few minutes.”
| “He did, sir” ° 1 can see yet her cold, serpent-like eyes

5 r, “How long ago?”’ as they glared venomously into my own.
" «A matter of two years. Is it mot so, The next instant she dashed the lamp
Tom Miguel?” into my face. It shivered against the
;, The chief bowed. wall, and as I staggered backward the
' “And until now Pacla has kept this|burning oil streamed down my pajamas
secret?”’ 1 continued. and turned me into a living pillar of fire.

“Until now, yet!” eaid the general. Screaming with pain, I tore the burn-
“Until the vault was stored with all our |ing cloth from by body; and stamped it;

funds and the complete records of the|into ashes with my bare feet. Then,|
revolution.” smarting from the sting of many burns,.

. “Then it scems clear to me that Paola, | I looked about me and found myself in\

Dom Miguel himself. In conchusion the
Minister stated that every effort was be-

as Minister of Police, has been driven to |darkness and alone. l
make this report in order to serve the| Instantly the danger that menaced Dom |
Cause.” Miguel flashed upon me anew, and I

Dom Miguel looked up at me quickly, stumbled up the iron stairs until I reach-
and the huge general snorted and stabbed ed the study, where I set the alarm bell
me with his terrible eyes. going so fiercely that its deep tones re-

“What do you mean?’ demanded Fon- | counded throughout the whole house. 1
secn. In my chamber I hastily pulled my!

““This report proves, I fear, that our sus- clothing over my smarting flesh, and ns
picions of Madam Izabel are well found- | tha astonished servants came pouring into
ed,” I exclaimed, not daring to Jook at|the study, I shouted to them:

Dom Miguel while 1 accused his daughter. “Find Senhora de Mar immediately and |

“Paola has doubtléss discovered that this bring her to me—by force if necessary. |

information regarding the vault and \its Ste has murdered Dom Miguel!”

mysterious key has either been forwarded | Over the heads of the stupidly glaring
to the Emperor or is on the way to him.ig‘roup I saw a white, startled face, and|

T"herefore he has forestalled Madam Iza- | Lesba’s great eyes met my own with al

bel's report, in order that he may prove | quick look of compensation. Then she'

his department vigilant in serving the gov-| disappeared, and I turned again to the

ernment, and eo protect his high office. wondering servants. i

Can you not see Pacla’s claim that he is| “Make haste!” I cried. “Can you not
« working to secure the ring is but a ruce understand? Every moment is precionm.”“t

to gain time for us? Really, he knows| But the frightened creatures gazed upon

that he could obtain it by arresting Dom |each other silently, and I thrust them'

Miguel. But this report will prevent the  aside and ran through the house in fran-|

Ehingror putting his man Valcour upon the | tic search for the murderess. The rooms !
case, which he would probably have done | were all vacant, and when I reached the |
had he received his first information from {entrance hall a groom stopped me. i
1zabel de Mar.” | | “Senhora de Mar left the house five/

For a mox'nent there was silence. The_nlminutes ago, sir. She was mounted upon |
t'h‘e general’s brow unbent and he L"_'ll{]‘(,“l- swiftest horse, and knows every ek |
with cheerfulness:— : lof the country. It would be uscless to

“This explanation is entirely reascn-|pursue her.”
sble, ]I‘tdwouldd not do for Pach to get = While I glared at the fellow a soft
}u_nv gf epceed, <r even 'su.spcclm}. _“tghand touched my elbow.
vhis J“nC't.“r%k A “ed“' Mm,l'ster of 10]‘""; “Come!” said Lesba. “Your horse is
'v?,‘;]ld I:e(:l(?‘dl Ol!rb.tkingeli‘. . i waiting—I have saddled him myself.
“ ;‘,",, a;kel‘d“gcoPi:t]:-l-l this copy of the:Muke' for the station at Cruz, for Iza-

‘?1?\‘0‘ Sl Ibel will veek to board the train for Rio.”

m Ofe of our epics. She had led me through the door acros

o} Bave no doubt” eaid I, “that Paola | She ha | me through the door across

. : v the broad piazza; and as half-dazed, I

was instrumental in eending it to you. It . d

- : 5 : ! mountéd the horse, she added, “Tell me
is a warning, gentlemen. We must nct de- Td thi M h. P
lay in acting wpon it and removing our ca? = a‘n\ S l,n YO A
treasure and our records to a safer place.” | yp Nothing. . I ened, Nith 2 £0D; the

“And where is- that?” asked Fonseer, Mizuel is locked up in th2 ”\,'ault, and

Tieie 0 - i &b though.|! muet find the ey fhe key
fully considering the matter. : Away dached the h(.)rse, an(_i over my

“There is no need of immediate h:\.:to,”}"h”“!dc" I saw her still standing on the
said he presently, “and nothing can be | steps of the pz;x;::n‘atarmg after me. :
done tonight, in any event. Tomorrow we | The station qt‘(x‘xlz! I must reach it
will pack everything in ches's and carry as soon as possibiy—bofore Izabel de Mar
them to Senhor Baetro, who has a m(e'xhnuld eseape. Almost crazed at t'ho
hiding place. Mcantime, General, vou  thought of my impotency and shuddering
may leave me your men to eerve as eszort. jat the knowledge that de Pintra was
How many are there?”

“Three. They are now guarding the
uvsual approaches to this house.”

“J.»t them ride with you to the station road. i
at Cruz, and eend them back to me in the | ‘i1alt!” cried a stern voice. i
morning. I will also fummon a few of i The way had led me beneath some
our nearby patriots. By .nocn tomorrm\'im’"hﬂngmg trces, and as T pulled thel
everything will be ready for the transfer.” | horse back upon his haunches I canght!

“Very good!” ejaculated the general, | the gleam of a revolver held by a mount-
“We cannot abandon too =oon the vault | ed man whose form was enveloped in a
we o:retructed with €o much care. Where | long cloak. i
is vour daughter?” Then came a peal of light laughter. ‘

“In her apartmen‘s.” | “Why, ’tis our Americano!” said = thej
“Before you leave tomorroy, lock her up | horseman, gayly; “whither away, my gal-
and put a guard at her doct. We mugt |lant cavalier?”
not let hcr euspect the removal, of the| To my delight I recognized Paola’s
recorc” 3 : voice.

«Jt -hall be done,” -answered de. Pintra, “Dom Miguel is imprisoned in the

W sizh, “It may ba” be en inued, | vault!” I almost gcreamed in my- agita-

i powerless to assist him, I lashed the good
i steed until it fairly flew over the uneven

away. “But you are quite right, Senhor
Harcliffe. The lady must be found and
made to give up the ring.” .

rode out from the shadow of the trees
and joined us.

vitch, who is to obey bis instructions.”

i you not yourself assist us in this search?”’

ed in his mincing manner. “But the
men I have given you will do all that

I read the report. It stated that the | Shame! Shame that a daughter of miﬂe‘;!;ds k:fise r:1:‘;[1 s:it:: ;ZOda !il)l?t!;mgfs : brIe,:l::
Minister of Police had disccvered the ex- |should be _guilty of so vile an act!” As| fasg D Lnoha™

the man was past my comprehension.

e ; & » : tating whether or no to put myself under
conspiracy. It was built of double plates Look to her, Robert,” he said, andl Paola’s command, now that the chief was
gone.

e M o would cry ‘I told you so!’ and refuse to
in a ring which, was constantly worn by | thinking of any further danger, Madam| .. ou, even though his own e
| jeopardy.” He looked at his wateh. “If
you delay longer you will miss the train

at Cruz. Good morning, senhor. ' How
sad that you cannot breakfast with us!”

moment, all irresolution vanishing, I

ed, as 1 galloped on; “the cad! the tri-

{ that alone could release the powerful

i glowly dying in his tomb while I was|

| came worse as wWes prograssed toward Cruz.

He utteder a low whistle, and two men

“Ride with Senhor Harcliffe to the
station at Cruz. Take there the train for
Rio. Present the American to Mazano-

The men bowed silently.
“But you, senhor,” I said, eagerly, “can

“I never yvork,” was the reply, drawl-

can be done to assist you. For myself,
1 think I shall ride on to de Pintra’s

Such heartlessness amazed me. Indeed,

“And General Fonseca?’ said I, hesi-

“Let I‘imseca go to the devil. He

Touching his hat with a gesture of mock
courtesy, he rcde slowly on, and the next

put spurs to my horse and bounded away,

the two men following at my heels.

Presently I became tortured with
thoughts of Dom Miguel, stifling in hix
tomb of steel. And under my breath I
cursed the heartless sangfroid of Fran-

cisco Paola, who refused to be serious}

even when his frisnd was dying. '
“The cold-blooded scoundrel!” I mutter-

fling coxcomb! Can nothing rouse him
from his scli-complaisant idiocy -

“] imagine you are apostrophizing my
master, senhor,” said one of the men rid-
ing beside me.

Something in his voice caused me to |

turn and scrutinize his face.

«Ah!” I exclaimed, “you are Sergeant
Marco.” :

“The same, senhor. And I shall not ar-
rest you fcr the death of our dear lieut-
ant.”A low chuckling laugh accompanied
the grim pleasantry. “But if you were
appiying those sweet names to Senhor Pa-
ola, I assure you ithat you wrong him.
For three years I have been his servant,
and th's I have learned: in an emergency,
no man can think more clearly or act more
swiftly than his Majesty’s Minister -of
Police.” g

“I have been with him four years,” an-
nounced the other man. in a hoarse voice,
“and I sgree with you that he is cold and
heartless. Yet I never question the wis-
dom of his acts.”

“Why did he not come with us him-
self 1 demanded, angrily. “Why should
he linger to eat a breakfast and kiss his
sister good morning, when his friend and
chief is dying, and hiv Cause is in immin-
ent danger?”

Marco Jaughed, and the other shrugged
his shoulders, disdaining a reply.

For a time we rcde on in unbroken
silence, but coming to a rough bit of road
that obligsd us to walk the homses, the
worgeant said:

“Perhaps it would be well for you to
explain to us what has happened. My
friend Figgot, here, is a bit of a detec-
tive, and if we are to assist you we must
know in what way our services are re-

quired.”
“We arc both patricts, senhor,” said
the other, Driefly. i

So I told them the stery of Madam
Izabel's treachery and her theft of The
ring, after locking her father within the
vault. At their request I explained min-
u'ely the construction of the steel dooms
and described tle cutting of the emerald

bolts. They heard all without comment,
and how much of my story was new to
them I had no knowledge. But of one
thing I felt certain: these fellow were
loyal to the Cause and clever enough to
be chosen by Paola as his especial com-
panions; therefore they were just the as-
sistants I needed in this emergency.

It was a weary ride, and the roads be-

The sun had risen and now spread a mar- |
velous radiance over the tropical land- |
scape. I noted the beauty of the morn- |
ing even while smarting from the burns |
upon my breast and.arms, and heartsick
at the awful fate of my beloved leader— |
even now perishing amid the records of
#he great conspiracy he had guided so -SUC~|

Icr.—q’ui‘ly. Was all over yet, I wonderzd?

Paola had said that he might live in his
priscn fer two or three hours. And.the
limit of time had nearly passed.. Poor
Dom Miguel!

!

ed the lamp in

“The next instant she dash-

my face’’ {i

a hole, stumbled, and threw me headlong
to the ground.

For a few minutes I was unconscious;
then I found myself sitting up and sup-
ported by Sergeant Marco, while the other
man dashed water in my face.

“It is a dangerous delay,” grumbled
Marco, seeing me recovering.

Slowly I arose to my ‘feet. No bofies
were broken, but I was sadly bruised.

“I can ride, now,” I said.

They lifted me upon one of their horses
and tcgether mounted the other. My
own steed -had broken his leg. A bullet

. ended his suffering.

Another half hour and we sighted the
little station at Cruz. Perhaps I should
have explained before that from Cuyaba
to Cruz the railway made a long sweep
around the base of the hills. The station
nearest to de Pintra’s estate was Cuyaba;
but by riding straight to Cruz one saved
nearly an hour's railway journey, and the
train for Rio could often be made in this
way when it was impossible to reach Cuy-
aba in time to-intercept it. And as the
station at Cruz was more isolated than
that at Cuyaba, this routz was greatly pre-
ferred by the revolutionists vigiting de
Pintra.

My object in riding to Cruz upon this
oocasion was twofold. Had Madame Iza-
bel in her flight made for Cuyaba to catch
the train, I should’ be able to board the
eame train at Cruz, and force her to give
up the ring. And if she rode to Cruz, she
must await there the coming of the train
we also hoped to meet. In either event ]
planned, as soon as the ring was in my
possession, to hasten back to the mansion,
open the vault and remove the body of
our chief: after which it would ke my
duty to convey the records and treasure
to the safe-keeping of Senhor Bastro.

I had no expectation of finding Dom
Miguel «itill alive. With everything in our
favor the trip would require five hours,
and long before that time the prisoner's
fate would have overtaken him. But the
chief’s dying wish would be to save the
records, and that I intended to do if it
were possible.

However, the delayvs caused by meeting |

with Paola and my  eubisquent unlucky
fall had been fatal to my plans. We
dached up to the Cruz station in time to
see the train for Rio disappearing in the
distance, and to commlete my disarngint-
ment we found standing beside the plat-
form a horse yet panting and covered with
feam,

Quickly dismounting, 1 approached the
horee to examine it. The station master
came from his little house and bowed with
native politenees

“The horsc? Ah, yet; it was from the
stables of Dom Miguel. Senhora de Mar
had arrived upon the animal just in time
to take the expr:ms for Rio. The gentle-
man also wanted the train?- How ead to
have missed it! DBut there would be an-
other at eleven o'clock, although not so
fast a tooin”

Tor a time I stood in a sort of stupor,
my wmind refusing to grasp the full horror
of the situation. Until them, perhaps, a

possessed me. But with the ring on its
way to Rio and the Emperor, and I ccn-
demned to inaction at a deserted way sla-
tion, it/ is mno wonder that despair ovér-
whelmed me.

When I slowly recovered my faculties L
found that my men and the slation mas-
ter had disappeared. I found them in tne
little house writing telegrams, which the
official was buisly ticking over the wires.

Glancing at one or two of the messages,
I found them unintelligible.

“It @s the secret cipher, whispered Fig-
lgot. “We shall put Madam Izabel in the
care of Mazanovitch himself. Ah, how he
will cling to the dear lady! She is clever--
ah, yes! exceedingly clever is Senhora de
i Mar. But has Mazanovitch his match in
{ad! Brazil?”

“I do not know the gentleman,” I re-
turned.

“No- Perhaps, not. But you know the
Minister of Police, and Mazanovitch is the
soul of Francisco Paola.”

“Rut what are we to do?”’ I asked im-
patiently.

“Why, now that our friends in Rio are
informed of the situation we have trans-
ferred to them, for a time, all our worres,
It only remains for us to await the 11
o’clock train.”

I nodded. staring at him threcugh 2
lsort of haze. I was dimdy co scious tha'

{my burns were paining me terribly and

{that my right side seemed pierced by & |

l"thoumnd red-het nedles. Then the day-
| light faded away, the rocin grew ‘l)lﬂ(‘k,
and I sank upcn the floor unconscious.

CHAPTER IX.
The Missing Finger.

{ . When T rccovered T was lving upon a
cot in the station master’'s private room.
| Sergeant Marco had ridden to & neigh-
| boring farm . house and procured band-
| ages and some olive oil, and Figgot, who
|proudl_v informed me he had once been
|a surgeon. had neatly dressed and band-
aged my burns.

These now bothered me less than the
| lameness resulting from my fall; but I
drant a as=x of wine and. them l:y
!qu'\c'&l_v upon the cot until the aviival of
[the train. when my companions aroused
gmo and assisted me aboard.
i T made the journey comfortably enough,
"and felt greatly v froched after paitaking
(of a substantial lunc heon brought from an
i eating house by the thoughtful Figgot.
i On our arrival at Rio we were met by
a little, thin-faced man who thrust us
all three into a cab and himself joineil
Pus Ak we began to rattle along the laby-
irinth of streets. He was plainly dres<ed

'in black. quiet and unobtrusive in man-
ner. and had iron-gray hair and beard, !

both clowcly cropped. T saw at once he
!was mnot a Brizilian, and made up my

mind he was the man called Mazano-

:vitv':\ by Paolar and my companions. If

ous quest for the ring, and with this

idea I examined his face with: interest.
This was not difficult, for the man sat

opposite me with lowered eyelids and |

At this moment my horse stepped intolingering hope of saving Dom Miguel had a look of perfect reposc upon his thin

i
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features. He might have been fifty or
sixty years of age; but there was no
guide in ’determining this except his
gray hairs, for his face bore no Jines of
any sort, and this complexion, although
of pallid hue, was not unhealthy in. ap-
pearance.

It surprised me that neither he nor my
companions asked any questions. Per-
haps the telegrams had explained all that
was necessary. Anyway, an absoulte sil-
ence reigned in the carriage during our
brief drive. i

When we came to a stop the little man
opened the door. We all alighted and
followed him :into a gloomy stone build-
ing. Through several passages we walk-
ed, and then our conductor led us into
a small chamber, bare except for a half-
dozen iron cots that stocd in a row
against the wall. A guard was at the
doorway, but admitted us with a low bow
after one glance at the man in black.

Leadinz us to the nearest cot, Mazano-
vitch threw back a shect and then stood
aside while we crowded around it. To
my horror I saw the form of Madam
Izabel lying dead before us. Her white
dress was discolored at the breast with
clots of dark blood.

“Stabbed to the heart,” said the guagd,
calmly. “It was thus they brought her

| so, he was the person now in charge of |

from the train that arrived this after-
!noon from Matto Grosso. The assas«in
| is unknown.”
l Mazanovitch thrust me aside, leaned
{over the cot, and drew the woman’s left
{hand formn beneath the sheet.

The little finger had been completely
gevered.

Very gently he replaced the hand,
! drew the sheet over the Dbeautiful face,
!and turned away. o ‘
| Filed with amazement at the Nemesis
that had soon overtaken this fierce and
terribic woman, I was about to follow
our guide, when 1 found myseif confront-
inz a personace who stocd barsing my
iway with folded arms and a smile of
*‘gri:n catisfaction upon his delicate fea-
| tures.

It was the Valeour—the man who had
called him De Guarde on board the Cas-
tina--.he Bmperor’s spy

= Ah. my drar Senhor Harcliffe!l Do
iwe indecd meet again?’ he ericd, taunt-
lingly. “And arve you still keeping a faith-

Eful record in that sweet diary of yomrs?
| It is fine reading, that diary-—perhaps you
have it with: you now " -

| “Let me pass,” said [, impatientiy.

i “Not vet, my dear friend," he answer-
jed. laughing. **You ave going to be my
| guest. yvou know. Will it not please you
{to enjoy my society once more? To be
jsure. And I--1 shall not” wish to part
with you again soon.”

“What do vou mean?’ T demanded.
“Only that I arrest vou, Robert Har-
"cliffe. in the name of the' Emperor!”
“On what charge?” I a<ked.

“Murder. for one,” returned the smil-

ving  Valeour. . “Afterw ard you miy an-
swer for conspiracy.’” i
“Pardon me, Senhor Valcour,” said

{the little man, in a soft voice. “The
| gentleman is already under arrcst -in the
Emperor’'s name.”
Valeour turned upon him fiercely, but
: )

his eyes fell as he encountered the other’s
passive, unemotional countenance.

“Is it so, Captain Mezanovitch? Then
I will take the prisoner off your hands.”

The little man spread out his palms
with an apologetie. deprocating gesture.
His cyes seemed closed- or nearly so. He
soemeod to sce nothing; he looked at

{ neither Valconr nov myrelf. But there

was somethinz atout the-still, white face,
with it frame of iron-gray, that ecom-
pelled a certain respect, and even de-
ference.

“[t is greatly to be < tted,” he said,
gently; ‘“‘and it grievp ~ to be obliged
to disappoint you, Senhoa Valcour. But
since this man is a prisoner of the police
_—a state prisoner of rome importance, I
believe—it is impossible to deliver him
into your hands.”

Without answer Valcour stood motion-
less before us. Ounly his mobile face and
his white lips showed the conflict of
emotions that oppressed him. And then
I saw a curious thing happen. The eye-
lids of Mazanovitch for an-instant un-
closed, and in that instant so tender a
glance escaped them, that  Valcour
trembled slightly, and touched with a
gentle, loving gesture the elder man's
arm.

1t all happened In a flash, and the
next moment I could not have sworn that
I my eyes had not deceived me, for Valcour
| turned away with a sullen frown upon
| his brow, and the Captain seized my arm
| Presently we regained our carriage and
iand marched me to the door, Figgot and
E)Yarco following close behind.
| were driven rapidly from.the morgue.
| We came at last to a quiet street lined
with small_frame houses, and before one
!of these the carriage stopped. Mazano-
vitch opened the front door with a latch-
ley, and ushered us into a dimly lighted
raom that ccemed fitted up as study and
office comlined.

This drive #as longer than the £-<*,
| bui during it no word was spoken by
{any of my companions, I could not help
i staring at the elosed eyes of Mazano-
i vitch, but the others, T noticed, avoeided
| looking at him: Did he see, I wondered ?
| ——could he rex from out the tiny slits
I that showed beneatit his Jasbes?

Not until we were seated and sup-
i plicd with cigars did the little man speak.
| Then he reclined in a cushioned chair,
| puffed at his cheroot, and turned his face
Hin myv direction.

“Teil me all you know concerning the
vault and the ring which unlocks i

he said. in his soft tones.

[ cbeved. Afterward Figzot told of my
meeting with the Minister of Poiice, and
of Paola’'s orders to him and Marco to

escort me to Rio and to place the entire
{matter in the hands of Mazanovitch.

The little man listened without com-
ment an! afterward sat for many minutes
silently smoking his cheroot.

“It seems to me,” said [ at last, “that
the deatly of Senhora de Mar, and es-
pecially the fact that her ring finger has
been severed from her hand, points con-
¢usively to one reassuring fact: that the
'rine has been recovered hy one of our

| band, and so the Cause is no longer en- * *
{ dangered,” Therefore my mission to Rio




