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INTRODUCTION TO VOLUME TWELVE

the second book dealing with “ The Giant

Raft” The first part, “ Eight Hundred

& Leagues on the Amazon,” had been, as its

name suggests, mainly a geographical tale.

Readers were this time conducted through the tropical for-
ests and across the boundless prairies of Peru and Brazil.

In “ The Cryptogram,” however, the geographical inter-
est is almost entirely subordinate to the story. The solving
of the cryptogram becomes the central feature, in working
out which our author shows a skill scarce inferior to that of
Poe himself. Here, for the first time in the body of his
works, Verne takes express care to state his fondness for and
indebtedness to the work of Poe, whom he denominates
“that great analytical genius.” He points to Poe’s ©“ Gold
Bug” as the source of his own tale, calling the earlier story
a masterpiece “ never to be forgotten.” The handling and
appreciation of cipher writings in “The Cryptogram’ arve as
different from the superficial explanation of the cipher in
Verne’s earlier «“ Center of the Earth,” as is the appreciation
of a master from that of the most idle amateur.

In addition to his admiration of Poe, Verne in another
book expresses equal admiration and indebtedness toward
Dickens. He was also an enthusiastic devotee of Victor
Hugo and of F. Fenimove Cooper. Surely a sufficiently
cosmopolitan grouping of names! Yet it is worth noting
that the four men whom Verne turned to, whom he thus per-
haps unconsciously grouped together, are the four most ex-

reme of romantic writers who hold yet a grasp on realism.
It is to this group that Verne himself belongs.

“The Steam House” is again a two book story belonging

among the “Voyages Extraordinaives” In this case the
1
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E INTRODUCTION

country selected for depiction is India, and the characters,
except for the French traveler Maucler, are once more Eng-
lishmen. Thus, in a way, Verne had gone back to his first
love. His own practical qualities endeared to him this
calmly practical race. He was a Breton, a race quite as
much English as French in its characteristics. Indeed,
Verne himself was called among his confréres “ a half Eng-
lishman”” Certainly the characters of “ The Steam
House” are appreciatively and even affectionately drawn,
especially those of the hunter Captain Hood and his servant
Foax.

The events of the great “ Indian Mutiny” of 1857 which
supply the story of the book, are described with impartiality
toward both sides. This warm denunciation of the suffer-
ngs and wrongs of Hindoos as well as Englishmen, has
brought forth more than one protest from British sources.

As for the selection of India as the seat of the story,
Verne himself explained that his purpose was to cover, one
by ome, each of the countries of the globe, more especially
those little known, so as to make of his completed works a
sort of universal geography. Traveling under his guidance,
he meant that we should travel everywhere.

The mechanical invention of the steam house itself is in
no way impossible.  Such a construction was rather beyond
the skill of thirty years ago when the book was written; but
almost any good engineering firm to-day would contract to
build you such a “ steam-house ™ if you cared to afford the
expense. In fact our automobiles have already quite out-
done this somewhat clumsy giant steam-engine, both in
power and in speed.

Mainly then “ The Steam House,”and more especially its
second book, ““ Tigers and Traitors,” will be remembered as
a thrilling hunting story. “ Big game” incidents of the
most exciting yet most natural character, such as the in-
vasion of the naturalist’s kraal, throng its busy pages.




The Giant Raft

BOOK TWO

The Cryptogram

CHAPTER 1
THE FIRST MOMENTS

CARCELY had the pirogue which bore off
Joam Garral, or rather Joam Dacosta—for it
is more convenient that he should resume his
real name—disappeared, than Benito stepped
up to Manoel.

“ What is it you know ? "’ he asked.

“I know that your father is innocent! Yes, innocent!”
replied Manoel, “ and that he was sentenced to death three-
and-twenty years ago for a crime which he never com-
mitted !

“He has told you all about it, Manoel? ”’

“ All about it,” replied the young man. “ The noble
fazender did not wish that any part of his past life should
be hidden from him who, when he marries his daughter,
is to be his second son.”

“And the proof of his innocence my father can one
day produce?”

“That proof, Benito, lies wholly in the three-and-twenty
years of an honorable and honored life, lies entirely in the
bearing of Joam Dacosta, who comes forward to say to
justice, ‘ Here am I! I do not care for this false existence
any more. I do not care to hide under a name which is not
my true one! You have condemned an innocent man! Con-
fess your errbr and set matters right.” ”

“ And when my father spoke like that, you did not hesitate
for a moment to believe him? ”

“Not for an instant,” repl%ed Manoel.
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The hands of the two young fellows closed in a long
and cordial grasp. Then Benito went up to Padre Passanha.
“Padre,” he said, ““take my mother and sister away to
their rooms. Do not leave them all day. No one here
doubts my father’s innocence—not one, you know that!
To-morrow my mother and I will seek out the chief of
police. They will not refuse us permission to visit the prison.
No! that would be too cruel. We will see my father again,
and decide what steps shall be taken to procure his vindi-
cation.”

Yaquita was almost helpless, but the brave woman, though
nearly crushed by the sudden blow, arose. With Yaquita
Dacosta it was as with Yaquita Garral. She had not a
doubt as to the innocence of her husband. The idea even
never occurred to her that Joam Dacosta had been to blame
in marrying her under a name which was not his own. She
only thought of the life of happiness she had led with the
noble man who had been injured so unjustly. Yes! On
the morrow she would go to the gate of the prison, and
never leave it until it was opened! Padre Passanha took
her and her daughter, who could not restrain her tears, and
the three entered the house.

The two young fellows found themselves alone. “ And
now,” said Benito, “ T ought to know all that my father has
told you.”

“1 have nothing to hide from you.”

“Why did Torres come on board the jangada?”

“To sell to Joam Dacosta the secret of his past life.”

““And so, when we first met Torres in the forest of
Iquitos, his plan had already been formed to enter into
communication with my father? ”

“ There cannot be a doubt of it,” replied Manoel. “ The
scoundrel was on his way to the fazenda with the idea of
consummating a vile scheme of extortion which he had
been preparing for a long time.”

“ And when he learned from us that my father and his
whole family were about to pass the frontier, he suddenly
changed his line of conduct?”

“Yes. Because Joam Dacosta once in Brazilian territory
became more at his mercy than while within the frontiers
of Peru. That is why we found Torres at Tabatinga, where
he was waiting in expectation of our arrival.”
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“ And it was I who offered him a passage on the raft!”
exclaimed Benito, with a gesture of despair.

“ Brother,” said Manoel, “ you need not reproach your-
self. Torres would have joined us sooner or later. He was
not the man to abandon such a trail. Had we lost him at
Tabatinga, we should have found him at Manaos.”

“ Yes, Manoel, you are right. But we are not concerned
with the past now. We must think of the present. An end
to useless recriminations! Let us see!” And while speak-
ing, Benito, passing his hand across his forehead, endeavored
to grasp the details of this strange affair.

“How,” he asked, “ did Torres ascertain that my father
had been sentenced three-and-twenty years back for this
abominable crime at Tijuco?”

“I do not know,” answered Manoel, “and everything
leads me to think that your father did not know that.”

“ But Torres knew that Garral was the name under which
Joam Dacosta was living? ”

“ Evidently.”

“ And he knew that it was in Peru, at Iquitos, that for
so many years my father had taken refuge?”

“He knew it,”” said Manoel, “ but how he came to know
it I do not understand.”

“One more question,” continued Benito. ‘ What was
the proposition that Torres made to my father during the
short interview which preceded his expulsion? ”

“ He threatened to denounce Joam Garral as being Joam
Dacosta, if he declined to purchase his silence.”

“ And at what price? ”

““ At the price of his daughter’s hand!”” answered Manoel,
unhesitatingly, but pale with anger.

“ This scoundrel dared to do that!” exclaimed Benito.

“To this infamous request, Benito, you saw the reply
that your father gave.”

“Yes, Manoel, yes! The indignant reply of an honest
man. He kicked Torres off the raft. But it is not enough
to have kicked him out. No! That will not do for me. It
was on Torres’ information that they came here and ar-
rested my father; is not that so?”

“Yes, on his denunciation.”

“Very well,” continued Benito, shaking his fist toward
the left bank of the river, “I must find out Torres. I must
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know how he became master of the secret. He must tell
me if he knows the real author of this crime.- He shall
speak out. And if he does not speak out, I know what I
shall have to do.”

“ What you will have to do is for me to do as well!”
added Manoel, more coolly, but not less resolutely.

“ No, Manoel, no, to me alone!”

“We are brothers, Benito,” replied Manoel. “ The right
of demanding an explanation belongs to us both.”

Benito made no reply. Evidently on that subject his
decision was irrevocable.

At this moment the pilot Araujo, who had been observ-
ing the state of the river, came up to them.

‘““ Have you decided,” he asked, “ if the raft is to remain
at her moorings at the Isle of Muras, or to go on to the
port of Manaos?” The question had to be decided before
nightfall, and the sooner it was settled the better.

In fact, the news of the arrest of Joam Dacosta ought
already to have spread through the town. That it was of
a nature to excite the interest of the population of Manaos
could scarcely be doubted. But would it provoke more than
curiosity against the condemned man, who was the principal
author of the crime of Tijuco, which had formerly ereated
such a sensation? Qught they not fear that some popular
movement might be directed against the prisoner?

In the face of this hypothesis was it not better to leave
the jangada moored near the Isle of Muras on the right
bank of the river at a few miles from Manaos?

“No!” at length exclaimed Benito; ‘“to remain here
would look as though we were abandoning my father and
doubting his innocence—as though we were afraid to make
common cause with him. We must go to Manaos, and
without delay!”

“You are right,” replied Manoel. ““Let us go!”

Araujo, with an approving nod, began his preparations
for leaving the island. The maneuver necessitated a good
deal of care. They had to work the raft slantingly across
the current of the Amazon, here doubled in force by that
of the Rio Negro, and to make for the embouchure of the
tributary about a dozen miles down on the left bank.

The ropes were cast off from the island. The jangada,
again started on the river, began to drift off ' diagonally.
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Araujo, cleverly profiting by the bendings of the current,
which were due to the projections of the banks, and assisted
by the long poles of his crew, succeeded in working the
immense raft in the desired direction.

In two hours the jangada was on the other side of the
Amazon a little above the mouth of the Rio Negro, and
fairly in the current which was to take it to the lower bank
of the vast bay which opened on the left side of the
stream.

At five o’clock in the evening it was strongly moored
alongside this bank, not in the port of Manaos itself, which
it could not enter without stemming a rather powerful cur-
rent, but a short mile below it.

The raft was then in the black waters of the Rio Negro,
near rather a high bluff covered with cecropias with buds
of reddish brown, and palisaded with stiff-stalked reeds
called froxas, of which the Indians made some of their
weapons.

A few citizens were strolling along the bank. A feeling
of curiosity had doubtless attracted them to the anchorage
of the raft. The news of the arrest of Joam Dacosta had
soon spread about, but the curiosity of the Manaens did not
outrun their discretion, and they were very quiet.

Benito’s intention had been to land that evening, but
Manoel dissuaded him. ‘ Wait till to-morrow,” he said,
“night is approaching, and there is no necessity for us to
leave the raft.”

“So be it! To-morrow,” answered Benito.

And here Yaquita, followed by her daughter and Padre
Passanha, came out of the house. Minha was still weeping,
but her mother’s face was tearless, and she had that look
of calm resolution which showed that the wife was now
ready for all things, either to do her duty or to insist on
her rights.

Yaquita slowly advanced toward Manoel. ‘‘ Manoel,”
she said, “listen to what I have to say, for my conscience
commands me to speak as I am about to do.”

“I am listening,” replied Manoel.

Yaquita, looking him straight in the face, continued:
“Yesterday, after the interview you had with Joam Da-
cesta, my husband, you came to me and called me—mother!
You took Minha’s hand, and called her—your wife! You

b
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then knew everything, and the past life of Joam Dacosta
had been then disclosed to you.”

“Yes,” answered Manoel, ““ and Heaven forbid I should
have any hesitation in doing so!”

“ Perhaps so,” replied Yaquita; “ but then Joam Dacosta
had not been arrested. The position is not now the same.
However innocent he may be, my husband is in the hands
of justice; his past life has been publicly proclaimed. Minha
is a convict’s daughter.”

“ Minha Dacosta or Minha Garral, what matters it to
me? " exclaimed Manoel, who could keep silent no longer.

“ Manoel! ” murmured Minha.

And she would certainly have fallen, had not Lina’s arm
supported her.

“ Mother, if you do not wish to kill her,” said Manoel,
“call me your son!”

“My son! my child!”

It was all Yaquita could say, and the tears, which she
restrained with difficulty, filled her eyes. y

And then they all entered the house. But during the
long night not an hour’s sleep fell to the lot of the unfor-
tunate family who were so cruelly tried.

CHAPTER 1I
RETROSPECTIVE

Joam Dacosta had relied entirely on Judge Ribeiro, and
his death was most unfortunate.

Before he was judge at Manaos, and chief magistrate in
the province, Ribeiro had known the young clerk at the
time he was being prosecuted for the murder in the diamond
arrayal. He was then an advocate at Villa Rica, and he
it was who defended the prisoner at the trial. He took
the cause to heart and made it his own, and from an exami-
nation of the papers and detailed information, and not
from the simple fact of his position in the matter, he came
to the conclusion that his client was wrongfully accused,
and that he had taken not the slightest part in the murder
of the escort of the diamonds—in a word, that Joam Da-
costa was innocent,

But, notwithstanding this conviction, notwithstanding his
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talent and zeal, Ribeiro was unable to persuade the jury to
take the same view of the matter. How could he remove
so strong a presumption? If it was not Joam Dacosta, who
had every facility for informing the scoundrels of the con-
voy’s departure, who was it? The official who accompanied
the escort had perished with the greater part of the soldiers,
and suspicion could not point against him. Everything
agreed in distinguishing Dacosta as the true and only author
of the crime.

Ribeiro defended him with great warmth and with all
his powers, but he could not succeed in saving him. The
verdict of the jury was affirmative on all the questions.
Joam Dacosta, convicted of aggravated and premeditated
murder, did not even obtain the benefit of extenuating cir-
cumstances, and heard himself condemned to death.

There was no hope left for the accused. No commuta-
tion of the sentence was possible, for the crime was com-
mitted in the diamond arrayal. The condemned man was
lost. But during the night which preceded his execution,
and when the gallows was already erected, Joam Dacosta
managed to escape from the prison at Villa Rica. We know
the rest.

Twenty years later Ribeiro the advocate became the chief
justice of Manaos. In the depths of his retreat the fazender
of Iquitos heard of the change, and in it saw a favorable
opportunity for bringing forward the revision of the former
proceedings against him, with some chance of success. He
knew that the old convictions of the advocate would be still
unshaken in the mind of the judge. He therefore resolved
to try and rehabilitate himself. Had it not been for Ri-
beiro’s nomination to the chief justiceship in the province
of Amazones, he might perhaps have hesitated, for he had
no new material proof of his innocence to bring forward.
Although the honest man suffered acutely, he might still
have remained hidden in exile at Iquitos, and still have
asked for time to smother the remembrances of the horrible
occurrence, but something was urging him to act in the
matter without delay.

In fact, before Yaquita had spoken to him, Joam Dacosta
had noticed that Manoel was in love with his daughter.

The union of the young army doctor and his daughter
was in every respect a suitable one. It was evident to Joam
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that some day or other he would be asked for her hand in
marriage, and he did not wish to be obliged to refuse.

But then the thought that his daughter would have to
marry under a name which did not belong to her, that
Manoel Valdez, thinking he was entering the family of
Garral, would enter that of Dacosta, the head of which was
under sentence of death, was intolerable to him. No! The
wedding should not take place unless under proper condi-
tions! Never!

Let us recall what had happened up to this time. Four
years after the young clerk who eventually became the part-
ner of Magalhaes, had arrived at Iquitos, the old Portu-
guese had been taken back to the farm mortally injured.
A few days only were left for him to live. He was alarmed
at the thought that his daughter would be left alone and
unprotected ; but knowing that Joam and Yaquita were in
love with each other, he desired their union without delay.

Joam at first refused. He offered to remain the protector
or the servant of Yaquita without becoming her husband.
The wish of the dying Magalhaes was so urgent that re-
sistance became impossible. Yaquita put her hand into the
hand of Joam, and Joam did not withdraw it.

Yes! It was a serious matter! Joam Dacosta ought to
have confessed all, or to have fled forever from the house
in which he had been so hospitably received, from the estab-
lishment of which he had built up the prosperity! Yes!
To confess everything rather than to give to the daughter
of his benefactor a name which was not his, instead of the
name of a felon condemned to death for murder, innocent
though he might be!

But the case was pressing, the old fazender was on the
point of death, his hands were stretched out toward the
young people! Joam was silent, the marriage took place,
and the remainder of his life was devoted to the happiness
of the girl he had made his wife.

“The day when I confess everything,” Joam repeated,
“Yaquita will pardon everything! She will not doubt me
for an instant! But if I ought not to have deceived her,
I certainly will not deceive the honest fellow who wishes
to enter our family by marrying Minha! No! I would
rather give myself up and have done with this life!”

Many times had Joam thought of telling his wife about
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his past life. Yes! the avowal was on his lips whenever
she asked him to take her into Brazil, and with her and
her daughter descend the beautiful Amazon River. He
knew sufficient of Yaquita to be sure that her affection for
him would not thereby be diminished in the least. But
courage failed him!

And this is easily intelligible in the face of the happiness
of the family which increased on every side. This happi-
ness was his work. and it might be destroyed forever by his
return.

Such had been his life for those long years; such had
been the continuous source of his sufferings, of which he
had kept the secret so well; such had been the existence of
this man, who had no action to be ashamed of, and whom a
great injustice compelled to hide!

But at length the day arrived when there could no longer
remain a doubt as to the affection which Manoel bore to
Minha, when he could see that a year would not go by
before he was asked to give his consent to her marriage,
and after a short delay he no longer hesitated to proceed
in the matter.

A letter from him, addressed to Judge Ribeiro, acquaint-
ed the chief justice with the secret of the existence of Joam
Dacosta, with the name under which he was concealed, with
the place where he lived with his family, and at the same
time with his formal intention of delivering himself up to
justice, and taking steps to procure the revision of the pro-
ceedings, which would either result in his rehabilitation or
in the execution of the iniquitous judgment delivered at
Villa Rica. j

What were the feelings which agitated the heart of the
worthy magistrate? We can easily divine them. It was
no longer to the advocate that the accused applied, it was
to the chief justice of the province that the convict appealed.
Joam Dacosta gave himself over to him entirely, and did
not even ask him to keep the secret.

Judge Ribeiro was at first troubled about this unexpected
revelation, but he soon recovered himself, and scrupulously
considered the duties which the position imposed on him.
It was his place to pursue criminals, and here was one who
delivered himself into his hands. This criminal, it was
true, he had defended; he had never doubted but that he
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had been unjustly condemned; his joy had been extreme
when he saw him escape by flight from the last penalty; he
had even instigated and facilitated his flight! But what the
advocate had done in the past could the magistrate do in
the present?

“Well, yes!” had the judge said, “ my conscience tells
me not to abandon that just man. The step he is taking
is a fresh proof of his innocence, a moral proof, even if
he brings me others, which may be the most convincing of
all. No! I will not abandon him!”

From this day forward a secret correspondence took place
between the magistrate and Joam Dacosta. Ribeiro at the
outset cautioned his client against compromising himself by
his imprudence. He had again to work up the matter,
again to read over the papers, again to look through the
inquiries. He had to find out if any new facts had come
to light in the diamond province referring to so serious a
case. Had any of the accomplices of the crime, of the
smugglers who had attacked the convoy, been arrested
since the attempt? Had any confessions or half-con-
fessions been brought forward? Joam Dacosta had done
nothing but protest his innocence from the very first.
But that was not enough, and Judge Ribeiro was de-
sirous of finding in the case itself the clue to the real
culprit.

Joam Dacosta had accordingly been prudent. He had
promised to be so. But in all his trials it was an immense
consolation for him to find his old advocate, though now
a chief justice, so firmly convinced that he was not guilty.
Yes! Joam Dacosta, in spite of his condemnation, was a
victim, a martyr, an honest man to whom society owed a
signal reparation! And when the magistrate knew the past
career of the fazender of Iquitos since his sentence, the
position of his family, all that life of devotion, of work,
employed unceasingly for the happiness of those belonging
to him, he was not only more convinced but more affected,
and determined to do all he could to procure the rehabilita-
tion of the felon of Tijuco.

For six months a correspondence had passed between
these two men.

One day, the case being pressing, Joam Dacosta wrote to
Judge Ribeiro: :
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“In two months I will be with yeu, in the power of the
chief justice of the province!”

“ Come, then,” replied Ribeiro.

The jangada was then ready to go down the river. Joam
Dacosta embarked on it with all his people. During the
voyage, to the great astonishment of his wife and son, he
landed but rarely, as we know. More often he remained
shut up in his room, writing, working, not at his trade
accounts, but, without saying anything about it, at a kind
of memoir, which he called “ The History of My Life,”
and which was meant to be used in the revision of the legal
proceedings.

Eight days before his new arrest, made on account of
information given by Torres, which forestalled and per-
haps would ruin his prospects, he intrusted to an Indian
on the Amazon a letter, in which he warned Judge Ribeiro
of his approaching arrival.

The letter was sent and delivered as addressed, and the
magistrate only waited for Joam Dacosta to commence on
the serious undertaking which he hoped to bring to a suc-
cessful issue.

During the night before the arrival of the raft at Ma-
naos, Judge Ribeiro was seized with an attack of apoplexy.
But the denunciation of Torres, whose scheme of extortion
had collapsed in face of the noble anger of his victim, had
produced its effect. Joam Dacosta was arrested in the
bosom of his family, and his old advocate was zo longer
in this world to defend him.

Yes! the blow was terrible indeed. His lot was cast,
whatever his fate might be; there was no going back for
him! And Joam Dacosta rose from beneath the blow
which had so unexpectedly struck him! It was not only
his own honor which was in question, but the honor of all
who belonged to him!



CHAPTER III
MORAL PROOFS

THE warrant against Joam Dacosta, alias Joam Garral,
had been issued by the assistant of Judge Ribeiro, who
filled the position of magistrate in the province of Amazones,
until the nomination of the successor of the late justice.

This assistant bore the name of Vicente Jarriquez. He
was a surly little fellow, whom forty years’ practice in
criminal procedure had not rendered particularly friendly
toward those who came before him. He had had so many
cases of this sort, and tried and sentenced so many rascals,
that a prisoner’s innocence seemed to him a@ priori inad-
missible. To be sure, he did not come to a decision un-
conscientiously; but his conscience was strongly fortified,
and was not easily affected by the circumstances of the
examination or the arguments for the defense. Like a good
many judges, he thought but little of the indulgence of the
jury, and when a prisoner was brought before him, after
having passed through the sieve of inquest, inquiry, and
examination, there was every presumption in his eyes that
the man was quite ten times guilty.

Jarriquez, however, was not a bad man. Nervous,
fidgety, talkative, keen, crafty, he had a curious look about
him, with his big head on his little body; his ruffled hair,
which would not have disgraced the judge’s wig of the past;
his piercing, gimletlike eyes, with their expression of sur-
prising acuteness; his prominent nose, with which he would
assuredly have gesticulated had it been movable; his ears
wide open, so as to better catch all that was said, even
when it was out of range of ordinary auditory apparatus;
his fingers unceasingly tapping the table in front of him,
like those of a pianist practising on the mute; and his body
so long and his legs so short, and his feet perpetually cross-
ing and recrossing, as he sat in state in his magistrate’s
chair.

In private life, Jarriquez, who was a confirmed old
bachelor, never left his law books but for the table, which
he did not despise; for chess, of which he was a past master;
and above all things for Chinese puzzles, enigmas, charades,
rebuses, anagrams, riddles, and such things, with which,
like more than one Europeag justice—thorough sphinxes

1
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by taste as well as by profession—he principally passed his
leisure.

It will be seen that he was an original, and it will be
seen also how much Joam Dacosta had lost by the death
of Judge Ribeiro, inasmuch as his case would come before
this not very agreeable judge.

Moreover, the task of Jarriquez was in a way very simple.
He had neither to inquire nor to rule; he had not even to
regulate a discussion nor to obtain a verdict, neither to
apply the articles of the penal code, nor to pronounce a
sentence. Unfortunately for the fazender, such formalities
were no longer necessary; Joam Dacosta had been arrested,
convicted, and sentenced three-and-twenty years ago for
the crime at Tijuco; no limitation had yet affected his
sentence. No demand in commutation of the penalty could
be introduced, and no appeal for mercy could be received.
It was only necessary then to establish his identity, and
as soon as the order arrived from Rio Janeiro justice would
have taken its course.

But in the nature of things Joam Dacosta would protest
his innocence; he would say he had been unjustly con-
demned. The magistrate’s duty, notwithstanding the opin-
ions he held, would be to listen to him. The question would
be, what proofs could the convict offer to make good his
assertions? And if he was not able to produce them when
he appeared before his first judges, was he able to do so
now?

Herein consisted all the interest of the examination.
There would have to be admitted the fact of a defaulter,
prosperous and safe in a foreign country, leaving his re-
fuge of his own free will to face the justice which his past
life should have taught him to dread, and herein would be
one of those rare and curious cases which ought to interest
even a magistrate hardened with all the surroundings of
forensic strife. Was it impudent folly on the part of the
doomed man of Tijuco, who was tired of his life, or was
it the impulse of a conscience which would at all risks have
wrong set right? The problem was a strange one, it must
be acknowledged.

On the morrow of Joam Dacosta’s arrest, Judge Jar-
riquez made his way to the prison in God-the-Son Street,
where the convict had been placed. The prison was an old
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missionary convent, situated on the bank of one of the
principal inguarapes of the town. To the voluntary pris-
oners of former times there had succeeded in this build-
ing, which was but little adapted for the purpose, the com-
pulsory prisoners of to-day. The room occupied by Joam
Dacosta was nothing like one of those sad little cells which
form part of our modern penitentiary system; but an old
monk’s room, with a barred window without shutters, open-
ing on to an uncultivated space, a bench in one corner, and
a kind of pallet in the other.

It was from this apartment that Joam Dacosta, on this
25th of August, about eleven o’clock in the morning, was
taken and brought into the judge’s room, which was the old
common hall of the convent.

Judge Jarriquez was there in front of his desk, perched
on his high chair, his back turned toward the window, so
that his face was in shadow while that of the accused re-
mained in full daylight. His clerk, with the indifference
which characterizes these legal folks, had taken his seat at
the end of the table, his pen behind his ear, ready to record
the questions and answers.

Joam Dacosta was introduced into the room, and at a
sign from the judge the guards who had brought him
withdrew.

Judge Jarriquez looked at the accused for some time.
The latter, leaning slightly forward and maintaining a be-
coming attitude, neither careless nor humble, waited with
dignity for the questions to which he was expected to
reply.

“Your name? ” said Judge Jarriquez.

“ Joam Dacosta.”

“Your age?”

“ Fifty-two.”

“ Where do you live? ”

“In Peru, at the village of Iquitos.”

“ Under what name?”

“Under that of Garral, which is that of my mother.”

“ And why do you bear that name? ”

“ Because for three-and-twenty years I wished to hide
myself from the pursuit of Brazilian justice.”

The answers were so exact, and seemed to show that
Joam Dacosta had made up his mind to confess everything
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concerning his past life, that Judge Jarriquez, little accus-
tomed to such a course, cocked up his nose more than was
usual to him.

“ And why,” he continued, “should Brazilian justice
pursue you? ”’

‘“ Because I was sentenced to death in 1826 in the diamond
affair at Tijuco.”

“You confess then that you are Joam Dacosta? ”

“I am Joam Dacosta.”

All this was said with great calmness, and as simply as
possible. The little eyes of Judge Jarriquez, hidden by their
lids, seemed to say:

“ Never came across anything like this before.”

He had put the invariable question which had hitherto
brought the invariable reply from culprits of every category
protesting their innocence. The fingers of the judge began
to beat a gentle tattoo on the table.

“ Joam Dacosta,” he asked, “ what were you doing at
Iquitos? ”

“I was a fazender, and engaged in managing a farm-
ing establishment of considerable size.”

“ It was prospering?

“ Greatly prospering.”

“ How long ago did you leave your fazenda?”

“ About nine weeks.”

[{4 Why? ”

“As to that, sir,” answered Dacosta, “I invented a
pretext, but in reality I had a motive.”

“ What was the pretext?”

“ The responsibility of taking into Para a large raft, and
a cargo of different products of the Amazon.”

“ Ah! and what was the real motive of your departure? ”

And in asking this question Jarriquez said to himself:

“Now we shall get into denials and falsehoods.”

“The real motive,” replied Joam Dacosta, in a firm
voice, ““was the resolution I had taken to give myself up
to the justice of my country.”

“You give yourself up!” exclaimed the judge, rising
fron; ,his stool. ‘“ You give yourself up of your own free
will? ”

“Of my own free will.”

“ And why?”

V XII Verne
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“ Because I had had enough of this lying life, this obli-
gation to live under a false name, of this impossibility to
be able to restore to my wife and children that which be-
longs to them; in short, sir, because #

“ Because? ”

“1 was innocent! ”

“ That is what I was waiting for!” said Judge Jarri-
quez aside.

And while his fingers tattoed a slightly more audible
march, he made a sign with his head to Dacosta, which sig-
nified as clearly as possible: “ Go on! Tell me your his-
tory! I know it, but I do not wish to interrupt you in
telling it in your own way.”

Joam Dacosta, who did not disregard the magistrate’s
far from encouraging attitude, could not but see this, and
he told the history of his whole life. He spdke quietly
without departing from the calm he had imposed upon him-
self, without omitting any circumstances which had preceded
or succeeded his condemnation. In the same tone he in-
sisted on the honored and honorable life he had led since
his escape, and his duties as head of his family, as husband
and father, which he had so worthily fulfilled. He laid
stress only on one circumstance—that which had brought
him to Manaos to urge on the revision of the proceedings
against him, to procure his rehabilitation—and that he was
compelled to do.

Judge Jarriquez, who was naturally prepossessed against
all criminals, did not interrupt him. He contented himself
with opening and shutting his eyes like a man who heard
the story told for the hundredth time; and when Joam
Dacosta laid on the table the memoir which he had drawn
up, he made no movement to take it.

“You have finished? ” he said.

“Yes, sir.”

“ And you persist in asserting that you only left Iquitos
to procure the revision of the judgment against you? ”

“T had no other intention.”

“ What is there to prove that? Who can prove, that
without the denunciation which brought about your arrest,
you would have given yourself up?”

“This memoir in the first place.”

“ That memoir was in your possession, and there is noth-
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ing to show that had you not been arrested you would have
put it to the use you say you intended.”

“ At the least, sir, there was one thing that was not in
my possession, and of the authenticity of which there can
be no doubt.”

“What?”

“ The letter I wrote to your predecessor, Judge Ribeiro,
the letter which gave him notice of my early arrival.”

“ Ah! you wrote? ”

“Yes. And the letter which ought to have arrived at its
destination should have been handed over to you.”

“Really!” answered Judge Jarriquez, in a slightly in-
credulous tone. “ You wrote to Judge Ribeiro.”

“ Before he was a judge in this province,” answered Joam
Dacosta, “he was an advocate at Villa Rica. He it was
who defended me in the trial at Tijuco. He never doubted
the justice of my cause. He did all he could to save me.
Twenty years later, when he had become chief justice at
Manaos, I let him know who I was, where I was, and what
I wished to attempt. His opinion about me had not changed,
and it was at his advice I left the fazenda, and came in
person to proceed with my rehabilitation. But death un-
fortunately struck him, and maybe I shall be lost,
sir, if in Judge Jarriquez I do not find another Judge
Ribeiro.”

The magistrate, appealed to so directly, was about to
start up in defiance of all the traditions of the judicial
bench, but he managed to restrain himself, and was con-
tented with muttering, “ Very strong, indeed ; very strong!”

Judge Jarriquez was evidently hard of heart, and proof
against all surprise.

At this moment a guard entered the room, and handed
a sealed package to the magistrate.

He broke the seal and drew a letter from the envelope.
He opened it and read it, not without a certain contraction
of the eyebrows, and then said, “I have no reason for
hiding from you, Joam Dacosta, that this is the letter you
have been speaking about, addressed by you to Judge Ri-
beiro and sent on to me. I have, therefore, no reason to
doubt what you have said on the subject.”

“Not only on that subject,” answered Dacosta, “ but on
the subject of all the circumstances of my life which I have
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brought to your knowledge, and which are none of them
open to question.” )

“Eh! Joam Dacosta,” quickly replied Judge Jarriquez.
“ You protest your innocence ; but all prisoners do as much!
After all, you only offer moral presumptions. Have you
any material proof?”

“ Perhaps I have,” answered Joam Dacosta.

At these words, Judge Jarriquez left his chair. This was
too much for him, and he had to take two or three circuits
of the room to recover himself.

CHAPTER IV
MATERIAL PROOFS

WHEN the magistrate had again taken his place, like a
man who considered he was perfectly master of himself,
he leaned back in his chair, and with his head raised and
his eyes looking straight in front, as though not even notic-
ing the accused, remarked in a tone of the most perfect
indifference: “ Go on.”

Joam Dacosta reflected for a minute, as if hesitating to
resume the order of his thoughts, and then answered as
follows:

“Up to the present, sir, I have only given you moral
presumptions of my innocence grounded on the dignity,
propriety, and honesty of the whole of my life. I should
have thought that such proofs were those most worthy of
being brought forward in matters of justice.”

Judge Jarriquez could not restrain a movement of his
shoulders, showing that such was not his opinion.

“ Since they are not enough, I proceed with the ma-
terial proofs which I shall perhaps be able to produce,”
continued Dacosta; “I say perhaps, for I do not yet
know what credit to attach to them. And, sir, I
have never spoken of these things to my wife or
children, not wishing to raise a hope which might be de-
stroyed.”

“To the point,” answered Jarriquez.

“I have every reason to believe, sir, that my arrest on
the eve of the arrival of the raft at Manaos is due to in-
formation given to the chief of the police? ”
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“ You are not mistaken, Joam Dacosta, but I ought to
tell you that the information is anonymous.”

“Tt matters little, for I know that it could only come
from a scoundrel called Torres.”

“ And what right have you to speak in such a way of this
—informer?”

“ A scoundrel! Yes, sir!” replied Joam, quickly. “ This
man, whom I received with hospitality, only came to me to
propose that I should purchase his silence, to offer me an
odious bargain that I shall never regret having refused,
whatever may be the consequences of his denunciation!”

“ Always this method!” thought Judge Jarriquez; “ ac-
cusing others to clear himself.”

But he none the less listened with extreme attention to
Joam’s recital of his relations with the adventurer up to
the moment when Torres let him know that he knew and
could reveal the name of the true author of the crime of
Tijuco.

“ And what is the name of the guilty man?” asked Jar-
riquez, shaken in his indifference.

“I do not know,” answered Joam Dacosta. ‘ Torres
was too cautious to let it out.”

“ And the culprit is living?”

“He is dead.”

The fingers of Judge Jarriquez tattooed more quickly,
and he could not avoid exclaiming: “ The man who can
furnish the proof of a prisoner’s innocence is always dead.”

“1f the real culprit is dead, sir,” replied Dacosta, “ Tor-
res at least is living, and the proof, written throughout in
the handwriting of the author of the crime, he has assured
me is in his hands! He offered to sell it to me!”

“Eh! Joam Dacosta!” answered Judge Jarriquez, “ that
would not have been dear at the cost of your whole for-
tune!”

“If Torres had only asked my fortune, I would have
given it to him, and not one of my people would have
demurred! Yes, you are right, sir; a man cannot pay
too dearly for the redemption of his honor! But this
scoundrel, knowing that I was at his mercy, required more
than my fortune!”

“How so?”

“ My daughter’s hand was to be the cost of the bargain!
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I refused; he denounced me; and that is why I am now
before you!” ,

“ And if Torres had not informed against you,” asked
Judge Jarriquez—* if Torres had not met with you on
your voyage, what would you have done on learning on
your arrival of the death of Judge Ribeiro? Would you
then have delivered yourself into the hands of justice? ”

“ Without the slightest hesitation,” replied Joam, in a
firm voice; “ for, I repeat it, I had no other object in leav-
ing Iquitos to come to Manaos.”

This was said in such a tone of truthfulness, that Judge
Jarriquez experienced a kind of feeling making its way to
that corner of the heart where convictions are formed, but
he did not give in.

He could scarcely help being astonished. A judge en-
gaged merely in this examination, he knew nothing of what
is known by those who have followed this history, and
who cannot doubt but that Torres held in his hands the
material proof of Joam Dacosta’s innocence. They know
that the document existed ; that it contained this evidence;
and perhaps they may be led to think that Judge Jarriquez
was pitilessly incredulous. But they should remember that
Judge Jarriquez was not in their position; that he was
accustomed to the invariable protestations of the culprits
who came before him. The document which Joam Dacosta
appealed to was not produced; he did not really know if
it actually existed; and to conclude, he had before him a
man whose guilt had for him the certainty of a settled
thing.

However, he wished, perhaps through curiosity, to drive
Joam Dacosta behind his last entrenchments.

“And so,” he said, “all your hope now rests on the
declaration which has been made to you by Torres.”

“Yes, sir, if my whole life does not plead for me.”

“ Where do you think Torres really is? ”

“T think in Manaos.”

“ And you hope that he will speak—that he will consent
good-naturedly to hand over to you the document for
which you have declined to pay the price he asked? ”

“I hope so, sir,” replied Joam Dacosta; “ the situation
now is not the same for Torres; he has denounced me, and
consequently he cannot retain any hope of resuming his
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bargaining under the previous conditions. But this docu-
ment might still be worth a fortune if, supposing I am
acquitted or executed, it should ever escape him. Hence
his interest is to sell me the document, which cannot thus
injure him in any way, and I think he will act according
to his interest.”

The reasoning of Joam Dacosta was unanswerable, and
Judge Jarriquez felt it to be so. He made the only pos-
sible objection.

“ The interest of Torres is doubtless to sell you the docu-
ment—if the document exists.”

“If it does not exist,” answered Joam Dacosta, in a
penetrating voice, “in trusting to the justice of men, I
must put my trust only in God!”

At these words Judge Jarriquez rose, and, in not quite
such an indifferent tone, said, “ Joam Dacosta, in examining
you here, in allowing you to relate the particulars of your
past life and to protest your innocence, I have gone further
than my instructions allow me. An information has already
been laid in this affair, and you have appeared before the
jury at Villa Rica, whose verdict was given unanimously
and without even the addition of extenuating circumstances.
You have been found guilty of the instigation of, and com-
plicity in, the murder of the soldiers and the robbery of the
diamonds at Tijuco, the capital sentence was pronounced on
you, and it was only by flight that you escaped execution.
But that you came here to deliver yourself over, or not, to
the hands of justice three-and-twenty years afterward, you
would never have been retaken. For the last time, you
admit that you are Joam Dacosta, the condemned man of
the diamond arrayal?”

“I am Joam Dacosta!”

“You are ready to sign this declaration? ”

“I am ready.”

And with a hand without a tremble Joam Dacosta put
his name to the foot of the declaration and the report which
Judge Jarriquez had made his clerk draw up.

“'The report, addressed to the minister of justice, is to
be sent off to Rio Janeiro,” said the magistrate. “ Many
days will elapse before we receive orders to carry out your
sentence. If then, as you say, Torres possesses the proof
of your innocence, do all you can yourself—do all you can
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through your friends—do everything, so that that proof
can be produced in time. Once the order arrives no delay
will be possible, and justice must take its course.”

Joam Dacosta bowed slightly.

“ Shall I be allowed in the meantime to see my wife and
children? " he asked.

“ After to-day, if you wish,” answered Judge Jarriquez;
“you are no longer in close confinement, and they can be
brought to you as soon as they apply.”

The magistrate then rang the bell. The guards entered
the room, and took away Joam Dacosta.

Judge Jarriquez watched him as he went out, and shook
his head, and muttered, “ Well, ‘well! This is a much
stranger affair than I ever thought it would be!”

CHAPTER V
THE LAST BLOW

WHILE Joam Dacosta was undergoing this examination,
Yaquita, from an inquiry made by Manoel, ascertained that
she and her children would be permitted to see the prisoner
that very day about four o’clock in the afternoon.

Yaquita had not left her room since the evening before.
Minha and Lina kept near her, waiting for the time when
she would be admitted to see her husband. Yaquita Garral
or Yaquita Dacosta, he would still find her the devoted
wife and brave companion he had ever known. her
to be.

About eleven o’clock in the morning Benito joined Manoel
and Fragoso, who were talking in the bow of the jangada.
“ Manoel,” said he, “ I have a favor to ask you.”

“What is it?”

“ And you, too, Fragoso.”

“T am at your service, Mr. Benito,” answered the barber.

“What is the matter?” asked Manoel, looking at his
friend, whose expression was that of a man who had come
to some unalterable resolution.

“ You never doubt my father’s innocence? Is that so?”
said Benito.

“ Ah!” exclaimed Fragoso, ‘‘rather I think it was I
who committed the crime.”
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“ Well, we must now commence on the project I thought
of yesterday.”

“ To find out Torres? ” asked Manoel.

“ Yes, and know from him how he found out my father’s
retreat. There is something inexplicable about it. Did he
know it before? I cannot understand it, for my father
never left Iquitos for more than twenty years, and this
scoundrel is hardly thirty! But the day will not close be-
fore I know it; or, woe to Torres!”

Benito’s resolution admitted of no discussion ; and besides,
neither Manoel nor Fragoso had the slightest thought of
dissuading him.

“1 will ask, then,” continued Benito, “ for both of you
to accompany me. We shall start in a minute or two. It
will not do to wait till Torres has left Manaos. He has no
longer got his silence to sell, and the idea might occur to
him. Let us be off!” And so all three of them landed on
the bank of the Rio Negro and started for the town.

Manaos was not so considerable that it could not be
searched in a few hours. They had made up their minds
to go from house to house, if necessary, to look for Torres,
but their better plan seemed to be to apply in the first in-
stance to the keepers of the taverns and lojas, where the
adventurer was likely to put up. There could hardly be a
doubt that the ex-captain of the woods would not have
given his name; he might have personal reasons for avoid-
ing all communication with the police. Nevertheless, unless
he had left Manaos it was almost impossible for him to
escape the young fellows’ search. In any case, there would
be no use in applying to the police, for it was very probable
—in fact, we know that it actually was so—that the infor-
mation given to them had been anonymous.

For an hour Benito, Manoel, and Fragoso walked along
the principal streets of the town, inquiring of tradesmen
in their shops, the tavern-keepers in their cabarets, and even
the bystanders, without any one being able to recognize the
individual whose description they so accurately gave. Had
Torres left Manaos? Would they have to give up all hope
of coming across him?

In vain Manoel tried to calm Benito, whose head seemed
on fire. Cost what it might, he must get at Torres!

Chance at last favored them, and it was Fragoso who



26 THE CRYPTOGRAM

put them on the right track. In a tavern in Holy Ghost
Street, from the description which the people received of
the adventurer, they replied that the individual in question
had put up at the loja the evening before.

“Did he sleep here?” asked Fragoso.

“Yes,” answered the tavern-keeper.

“Is he here now?”

“No. He has gone out.”

“But he has settled his bill, as a man would who has
gone for good?”

“ By no means; he left his room about an hour ago, and
he will doubtless come back to supper.”

“Do you know what road he took when he went out? ”

“ We saw him turning toward the Amazon, going through
the lower town, and you will probably meet him on that
side.”

Fragoso did not want any more. A few seconds after-
ward he rejoined the young fellows, and said, “I am on
the track.”

“He is there!” exclaimed Benito.

“No; he has just gone out, and they have seen him
walking across to the bank of the Amazon.”

“Come on!” replied Benito.

They had to go back toward the river, and the shortest
way was for them to take the left bank of the Rio Negro,
down to its mouth.

They soon left the last houses of the town behind, and
followed the bank, making a slight detour so as not to be
observed from the jangada. The plain was at this time
deserted. Far away the view extended across the flat, where
cultivated fields had replaced the former forests.

‘Benito did not speak; he could not utter a word. Manoel
and Fragoso respected his silence. And so the three of
them went along and looked about on all sides as they
traversed the space between the bank of the Rio Negro
and that of the Amazon. Three-quarters of an hour after
leaving Manaos, and still they had seen nothing!

Once or twice Indians working in the fields were met
with. Manoel questioned them, and one of them at length
told him that a man, such as he described, had just passed
in the direction of the angle formed by the two rivers at
their confluence.
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Without waiting for more, Benito, by an irresistible move-
ment, strode to the front, and his two companions had to
hurry on to avoid being left behind.

The left bank of the Amazon was then about a quarter
of a mile off. A sort of cliff appeared ahead, hiding a part
of the horizon, and bounding the view a few hundred paces
in advance. Benito, hurrying on, soon disappeared behind
one of the sandy knolls.

“Quicker! quicker!” said Manoel to Fragoso. “We
must not leave him alone for an instant.” And they were
dashing along when a shot struck on their ears. Had
Benito caught sight of Torres? What had he seen? Had
Benito and Torres already met?

Manoel and Fragoso, fifty paces farther on, after swiftly
running round the bank, saw two men standing face to face.
They were Torres and Benito.

In an instant Manoel and Fragoso had hurried up to
them. It might have been supposed that in Benito’s state
of excitement he would be unable to restrain himself when
he found himself once again in the presence of the ad-
venturer. It was not so.

As soon as the young man saw Torres, and was certain
that he could not escape, a complete change took place in
his manner, his coolness returned, and he became once more
master of himself. The two men looked at one another for
a few moments without a word. Torres first broke silence,
and in the impudent tone habitual to him, remarked, “ Ah!
How goes it, Mr. Benito Garral?”

“No, Benito Dacosta!” answered the young man.

“ Quite so,” continued Torres. ‘“ Mr. Benito Dacosta,
accompanied by Mr. Manoel Valdez and my friend Fra-
goso!”’

At the irritating qualification thus accorded him by the
adventurer, Fragoso, who was by no means loth to do him
some damage, was about to rush to the attack, when Benito,
quite unmoved, held him back.

“ What is the matter with you, my lad? ” exclaimed Tor-
res, retreating for a few steps. “1I think I had better put
myself on guard.”

And as he spoke he drew from beneath his poncho his
manchetta, the weapon, adapted at will for offense or de-
fense, which a Brazilian is never without. And then,
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slightly stooping, and planted firmly on his feet, he waited
for what was to follow.

“ T have come to look for you, Torres,” sald Benito, who
had not stirred in the least at this threatening attitude.

“To look for me? ” answered the adventurer. “ It is not
very difficult to find me. And why have you come to look
for me?”

“ To know from your own lips what you appear to know
of the past life of my father.”

“Really!”

“Yes. I want to know how you recognized him, why
you were prowling about our fazenda in the forest of Iqui-
tos, and why you were waiting for us at Tabatinga? ”

“ Well! it seems to me nothing could be clearer!” an-
swered Torres, with a grin. “I was waiting to get a pas-
sage on the jangada, and I went on board with the intention
of making him a very simple proposition—which possibly
he was wrong in rejecting.”

At these words Manoel could stand it no longer. With
pale face and eye of fire he strode up to Torres.

Benito, wishing to exhaust every means of conciliation,
thrust himself between them.

“ Calm yourself, Manoel!” he said. “I am calm—even
I'” And then continuing, ““ Quite so, Torres; I know the
reason of your coming on board the raft. Possessed of a
secret which was doubtless given to you, you wanted to
make it a means of extortion. But that is not what I want
to know at present.”

‘“ What is it, then? ”

“I want to know how you recognized Joam Dacosta in
the fazender of Iquitos?”

“How I recognized him?” replied Torres. “ That is
my business, and I see no reason why I should tell you.
The important fact is, that I was not mistaken when I
denounced in him the real author of the crime of Tijuco!”

“You say that to me!” exclaimed Benito, who began to
lose his self-possession.

“T will tell you nothing,” returned Torres; “ Joam Da-
costa declined my propositions! He refused to admit me
into his family! Well! now that his secret is known,
now that he is a prisoner, it is I who refuse to enter
his family, the family of a thief, of a murderer, of

)
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a condemned felon, for whom the gallows now waits!”

“ Scoundrel!” exclaimed Benito, who drew his man-
chetta from his belt and put himself in position.

Manoel and Fragoso, by a similar movement, quickly
drew their weapons.

“ Three against one!” said Torres.

“No! one against one!” answered Benito.

“Really! I should have thought an assassination would
have better suited an assassin’s son!”

“Torres!” exclaimed Benito, “defend yourself, or I
will kill you like a mad dog!”

“Mad! so be it!” answered Torres, “but I bite, Benito
Dacosta, and beware of the wounds!” And then again
grasping his manchetta, he put himself on guard and ready
to attack his enemy.

Benito had stepped back a few paces. * Torres,” he said,
regaining all his coolness, which for a moment he had lost,
“you were the guest of my father, you threatened him,
you betrayed him, you denounced him, you accused an in-
nocent man, and with God’s help I am going to kill you!”

Torres replied with the most insolent smile imaginable.
Perhaps at the moment the scoundrel had an idea of stop-
ping any struggle between Benito and him, and he could
have done so. In fact, he had seen that Joam Dacosta had
said nothing about the document which formed the material
proof of his innocence.

Had he revealed to Benito that he, Torres, possessed
this proof, Benito would have been that instant disarmed.
But his desire to wait till the very last moment, so as to
get the very best price for the document he possessed, the
recollection of the young man’s insulting words, and the
hate which he bore to all that belonged to him, made him
forget his own interest.

In addition to being thoroughly accustomed to the man-
chetta, which he often had had occasion to use, the advent-
urer was strong, active, and artful, so that against an ad-
versary who was scarcely twenty, who could have neither
his strength vor his dexterity, the chances were greatly in
his favor.

Manoel by a last effort wished to insist on fighting him
instead of Benito.

“No, Manoel,” was the cool reply, “it is for me alone
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to avenge my father, and as everything here ought to be
in order, you shall be my second.”

“ Benito!”

“ As for you, Fragoso, you will not refuse if I ask you
to act as second for that man?”

“So be it,” answered Fragoso, ‘though it is not an
office of honor! Without the least ceremony,” he added,
“I would have killed him like a wild beast!”

The place where the duel was about to take place was a
level bank about fifty paces long, on the top of a cliff
rising perpendicularly some fifty feet above the Amazon.
The river slowly flowed at the foot, and bathed the clumps
of reeds which bristled round its base.

There was, therefore, none too much room, and the com-
batant who was the first to give way would quickly be driven
over into the abyss.

The signal was given by Manoel, and Torres and Benito
stepped forward. Benito had complete command over him-
self. The defender of a sacred cause, his coolness was
unruffled, much more so than that of Torres, whose con-
science, insensible and hardened as it was, was bound at
the moment to trouble him.

The two met, and the first blow came from Benito. Tor-
res parried it. They then jumped back, but almost at the
same instant they rushed together, and with their left hands
seized each other by the shoulders—never to leave go again.

Torres, who was the strongest, struck a side blow with
his manchetta which Benito could not quite parry. His
left side was touched, and his poncho was reddened with
his blood. But he quickly replied, and slightly wounded
Torres in the hand.

Several blows were then interchanged, but nothing de-
cisive was done. The ever silent gaze of Benito pierced
the eyes of Torres like a sword-blade thrust to his very
heart. Visibly, the scoundrel began to quail. He recoiled
little by little, pressed back by his implacable foe, who was
more determined on taking the life of his father’s denouncer
than in defending his own. To strike was all that Benito
longed for; to parry was all that the other now attempted
to do.

Soon Torres saw himself thrust to the very edge of the
bank, at a spot where, slightly scooped away, it overhung
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the river. He perceived the danger; he tried to retake the
offensive and regain the lost ground. His agitation in-
creased, his looks grew livid. At length he was obliged to
stoop beneath the arm which threatened him.

“Die, then!” exclaimed Benito.

The blow was struck full on the chest, but the point of
the manchetta was stopped by a hard substance hidden be-
neath the poncho of the adventurer.

Benito renewed his attack, and Torres, whose return
thrust did not touch his adversary, felt himself lost. He
was again obliged to retreat. Then he would have shouted
—shouted that the life of Joam Dacosta depended on his
own! He had not time!

A second thrust of the manchetta pierced his heart. He
fell backward, and the ground suddenly failing him, he was
precipitated down the cliff. As a last effort his hands con-
vulsively clutched at a clump of reeds, but they could not
stop him, and he disappeared beneath the waters of the
river.

Benito was supported on Manoel’s shoulder; Fragoso
grasped his hands. He would not even give his companions
time to dress his wound, which was very slight.

“To the jangada!” he said, “ to the jangada!”

Manoel and Fragoso with deep emotion followed him
without speaking a word.

A quarter of an hour afterward the three reached the
bank to which the raft was moored. Benito and Manoel
rushed into the room where were Yaquita and Minha, and
told them all that had passed.

“My son!” “My brother!”

The words were uttered at the same moment.

“ To the prison!” said Benito.

“Yes! Come! come!” replied Yaquita.

Benito, followed by Manoel, hurried along his mother,
and half an hour later they arrived before the prison.

Owing to the order previously given by Judge Jarriquez
they were immediately admitted, and conducted to the
chamber occupied by the prisoner. The door opened. Joam
Dacosta saw his wife, his son, and Manoel enter the room.

““ Ah! Joam, my Joam!” exclaimed Yaquita.

“ Yaquita! my wife! my children!” replied the prisoner,
who opened his arms and pressed them to his heart.
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“ My Joam, innocent!”

“ Innocent and avenged !’ said Benito.

“ Avenged? What do you mean?”

“ Torres is dead, father; killed by my hand!”

“ Dead !—Torres!—Dead! ” gasped Joam Dacosta. “‘ My
son! You have ruined me!”

CHAPTER VI
RESOLUTIONS

A FEW hours later the whole family had returned to the
raft, and were assembled in the large room. All were there,
except the prisoner, on whom the last blow had just fallen.
Benito was quite overwhelmed, and accused himself of hav-
ing destroyed his father, and had it not been for the en-
treaties of Yaquita, of his sister, or Padre Passanha, and
of Manoel, the distracted youth would in the first moments
of despair have probably made away with himself. But
he was never allowed to get out of sight, he was never left
alone. And besides, how could he have acted otherwise?
Ah! why had not Joam Dacosta told him all before he left
the jangada? Why had he refrained from speaking, except
before a judge, of this material proof of his innocence?
Why, in his interview with Manoel after the expulsion of
Torres, had he been silent about the document which the
adventurer pretended to hold in his hands? But, after all,
what faith ought he to place in what Torres had said?
Could he be certain that such a document was in the rascal’s
possession?

Whatever might be the reason, the family now knew
everything, and that from the lips of Joam Dacosta himself.
They knew that Torres had declared that the proof of the
innocence of the convict of Tijuco actually existed; that
the document had been written by the very hand of the
author of the attack; that the criminal, seized by remorse
at the moment of his death, had intrusted it to his com-
panion, Torres; and that he, instead of fulfilling the wishes
of the dying man, had made the handing over of the docu-
ment an excuse for extortion. But they knew also that
Torres had just been killed, and that his body was
engulfed in the waters of the Amazon, and that he
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died without even mentioning the name of the guilty man.

Unless he was saved by a miracle, Joam Dacosta might
now be considered as irrevocably lost. The death of Judge
Ribeiro on the one hand, the death of Torres on the other,
were blows from which he could not recover! It should
here be said that public opinion at Manaos, unreasoning as
it always is, was all against the prisoner. The unexpected
arrest of Joam Dacosta had revived the memory of the
terrible crime of Tijuco, which had lain forgotten for three-
and-twenty years. The trial of the young clerk at the
mines of the diamond arrayal, his capital sentence, his escape
a few hours before his intended execution—all were re-
membered, analyzed, and commented on. An article which
had just appeared in the O Diario d’o Grand Para, the most
widely circulated journal in these parts, after giving a his-
tory of the circumstances of the crime, showed itself de-
cidedly hostile to the prisoner. Why should these people
believe in Joam Dacosta’s innocence, when they were igno-
rant of all that his friends knew—of what they alone knew ?

And so the people of Manaos became excited. A mob
of Indians and negroes hurried, in their blind folly, to sur-
round the prison and roar forth tumultuous shouts of death.
In this part of the two Americas, where executions under
Lynch law are of frequent occurrence, the mob soon sur-
renders itself to its cruel instincts, and it was feared that
on this occasion it would do justice with its own hands.

What a night it was for the passengers from the jangada!
Masters and servants had been affected by the blow! Were
not the servants of the fazenda members of one family?
Every one of them would watch over the safety of Yaquita
and her people! On the bank of the Rio Negro there was
a constant coming and going of the natives, evidently ex-
cited by the arrest of Joam Dacosta, and who could say
to what excesses these half-barbarous men might be led?

The time, however, passed without any demonstration
against the jangada.

On the morrow, the 26th of August, as soon as the sun
rose, Manoel and Fragoso, who had never left Benito for
an instant during this terrible night, attempted to distract
his attention. After taking him aside they made him under-
stand that there was no time to be lost—that they must

make up their minds to act.
V. XII Verne
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“ Benito,” said Manoel, “ pull yourself together! Be a
man again! Be a son again!”

“ My father!” exclaimed Benito, “I have killed him!”

“No!” replied Manoel. “ With heaven’s help it is pos-
sible that all may not be lost!”

“ Listen to us, Mr. Benito,” said Fragoso.

The young man, passing his hands over his eyes, made
a violent effort to collect himself.

“ Benito,” continued Manoel, “ Torres never gave a hint
to put us on the track of his past life. We therefore cannot
tell who was the author of the crime of Tijuco, or under
what conditions it was committed. To try in that direc-
tion is to lose our time!”

“ And time presses!” added Fragoso.

“ Besides,” said Manoel, “ suppose we do find out who
this companion of Torres was, he is dead, and he could
not testify in any way to the innocence of Joam Dacosta.
But it is none the less certain that the proof of this in-
nocence exists, and there is no room to doubt the existence
of a document which Torres was anxious to make the sub-
ject of a bargain. He told us so himself. The document
1s a complete avowal written in the handwriting of the
culprit, which relates the attack in its smallest detail, and
which clears our father! Yes! a hundred times, yes! The
document exists!”

“ But Torres does not exist!”’ groaned Benito, ““ and the
document has perished with him!”

“ Wait, and don’t despair yet!” answered Manoel. “ You
remember under what circumstances we made the acquaint-
ance of Torres? It was in the depths of the forest of
Iquitos. He was in pursuit of a monkey which had stolen
a metal case, which it so strangely kept, and the chase had
lasted a couple of hours when the monkey fell to our guns.
Now, do you think it was for the few pieces of gold con-
tained in the case that Torres was in such a fury to
recover it? and do you not remember the extraordinary sat-
isfaction which he displayed when we gave him back the
case which he had taken out of the monkey’s paw? ”

“Yes! yes!” answered Benito. * This case which I held
—which T gave back to him! Perhaps it contained—"

“It is more than probable! It is certain!” replied
Manoel. :
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“ And I beg to add,” said Fragoso, “ for now the fact
recurs to my memory, that during the time you were at Ega
I remained on board, at Lina’s advice, to keep an eye on
Torres, and I saw him—yes, I saw him—reading, and again
reading, an old, faded paper, and muttering words which
I could not understand!”’

“That was the document!” exclaimed Benito, who
snatched at the hope—the only one that was left. “But
this document ; had he not put it in some place of security? ”’

“No,” answered Manoel, “no; it was too precious for
Torres to dream of parting with it. He was bound to carry
it always about with him, and doubtless in that very case!”

“ Wait! wait, Manoel!” exclaimed Benito; “I remem-
ber—yes, I remember. During the struggle, at the first
blow I struck Torres in his chest, my manchetta was stopped
by some hard substance under his poncho, like a plate of
metal—"’

“ That was the case!” said Fragoso.

“Yes,” replied Manoel; “ doubt is impossible! That was
the case; it was in his breast-pocket.”

“But the corpse of Torres?”

“We will recover it!”

“ But the paper! The water will have stained it, perhaps
destroyed it, or rendered it indecipherable!”

“ Why,” answered Manoel, “ if the metal case which held
it was water-tight? ”

“ Manoel,” replied Benito, who seized on the last hope,
“you are right! The corpse of Torres must be recovered!
We will ransack the whole of this part of the river, if
necessary, but we will recover it!”

The pilot Araujo was then summoned and informed of
what they were going to do.

“Good!” replied he; “I know all the eddies and cur-
rents where the Rio Negro and the Amazon join, and we
shall succeed in recovering the body. Let us take two
pirogues, two ubas, a dozen of our Indians, and make a
start.”

Padre Passanha was then coming out of Yaquita’s room.
Benito went to him, and in a few words told him what they
were going to do to get possession of the document. * Say
nothing to my mother or my sister,” he added; “if this
last hope fails it will kill them!”
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“ Go, my lad, go,” replied Passanha, “ and may God help
you in your search!”

Five minutes afterward the four boats started from the
raft. After descending the Rio Negro they arrived near
the bank of the Amazon, at the very place where Torres,
mortally wounded, had disappeared beneath the waters of
the stream.

CHAPTER VII
THE FIRST SEARCH

THE search had to commence at once, and that for two
weighty reasons.

The first of these was—and this was a question of life or
death—that this proof of Joam Dacosta’s innocence must
be produced before the arrival of the order from Rio
Janeiro. Once the identity of the prisoner was established,
it was impossible that such an order could be other than
the order for his execution.

The second was that the body of Torres should be got -
out of the water as quickly as possible so as to regain un-
damaged the metal case and the paper it ought to contain.

At this juncture Araujo displayed not only zeal and in-
telligence, but also a perfect knowledge of the state of the
river at its confluence with the Rio Negro.

“If Torres,” he said to the young men, ‘“ had been from
the first carried away by the current, we should have to
drag the river throughout a large area, for we shall have
a good many days to wait for his-body to reappear on the
surface through the effects of decomposition.”

“We cannot do that,” replied Manoel. “ This very day
we ought to succeed.”

“1If, on the contrary,” continued the pilot, ‘“ the corpse
has got stuck among the reeds and vegetation at the foot
of the bank, we shall not be an hour before we find 1t

“To work, then!” answered Benito.

There was but one way of working. The boats ap-
proached the bank, and the Indians, furnished with long
poles, began to sound every part of the river at the base
of the bluff which had served for the scene of combat.

The place had been easily recognized. A track of blood

’
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stained the declivity in its chalky part, and ran perpendic-
ularly down it into the water; and there many a clot scat-
tered on the reeds indicated the very spot where the corpse
had disappeared.

About fifty feet down stream a point jutted out from the
river-side and kept back the waters in a kind of eddy, as
in a large basin. There was no current whatever near the
shore, and the reeds shot up out of the river unbent. Every
hope then existed that Torres’ body had not been carried
away by the main stream. Where the bed of the river
showed sufficient slope, it was perhaps possible for the
corpse to have rolled several feet along the ridge, and even
there no effect of the current could be traced.

The ubas and the pirogues, dividing the work among
them, limited the field of their researches to the extreme
edge of the eddy, and from the circumference to the center
the crew’s long poles left not a single point unexplored. But
no amount of sounding discovered the body of the advent-
urer, neither among the clumps of reeds nor on the bottom
of the river, whose slope was then carefully examined.

Two hours after the work had begun they had been led
to think that the body, having probably struck against the
declivity, had fallen off obliquely and rolled beyond the
limits of this eddy, where the action of the current com-
menced to be felt.

“But that is no reason why we should despair,” said
Manoel, “ still less why we should give up our search.”

“ Will it be necessary,” exclaimed Benito, “ to search the
river throughout its breadth and its length?”

‘“ Throughout its breadth, perhaps,” answered Araujo,
“ throughout its length, no, fortunately.” ‘

“ And why?”’ asked Manoel.

“ Because the Amazon, about a mile away from its junc-
tion with the Rio Negro, makes a sudden bend, and at
the same time its bed rises, so that there is a kind of natural
barrier, well known to sailors as the Bar of Frias, which
things floating near the surface are alone able to clear. In
short, the currents are ponded back, and they cannot pos-
sibly have any effect over this depression.”

This was fortunate, it must be admitted. But was
Araujo mistaken? The old pilot of the Amazon could be
relied on. For the thirty years that he had followed his
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profession the crossing of the Bar of Frias, where the
current was increased in force by its decrease in depth, had
often given him trouble. The narrowness of the channel
and the elevation of the bed made the passage exceedingly
difficult, and many a raft had there come to grief.

And so Araujo was right in declaring that if the corpse
of Torres was still retained by its weight on the sandy bed
of the river, it could not have been dragged over the bar.
It is true that, later on, when, on account of the expansion
of the gases, it would again rise to the surface, the current
would bear it away, and it would be irrecoverably lost down
the stream, a long way beyond the obstruction. But this
purely physical effect would not take place for several days.

They could not have applied to a man who was more
skillful or more conversant with the locality than Araujo,
and when he affirmed that the body could not have been
borne out of the narrow channel for more than a mile or
so, they were sure to recover it if they thoroughly sounded
that portion of the river.

Not an island, not an inlet, checked the course of the
Amazon in these parts. Hence, when the foot of the two
banks had been visited up to the bar, it was in the bed
itself, about five hundred feet in width, that more careful
investigations had to be commenced.

The way the work was conducted was this: The boats
taking the right and left of the Amazon lay alongside the
banks. The reeds and vegetation were tried with the poles.
Of the smallest ledges in the banks in which a body could
rest, not one escaped the scrutiny of Araujo and his Indians.

But all this labor produced no result, and half the day
had elapsed without the body being brought to the surface
of the stream.

An hour’s rest was given to the Indians. During this
time they partook of some refreshment, and then they re-
turned to their task.

Four of the boats, in charge of the pilot, Benito, Fra-
goso, and Manoel, divided the river between the Rio Negro
and the Bar of Frias into four portions. They set to work
to explore its very bed. In certain places fhe poles proved
insufficient to thoroughly search among the deeps, and hence
a few dredges—or rather harrows, made of stones and old
iron, bound round with a solid bar—were taken on board,
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and when the boats had pushed off these rakes were thrown
in and the river bottom stirred up in every direction.

It was in this difficult task that Benito and his com-
panions were employed till the evening. The ubas and
pirogues, worked by the oars, traversed the whole surface
of the river up to the Bar of Frias.

There had beén moments of excitement during this spell
of work, when the harrows, catching in something at the
bottom, offered some slight resistance. They were then
hauled up, but in place of the body so eagerly searched for,
there would appear only heavy stones or tufts of herbage
which they had dragged from their sandy bed. No one,
however, had an idea of giving up the enterprise. They
none of them thought of themselves in this work of salva-
tion. Benito, Manoel, Araujo had not even to stir up the
Indians or to encourage them. The gallant fellows knew
that they were working for the fazender of Iquitos—for
the man whom they loved, for the chief of the excellent
family who treated their servants so well.

Yes; and so they would have passed the night in dragging
the river. Of every minute lost all knew the value.

A little before the sun disappeared, Araujo, finding it
useless to continue his operations in the gloom, gave the
signal for the boats to join company and return together to
the confluence of the Rio Negro and regain the jangada.

The work so carefully and intelligently conducted was
not, however, at an end.

Manoel and Fragoso, as they came back, dared not men-
tion their ill-success before Benito. They feared that the
disappointment would only force him to some act of
despair.

But neither courage nor coolness deserted the young fel-
low ; he was determined to follow to the end this supreme
effort to save the honor and the life of his father, and
" he it was who addressed his companions, and said: “ To-
morrow we will try again, and under better conditions if
possible.”

“Yes,” answered Manoel; “ you are right, Benito. We
can do better. We cannot pretend to have entirely explored
the river along the whole of the banks and over the whole
of its bed.”

“No; we cannot have done that,” replied Araujo; “and



40 THE CRYPTOGRAM

I maintain what I said—that the body of Torres is there,
and that it is there because it has not been carried away,
because it will take many days before it rises to the surface
and floats down the stream. Yes, it is there, and not a
demijohn of tafia will pass my lips until I find it!”

This affirmation from the pilot was worth a good deal,
and was of a hope-inspiring nature.

However, Benito, who did not care so much for words
as he did for things, thought proper to reply: “ Yes, Araujo;
the body of Torres is in the river, and we shall find it
if_”

“If?” said the pilot.

“If it has not become the prey of the alligators!”

Manoel and Fragoso waited anxiously for Araujo’s
reply.

The pilot was silent for a few moments; they felt that
he was reflecting before he spoke. “Mr. Benito,” he said,
at length, “I am not in the habit of speaking lightly. I
had the same idea as you; but listen. During the ten hours
we have been at work have you seen a single cayman in the
river? ”

“ Not one!” said Fragoso.

“If you have not seen one,” continued the pilot, “ it was
because there were none to see, for these animals have
nothing to keep them in the white waters when, a quarter
of a mile off, there are large stretches of the black waters,
which they so greatly prefer. When the raft was attacked
by some of these creatures it was in a part where there was
no place for them to flee to. Here it is quite different.
Go to the Rio Negro, and there you will see caymans by
the score. Had Torres’ body fallen into that tributary there
might be no chance of recovering it. But it was in the
Amazon that it was lost, and in the Amazon it will be
found!”

Benito, relieved from his fears, took the pilot’s hand and
shook it, and contented himself with the reply: “ To-mor-
row, my friends!”

Ten minutes later they were all on board the jangada.
During the day Yaquita had passed some hours with her
husband. But before she started, and when she saw neither
the pilot, nor Manoel, nor Benito, nor the boats, she had
guessed the search on which they had gone, but she said
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nothing to Joam Dacosta, as she hoped that in the morning
she would be able to inform him of their success.

But when Benito set foot on the raft she perceived that
their search had been frtiitless. However, she advanced
toward him. “ Nothing?” she asked.

“ Nothing,” replied Benito. ‘ But the morrow is left to
us.”

The members of the family retired to their rooms, and
nothing more was said as to what had passed.

Manoel tried to make Benito lie down so as to take a
few hours’ rest.

“What is the good of that?” asked Benito. “ Do you
think I could sleep?”

CHAPTER VIII
THE SECOND ATTEMPT

On the morrow, the 27th of August, Benito took Manoel
apart, before the sun had risen, and said to him: “ Our
yesterday’s search was vain. If we begin again under the
same conditions, we may be just as unlucky.”

“We must do so, however,” replied Manoel.

“Yes,” continued Benito; “ but suppose we do not find
the body, can you tell me how long it will be before it will
rise to the surface? ”

“If Torres,” answeréed Manoel, “ had fallen into the
water living, and not mortally wounded, it would take
five or six days; but if he had only disappeared after being
so wounded, perhaps two or three days would be enough
to bring him up again.”

This answer of Manoel, which was quite correct, requires
some explanation. Every human body which falls into the
water will float if equilibrium is established between its
density and that of its liquid bed. This is well known to
be the fact, even when a person does not know how to
swim. Under such circumstances, if you are entirely sub-
merged, and only keep your mouth and nose away from the
water, you are sure to float. But this is not generally done.
The first movement of a drowning man is to try and hold
as much as he can of himself above water; he holds up his
head and lifts up his arms, and these parts of his body,
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being no longer supported by the liquid, do not lose that
amount of weight which they would do if completely im-
mersed. Hence an excess of weight, and eventually entire
submersion, for the water makes its way to the lungs
through the mouth, takes the place of the air which fills
them, and the body sinks to the bottom.

. On the other hand, when the man who. falls into the
water is already dead, the conditions are different, and more
favorable for his floating, for then the movements of which
we have spoken are checked, and the liquid does not make
its way to the lungs so copiously, as there is no attempt to
respire, and he is consequently more likely to promptly re-
appear. Manoel then was right in drawing the distinction
between the man who falls into the water living and the
man who falls into it dead. In the one case the return to
the surface takes much longer than in the other.

The reappearance of the body after an immersion more
or less prolonged, is always determined by the decomposi-
tion, which causes the gases to form. These bring about
the expansion of the cellular tissues, the volume augments
and the weight decreases, and then, weighing less than the
water it displaces, the body attains the proper conditions for
floating.

“ And thus,” continued Manoel, ““supposing the condi-
tions continue favorable, and Torres did not live after he
fell into the water, if the decomposition is not modified by
circumstances which we cannot foresee, he will not reap-
pear before three days.”

“ We have not got three days,” answered Benito. “ We
cannot wait, you know; we must try again, and in some
new way.”

“What can you do?” asked Manoel.

“Plunge down myself beneath the waters,” replied
Benito, “ and search with my eyes—with my hands.”

“Plunge in a hundred times—a thousand times!” ex-
claimed Manoel. “ So be it. I think, like you, that we
ought to go straight at what we want, and not struggle on
with poles and drag like a blind man, who only works by
touch. I also think that we cannot wait three days. But
to jump in, come up again, and go down again will give
only a short period for the exploration. Noj; it will never
do and we shall only risk a second failure.”

R ———————
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““Have you no other plan to propose, Manoel?” asked
Benito, looking earnestly at his friend. .

“ Well, listen. There is what would seem to be a Provi-
dential circumstance that may be of use to us.”

“What is that?”

“ Yesterday, as we hurried through Manaos, I noticed
that they were repairing one of the quays on the bank of
the Rio Negro. The submarine works were being carried
on with the aid of a diving-dress. Let us borrow, or hire,
or buy, at any price, this apparatus, and then we may re-
sume our researches under more favorable conditions.”

“Tell Araujo, Fragoso, and our men, and let us be off,”
was the instant reply of Benito.

The pilot and the barber were informed of the decision
with regard to Manoel’'s project. Both were ordered to
go with the four boats and the Indians to the basin of
Frias, and thence to wait for the two young men.

Manoel and Benito started off without losing a moment,
and reached the quay at Manaos. There they offered the
contractor such a price that he put the apparatus at their
service for the whole day.

“ Will you not have one of my men,” he asked, “ to help
you?”

“ Give us your foreman and one of his mates to work
the air-pump,” replied Manoel.

“But who is going to wear the diving-dress?”

“T am,” answered Benito.

“You!” exclaimed Manoel.

“T intend to do so.”

It was useless to resist.

An hour afterward the raft and all the instruments neces-
sary for the enterprise had drifted down to the bank where
the boats were waiting.

The diving-dress is well known. By its means men can
descend beneath the waters and remain there a certain time
without the action of the lungs being in any way injured.
The diver is clothed in a waterproof suit of india rubber,
and his feet are attached to leaden shoes, which allow him
to retain his upright position beneath the surface. At the
collar of the dress, and about the height of the neck, there
is fitted a collar of copper, on which is screwed a metal globe
with a glass front. In this globe the diver places his head,
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which he can move about at ease. To the globe are attached
two pipes; one used for carrying off the air ejected from
the lungs, and the other in communication with a pump
worked on the raft, and bringing in the fresh air. When
the diver is at work the raft remains immovable above him;
when the diver moves about on the bottom of the river
the raft follows his movements, or he follows those of the
raft, according to his convenience.

These diving-dresses are now much improved, and are
less dangerous than formerly. The man beneath the liquid
mass can easily bear the additional pressure, and if anything
was to be feared below the waters it was rather some cay-
man who might there be met with. But, as had been ob-
served by Araujo, not one of these amphibians had been
seen, and they are well known to prefer the black waters
of the tributaries of the Amazon. Besides, in case of dan-
ger, the diver has always his check-string fastened to the
raft, and at the least warning can be quickly hauled to the
surface.

Benito, invariably very cool once his resolution was taken,
commenced to put his idea into execution, and got into the
diving-dress. His head disappeared in the metal globe,
his hand grasped a sort of iron spar with which to stir up
the vegetation and detritus accumulated in the river-bed,
and on his giving the signal he was lowered into the stream.

"The men on the raft immediately commenced to work
the air pump, while four Indians from the jangada, under
the orders of Araujo, gently propelled it with their long
poles in the desired direction.

The two pirogues, commanded one by Fragoso, the other
by Manoel, escorted the raft, and held themselves ready
to start in any direction, should Benito find the corpse of
Torres and again bring it to the surface of the Amazon.

CHAPTER IX
A CANNON SHOT

BenrTO then had disappeared beneath the vast sheet which
still covered the corpse of the adventurer. Ah! if he had
had the power to divert the waters of the river, to turn
them into vapor, or to turn them off—if he could have made
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the Frias basin dry down stream, from the bar up to the
influx of the Rio Negro, the case hidden in Torres’ clothes
would already have been in his hands! His father’s inno-
cence would have been recognized! Joam Dacosta, restored
to liberty, would have again started on the descent of the
river, and what terrible trials would have been avoided!

Benito had reached the bottom. His heavy shoes made
the gravel on the beach crunch beneath them. He was in
some ten or fifteen feet of water, at the base of the cliff,
which was here very steep, and at the very spot where
Torres had disappeared.

Near him was a tangled mass of reeds and twigs and
aquatic plants, all laced together, which assuredly during
the researches of the previous day no pole could have pene-
trated. It was consequently possible that the body was
entangled among the submarine shrubs, and still in the place
where it had originally fallen.

Hereabouts, thanks to the eddy produced by the pro-
longation of one of the spurs running out into the stream,
the current was absolutely nil. Benito guided his move-
ments by those of the raft, which the long poles of the
Indians kept just over his head.

The light penetrated deep through the clear waters, and
the magnificent sun, shining in a cloudless sky, shot its
rays down into them unchecked. Under ordinary condi-
tions, at a depth of some twenty feet in water, the view
becomes exceedingly blurred, but here the waters seemed
to be impregnated with a luminous fluid, and Benito was
able to descend still lower without the darkness concealing
the river bed.

The young man slowly made his way along the bank.
With his iron-shod spear he probed the plants and rubbish
accumulated along its foot. Flocks of fish, if we can use
such an expression, escaped on all sides from the dense
thickets like flocks of birds. It seemed as though the thou-
sand pieces of a broken mirror glimmered through the
waters. At the same time scores of crustaceans scampered
over the sand, like huge ants hurrying from their hills.

Notwithstanding that Benito did not leave a single point
of the river unexplored, he never caught sight of the object
of his search. He noticed, however, that the slope of the
river-bed was very abrupt, and he concluded that Torres
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had rolled beyond the eddy toward the centre of the stream.
If so, he would probably still recover the body, for the
current could hardly touch it at the depth which was already
great, and seemed sensibly to increase. Benito then re-
solved to pursue his investigations on the side where he had
begun to probe the vegetation. This was why he continued
to advance in that direction, and the raft had to follow him
during a quarter of an hour, as had been previously ar-
ranged. ,

The quarter of an hour had elapsed, and Benito had
found nothing. He felt the need of .ascending to the sur-
face, so as to once more experience those physiological con-
ditions in which he could recoup his strength. In certain
spots, where the depth of the river necessitated it, he had
had to descend about thirty feet. He had thus to support
a pressure almost equal to an atmosphere, with the result
of the physical fatigue and mental agitation which attack
those who are not used to this kind of work. Benito then
pulled the communication cord, and the men on the raft
commenced to haul him in, but they worked slowly, taking
a minute to draw him up two or three feet, so as not to
produce in his internal organs the dreadful effects of de-
compression.

As soon as the young man had set foot on the raft, the
metallic sphere of the diving-dress was raised, and he took
a long breath and sat down to rest.

The pirogues immediately rowed alongside. Manoel,
Fragoso and Araujo came close to him, waiting for him
to speak.

*“Well? ” asked Manoel.

“ Still nothing! Nothing!”

“ Have you not seen a trace?”

“Not one!”

“ Shall T go down now?”

“No, Manoel,” answered Benito; “I have begun; I
know where to go. Let me do it!”

Benito then explained to the pilot that his intention was
to visit the lower part of the bank up to the Bar of Frias,
for there the slope had perhaps stopped the corpse, if, float-
ing between the two streams, it had in the least degree
been affected by the current. But first he wanted to skirt
the bank and carefully explore a sort of hole formed in the
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slope of the bed, to the bottom of which the poles had not
been able to penetrate. Araujo approved of the plan, and
made the necessary preparations.

Manoel gave Benito a little advice. “ As you want to
pursue your search on that side,” he said, “the raft will
have to go over there obliquely; but mind what you are
doing, Benito. That is much deeper than where you have
been yet: it may be fifty or sixty feet, and you will have
to support a pressure of quite two atmospheres. Only ven-
ture with extreme caution, or you may lose your presence
of mind, and no longer know where you are or what to do.
If your head feels as if in a vise, and your ears tingle, do
not hesitate to give us the signal, and we will at once haul
you up. You can then begin again if you like, as you will
have got accustomed to move about in the deeper parts of
the river.”

Benito promised to attend to these hints, of which he
recognized the importance. He was particularly struck
with the fact that his presence of mind might abandon him
at the very moment he wanted it most.

Benito shook hands with Manoel; the sphere of the div-
ing-dress was again screwed to his neck, the pump began
to work, and the diver once more disappeared beneath the
stream.

The raft was then taken about forty feet along the left
bank, but as it moved toward the center of the river the
current increased in strength, the ubas was moored, and
the rowers kept it from drifting, so as only to allow it to
advance with extreme slowness.

Benito descended very gently, and again found himself
on the firm sand. When his heels touched the ground it
could be seen, by the length of the haulage cord, that he
was at a depth of some sixty-five or seventy feet. He was
therefore in a considerable hole, excavated far below the
ordinary level.

The liquid medium was more obscure, but the limpidity
of these transparent waters still allowed the light to pene-
trate sufficiently for Benito to distinguish the objects scat-
tered on the bed of the river, and to approach them with
some safety. Besides, the sand, sprinkled with mica flakes,
seemed to form a sort of reflector, and the very grains could
be counted glittering like luminous dust.
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Benito moved on, examining and sounding the smallest
cavities with his spear. He continued to advance very
slowly; the communication cord was paid out, and as the
pipes which served for the inlet and outlet of the air were
never tightened, the pump was worked under the proper
conditions.

Benito turned off so as to reach the middle of the bed
of the Amazon, where there was the greatest depression.
Sometimes profound obscurity thickened around him, and
then he could see nothing, so feeble was the light; but this
was a purely passing phenomenon, and due to the raft,
which, floating above his head, intercepted the solar rays,
and made the night replace the day. An instant afterward
the huge shadow would be dissipated, and the reflection of
the sands appear again in full force.

All the time Benito was going deeper. He felt the in-
crease of the pressure with which his body was wrapped by
the liquid mass. His respiration became less easy; his or-
gans no longer worked with as much ease as in the midst
of an atmosphere more conveniently adapted for them. And
so he found himself under the action of physiological effects
to which he was unaccustomed. The rumbling grew louder
in his ears, but as his thought was always lucid, as he felt
that the action of his brain was quite clear—even a little
more so than usual—he delayed giving the signal for return,
and continued to go down deeper still.

Suddenly, in the subdued light which surrounded him, his
attention was attracted by a confused mass. It seemed to
take the form of a corpse, entangled beneath a clump of
aquatic plants. Intense excitement seized him. He stepped
toward the mass; with his spear he felt it. It was the car-
cass of a huge cayman, already reduced to a skeleton, and
which the current of the Rio Negro had swept into the bed
of the Amazon. Benito recoiled, and, in spite of the asser-
tions of the pilot, the thought recurred to him that some
living cayman might even then be met with in the deeps
near the Bar of Frias!

But he repelled the idea, and continued his progress, so
as to reach the very bottom of the depression.

And now he had arrived at a depth of from eighty to a
hundred feet, and consequently was experiencing a
pressure of three atmospheres. If, then, this cavity was



A CANNON SHOT 49

also drawn blank, he would have to suspend his researches.

Experience has shown that the extreme limit for such
submarine explorations lies between a hundred and twenty
and a hundred and thirty feet, and that below this there
is great danger, the human organism not only being hin-
dered from performing its functions under such a pressure,
but the apparatus failing to keep up a sufficient supply of air
with the desirable regularity.

But Benito was resolved to go as far as his mental powers
and physical energies would let him. By some strange pre-
sentiment he was drawn toward this abyss; it seemed to
him as though the corpse was very likely to have rolled
to the bottom of the hole, and that Torres, if he had any
heavy things about him, such as a belt containing either
money or arms, would have sunk to the very lowest point.
Of a sudden, in a deep hollow, he saw a body through the
gloom! Yes! A corpse, still clothed, stretched out like a
man asleep, with his arms folded under his head.

Was that Torres? In the obscurity, then very dense, he
found it difficult to see; but it was a human body that lay
there, less than ten paces off, and perfectly motionless.

A sharp pang shot through Benito. His heart, for an
instant, ceased to beat. He thought he was going to lose
consciousness. By a supreme effort he recovered himself.
He stepped toward the corpse.

Suddenly a shock as violent as unexpected made his
whole frame vibrate! A long whip seemed to twine round
his body, and in spite of the thick diving-dress he felt him-
self lashed again and again.

“ A gymnotus!” he said.

It was the only word that passed his lips.

In fact, it was a puraque, the name given by the Brazil-
ians to the gymnotus, or electric snake, which had just at-
tacked him.

It is well known that the gymnotus is a kind of eel, with
a blackish, slimy skin, furnished along the back and tail
with an apparatus composed of plates joined by vertical
lamellee, and acted on by nerves of considerable power.
This apparatus is endowed with singular electrical proper-
ties, and is apt to produce very formidable results. Some
of these gymnotuses are about the length of a common

snake, others are about ten feet long, while others which
V XII Verne
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however, are rare, even reach fifteen or twenty feet, and
are from eight to ten inches in diameter.

Gymnotuses are plentiful enough both in the Amazon and
its tributaries; and it was one of these living coils, about
ten feet long, which, after uncurving itself like a bow,
again attacked the diver.

Benito knew what he had to fear from this formidable
animal. His clothes were powerless to protect him. The
discharges of the gymnotus, at first somewhat weak, be-
came more and more violent, and there would come a time
when, exhausted by the shocks, he would be rendered
powerless.

Benito, unable to resist the blows, half dropped upon the
sand. His limbs were becoming paralyzed little by little
under the electric influences of the gymnotus, which lightly
touched his body as it wrapped him in its folds. His arms
even he could not lift, and soon his spear escaped him, and
his hand had not strength enough left to pull the cord and
give the signal.

Benito felt that he was lost. Neither Manoel nor his
companions could suspect the horrible combat which was
going on beneath them between the formidable puraque and
the unhappy diver, who only fought to suffer, without any
power of defending himself.

And that at the moment when a body—the body of Tor-
res without a doubt!—had just met his view.

By a supreme instinct of self-preservation Benito uttered
a cry. His voice was lost in the metallic sphere from which
not a sound could escape!

And now the puraque redoubled its attacks; it gave forth
shock after shock, which made Benito writhe on the sand
like the sections of a divided worm, and his muscles were
wrenched again and again beneath the living lash!

Benito thought that all was over; his eyes grew dim, his
limbs began to stiffen. ‘

But before he quite Iost his power of sight and reason he
became the witness of a phenomenon, unexpected, inexplic-
able, and marvelous in the extreme.

A deadened roar resounded through the liquid depths. It
was like a thunder-clap, the reverberations of which rolled
along the river-bed, then violently agitated by the electrical
discharges of the gymnotus. Benito felt himself bathed as;
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it were in the dreadful booming which found an echo in the
very deepest of the river deeps.

And then a last cry escaped him, for fearful was the
vision which appeared before his eyes!

The corpse of the drowned man which had been stretched
on the sand arose! The undulations of the water lifted up
the arms, and they swayed about as if with some peculiar
animation. Convulsive throbs made the movement of the
corpse still more alarming.

It was indeed the body of Torres. One of the sun’s rays
shot down to it through the liquid mass, and Benito recog-
nized the bloated, ashy features of the scoundrel who fell
by his own hand, and whose last breath had left him beneath
the waters.

And while Benito could not make a single movement with
his paralyzed limbs, while his heavy shoes kept him down
as if he had been nailed to the sand, the corpse straightened
itself up, the head swayed to and fro, and disentangling
itself from the hole in which it had been kept by a mass
of aquatic weeds, it slowly ascended to the surface of the
Amazon.

CHAPTER X
THE CONTENTS OF THE CASE

WHAT was it that had happened? A purely physical phe-
nomenon, of which the following is an explanation.

The gunboat Santa Ana, bound for Manaos, had come up
the river and passed the bar at Frias. Just before she
reached the embouchure of the Rio Negro she hoisted her
colors and saluted the Brazilian flag.

At the report vibrations were produced along the surface
of the stream, and these vibrations making their way down
to the bottom of the river, had been sufficient to raise the
corpse of Torres, already lightened by the commencement
of its decomposition and the distention of its cellular sys-
tem. The body of the drowned man had in the ordinary
course risen to the surface of the water.

This well-known phenomenon explains the reappearance
of the corpse, but it must be admitted that the arrival of
the Santa Ana was a fortunate coincidence.
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By a shout from Manoel, repeated by all his companions,
one of the pirogues was immediately steered for-the body
while the diver was at the same time hauled up to the raft.

Great was Manoel’s emotion when Benito, drawn on to
the platform, was laid there in a state of complete inertia,
not a single exterior movement betraying that he still lived.
Was not this a second corpse which the waters of the Ama-
zon had given up?

As quickly as possible the diving-dress was taken off him.
Benito had entirely lost consciousness beneath the violent
shocks of the gymnotus.

Manoel, distracted, called to him, breathed into him, and
endeavored to recover the heart’s pulsation. “It beats!
It beats!” he exclaimed.

Yes! Benito’s heart did still beat, and in a few minutes
Manoel’s efforts restored him to life.

“The body! the body!” Such were the first words, the
only ones which escaped from Benito’s lips.

“There it is!” answered Fragoso, pointing to a pirogue
then coming up to the raft with the corpse.

“ But what has been the matter, Benito? ”’ asked Manoel.
“Has it been the want of air?”

“No!” said Benito; ‘“a puraque attacked me! But the
noise? the detonation?”

“ A cannon shot!” replied Manoel. “ It was the cannon
shot which brought the corpse to the surface.”

At this moment the pirogue came up to the raft with the
body of Torres, which had been taken on board by the
Indians. His sojourn in the water had not disfigured him
very much. He was easily recognizable, and there was no
doubt as to his identity.

Fragoso, kneeling down in the pirogue, had already be-
gun to undo the clothes of the drowned man, which came
away in fragments. At the moment, Torres’ right arm,
which was now left bare, attracted his attention. On it ap-
peared the distinct scar of an old wound produced by a blow
from a knife. ‘ That scar!” exclaimed Fragoso. * But—
that is good! I remember now i

“What?” demanded Manoel.

“ A quarrel! Yes! a quarrel I witnessed in the province
of Madeira three years ago. How could I have for-
gotten it. This Torres was then a captain of the woods.
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‘Ah! I know now where I had seen him, the scoundrel!”

“ That does not matter to us now!” cried Benito. ““The
case! the case! Has he still got that?” and Benito was
about to tear away the last coverings of the corpse to get
at it.

Manoel stopped him. “ One moment, Benito,” he said;
and then, turning to the men on the raft who did not belong
to the jangada, and whose evidence could not be suspected
at any future time, ““ Just take note, my friends,” he said,
“ of what we are doing here, so that you can relate before
the magistrate what has passed.”

The men came up to the pirogue.

Fragoso undid the belt which encircled the body of Tor-
res underneath the torn poncho, and feeling his breast-
pocket, exclaimed, ““ The case!”

A cry of joy escaped from Benito. He stretched for-
ward to seize the case, to make sure that it contained

“No!” again interrupted Manoel, whose coolness did not
forsake him. “ It is necessary that not the slightest possible
doubt should exist in the mind of the magistrate! It is
better that disinterested witnesses should affirm that this
case was really found on the corpse of Torres!”

“You are right,” replied Benito.

“My friend,” said Manoel to the foreman of the raft,
“ just feel in the pocket of the waistcoat.”

The foreman obeyed. He drew forth a metal case, with
the cover screwed on, and which seemed to have suffered
in no way from its sojourn in the water.

“The paper! Is the paper still inside?” exclaimed
Benito, who could not contain himself.

“It is for the magistrate to open this case!” answered
Manoel. “To him belongs the duty of verifying that the
document was found within it.”

“Yes, yes. Again you are right, Manoel,” said Benito.
“ To Manaos, my friends—to Manaos!”

Benito, Manoel, Fragoso, and the foreman, who held the
case, immediately jumped into one of the pirogues,
and were starting off, when Fragoso said, “ And the
corpse? ”

The pirogue stopped. In fact, the Indians had already
thrown back the body into the water, and it was drifting
away down the river.
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“ Torres was only a scoundrel,” said Benito. *If I had
to fight him, it was God that struck him, and his body
ought not to go unburied!” And so orders were given to
the second pirogue to recover the corpse, and take it to
the bank to await its burial.

But at the same moment a flock of birds of prey, which
skimmed along the surface of the stream, pounced on the
floating body. They were urubus, a kind of small vulture,
with naked necks and long claws, and black as crows. In
South America they are known as gallinazos, and their
voracity is unparalleled. = The body, torn open by their
beaks, gave forth the gases which inflated it, its density
increased, it sank down little by little, and for the last time
what remained of Torres disappeared beneath the waters of
the Amazon.

Ten minutes afterward the pirogue arrived at Manaos.
Benito and his companions jumped ashore, and hurried
through the streets of the town. In a few minutes they
had reached the dwelling of Judge Jarriquez, and informed
him, through one of his servants, that they wished to see
him immediately. The judge ordered them to be shown
into his study.

There Manoel recounted all that had passed, from the
moment when Torres had been killed until the moment
when the case had been found on his corpse, and taken from
his breast-pocket by the foreman.

Although this recital was of a nature to corroborate all
that Joam Dacosta had said on the subject of Torres, and
of the bargain which he had endeavored to make, Judge
Jarriquez could not restrain a smile of incredulity.

“ There is the case, sir,” said Manoel. “ For not a single
instant has it been in our hands, and the man who gives it
to you is he who took it from the body of Torres.”

The magistrate took the case and examined it with care,
turning it over and over as though it were made of some
precious material. Then he shook it, and a few coins inside
sounded with a metallic ring. Did not, then, the case con-
tain the document which had been so much sought after—
the document written in the very hand of the true author
of the crime of Tijuco, and which Torres had wished to
sell at such an ignoble price to Joam Dacosta? Was this

material proof of the convict’s innocence irrecoverably lost 2
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We can easily imagine the violent agitation which had
seized upon the spectators of this scene. Benito could
scarcely utter a word; he felt his heart ready to burst.
“QOpen it, sir! open the case!” he at last exclaimed, in a
broken voice.

Judge Jarriquez began to unscrew the lid; then, when
the cover was removed, he turned up the case, and from it
a few pieces of gold dropped out and rolled on the table.

“ But the paper! the paper!” again gasped Benito, who
clutched hold of the table to save himself from falling.

The magistrate put his fingers into the case and drew out,
not without difficulty, a faded paper, folded with care, and
which the water did not seem to have touched.

“The document! that is the document!” shouted Fra-
goso; ‘“that is the very paper I saw in the hands of
Torres!”

Judge Jarriquez unfolded the paper and cast his eyes over
it, and then he turned it over so as to examine it on the
back and the front, which were both covered with writing.
“ A document it really is!” said he; “there is no doubt
of that. It is indeed a document!”

“Yes,” replied Benito; “ and that is the document which
proves my father’s innocence!”

“I do not know that,” replied Judge Jarriquez; “and I
am afraid it will be very difficult to know it.”

“Why?” exclaimed Benito, who became pale as death.

“ Because this document is a cryptogram, and %

“Well?”

“ We have not got the key!”

CHAPTER XI
THE DOCUMENT

THi1s was a contingency which neither Joam Dacosta nor
his people could have anticipated. In fact, as those who
have not forgotten the first scene in this story are aware,
the document was written in a disguised form in one of the
numerous systems used in cryptography.

But which of them? To discover this would require all
the ingenuity of which the human brain was capable.

Before dismissing Benito and his companions, Judge Jar-
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riquez had an exact copy made of the document, and, keep-
ing the original, handed the copy to them after due com-
parison, so that they could communicate with the prisoner.

Then, making an appointment for the morrow, they re-
tired, and, not wishing to lose an instant in seeing Joam
Dacosta, they hastened on to the prison; and there, in a
short interview, informed him of all that had passed.

Joam Dacosta took the document and carefully examined
it. Shaking his head, he handed it back to his son. ‘ Per-
haps,” he said, “there is therein written the proof I shall
never be able to produce. But if that proof escapes me, if
the whole tenor of my life does not plead for me, I have
nothing more to expect from the justice of men, and my
fate is in the hands of God!”

And all felt it to be so. If the document remained
indecipherable, the position of the convict was a desperate
one.

“We shall find it, father!” exclaimed Benito. ‘ There
never was a document of this sort yet which could stand
examination. Have confidence—yes, confidence! Heaven
has, so to speak, miraculously given us the paper which
vindicates you, and, after guiding our hands to recover it,
it will not refuse to direct our brains to unravel it.”

Joam Dacosta shook hands with Benito and Manoel, and
then the three young men, much agitated, retired to the
jangada, where Yaquita was awaiting them.

Yaquita was soon informed of what had happened since
the evening—the reappearance of the body of Torres, the
discovery of the document, and the strange form under
which the real culprit, the companion of the adventurer,
had thought proper to write his confession—doubtless, so
that it should not compromise him if it fell into strange
hands.

Naturally, Lina was informed of this unexpected com-
plication, and of the discovery made by Fragoso, that Tor-
res was an old captain of the woods belonging to the gang
who were employed about the mouths of the Madeira.

“But under what circumstances did you meet him?”
asked the young mulatto.

“It was during one of my runs across the province of
Amazones,” replied Fragoso, “ when I was going from vil-
lage to village, working at my trade.”
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“ And the scar?”

“ What happened was this: One day I arrived at the mis-
sion of Aranas at the moment that Torres, whom I had
never before seen, had picked a quarrel with one of his
comrades—and a bad lot they are! and this quarrel ended
with a stab from a knife, which entered the arm of the cap-
tain of the woods. There was no doctor there, and so I
took charge of the wound, and that is how I made his
acquaintance.”

“ What does it matter, after all,” replied the young girl,
“ that we know what Torres had been? He was not the
author of the crime, and it does not help us in the least.”

“No, it does not,” answered Fragoso;  for we shall
end by reading this document, and then the innocence of
Joam Dacosta will be palpable to the eyes of all.”

This was likewise the hope of Yaquita, of Benito, of
Manoel, and of Minha, and, shut up in the house, they
passed long hours in endeavoring to decipher the writ-
ing.

But if it was their hope—and there is no need to insist
on that point—it was none the less that of Judge Jarriquez.
After having drawn up his report at the end of his exam-
ination establishing the identity of Joam Dacosta, the mag-
istrate had sent it off to headquarters, and therewith he
thought he had finished with the affair so far as he was
concerned. It could not well be otherwise.

On the discovery of the document, Jarriquez suddenly
found himself face to face with the study of which he was
a master. He, the seeker after numerical combinations, the
solver of amusing problems, the answerer of charades,
rebuses, logogryphs, and such things, was at last in his true
element.

At the thought that the document might perhaps contain
the justification of Joam Dacosta, he felt all the instinct
of an analyst aroused. Here, before his very eyes, was a
cryptogram! And so from that moment he thought of
nothing but how to discover its meaning, and it is scarcely
necessary to say that he made up his mind to work at it
continuously, even if he forgot to eat or to drink.

After the departure of the young people, Judge Jarriquez
installed himself in his study. His door, barred against
every one, assured him of several hours of perfect solitude.
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His spectacles were on his nose, his snuff-box on the table.
He took a good pinch so as to develop the finesse and
sagacity of his mind. He picked up the document and
became absorbed in meditation, which soon became materi-
alized in the shape of a monologue. The worthy justice
was one of those unreserved men who think more
casily aloud than to themselves. “Let us proceed with
method,” he said. “ No method, no logic; no logic, no
success.”

Then, taking the document, he ran through it from be-
ginning to end, without understanding it in the least.

The document contained a hundred lines, which were
divided into half a dozen paragraphs.

“Hum!” said the judge, after a little reflection; “to
try every paragraph, one after the other, would be to lose
precious time, and be of no use. I had better select one of
these paragraphs, and take the one which is likely to prove
the most interesting. Which of them would do this better
than the last, where the recital of the whole affair is prob-
ably summed up? Proper names might put me on the track,
among others that of Joam Dacosta; and if he has anything
to do with this document, his name will evidently not be
absent from its concluding paragraph.”

The magistrate’s reasoning was logical, and he was de-
cidedly right in bringing all his resources to bear in the
first place on the gist of the cryptogram as contained in its
last paragraph.

Here is the paragraph, for it is necessary to again bring
it before the eyes of the reader so as to show how an analyst
set to work to discover its meaning:

“Phyjslyddgqfdzxgasgzzqqehxgkfn
drxujugiocytdxvksbrxhhuypohdvyry
mhuhpuydkjoxphetozsletnpmuvffovpdp
ajxhynojyggaymeqgynfuglnmuvlyfgsu
zmqiztlbggyugsqgeubovnrcredgruzblyr
mxyuhqghpzdrrgcrohepgrufivvrplph
onthvddgfhgsntzhhhnfepmqogkyunuexk
togzgkyuumfovijdgqdpzjgsykrplarhzq
rymovklohhhotozvdksppsuvjihd”
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At the outset, Judge Jarriquez noticed that the lines of
the document were not divided either into words or phrases,
and that there was a complete absence of punctuation. This
fact could but render the reading of the document more
difficult.

“Let me see, however,” he said, “if there is not some
assemblage of the letters which appears to form a word—
I mean a pronounceable word, whose number of consonants
is in proportion to its vowels. And at the beginning I see
the word phy; farther on the word gas. Hallo! ujugi. Does
this mean the African town on the banks of Tanganyika!
What has this got to do with all this? Farther on
here is the word ypo. Is it Greek, then? Close by here
are rym and puy, and jox, and phetoz, and jyggay,
and mv, and gqruz. And before that we had got
red and let. That is good! those are two English words.
Then ohe—syk; then rym once more, and then the word
oto.”

Judge Jarriquez let the paper drop, and thought for a
few minutes.

‘ All the words I see in this thing seem queer!” he said.
“In fact, there is nothing to give a clue to their origin.
Some look like Greek, some like Dutch; some have an
English twist, and some look like nothing at all! To
say nothing of these series of consonants which are
not wanted in any human pronunciation. Most assuredly
it would not be very easy to find the key to this crypto-
gram.”

The magistrate’s fingers commenced to beat a tattoo on
his desk—a kind of reveille to arouse his dormant facul-
ties.

“Let us see,” he said, “ how many letters there are in
the paragraph.”

He then counted them, pen in hand.

“Two hundred and seventy-six!” he said. ‘‘ Well, now
let us try what proportion these different letters bear to
each other.”

This occupied him for some time. The judge took up
the document, and, with his pen in his hand, he noted each
letter in alphabetical order.

bIIn a quarter of an hour he had obtained the following
table :—
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e= 9 —
ti= 4 — ]
0—=12 —
u=17 —
y=19 —
Total . . . 64 vowels.

“ And thus there are in this paragraph, after we have
done our subtraction, sixty-four vowels and two hundred
and twelve consonants. Good! that is the normal propor-
tion. That is about a fifth, as in the alphabet, where there
are six vowels among twenty-five letters. It is possible,
therefore, that the document is written in the language of
our country, and that only the signification of each letter
is changed. If it has been modified in regular order, and
a b is always represented by an/, ano byav,ag by ak, an
u by an 7, etc., I will give up my judgeship if I do not read
it. What can I do better than follow the method of that
great analytical genius, Edgar Allan Poe?”

Judge Jarriquez herein alluded to a story by the great
American romancer, which is a masterpiece. Who has not
read the “Gold Bug”? In this novel a cryptogram, com-
posed of ciphers, letters, algebraic signs, asterisks, full-stops,
and commas, is submitted to a truly mathematical analysis,
and is deciphered under extraordinary conditions, which the
admirers of that strange genius can never forget. On the
reading of the American document depended only a treas-
ure, while on that of this one depended a man’s life. Its
solution was consequently all the more interesting.

The magistrate, who had often read and re-read his
“Gold Bug,” was perfectly acquainted with the steps in
the analysis so minutely described by Edgar Poe, and he
resolved to proceed in the same way on this occasion. In
doing so he was certain, as he had said, that if the value
or signification of each letter remained constant, he would,
sooner or later, arrive at the solution of the document.

“What did Edgar Poe do? ” he repeated. “ First of all
he began by finding out the sign—here there are only let-
ters, let us say the letter—which was reproduced the often-
est. I see that that is A, for it is met with twenty-three
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times. This enormous proportion shows, to begin with,
that & does not stand for A, but, on the contrary, that it
represents the letter which recurs most frequently in our
language, for I suppose the document is written in Portu-
guese. In English or French it would certainly be e, in
Italian it would be ¢ or g, in Portuguese it will be a or o.
Now let us say that / signifies a or 0.”

After this was done, the judge found out the letter
which recurred most frequently after 4, and so on, and he
formed the following table:—

h = 23 times.
y = 19 —
u = 17 —
dpg =16 —
gv =13 —
orxz = 12 —
fs =10 —
eklmn = 9 —
jt = 8 —
b1 = 4 —
ac = 3 —

“Now the letter a only occurs thrice!” exclaimed the
judge, “ and it ought to occur the oftenest. Ah! that clearly
proves that the meaning has been changed. And now, after
a or o, what are the letters which figure oftenest in our
language? Let us see,” and Judge Jarriquez, with truly
remarkable sagacity, which denoted a very observant mind,
started on this new quest. In this he was only imitating
the American romancer, who, great analyst as he was, had,
by simple induction, been able to construct an alphabet cor-
responding to the signs of the cryptogram, and by means
of it to eventually read the pirate’s parchment note with
ease.

The magistrate set to work in the same way, and we
may affirm that he was no whit inferior to his illustrious
master. Thanks to his previous work at logogryphs and
squares, rectangular arrangements, and other enigmas,
which depend only on an arbitrary disposition of the letters,
he was already pretty strong in such mental pastimes. On
this occasion he sought to establish the order in which the
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letters were reproduced—vowels first, consonants after-
ward.

Three hours had elapsed since he began. He had before
his eyes an alphabet which, if his procedure were right,
would give him the right meaning of the letters in the docu-
ment. He had only to successively apply the letters of his
alphabet to those of his paragraph. But before making this
application some slight emotion seized upon the judge. He
fully experienced the intellectual gratification—much greater
than, perhaps, would be thought—of the man who, after
hours of obstinate endeavor, saw the impatiently sought-for
sense of the logogryph coming into view.

“Now let us try,” he said; “ and’I shall be very much
surprised if I have not got the solution of the enigma!”

Judge Jarriquez took off his spectacles and wiped the
glasses; then he put them back again, and bent over the
table. His special alphabet was in one hand, the crypto-
gram in the other. He commenced to write under the first
line of the paragraph the true letters, which, according to
him, ought to correspond exactly with each of the crypto-
graphic letters. As with the first line so did he with the
second, and the third, and the fourth, until he had reached
the end of the paragraph.

Oddity as he was, he did not stop to see as he wrote if
the assemblage of letters made intelligible words. No; dur-
ing the first stage his mind refused all verification of that
sort. What he desired was to give himself the ecstasy of
reading it all straight off at once.

And now he had done.

“Let us read!” he exclaimed.

And he read. Good heavens! what cacophony! The lines
he had formed with the letters of his alphabet had no more
sense in them than those of the document! It was another
series of letters, and that was all. They formed no word;
they had no value. In short, they were just as hieroglyphic.

“ Confound the thing!” exclaimed Judge Jarriquez.



CHAPTER XII
IS IT A MATTER OF FIGURES?

IT was seven o’clock in the evening. Judge Jarriquez had
all the time been absorbed in working at the puzzle—and
was no farther advanced—and had forgotten the time of
repast and the time of repose, when there came a knock at
his study door.

It was time. An hour later, and all the cerebral substance
of the vexed magistrate would certainly have evaporated
under the intense heat into which he had worked his
head.

At the order to enter—which was given in an impatient
tone—the door opened and Manoel presented himself. The
young doctor had left his friends on board the jangada at
work on the indecipherable document, and had come to see
Judge Jarriquez. He was anxious to know if he had been
fortunate in his researches. He had come to ask if he had
at length discovered the system on which the cryptogram
had been written.

The magistrate was not sorry to see Manoel come in. He
was in that state of excitement that solitude was exasper-
ating to him. He wanted some one to speak to, some one
as anxious to penetrate the mystery as he was. Manoel was
just the man.

“ Sir,” said Manoel, as he entered, ‘“ one question! Have
you succeeded better than we have? ”

“ Sit down first,” exclaimed Judge Jarriquez, who got up
and began to pace the room. ‘“Sit down! If we are both
of us standing, you will walk one way and I shall walk the
other, and the room will be too narrow to hold us.”

Manoel sat down and repeated his question.

“No! I have not had any success!” replied the magis-
trate; “I do not think I am any better off. I have got
nothing to tell you; but I have found out a certainty.”

“What is that, sir?”

“ That the document is not based on conventional signs,
but on what is known in cryptology as a cipher, that is to
say, on a number.”

“Well, sir,” answered Manoel, ““ cannot a document of
that kind always be read?”

“Yes,” said Jarriquez, “iﬁt; a letter is invariably repre-
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sented by the same letter; if an @, for example, is always a
p, and a p is always an #; if not, it cannot.”

“ And in this document?”

“In this document the value of the letter changes with
the arbitrarily selected cipher which necessitates it. So a
b which will in one place be represented by a k will later
on become a 2, later on a u or an » or an f, or any other
letter)

“ And then, I am sorry to say, the cryptogram is inde-
cipherable.”

“ Indecipherable!” exclaimed Manoel. “No, sir; we
shall end by finding the key of the document on which a
man’s life depends.”

Manoel had risen, a prey to the excitement he could not
control; the reply he had received was too hopeless, and
he refused to accept it for good. At a gesture from the
judge, however, he sat down again, and in a calmer voice
asked, “ And in the first place, sir, what makes you think
that the basis of this document is a number, or, as you call
it, a cipher?”

“ Listen to me, young man,” replied the judge, ‘“and you
will be forced to give in to the evidence.”

The magistrate took the document and put it before the
eyes of Manoel and showed him what he had done.

“1 began,” he said, “by treating this document in the
proper way, that is to say, logically, leaving nothing to
chance. I applied to it an alphabet based on the proportion
the letters bear to one another which is usual in our lan-
guage, and I sought to obtain the meaning by following
the precepts of our immortal analyst, Edgar Poe. Well,
what succeeded with him collapsed with me.”

“ Collapsed!” exclaimed Manoel.

“Yes, my dear young man, and I at once saw that suc-
cess sought in that fashion was impossible. In truth, a
stronger man than I might have been deceived.”

“But I should like to understand,” said Manoel, “and
I do not—"

“ Take the document,” continued Judge Jarriquez; “ first
look at the disposition of the letters, and read it through.”

Manoel obeyed.

“Do you not see that the combination of several of the

letters is very strange? ” asked the magistrate.
V. XII Verne
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“I do not see anything,” said Manoel, after having for
perhaps the hundredth time read through the document.

“ Well! study the last paragraph! There you understand
the sense of the whole is bound to be summed up. Do you
see anything abnormal?”

“ Nothing.”

“There is, however, one thing which absolutely proves
that the language is subject to the laws of number.”

“ And that is?”

“That is that you see three h’s coming together in two
different places.”

What Jarriquez said was correct, and it was of a nature
to attract attention. The two hundred and fourth, two hun-
dred and fifth, and two hundred and sixth letters of the
paragraph, and the two hundred and fifty-eighth, two hun-
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