
UNDER SEAL OF CONFESSION.
I.

A bony white horse jogged along, and
the driver swore at the weather in an un-
dertone. The young priest who sat be-
side him drew his cassock round him and
shivered. Tbe driver turned to him pre-
sently, and pointing ahead with his
whip, said in an encouraging tone: "See,
yonder are the two towers of Carhaix;
We shall be there soon, mon pcre, and
there will be food and shelter at the
"WidowRover's. Itis but a few kilos on
to Piougallec."

But the priest only bent his head si-
lently. Cold and wet as fie was, he cared
little about reaching his journey's end.
Itwas a journey unwillingly taken; to
his own thinking he was going into exile,
and be hardly heeded the discomforts of
tho way, though no doubt they added to
his feeling of depression. Ho was out of
heart and discouraged; he has just relin-
quished a post for which he felt himself
entirely lilted, and iv which every talent
louud congenial exorcise, and was on bis
.way to undertake a cure in a lonely
Breton village, hidden away among the
spurs of the Montagues d'Arrees, and bis
heart sickened at tbe prospect.

Meanwhile the little hooded carriage
had lumbered up the hill, between the
two gaunt but stately churches, past the
gray old convent with its rows of nar-
row, secretive-looking windows, then
swinging round the corner beneath an-
cient projecting gables, rich with carv-
ings which were a marvel ofrude bygone
art, and rattling over the stones, pulled
up in front of the low white inn whore
the Widow Koyer stood at the open door
to welcome new arrivals. Tbo good
woman would fain have ushered M. lo
Kecteur into the cold and dignified seclu-
sion of the dining-room, but be much
preferred to warm his chilled bands at
the hospitable kitchen fire, while she
and her white-coiled handmaidens
hustled about preparing a hasty repast,
for another carriage was already being
made ready to convey the traveler to his
ultimate destination before the early
night should fall.

Another wayfarer was in possession of
the chimney corner — a young sailor,
drinking a glass ofcider, who had already
tramped some distance according to the
testimony ofhis muddy shoes. He moved
civilly away at tbe approach of the new-
comer, but the priest bade him remain;
there was plenty of room for both on the
broad oaken settle. He liked the look of
the lad's open countenance, and indeed
there is something wonderfully taking
about a Breton sailor in his holiday garb.

Thawed by tbe warmth of the fire, anil
perhaps cheered a little by the look ofthe
bright face opposite. Armand was about
to shake oil' tbe numbness of fatigue and
cold and enter into conversation with bis
neighbor, when the latter drained bis
glass, and setting it down witb a civil
"Good night, sir," weut bis way. "That
is one of M. le Kecteur's parishioners,"'
said Widow Koyer, placing a large dish
of eggs on the table and drawing up a
chair. "He has been away a year at Brest,
on service, and be has just come back on
leave to see bis old mother. A very de-
cent woman is Mother Nedelec, and has
had a deal of trouble. Her sons were a
wild drinking lot, all but Herve there; he
is the youngest, and a very good sort of
boy. She is a strange woman in her ways,
and keeps herself to herself; nobody
seems to know much about ber, though
she bas lived in Piougallec all her life.
Folks do say she isn't as poor as she
makes out; but she lives in a miserable
bit of a place right away beyond the
great cross as you go up to the ruined
chapel. It is just where tbe path turns
down the gorge to the place they call the
Devil's Caldron. But Monsieur has not
seen tbat yet? Itisquite asbow; there's
many comes in the summer just to look
at it. Herve used to make a good bit of
money beiore he went to sea taking visit-
ors round; for it is a curious place, worth
seeing, they say, for them that bas got a
steady head, but dangerous for strangers.
Will Monsieur please to come to the ta-
ble ? Tho carriage will be round in less
than half au hour."

Another little ramshackle hooded
cabriolet was produced presently, with
another gaunt and bony horse, and by
way of variety a hunchbacked driver
who could not speak a word ofFrench;
and tbe priest, atter his brief rest,
mounted into bis place and resumed bis
journey. Still tbe samo gray bills and
granite tors looking huge and menacing
through the mist as the light faded. By
and by Armand's ear, weary of the mo-
notonous boof-beats on tbe bard road,
caught another sound, blithe as a lark's
song, a merry tune such as the men and'
women dance to at the country fairs,
whistled clear and loud by a traveler as
he plodded along. Soon tbe carnage
overtook the wayfarer, and tbe priest,
leaning forward, recognized the young
sailor, and perceived, too, that, in spite
of bis cheery whistle, be was walking
gingerly as ifbe were footsore and chafed
by bis heavy shoes. With a hasty gesture
he checked the driver, aud bade the lad
mount beside him. The hunchback
growled, but if be made any objection it
was lost on bis auditor, being couched in
an unknown tongue, and tbe boy sprang
nimbly in and curled himself upon the
straw at tbe bottom of the carriage do-
clining the proffered share ofthe seat.

A tbey jogged on Armand roused him-
self an ellort out of the regrets for
the past and gloomy forebodings for the
future in which be had been indulging,
and began to talk to bis companion.
\S hen he chose to exert himself bo had a
great giltofattraction, and be soon grew
interested in spile of bis depression of
spirits, in the lad's frank and simple
chatter of himself, bis seafaring adven-
tures, and especially about bis borne. In-
sensibly bis heart warmed to this first
sample of bis parishioners. He pur-
posely drew him on to enlarge on bis life
at Piougallec, to describe the hard work
on the upland farms, the roystering fun
at the yearly Kermesse, the long, dreary
winter, and the old tales and legends that
haunted every hill and rock, for be found
as be listened that he was gleaning some
notion ofthe people with whom be would
have to deal. He had thought he under-
stood Frenchmen, but the Breton nature
was new to him, with its hardness aud
its simplicity, its deep religious senti-
ment, its clinging to tradition, its cred-
ulitybordering on superstition, its loy-
alty, and its almost fierce independence,
and he began to see tbat, if rougher on
the surface, it was no loss interesting.
He took some lessons, too, from his new
friend in the strange old British tongue
whicn still lingers where the railway has
not penetrated, but is last dying out as it
bis already died out among ourselves.
Slow as their progress was over the steep
hills, be was surprised to find how many
long miles had been passed wben, as
they reached tho towering cross, his com-
panion swung himself down with grate-
ful thanks and disappeared in a rocky
gorge.

Tbo encounter had cheered De.l_cque-
mard, and be did not feel so lonely as
bo expected when he entered tb<i little
bare whitewashed presbytery, adjoining
tbo church, which was to be his home"

11.
The line of the Arrees are glowing

purple and golden and blue under the
hot afternoon sunshine of July. The
flood of radiance had washed away
all the gloom of winter even trom
the frowning granite tors, and turned
the inky weather stains into delicato
shades of amethyst, which served to tone
down the insistent brilliance where
heather, mingled with gorse and dotted
with patches of succory, almost wearied
the eye.

The lank spare form of Pere Jacque-
mard in his black cassock looked rather
like one of the rooks which from time
to time alighted and stalked about
among the llowers. Around, the silence
was murmurous with the bum of little
wings, aud the joy of living manifested
itself on every side in crowds ol butter-
flies which danced and wavered above
the yellow blossoms.

The summer had got into Armand's
heart too, and showed itself in the alert,
springing steD with which he strode
across the bills. If his removal from
Baigneville had been intended as retri-
bution for any misdeed, it bad failed, for
he was happy; ifas discipline, ithad suc-
ceeded. He was learning the lesson it
takes most ofus a lifetime to master, that
ifwe willbut adjust ourselves to our cir-
cumstances instead of straining against
them, it is possible to find both work and
happiness where perhaps we would not
have chosen to seek them. It would
probably have surprised those who bad
appointed him could they have seou how
eflective the fashionable preacher of
Baigueville was among these ignorant
farmers. Probably the secret of success
was the same in both cases, and lay in
tbe gilt of an unusually sympathetic
temperament. He never tried con-
scious. to adapt bimsoif to his hearers,
but spoke out ofthe sincerity of bis own
heart, and whether to peer or peasant tbe
appeal went homo.

The oue thing impossible to Armand
was stagnation. His busy brain was as
full of schemes for the benefit of his flock
as it bad ever been, and it was in pursuit
of one of these that he was marching
across the hills to-day. His church was
large, but it was situated at one corner of
the widelyscattered parish, and he had
set his heart on the restoration of an an-
cient ruined chapel at the further end.
He would have found no difficulty in
collecting more than the sum he needed
among his former parishioners, but he
wanted to leach his people to help them-
selves, so lie utilized the little gifts that
their thriftiness (we willnot call it par-
simony) would bestow, and from those
who had no money to bestow he got a
day's labor or a load of stones, worth far
more to bim as a proof of bis hold on
their love than any number of francs
from tbe outside world.

His present errand was not a very hope-
ful ouo. Itwould have seemed to most
people scarcely worth while to come so
iar out of bis way to ask for a contribu-
tion of a few sous from Mother Nede-
lec, who had the reputation of being
close-listed, and from her own account
had barely enough to keep body and soul
together. Her little cottage stood by itself
at some distance from the high road at
the opening of a wild rocky gorge. Just
beyond it the path forked, one way lead-
ing by a short out to Carhaix, the other
winding down to au extraordinary spot
where one might fancy a compauy of
giant children had been playing at
bouses with the monstrous bowlders, as
human children build with pebbles.
Tradition named the successive grottoes
the sleeping-chamber, the parlor and the
kitchen. Tbe last was the most awfulof
all, for in its depths a brown torrent
iorrned a seething caldron, and woe be-
tide anyone who should slip on the rouud
polished bowlders that flanked it. Legend
of saint and devil ascribed a miraculous
origin and lent a deeper interest to the
place; far as it la}- out of the beaten track,
travelers occasionally leftthe diligence at
the nearest point on the high road and
came to peer awestruck into its mysteri-
ous depths. Before nerve weut to sea it
had beeu his tasK to act as guide, piloting
the unaccustomed visitor warily with
strong hand and watchful eye, and relat-
ing witb a Breton's unconscious poetry
the old-world stories of the place. He
had not lahed to introduce bis Iriend tbe
priest to what be considered the chief
lion in Piougallec, but Armand shrank
with an unaccountable distaste from the
gloomy spot.

Ere long be reached the old woman's
solitary dwelling and rapped. There
was no answer, and after a repeated
summons he went to the little window
which, though rather high up in the
wall, his tall stature could command,
and peered in. lie knew Mother Ne-
delec was deaf, and be was unwilling to
assume that he bad bad bis long hot
tramp in vain till he bad made certain
that tne cottage was empty. At first,
dazzled with the sunshine, he could
make out nothing, but presently he per-
ceived the still wings of her white cap
bending over something in the corner
by the black oak bureau. As his eye
got used to the obscurity he saw what
was ia her hand, a long stocking of
gray-blue wool, and into it she was
counting money; be could hear tbe chink
of the pieces as they fell, and could see
the gleam of gold. So, alter all, rumor
bad not been so far wrong !

Ho would not startle her nor betray
that he bad soou her occupation by rap-
ping on tbo window, but returned to the
door, to which a repeated and peremptory
summons brought her alter a brief delay.
Mother Nedelec was a pale old woman
with handsome aquiline features; her
gray eyes wero cold and bard, and her
thin-lipped mouth shut tight, fcihe lis-
tened civilly to the priest's explanation
ofhis errand, but gave a cold response.
She was a very poor old woman, she
said, with hardly enough to put bread into
her mouth. She wondered M. le Kecteur
should take the trouble to come so far for
what she could give. Why not ask M.
Micholet? lie could afford to build the
chapel all himself and not feel it. Ar-
mand, looking at her white face and lean
wrinkled neck, could have believed these
professions ol poverty but for what he
bad seen through the window. He was
too much of a gentleman to refer to this;
in fact, be felt as though be had been
playing the spy, and the feeling seemed
to cripple bis eloquence. He tried, how-
ever, to explain to the old woman that
the value lay in the good-will of the
giver, aud that her little gilt would be
quite as precious as M. Michelet's if it
was In proportion to her means. But he
was glad to depart presently,"with a con-
tribution of two sous iv bis pocket.

II!.

In the cool freshness of an October
morning Armand was pacing up and
down the little narrow orchard that ad-
joined the presbytery. The sunlight
dickered down upon his tonsured head
through the branches; the mists wero
clearing, but left every loaf and blade of
grass thick strung with glittering gems
which the skirt of bis cassock brushed
oil' as he passed. His breviary was in bis
hand, bis forefinger marking the place as
ho held it ball closed, aud his lips moved
from time to lime.

Into the stillness broke suddenly a
noise, a confusion, a horror. First, a cry,
then hurrying feet, then shrill voices all
together, and through the broken excla-
mations of terror and dismay the ghastly
talo was presently unfolded. Thore had

been murder up in the lonely gorge by
the Devil's Caldron. Mere Nedelec lay
on the cottage, floor jin a pool of blood
witb a hideous gash across the back of
her head, and Herve was already in cus-
tody for tbo murder ofhis mother. liebad
been met flying like a madman from the
house, and then tbis. horrible discovery
had been made.

Hardly waiting to hear the details which
were poured in upon him from every
mouth, Pere Jacquemard vaulted over
the paling that divided bis orchard from
the road, and hastened to the place with
the ever-thickeniug crowd. The gen-
darmes were already in possession, and
the curious throng had to content them-
selves with what they could see through
the high, narrow window. A kind
farmer's wife was trying to lead away
little Georgette, the murdered woman's
granddaughter, the only creature who
bad been in the house with her; but the
child, sick with terror and bewildered
with the questions of the gendarmes, re-
fused to stir and struggled aud iought
against the kind bands tbat tried to bold
ber. At sight of M. le Kecteur she
wrenched herself away and flew to him,
biding herself in his skirts. He picked
her up in his arms, and presently, feeling
herself safe and sheltered in that emi-
nence, she whispered in his ear the little
she could tell of the events ofthe night.

She bad beeu put to bed early as usual
in the oak press bed in the wall with tbe
doors drawn close, and in tbe middle of
the nightshe had woko in a fright, hear-
ing a loud, hoarse scream and a heavy
sound like a fall, then a sort of gurgling
noise, and then the door banged and all
was still. She had been too frightened to
call out at first, and then she thought
that perhaps she had had the nightmare
and that grandmother would be angry if
she screamed, and so lay trembling till
she slept again. Iv the morning she
awoke'suddeuly; she thought she heard
the door slam again, but was not sure,
and grandmother had never come to bod,
and it seemed all strange and dreadful.
And then people came, and there was
poor grandmother on the floor all blood

This was all she could tell, and Armand
questioned it out of ber by degrees and
repeated it to the official, who wrote it
down. Some one asked whether any
robbery had been committed. Had the
old soul anything to lose? Then Armand
told what be bad seen of the little board
ofcoins counted into the old stocking.
Search was made and revealed that a
drawer in the bureau bad been wrenched
open and was empty. This seemed to
supply what had hitherto been lacking
in tbe evidence, a possible motive for the
crime.

"This makes it look blacker still for the
young fellow," said the man who had
been taking notes. "Who else could have
known or suspected the existence of tbe
money?"

"Where is he ?" asked the priest. "Can
Ispeak to him ?"

This, however, could not be permitted;
the gendarmes declared they had no au-
thority to aliow auy one access to their
prisoner. A disused pigsty had been
turned into a temporary jail, while a con-
veyance was being fetched to drive the
accused to the town; and there he was
sitting in close custody. What be bad to
say for himself could only be gleaned
from the people who were there when he
was taken.

By bis own story, he bad got an unex-
pected lurloughand had come from Brest
as far as Carbaix by diligence, and thence
bad set out to walk, but as the night was
foggy he bad stayed at a little tavern
about a mile from bis mother's cottage.
Armand shrewdly suspected that the at-
tractions of vermuth bad proved too
strong for bis not very steady head. With
the earliest dawn he bad started, slipping
out unfortunately without rousing any
one, having paid his reckoning over
night. To his astonishment he found the
cottage door ajar, aud, stepping in, be
had almost fallen over tbe prostrate body
of bis mother. He bad not even thought
to look for the child who was sleeping be-
hind the closed doors, but, rushing out
nearly mad with terror, bad met two
peasants setting off to their field work,
who, taking his incoherent consternation
and blood-stained hands for evidence of
guilt, hastened to rouse the village and
summon the gendarmes.

To Armand nothing but the testimony
ot eye-witnesses would have seemed evi-
dence worth considering. Herve's open,
boyish lace and clear eyes came before
him with irrefutable witness the im-
possibility of a crime so hideous. He
lingered about the spot for a while, on
the chance of discovering something that
might throw light on the mystery.

Presently there was a movement among
the crowd, aud tbe little cart that was to
take the prisoner away was heard lum-bering over the narrow, stony road. It
was awkward to turn just here, and tbe
spectators were forced to scramble up the
bank out of the way. There seemed quite
a little lane of them to pass through whet
the accused was led out, pale, wide-eyed,
with the gaze of a terrifiedchild, between
two men in uniform. The appealing
look be cast at the priest, as he caught
sight ot him, was like little Georgette's
when she bad rushed to bide her lace in
those friendly arms. The utter helpless-
ness and trust in it went straight to Ar-
mand's heart. He pressed forward. The
gendarmes hurried their prisoner into tbe
cart and whipped up the horse. "God
help you, my boy ! 1 will do ail Ican for
you." *It was all there was time for. He re-
mained watching so long an tbe cart was
in sight; and Herve, looking back, could
see tbe thin, black figure standing out
against the sky, and knew there was one
man who believed ip his innocence.

IV.
It was the evening of AiiSouls' Day.

Masses for the dead had been going on
all day in the old church among the hills;
vespers were just over, the congregation
had dispersed and the sacristan glided
noiselessly about extinguishing the
lights. Only the priest lingered. He
had laid aside his vestments and knelt, a
black shadow among the shadows, in one
of the side chapels. His heart was heavy.
The day before he had gone to Quimper
to visit Herve Nedelec in the prison; the
trial was but ten days distant and not a
scrap of evidence was iorthcoming to ex-
cupate tbe poor lad. The unlucky point
was that he bad slipped out of the public
bouse with the earliest dawn, without
seeing anyone; not a soul could testify
that he had really spent the night there;
it looked very black. *

The sacristan paused, having ended his
task; he straightened a few books and,
hassocks in tho choir and coughed defer-'
entially; be wanted to go home to his
supper, poor man. Armand rose from
his knees. "You can lock the doors and
go; Ihave my key of tho sacristy. Lock
that door Also as you go out; I do not I
wish to be disturbed." The man obeyed,
murmuring as ho went that M. le Kec-
teur would kill himself witb his fasts
and vigils.' He locked the great west
doors first, then the south porch; the
little chancel door was fast already. Then
be went out by the sacristy; the outer
door clanged behind him aud the key
turned with a click.

Now Armand felt himself alone. He
returned to the shrine ofSt. Corentin and
threw himself on bis knees upon the
stones. It was no personal sorrow that
weighed him down, but sympathy lor
the best loved of bis flock in this cruel
tribulation; and horror also tbat agbastly
crime had been committed here*, iv bis
very parish, and that be could do noth-
ing to avert the punishment that was
about to fall upon an innocout bead.
He went ovor his last interview with
liorve in the prison. The poor lad bad
knelt at his feet, and with the candor and
simplicity ofa child bad made confession
ofhis sins; of a drunken brawl at Brest,
of bis neglect at mass, of the many slips
of his rough and sorely tempted life, It
was not possible that a hideous crime
lurked behind. And when tbe priest
bad absolved and blessed him, ho had
burst into a flood ol boyish tears, and,
seizing the kind hands, sobbed :

"Ob, my father, you know Iam inno-
cent! Can't you save me? Itseems too
terrible to die so, with such a shame on
me! 1 did lovo my poor mother, though
Iwas not always such a good son as I
might bave been. They have taken
away my money; they say Irobbed her
of it, when I was bringing it to her.
Perhaps they would let me have some
of it to give you to say a mass for ber
soul!"

"Don't trouble about the money, boy;
the masses shall be said." ' '

The warder's step was hoard in thecorridor outside, intimating that it J waa
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time the interview should end. It went
near to break Armand's-heart to leave
tho boy there in bis cell, sitting on the
side of his narrow bed. And vow the
time was slipping by, and -there was no
help, no hope. He Hung his whole soul
iuto the petition that some discovery
might be made in time.

He was so lost in prayer that the sound
ofa heavy footstep advancing up the aisle
did not at first surprise him; .it roused
him from bis abstraction, however, and
he rose to confront a rough-looking man
in sailor's dress, with a pale face and a
tangled red beard. In his baud ho car-
ried a loug stocking of blue-gray wool
knotted to serve as a purse.

"What do you want with me so late?"
asked De Jacquemard, who did not rec-
ognize his visitor, but thought bo must
have brought a summons to some death-
bed or hurried baptism.

"I would confess, father," was the an-
swer in a surly tone.

"I do not usually hear confessions at
this hour. Would not the morning do as
well? Come early, before mass, and I
will hear you."

"No, the morning would not do as well
for me. Will you hear me or no?"

Struck with the strangeness of the
man's tone; Armand recollected the
locked 'doors, and the wonder flashed
across his mind how could the fellow
have made his way iv. But he could not
refuse such a request, however inoppor-
tunely made, so bo entered the confes-
sional aud proceeded to put the usual
questions. The penitent put these aside un-
answered, and proceeded to tell his story
in bis own way. As he listened the priest
felt his heart stand still; a cold shudder
ran over him; bis hair bristled upon
bis head; was this the answer to his
prayer?

The man stated that he was a sailor,
that be belonged to Piougallec, and had
known Mother Nedelec and her hoarding
ways of old. Then he went on to
relate in a hoarse, rapid whisper how be
had beeu coming home on foot across
the mountains after a long voyage, pen-
niless, having squandered all bis money
at Brest; bow, as he passed tho cottage
at the head of the gorge, tbo thought had
come to him how lonesome it was, bow
easy it would be to overcome the old
woman's feeble resistance, and possess
himself of her savings; how he bad en-
tered the cottage and struck her down
with a coward blow from behind, be-
fore she had time to turn or cry, and had
left her lying there in her blood.

Then he stopped, and the priest, who
had listened as one. paralyzed, he cried
out:

"You must give yourself up to justice;
it is the only expiation you can make.
Do you know that au innocent man is
suffering for your crime? Will you con-
fess this publicly to-morrow?"

"Nay, I have done enough," was the
answer. "Take the money."

All this time ho had held" bis primitive
purse fast in bis right hand. Now he
poured out the gold coins into his left,
and flung them on the ledge iv front of
the confessional with such force that sev-
eral pieces bounded off and rolled upon
tbe floor. The thought darted into Ar-
mand's mind, as he stooped to gather
them up, how Judas cast down the pieces
of money iv the Temple. He was not
stooping more than a moment, but when
he raised his bead bis strange penitent
was gone.

The church was very dark; only the
hanging lamps before the altar cast here
and there a feeblo and uncertain light.
Armand hastened down the aisle to the
west door, but it was locked. The man
might be lurking in tbe south porch,
hidden in the shadow of the deep inter-
secting arches; but no, that door too was
fast. He#retraced his steps and looked
into the sacristy; no one was there. He
tried the handle, fancying he might have
been mistaken in thinking he heard the
key turn in the lock, but it would not
yield. Couid the stranger have been
bidden in the church from the time of
evening service? He took a lantern from
a shelf, lighted it, and explored every
corner. All in vain; however he had ac-
complished it, the man had made good
his escape. Armand then looked at the
money in his baud. There were seven-
teen gold pieces; sixteen were Napoleons,
and the seventeenth was an old Spanish
doubloon. Having counted them care-
fully, he put them into a small iron box,
at present empty, which he used for
keeping alms for special purposes, and
locked the box safely away in a strong
cupboard in the wall. This done, he un-
locked the sacristy door and let himself
out, fastening it again behind him.

It was a wild aud blustering night, but
the rough wind was grateful to his fever-
ish blood. He was agitated and per-
plexed, and for hours he paced up and
down bis room, distracted as to what
could be done. Itwas an agonizing situ-
ation; to know tbe truth, and to be utterly
powerless to act; to have a clue, and to
leel that in following it he would be com-
mitting a mortal sin, was torture unut-
terable. Only one faint hope remained;
the man's own conscience, not wholly
dead, might drive him iuto giving him-
self up to justice, now tbat be know that
an innocent man was about to sutler lor
bis crime. It was possible; but was it
likoly? His sudden disappearance looked
rather as though bis confession bad been
repented ofso soon as made.

Dawn came at last, and Armand throw
himself on his bed to rest his limbs for an
hour or so, though with little hope of
sleep. Wearied out as he was, slumber
fell ou him suddenly, and he found him-
self walking near the scene of the mur-
der, but away from the cottage, through
the gorge towards the Devil's Caldron.
It was very dark and he was alone; he
wished to turn back, but could not; he
kept clambering over the great bowlders
trying to get away, and all the time feel-
ing himself drawn nearer and nearer to
the chasm. The struggle was so great
that be woke to find himself clutching
tho edge of his wooden bedstead iv an
agonized grip. Such sieep was worse
than waking; be resumed his walk, and
till far on into the morning paced up and
down the narrow room trying to calm
his agitated thoughts. His haunting fear
was lest the conlession bad been almost
involuntary, wrung by stress of remorse
from a tortured soul, and that already
the guilty man had fled. There seemed
but little probability either that he would
give himself up or that anything would
happen to reveal tho truth in the little
time that yet remained. For himself
Armand was powerless; his lips were
sealed; this knowledge must be to him
as though he had it not.

In the course of the day a message
came requesting tbe priest to visit an
old bedridden parishioner, Loic Goan by
name, living in a lonely part of the hills
not far from the cottage of Mother Nede-
lec. His ministrations over Armand
was about to leave the room, when the
old man beckoned bim back mysteri-
ously, and signed to bim to stoop down
his ear to his lips.

, "Have you heard anything of my son
down in the village, my father?" be asked
in a loud whisper, though there was no
one within hearing.

"Yourson? Idon't think 1know him.
Idid not even know you had a son," an-
swered De Jacquemard.

"Well, Ihave not seen him these five
years," said the old man; "and it is not
that 1 want him; I would sooner that be
kept away. He has been a bad son, and
the truth is Iam afraid of him; but they
say bo bas been near here, and I can't
rest till I know. Tne last 1 heard of
him he had gone on a voyage to China,
but he would be back by this time. He
must know that it's no use coming here
for what Ican give him; but if be comes
terrifying me as be did last time it will
be the death ofme."

"What makes you fancy he has re-turned?" asked the priest.
"Why, as my daughter-in-law was

coming home Irom vespers last night a
man brushed past her so close as quite to
startle her, and she declares it was Jean
Baptiste." '"Ihave not heard of any one mentionany stranger in the village," returned
De Jacquemard, with an uneasy recollec-
tion of his penitent last night. "What
was your son like?"

"lie was a big fellow, a fine made man
with a red beard, and he had a bit of a
scar at the side of his eyebrow. Marie
says she saw the scar quite plain in themoonlight, and that what was made hor
so certain."

There was no doubt about it then; ho
bad himsolf observed the scar as the
lamplight fell on the kneeling figure.
His penitent was Goan's son.

"What do you wish," he asked con-
strainedly, "ifI should meet the man
youdesoribe."

"Idon't know that I wish anything,"
said the old father, "but to know him out
of the country again. I can't sleep easy
at nights lor thinking of him."

Convinced as he felt that the poor old
man would never again bo troubled with
his worthless son, Armand was unable
to give him the assurance, and after a few
vague consolatory words, left him, heavy-
hearted. He bad hitherto avoided the
road past the scene of the murder; to his
nervous, sensible temperament the sight
of tbe forsaken cottage was too distress-
ing; but now some strange impulse, per-
haps a morbid one, prompted him to re-
turn by the Devil's Caldron. The way
led within a few yards of the chasm
whicb bad figured so painfully in his
last night's dream. As he drew near \u25a0
strange feeling of horror overwhelmed
him, as-anguished sense of trouble and
dismay beyond what any moro associa-
tion could produce; his knees shook and
bis breath seemed almost to fail. For an
instant he fancied be saw tho pale, red-
bearded faceot his penitent against a gray
bowlder in the gathering dusk. Ho
crossed himself and looked steadily at it;
it disappeared and he hastened on.

As be was leaving the church after ves-
pers that eveniug, it suddenly occurred
to him to count the money again. It
could hardly be of much avail, since it
could not be used as evidence against the
criminal; but be felt a desire to examine
it once more. The keys were in bis
pocket, where they had lain ever since
he put the coins away on the preceding
night. He unlocked the cupboard, and
carried the little box across to his own
room, thinking, as be did so, how
strangely light it felt. The lock was a
complicated one, but the key made the
double turn with ease; the lid fell back,
and Armand remained gazing into it
speechless with dismay. It was abso-
lutely empty! It was quite impossible
for anybody to have had access to it; the
sacristy bad been locked as last as the
sale iv which the box had beon placed.
There was only one solution possible;
be had been the victim of an hallucina-
tion, and no penitent bad knelt in the
confessional pouring into his ears the
story of his crime. There was no deliv-
erance after all for poor Herve; tho whole
thing must have been a dream. Slender
as the hope bad been, the disappointment
was sharp. Armand buried bis face in
bis bands and burst into tear..

Afteranother sleepless night, tortured
by thoughts of the unhappy prisoner
awaiting his doom, in the gray of the
morning tbe priest fell asleep, and again
tbat hideous dream came upon him.
Once more ho was among the bowlders
by tho Devil's Caldron; he tried to turn
and fly, but unseen hands were dragging
him on, till he lelt himself falling over
the edge, and clutching wildly, with a
hoarse cry, be woke. To sleep again was
impossible; he rose and sat by the win-
dow till daylight broadened in the
east. Then a thought came to him; he
dresssd and weut out, walking with a
quick, firm stride in the direction of the
gorge. The sun had risen by the time he
reached the spot, and was shining down
iuto tho awful chasm. As Armand
leaned over the brink his eyes fell upon a
prostrate body, with pale lace, framed in
a ragged, tawny beard, turned up to the
pitiless light; one arm was bent and
doubled under the body as though
broken; in the other hand was a stockiug
ofcoarse, gray wool knotted in the mid-
dle; the dress was that of a sailor.

Within half an hour the gendarmes
were on the spot, and the corpse was
drawn up witb ropes and examined. It
was identified as Jean Baptiste Goan by
the scar on the eyebrow. Without doubt
the man had been dead a considerable

| time; and every indication pointed to a
fall in bis flighton the night of the mur-
der. His back was broken and bis arm,
and there were no wounds about him to
account for the blood stains on bis bands
and clothes; moreover a sailor's dirk,
much stained, was sticking in his belt.
Armand asked to be allowed to see the
contents ot tbe stocking; they were six-
teen Napoleons aud one Spanish doub-
loon. The fellow-stocking was found in
Mother Nedelec's bureau. So iierve's
innocence was established. The dead
man bad already paid tbe penalty of bis
crimes, and passed beyond the roach of
human justice.

Armand kept silence about the events
of the night of AllSouls; but long alter
he had been removed to a different post,
far from Brittany, mysterious rumors
crept about, and a now legend grew up
around Devil's Caldron—the story of a
miraculous vision vouchsafed in answer
to the prayers of a saint, uncanonized
save in the hearts of his people.—Mac-
millan's Magazine.

COLORADO'S FOREMOST ENGINEER

AT THE INSTITUTE.

Tells His Story-It is Religiously True and Can Be
Authenticated by Anyone Who Will Write

to the Hon. W. N. Bacheider.

Rugged and honest, brave and big-hearted I
William JN. Bacheider Is one of the leading |
engineers In the White Metal State. The sil-
ver badge on the Hon. William N. Bacheider
Is Indicative of his ability in engineering cir-
cles. Itwas presented to him by a silver con-
vention held In Colorado last year. From
overwork, mental and physical confinement,
while he was tryingto save the pieces In the
wreck of the cyclonic financial storm which
devastated the rich fields of Colorado, bravo
William N. Bacheider lost his good health.
Ho was no longer the active man, the man of
resources, the brainy engineer—why? His
nerves were unstrung, his eyes lost their
wonted luster, he seemed to age rapidly. He
lost his appetite, gas generated In his stom-
ach. Mentally and physically this brilliant
engineer was a wreck.

Now his friends all over the State of Colo-
rado are congratulating him. He has recov-
er,'. He is a strong, hearty man. Head
whi»t he says doubt it and write to him:

Denver, Colo.—Hudson Medical Institute-
Gentlemen: Iiind but few words in the Eng-
lish language to express my appreciation for
the benefit that has been bestowed upon mc
by the Hudson Medical Institute. Not a great
many months ago I felt as ifmy days were
numbered. For weeks I had a continuous
headache and the slightest exertion left its
mark. A feeling of nearly having run my
span of lifehad possession of me; i was about
to accept the inevitable. A friend in need,
who lives out the oJd maxim and proved a
friend indeed, recommended me to your In-
stitution. Iclutched at his words as does a
drowning man to anything. Iwrote and told
my troubles, and after you had shown me a
ray of light and hope I immediately took a
firmer grasp of life. Ican trulyand do grate-
fully say that I am ten years younger in
looks, in ambition, in health. Ifeel perfectly
safe in recommending the Hudson Medical
Institute to my lellow-sufierers. Yours truly,

WM. N. BACHELDEK,
State Engineer, 817 Equitable building, Den-

ver, Colo.
Denver, Colo., Nov. s.—Hudson Medical

Institute—Gentlemen: lam feeling finely. I
send you my photograph. I will always
speak highlyof your physicians.

Wm. JN. BACHELDEK.

What the Specialists Are Doing Dally
to Kestoro Health and Strength

to Sufferers.
ItIs an established rule of the Institute that

no Incurable diseases are taken. Ifan appli-
cant is found to be suffering from true cancer
or tubercular consumption' be is frankly told
that he cannot be cured, though much may
be done to allay his sufferings, but as medi-
cal science has yet failed to discover any cure
for these two dreadful maladies, all the physi-
cians at the Institute say freely and frankly
that it Is beyond human power to remove
these evils. Nevertheless It should not be for-
gotten that there are many instances where
mistakes have been made in diagnosing these
diseases, so itis well for all sufferers to apply
for help at the Institute.

All tho follow! cases are curable!
Catarrh of the head, stomach or bladder;

all bronchial diseases; all functional nervous
diseases; St. Vitus dance; hysteria; shaking
palsy; epilepsy; all venereal diseases; all
kinds of blood troubles; ulcers; wastes of vi-
tal forces; rheumatism; gout; eczema; all s-iii
diseases, from whatever cause arising; psor-
iasis; all blood poisoning; varicocele; poison
oak; lost or Impaired manhood: spinal trou-
bles; nervous exhaustion and prostration: in-
cipient paresis; all kidney diseases; lumbago;
sciatica; all bladder troubles; dyspepsia; indi-
gestion; constipation: all visceral disorders,
which are treated by the depurating depart-
ment. Special instruments tor bladder trou-
bles.

There are a fow of the special diseases In
which exceptionally remarkable cures havo
been made by the specialists, and it may
frankly be stated that a helping hand is ex-
tended to every patient.

Circulars and Testimonials of the Gra it
Hudyan sent free.

HUDSON MEDICAL INSTITUTE,
Stockton, Market and Ellis Sts.

Send for PROF. J. H. HUDSON'S celebrated
lecture on "The Errors ofYouth and ou host
Manhood." Itwill cost you nothing.

Visit the Institute when you can. All pa-
tients seen in private consulting rooms. Out-
of-town patients can learn all about theircases If they send lor symptom blanks. All
letters are strictly confidential. Two thou-
sand testimonials in the writing of the indi-
vidualscure 1.

Office Hours—y a. it. to BP. m. Sundays. 9to 12-

WM. N. BACHELDER.
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(^k No need to Read,
V -/^Vin order to find out about Pearline. Your friends can

v^J tell you all you want to know. You'll find most of
\ V t^lem use Ask them about it. We'll leave itf(
r^\

to any one of millions women who are

\ _/ O in order to find out about Pearline. Your friends can
*^^-J teil you all you want to know. You'll find most of

them use it. Ask them about it. We'll leave it
\\ to any one of the millions of women who are

-Wm 1
)USin£ Pearline, if it isn't" the best—the most eco-

\\\\ 7k fk --—~^_ nomical thing, for washing and clean-
\u25a0•m\V-^>^^' / ing. Put all the Pearline users
IIVK\.*v / don't get its full benefits. Some seem
Blr^vx^ to think that it's only for washing clothes

% iTuMnnW^Tni^_^- or cleanin house.
V ii/lj|llli!ji|=R"^r^ Pearline washes everything.

1 -/ill ji|jf|]i=U And with almost every use you can put_ , s ~J\ ' it to, besides the labor it saves and the
ruinous rubbing, it gives you better workbetter results.
£*(OH-!f\ "

Peddlers anc* some unscrupulous grocers will tell you "this is as good as"*vsdlU or "the same as Pearline." IT'S FALSE—Pearline is never peddled,
'•2 f-\ < and if your grocer sends you something in place of Pearline, be

*-*\u25a0 l-SclCl-- honest— send it back. - - <-« JAMES PYLE, New York.

COTTOLENE.

F iaBaa ma vim «

Ask the men who are making im-
lt^ions of COTTOLENE, the new
vegetable shortening, why they
give up lard and try to trade on
the merits ofCOTTOLENE ? Per-
haps you can guess why.

/k d _J_* /4-_» **_&. _t fl ffl

rfli^\ %J_J 'E__-2_13 I
Ask the grocer who attempts sub-
stitution, why he tries to sell an
imitation when people call for
that pure, palatable and popular
vegetable shortening, COTTO-
LENE ? Perhaps you can guess.

4 m7E_i/«
yQUß:l|fny7
Why should not YOU use COT-
TOLENE, instead of lard or any
other compound, for all cooking
purposes? It has the highest
possible endorsement; frOm Phy-
sicians as to healthfulness; from
CookingExpertsastosuperiority;
from housekeepers as toeconomy.
Use COTTOLENE and stick to it.

§Sold
In 3 and 5 pound pails.

Made onlyby
THE N.K.FAIRBANK

COMPANY, .
ST. JkOCIS and

Chicago,Xew York,
Boston.

HUMPHREYS'
Dr. Humphreys' Specifics aro scientifically and .

carefully prepared Remedies, used for years in
private practice and for over thirty years by the
people with entire success. Every single Specific
a special cure for the disease named.
so. . 81'ECIFIC FOR pbicej.

I—Fevers, Congestions, Inflammations.. .25
2—Worms, Worm Fever, Worm Colic 25
3—Teething; Colic, Crying, Wakefulness .25
4—Diarrhea, of Children or Adults 25
7—Coughs, Colds, Bronchitis .25
8-Neuralgria, Toothache, Faceache. 25
9—Headaches, Sick Headache, Vertigo.. .25

10—Dyspepsia, Biliousness, Constipation. .25
11—Suppressed or Painful Periods... .25
12—Whites, Too Profuso Periods " 25 '13—Croup, Laryngitis, Hoarseness 25

Salt Rheum, Erysipelas, Eruptions.. .25
Rheumatism, Rheumatic Pains .25

16—Malaria, Chills, Fever and Ague .25
19—Catarrh, Influenza, Cold in the Head. .25. 20—Whoopinff Cough .25Kidney Diseases .. ,25
28-JNervous Debility 1.0030—Urinary Weakness .25
34-Sore Throat, Qulncy, Ulcerated Throat .25
"77 II DR. HUMPHREYS' pniQ C!-// SPECIFIC FOR fansP, 25 c.
Put up In small bottles of pleasant pellets. lust fityour vest pocket.

Sold by Druggists, or sent prepaid on receipt of price. *
Dl-.IIUUPI.SETaMANOALfEnIaritOdiHeTI.ed.IMAILBDTEKB.
nCMFHREYS'BKD.CO., 11l

_
1 13 tviiiiam St., new yoke.

SPECIFICS.

EAILEOAD EXCURSIONS.

LA FIESTA
DE LOS ANGELES

CARNIVAL OF 1895.
APRIL 15th TO 20th, IXCLL'SIVE.

A MAGNIFICENT SPECTACLE.
The Fiesta wi'iboon a larger scale ol mag- I

nificence than before. This deligiitful annual j
event is growing to be one of national interest,
rivaling, If not exceeding In odor, the j
Marui Gras of New Orleans aud the Veiled {
Prophets of St. Louis.

Santa Barbara Flower Festival.
WEDNESDAY, April 17th.

Exhibition or FrnltKand Flowers
in the Pavilion alternoon andevening. Won-

derfully attractive. Music.
THURSDAY, AprilISth.

Grand Floral Procession
ofDecorated Floats, Carriages, Carts, Eques-

trians, Etc., Etc., Etc., to be immediately fol-
lowed by the

BaTa lEEE DES i-lkuks
and the distribution of prizes. Music.

THURSDAY EVENING, April ISth.
Grand Concert,

American Concert Band (40 pieces) of San
Francisco.

FRIDAY EVENING, April19th.
Grand Floorer festival Hall

in the Pavilion, opened with a Minuet and |
Dances in Costume.

REDUCED RATES.
The SOUTHERN PACIFIC CO. will make

special Excursion rates for these two im-
portant events at

ONE-THIRD LESS
than regular fare, as follows:

From San Francisco, Sacramento, San Jose
and all points south to Los Angeles or Santa
Barbara and return. Also irom Phoenix,
Ariz.,and all points west to Los Angeies or
Santa Barbara and return.

Tickets will be good forgoing trip on trains I
arriving at either point April 13th to loth. I
Inclusive; returning on trains arriving at dcs- !
tination of ticket not later than Aprillid.

Arrangements will also be made enabling !
visitors to include both points in cue trio if j
desired.

For lull particulars Inquire of T. 11. GOOD-
MAN,Gen. Pass. Agt., San Francisco, or any
agents. P. Co. apl-tillaplo

The Original & Genuine
CWORCESTERSHIBB)

SAUCE
Imparts the most delicious taste and zest to

Hot &Cold Meats y^^^^y^s.
GnAVIJES,^
SALADS, «. fe*s^ W®

Rarebits.

BEWARE OF IMITATIONS.

Take None but Lea & P errins. \

Signature on every bottlo of original & genuine

. John Duncan's Sons. New York,

EAILEOAD TIME TABLE.

SOUTHERN PACIFIC COMPANY
[PACIFIC SYSTEM.]

MARCH I_J, 1895.

Trains Leave and are Due to Arrive at
Sacramento:

LEAVE TRAINS RUN DAILY.IARRIVE
(For) , (From)

11:15 P| Ashland and Portland 4:35 A
7:25 AjCalistoga and Nana ' 8:40 P
2:30 calistoga and Napa ' 11:40 A

10:25 A Doming,El Paso and East' 5:15 I'
5:20 P Colfax 1:40 P
7:45 P Knights La'ci'g A Oroville 8:25 .v

10:25 A Los Angeles | 5:15 P
5:15 P Los Angeles 10:25 A

12:25 P Atlantic Express for > >\u0084I den and East 1:25 A
10:50 P European Mail for Ogden

I aad East -. 5:00 A
*3:05 POrovil'.e J'nc *10:10 A
•7:2b AlliedBlutr via Woodland *7:45 P

3:05 Red Iilull"via Marysville: 10:15 A
10:45 A Redding via Willows 3:25 P
1:40 AjSanFranco via Martinez! 12:10 p
4:50 A.San Franco via Martinez 11:00 P
5:20 AjsanFranco via Martinez 10:30 P
7:25 A San Franco via Napa.lc. 8:40 P
2:30 P -an Franco viaNapa Jo. 11:40 A

*10:00 A San Franco via steamer jt>:oo A
10:25 A San Fran, via Elvermore ' 2:50 P
10:25 A San .lose 2:50 P
10:2) A San.a Barbara 5:15 P
*7:25 A Santa Rosa, *8:10 P

2:30 Santa Rosa 11:40 A
Stockton and Gait. 5:15 P

10:25 AStockton and Ga11... 2:50 P
5:15 I'Stockton and Gait 10:25 A

12:25 PiTruckeeand Reno... 1:25 A
10:50 PiTruckeeand Reno 5:00 A
7:25 A Vallejo 8:40 P
2:30 Vallejo 11:40 A

*7:00 A Folsom and Placerville... *2:20 P
*4:10 P| Folsom and Placer ville... «11:05 A

•Sunday excepted. jMonday excepted.
A—For morning. I'—For afternoon.

RICHARD GRAY, Gen. Traffic Manager.
T. H. GOODMAN, Gen. Passenger Agent.

THE JUDSON HcMoNi'SiSfSS^
Sacramento every TUESDAY. Upholstered
cars and managers through to Chicago and
Boston. Call on C. J. ELLIS. Agent S. P. Co.,
Bacrameato, or address JUDSON A CO., 19
Montgomery street, San Francisco.

notice:.•
The Mechanics' Exchange Hotel,

I STREET, BETWEEN FRONT AND SEC-
ond, having changed hands, the new pro-

prietors would respectfully solicit * share if
the public patronage. As we intend renovat-
ing the house from top to bottom, and as the
cullinary department is In the hands of an
old and experienced caterer, we feel justified
in asserting that the MECHANICS' EX-
CHANGE HOTEL, under the new manage-
ment, shall be inferior to none of Its class.

Respectfully... McCAW A SNIDER.

Superior to COPAIBA, GU3EBS & INJECTIONS.

?. i _mb _Ym_________V » S__\

Vfii!-' $ 7l"*. IH___B!lSS9ol_w _9__rIw^^_______M____^^_ £' aS3SH "fl

% A CURE IN 48 HOURS.


