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VOL. XIV.

‘THE SECRET.

Translated from the French.

——

CHAPTER VI.—THE JOURNAL.

It is an author’s privilege to penetrate into the
most secret thoughts of bis hero. Let us aviil
ourselves of it to cast a. curious glance at the
journal of Alfred Servais.

¢ Whence comes this unconquerable desire of
confession, which compels me o coufide to these
pages that which must remain forever buried 1
the inmost recesses of my hneart? An irresist-
able force, an unknown power, impels e to
write words which [ woulil rather die than utter.
Of frightful secret ! it weighs upon my soul, 1t
crushes my heart, it appears to devour iy very
life.- To conceal it from the werld, I have sa-

_erificed all that my hesrl esteemed wost precious

—honor —conscience— friendship,  The debas-
ing iulluence of crime does not destroy the sense
of justice in the bumaa beart, siuce, low as I
have fallen, I yet feel the npecessily of confess-
ing my crime. Upon these puges, therefore, I
will trace the listory aof that sad mght; a bis-
tory which, if known, would bring me to the
scaffold, and forever consign my memory fta du-
famy. 1 wust obey this unpulse which urges me
to unburden my heart. Alas! there was a lime
when 1 bad aught but innocent secrets to disclose,
and when I could rely upon two [aithful friends,
ever ready to listen to them, 'hose frinnds—
what have I done with them? In the sient
hours of the pight I seem to bear that terrible
voice wineh resounded in the ears of the first as-
sassin. ¢ Cain ! what hast thow done with thy
Zrother T Where esn L fly to escape this ter-
rible vaice? To eternity 7 God and my [riend
—the avenger and the vicum—await me. To
some distant land? Ab, where could I fly to
escape the image of Rudolphe? '

s My God, bow could 1 commit such a crime?
I remember a time when the tunult _of passion
pever troubled my svul. I remember it—yes, as
our first pareuts were won! to remember the de-
arted joys of Paradise. That tune 15 far, far
distant, and the avenging angel forbids me to
approach it. But, again, how couid I forget my-
gelf so far 2 1 loved iy inends tendeily as I
was loved in return, but other sentiments found
place in my heart. Ambition, tren envs, then 4
passion for gambfing, then a terrible fove for
gold. . . . Oue day—it wus the
most tatal day of my life—I made Llhe acquant-
ance of a man, who, erd long, discovered hun
self to be a gambler. He wmanifested a lively
ioterest in e, revealed 1o me e secrels of hus
rofession, and depicted, n glowmg colurs, the
fortune which would be made if I would listen to
his adwvice. o

s T eatered wuh fear upon this way of iniguity,
and at first I was careful to risk ounly inconsuler-
able sums ; but they doubled, and even trebled
in a short time, and this success exciled my thirst
for gain, and completed my nfatuation. My
perfidious friend, profitiog by iy excilement,
easily persuaded me'to sk the last of my re-
sources in that abyss of misery—the gawmbliug
bouse. I was apparently calm, cold. and grase
for my age, and while they cited me as a model
of reserve and wisdom, the fire of avarice iwas
raging in my heart, and I became a gambler io
the moat frightlul acceptation of lhe_term. .

¢ Those who have never indulged in playing to
excess can conceive wo idea of the fury, the
frenzy which ammate the gambler. May they
ever ignore the silent anguish, the {leeting hopes,
the fitlul gleams of joy, the frighttul dreams, the

_ more frightful awakenings which torture the life
of him whose idol is gold. The most noble sen-
timeats are extinguisbed, the most teuder aflec-
tions sre forgolien. A sudden olow _could alone
awaken a heart, delivered to the passion of play.
My God! you have struck this ternible blnw.—
Tre long, 1 became embarrassed to a consider-
able amount. My fortune, which was not large,
was almost entirely dissipated, Uunder - tne ap-
pearance of gravitf, [ concealed from the eyes
of sll, the ravages of that reptite winch devour-

. ed me wwardly ; my operations were couducted

in the most secret maoner. As | was well aware

tbat Charles Dars posses-ed a large fortie, I

,lmbapled.tO‘hlm 10 the most sirict conﬁ;lence', the

" history of tny folly. -1 wished bun to become my
company in the fatal course I pursued —but. he
refused, First with bis usual ndifference, then,

-as-L . persisted, notwithstunding the. wildoess of

. . his-disposition, be repented . his refusal with a

- firmness of which T did not beheve m capable.

" Meanwhile my situation became more aad more

_ embarrassing... 1 foresaw the moment when my

_ruin .would _ be. mudepublic,; aud wy fortune

blighted. forever. A single resource remained—
+-t0 tempt fortune by ‘a fiual efort; iniwhich all

.. would be ganed or alt tost. But 1 required me
ey yilling to' meet with a - second” refusal
sanl L amee /IDVI]

Doty ey
~..oey ), "Unwilling t a - second” fe

“from Chiales,. 1 .determmed to wisit, a rel;
vhoslived in the greatest:aflluence’a, sho

_him. ..My entrealies, however, ‘could ‘obtain
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nothing from him.. Thicking to triumph over
bis avarice, I pro onged my stay, but in vain.—
Meanwhile, the decisive moment approacbed ;—
there remnaioed but one resource for me. I left
the house of ny relaiou. It was evening, and
though the sky gave tokens of an approaching
storm, I hastened towards the city, My bead
was baraing, and my burried walk seemed to in-
crease iy bewildered condition. I reached the
boardiug-bouse of Charles Durs at the moment
he was ascending the steps which led to it. . .
Chiniles, tao, appeared to be irritat-

[

ed. I renewed wy request for a loan 10 an im-
patient manner: 1 was Jetermined not to leave
bim until be bail given me the money, or an or-
der for 1t upon tus banker. He relused me; [
persisted with a pertinacity which wounded him.
He becawe angry, and we began to dispate, with
bitter words on butn vides,

¢ My God! wuai evil demon took possession
of me? Inthat tatal hour [ outraged, I in-
sulted my friend. "Dransported with anger, he
exclaimed, ¢ Leuve my rovn,’ und he opened the
door with a gesture whieh I interpreted as a
threat.

¢ i weat out ; I dared not tru-t myself to re-
main. . . . . . . Ililproceeded bu
a shorl distance when I heard behind me a rapid
footsiep, and the burried breaibing of some per-
son. By a gleam of bighing | recognised Char-
les. He extended Gi- od T believed he bad
come to nsult me. | -uaiched his cane from
hun, and strock that fur=i blew.,  He fell, saying.
in & vorce which will v.io e in my ears nll my
dymmg duy, " Altred, 1 cie 1o seek a reconcilia-
tion with you.) Those .re tus last words—he
wrned bis face towards i-.: earth, I raised bis
bead and Jooked mio ' ghastly countenance,
revealed to me by the & “ui llashes of ligbtning,
which from time to Uwe .!ayed about the heav-
ens. It was pale, the eyes (ixed, tue mouth
apen. Terrible vision .  Cliirles was dvad, and
A was his murderer. . ., I let the body
full, and fled —miserabir caward, I conld not sup-
port the sight ot ¢y vi ian.

* Unconsciously I re:r wwed my steps, and ar-
rived at the house of my relation. L entered ir,
as [ had left it, uuseen u, any person; and yet
I hastened, impelled by « feehng of shame and
fear, to conceal wmysell in a corner of my room.
I rewained there lor some lime, i a staie of in-
cotcelvable anguish,iu a <! e bordering on mail-
ness. L'wo lueas preserted thenselves 10 my
mind—* T have murdered.” * Wiom 7 ¢ Char-
Zes?  Adter L had snswesncid, I oagain asked the
question, crouchmg to the 10 in agony.

* When the oright bzuwm- of the nising sun pe-
neirated my wmdww, sud the world awalke to
joy, Lo sorrow, 10 bLope, or lo duck despair, an
absorbing desire of seli-preservainan tovk pos-
session of e, the very blood 5o my veins ap-
prared to De frozea with the cowardiy terror
wineh paralyzed every faculty of my bemg. My
crime was alinost furgotton, or rather it served
to create a terrible vision of the judge, the
court-rooun, the execution and the scaffuld, - Yer
why shoutd | desire to ire 2 I, who felt snch
an intense loogg for sience—anhivion—death.
Au! because death is not anmbitanon j during
that ight of auguish I recognised tins truth, and
far mace poweriul than the fear of human justice
was the dread of that aveaginy Judge, who
awaited me 1g eteroity, Yes—I  wished to
hive, .
¢ ] took my seat at the breakfasi talle, and
exchanged the usual salutations with a tranquil
countenance. Lre (ong the falal wews arnved
at the chateau ; [ acted iy part well.  Surprice,
grief, despair—all were counterfeired with con-
summate ¢kill, and those wio surrounded me,
thought ooly of cousollug so toucinyg a sorrow ;
but when towards the evening Lhe report of Bu-
dolphe’s arrest begao to be nowed abroad, then,
al least the frightiul agitation 1 wanifesteg was
pot feigued. DMy God! cau wne support such
tormeuts, and ool cease to hive, My brow, my
beart must have beew made of iron.

¢ | returned to the city. I heard of the ex-
amiuation which my poor Rudolphe had under-
gone, of (he torture hie had sulfered when they
showed bim the disfigured remaios of the friend
whom he' would bave delended even at the price
of his own hie.- -T beard of every eircumstance
wiich tended to prove the guit of Rudolphe,
and yet | besitated to give mysell up. To my
first erime I added acother, ten thousand times
more odious, [ bad sacribced Charles to my
tary—1 had immolated Rudolphe to my coward-
we. They accused my friend—I was sileat.—
"They drugged bun to the criminals beseh—I
was silent. L deprived mim ot bis character, of
s life.:perhaps,: by that-sience, and - yet . L. did
not speak. " Rudolphe; suspecting nothing, beg:
ged me 1o undertake’ fiis ‘defence, 1 comphed
‘wiib a teeting “of joy, for 1 hoped to'save bis
-honor and is: life, and -to . present hum to the

.g‘,,'ﬁcé;‘&bm:,»]?___' ST '3i[d:.[o'. solicits a {oan. from.,

world, ‘as.ny. beart knew-him to' be, -an infogent
‘fnan; bt Hesyun dil’ 001, perimt’"me:
sich .a ‘consolation. . Nolbwithstandi

forts, my friend was condemaad fo ba
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|1 bave covered it with wlamy. -

AL,

I listened to the sentence, and remawned silent.
O, despicable love of life l—you were more pow-
erful than the remorse wiiels tortured my miser-
able heart, urging me to turow mysell at Lhe
leet of the judges and confess.my crime.

i ¢ A lung illuess rendered e for a while al-
most wsensible Lo my sorrow, yeteven during
the beight of mny delirium, 1 made the most su-
perhuman exertions to conceal the secret which
oppressed me. Unforiunately (as [then though )
l recovered, they gave me a little packet from
Rudolphe 5 it contuined his watch aud a note, in
which I read

¢ Aifred, 1 am conviuced that I have discover-
ed the real cruninal bat rever will I betray him.
Let tun hive, and remember that Rudolphe bas
forgiven bim.?

*"Phese mysterious words wiil never be.effaced
from my memory ; amid the turmoil of business
they are ever presect 1o my eyes, The dying
words of Charles—1be glance of Rudolphe as he
was conducted (o prison—that voier wiich ex-
claimed ¢ J came to seek a reconcilition with pou?
—1hat glance, whick made a final appeal to my
couscience, as it seemed to say, ¢ Wil you nu
save me? Behold the instruments of toe terri-
ble pumshinent to which [ am condemned.  he
worm whielt never dies, the (ire which forever
burgs, L carry with me wherever I go, and yet I
am sull stleut.

* Aud the world honors me. I hve amid the
lestunouials ot respect, which render me wore
desjucable n my own eyes. Kvery mark of es-
teem which they manifest towards e, m kes me
feel more culpable in my own eyes. My con
science reproaches e for aceepting those Lon-
ors, of which L awn so unworthy, and all that the
mistaken world accords me adds te the wegn
which oppresses my heart. 1 am very guity,
but 1 am very miserable also. Not to speak of
enjoyments, [ have ot even an hour of repose,
My prolession, which I formeri; laved, has be-
cuie hatelul 1o me. It recalls o my mind the
traf of Rudolphe. The pleasures of the world
no langer exist for me.

¢ Friendship! O, what have [ done with my
friends, my brothers, whose incomparable alec-
tions pardened my unexampled cenmes. I dare
vot recall the past,  The present 1s 2 torture—
the fuiure, I cannnt thiok of .  What will it
be? Will Liive? Will 1 die in 1his state of
mad 7 Wit L at last suminon suflicient courage
to deliver mjyself to the fuw? DMever! Tlis
position— 1 bate it—u desrades me—und yet 1
could nat live withnut the pubhic esteemn, Strange
inconsistency of the humanmind, I despise my-
self, and 1 cannot bear that the warld should des-
pee me. 1 live alone, and oftea napose upon
mysell some portilication 1n my lable, very trit-
hng when [ ihiok ot the sulferings of Rudoiphe,
But whatif | would practice a'l the austenities
of the early hermits? I would eflect nothiug.
Naught butan avowal, a public avewal of my
crung will serve to expate it.

¢ The riches wille whick eaven has endowed
me, I give in charity, and I experience ar the
saing time a sentinent of shame and pleasure
when some unbappy mendicunt calls down a
blessing upon me. I, who am so unworthy of
being Dblessed. Ab, of they knew the crimes
that sully the hand which assisted them, vould
they not repulse it with horror? Some of Liese
trillng charities betrayed by the grateful recip-
eots, bave been the cause of considerable re-
mark. Oue benevolent society wished to make
me ils presidest, another ns treasurer, Wuh
what pamnful confusion I listened to such ew-
dences of respect, I blushed, 1 refused. Tlen
they extollea my modesty, and public opinion,
more and ore misiaken, will overwpclin e
with honor. ,

-+ ‘T'he wother of Rudolple has writtea to me:
she begs me to visit hLer at her cotlage in the
country 1o which she has retired. I am unwil-
ling to go, but I dare not refuse her presswng {n-
vitation. I obey.

¢On! what a day I bave passed. Upon ar-
riving at the banble cottage of Madame Dei-
lavanoy, L was told that she had been suflering
for some time frown 8 severe illness, and it was
feared that sbe could ot survive many weeks. —
They weat to intorm_her of my arrival, and in
the meanwhile L wamted 10 a gloomy little ger-
den, where some sunflowers Ilified their “heads
among the rows of cabbuges aud sorrel. The
ruipous condition of thus old estublishment, the
neplecied garden, the melancholy aspect of every
thiog that surrounded me, added a more sombre
tint 1o the habitual sadness of my thonghts. Ru-
dolphe was tbe bope of his famly. The profis
of s labor would have soothed the- declining
pears of s aged mother, would have assured-for
s wister a happy fortune.  Now his morber 1s-
lonely and poor, his sister 18 far uway {row home.
Auwoag strange faces she tails to gain : that daily.
bread,.which go doubt 13 maisteted: with- burniog
tears. Tius family was happy and bonored; and-

| «Siich were my: thoughis svhen *they cams ;to
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I ot;eycd the sum-

ther.  With tremblg limbs
mons.

¢ The traces of my agitation were visible upen
my countenance, and, ns ustal, they were inter-
preted m my favor. "The poor mother exlended
to me her emaciated hand, and said v a voice so
fawt, that it appeared to me like a whisper—

|¢ My good Alfred—how dehghted I am to be-

hold you—how deeply | am aflected by this
proof of your faithful tuendship. 1 could not
reply ; I lowered my head upon her hand, which
frebly endeavored 10 press wy own—* [ wished
to see you,' she contined, ‘ ta speak to you of
our Rudolphe. You loved Lim so dearly—you
love bun still 1 am swre—you, s delender, lis
friend—you, to whom he gave the tender name
of brother—no you have not forgotten him.’—
¢ Never,” 1 cried. ¢ Ab, she proceeded, with
awukeng energy—* Do not forget lmn—he is
so uohappy, be feels so keenly the jeast evidence
of neglect. I beg you to visit me once inore,
that 1 may rezommead to you my iunocent iy
beloved soa.  You see thut my end is fast ap-
proucting ; the disgrace of my poor child has
sunk oo deeply into my beart, but ers my spirit
bids adieu ta tlhis wortd, I wish to coulide hun to
a faithtul friend 30 you, iny good Alfred.” She
ceused [rom exhaestivn, cast a sorrowful and
loring glance towards the cracinx, aud after a
momenut of sitence, resmned @ * You will protect,
m —vaill you not 2 You are loved, honored and
esteemed ~who knows? perhaps you could ob-
tain s release. O, Alfred, you will at least
try, will you not? [ could not answer; my
voice was stilled by remsorse and sorrow.  Ste
raised uersetl up, and scizing my hand, exclain-
ed, ¢ You believe bim iunocent, do you notV—
¢ Yes, I swear it.” ¢ Al, may God bless you for
thuse words. Yes, he 15 mnocent, What, he
murder his friend—lus Charles! Ile, so good,
so alfectionate. Though all the courts of lie
earth would be united against hup, 1T would still
cry out that be is mnocent. None but the mo-
ther kuows her child ; 1 kuow Rudolphe, and 1
know that he suffers for the geilt of another.—
A, Gad is just, wnd onz day the true culprit
will me discovered, and will be overwhelmed
with sbawme. Alrealy, without doubt, his re-
worse 15 bis own pusishment.’ ¢ And your re-
venge,? suid [, a low tone. °1 seek no re-
venge,’ sad Madame Dellaunnoy, ¢ when about
to close our eyes [wever upoun “he vanities of this
world, we view such things ina lar dillerent
hght. I bave made a ssenfice ty God da for-
pivtog him whose silence has doomed my only
sou tu drag aut a miserabie existence, and [ pray
God to excite bis bearl o repentance,” At the
fast word ¢ repentance,” 1 felt as if my hearl
would break with its heavy load of guit. A
voice 1o the taost depibs of iy heart cried
out, ¢ lasure the Lappiness of this dying motlier;
tell her that her son shail be set at liberty.” And
yet I was silent,

¢ Madame Dellasnnoy appeared lo be quite
ezhuusted ; our comversalion had proved too
wuch for ber. Her eyes became dim aod wan-
derieg ; ber trembling band sought wmioe, and .[
dared to press iny lips upon 1f, and to reisten it
wilh the tears [ could no langer repress. * You
weep,? sad she, ¢ you weep lor Rudolphe. O,
wny dear Allred, you will not abaudon lum; you
will assist bam, will you not # ¢+ I will try.” [re-
plied 1n a low vowce, Madame Dellaunuoy then
took a letier frpm under ber pulow, and gave it
to me. I opened tt, and recoguized that well
kaowa writing, which so often bad caused me the
purest joy. Now, alas ! 1t was dim wilth a mo-
ther’s bitter lears. | read the followmg lnes:

¢ Betoved Mother,—

* You render yodrsel{ too unhappy, and your
grief adds a new poignarcy to that which I al-
veady sutfer. Be assured, however, that I am
well situated bere. 1 am treated wilh more len-
ity than the other prisoners, and during tke day
[ ‘win delivered from the chains, and from the so-
ciety of the crummal with whom I am coupled ;
it is only the mght that L aw placed in the midst
of wy companions. . . . . O/ long and
weary mghts! . . . DBut the sweet remem-
braoce of your affection, beloved mother, sus-
tais me, and the thought that God knows my
innocence, comes to strengthen iny siokwg spi-
rts. During my sleepless nights and my days of
anguish, T learped to koow aud to love tbat all-
powertul Bemg who extends ™ ks paleraal arms
towards His weary 2od unbappy childees-—
Tuough my fate appears frightful to bunao eyes,
tkere are mowments when 1 bless my heavy cbatns
ta thiokiag tuat while suffering under their weighit
I learned to love and serve my God. Cberlshgd
wmother, this hife and 1ts miseries ere long will
pasy'away. Ere miny years, perhaps ere maoy
monihs, we shall be for ever re-umted, and be<
‘Tore tbe tribupal of the God  of justice you wil
see thal your son is'nol an. assussio ;- but your

puiation of Rudolphies. s .o ' «.;Farewell,

conduct me to the -bedside of: Rudolpbe’s mo-

my cherished motber. I kiss..your venerated

ther.

beart-has always kaowa miue, dearest mother.— |
Listus-pray for him, who, ‘more mserab'e thag.).
. :I,'___hﬁS, mu-dered Charles, an d destroyed the re-

No. Sl.

liands, and implore you to unite with me in say-
ing ¢ Thy will, O God, be done.” May our sweet
Mother, in Heaven, watch and guard you for-
ever.
¢ RuvorrHe.’

¢ The wirtue of Rudolphe overpowered me.
At last T raised my eyes towards the - mother of
my friend. She had her cruesfix in her hand ;—
ker glance was directed to it, and her lips moved
in prayer. [ pecceived the tokens of her ap-
proaching agony. She turned lier vyes towards
me, and with a mighty efort satd, m a low and
nurticulute voice, ¢ You have read it? Alired,
you will go to see hum. You will carry to my
cluld the farewell and blessing of a dying ino-
But first, dearest friecnd of my poor child,
receive mine. 'I’he blessing of your brother’s
early [uend, dear Altred!” AL tliese rerrible
words, I arose and {ell upon my knees by the
bedsid:, covering my face with my trembling
hands. The dywyg woman extended her band,
and murinured ; * I wish to bless you, 1o embrace
you, to expure in your arms.  You will recall to
my mind my precious clild.” This was 100 much.
[ tastinctively recoiled ; [ repulseld those trem-
bling hands, and exclasimed—* Do not bless me !
—Curee me rather ; [—Tmurdered Charfes—I
consigned yaur son to prison I’ Did she uuder-
stand me? [ believe so, for her dying counte-
nance assumed an expression of intense horror
her hunds lell powerless, she endeavored to speak,
but no sound issued from those pale hps. o . . .
[ saw nowmore. A terror seized me, sad T fell
upon the floor,
“ How long [ vemained there, I know not, I
was aroused by the servants, who sud: ¢ Als,
the poor lady s dead ! God has at lasl released
ber from her misery, May He receive her pure
spiril in Paradise,’
¢T caused a Requiem Mass to be celebrated
this morniug for Madame Dellaunnoy. [t ap-
peared to me that (s sacrifice, so prized by
Christians, would appease her anger und do
honor to her memary. Tor the first tme dur-
wy many years, I prayed upon my knees alone,
in the vast cathedral, I prayed to God -1 con-
fessed iny crime to IIim; fram Him [ soheited
light, strength, geoerosity ; for the first time in
six years—I[ hared to bope—what? [ koow
pot Pardon—peace, no doubt; but [ can only
obtain those gifis by repairing the Duginfl
misery I bave eaused. Ty sentunents remsi
the same, it appears to e that [ may oblam
strength lo do it.

¢ Death1s a sleep 5 but there is an awnk-ning
alsn.  What an awakening for the suwner ! Face
to face with his Gud. Au elervity of punish-
ment 1 An eternuly of horrors!

¢ ‘I'hose whose futlh is sincere, hope also.  To-
day 1 read with deep emotion the history of the
repentant thiel, who lud the bappiness of receiv-
jng the sweet assurrance of his pardon. ¢ Z%-
day thow shalt be with me in Paradise His
crimes forgiven,  Llappy soul ! but Jid he mur-
der his brother 7 No matter, I tnusl examine
this religion which has power to console the dy-
g moments of an abandoned cruninal. I pass
soie hours every duy in praying, that is 1o sap,
i erying to God, * L am a wretch ; have mercy
on me.! 1 read those books which can instruct
e n the Cathalie religion ; the lucther [ read,
the clearer 1 perceive (bat its origin is divine.—
Yes, God has given to the ministers of that
Church the power to foosen und to bind, to par-
don and to torgive. There is then a wtnister of
Gzod wpon this earth who, 10 Ilis boly name,
could absulve me from my crimes. But the
Jreadful necessity of confession? Well, of I
were reconciled with God, would I not find In
iny recovered innocence a strength befure un-
known, to suller and to diel When a crime
has been commitled, what does God require—
what does Mis Church require—whai, but an
bumble confession of sin, Camn refused to ae-
kuowledge his guilt, and he became a wandearer
upon tue face’ of the earth. Tne hLigh priest,
in the nnme of the twelve (ribes, coufessed the
prevarications of his people, and after offering a
gacrifice {or expialion, they entered purified and
fo:given wto that Holy of Houlies.

¢ The new law imposes upon every man the
confession of tus faults to another man, who 1s
bound to the most iuviolable secrecy, ‘There is
the divine remedy apphied to the woes of human-
ity. 1tis the last hope which remains Lo un-
bappy siners. ¢ Thou shalt not ki’ —* Thon
shalt oot bear false witness,’ says the law of God
but for those who have violaled 1heé Divige com-
mand, a blessed hope remaivs, ¢ Wlose.sins
you forgive shall be forgiven; whose sios you
shall retain shall be retuined,” Those sacred
words I adare; they elevate my heart; they
cast a glearm of light amosg the. sombre shades
‘which my double crime bias cast upoa my soul.—-
¢ Glory be 0'Goed>? " T T
.\ v GHAPTER VI —TOULON..; .oy
.The sombre shades of ievening,full arognd:
In one of the mast retired chapeli of:thesetiurch’ -
of, ——;a priest:>wasi:engagedsiin: hearng. the.. .




