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stone with an anchor cut into it; he went a few feet

farther and found another rock, marked with a cross.

The next three yards brought him to the brow of the

cliff, and, also, to another, and much larger, rock.

Turning this one over, not without some difficulty, it

was so large, he found it marked with an anchor, and

a good sized orifice, leading into a small cavity with-

in the stone, was disclosed. Thrusting his hand into

the aperture, he drew forth a roll of parchment, the

silken bands which bound it being as firm and strong

as when new, the salt air having been unable to pen-

etrate the rock.

The roll of parchment proved to be a manuscript,
written in the Spanish language. This manuscript
was handed to the writer, who has made the follow-

ing translation of what is the confession ot barra

Arteaga Mariscal, commander of the Spanish ship
Santos dos Todos:

" September 15, 1688.
" I, Ibarra Arteaga Marsical, captain of the ship

Santos dos Todos, write. For many, many days, I
have not seen a human face not since Gonzdes fell

(?) over the cliff. I dare not go and look over; I
fear to see the avenging faces of those whom I have

murdered; yes, murdered, and for what? Oh, why
did I do it ! I can not take the riches, I can go no-

where; every night I see them all. They come to
me in my sleep, and sometimes I feel like jumping
over that horrible cliff myself; but no, I fear to meet
them; I must live and confess to the good bishop.
Yes, all 1 murdered ! First, Eduardo, for I cut the
rope, as we held him over the cliff, the last time he
went to the cave; Pedro and Gonzales thought the
sharp rocks cut the rope, but no, I did it Eduardo
was cruel, and I thought his sinister eye boded me
ill, and that he wanted to kill me. Then Pedro, as
ho Btood on the cliff, looking out over the sea. I
crept up behind him, and he fell and disappeared.
Then poor Gonzales, as he rushed up and looked
down, he, too, I pushed over, and as he fell he turn-- w

his face upon me, white with fear, and with a
ingulf ul shriek he struck the cruel rocks, and bound-
ing from one jagged point to another, fell on the
hm 8ad a angled corpse. Oh 1 how it rings in

ears. Will I never cease to hear that last de-
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