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PART II.
(Concluded from Last Week.)

Spring had come. ©On the “lande” the
grass already pierced through the brown
soil. The air was delightfully soft and
mild and nature szemed to rejoice. Yet
on every side anxious faces could be seen
and the voices were sad, for war had been
declared and no one felt safe.

Often the Lord of Tremaneuk had bat-
tled against his neighbors, but now, in
spite of his valor, he had been repulsed
and his en>my was threatening him on
his grounds.

Then, taking advantage of the fact that
their lords were quarrelling together, the
peasants had organized a rising. They
had been quickly joined by some house-
less ruffians, too pleased to find an oppor-
tunity to rob and plunder without fear
of punishment.

The country was infested with bands of
licensed soldiers, the scum of the army.
The soil of Brittany being ever favorable
to guerilla warfare, they took refuge in
deep, secluded valleys or grotos on . the
seashore, and from there they would sally
te indifferently attack Lord Tremaneuk
or his rival, the Baron of Geranek.

One mornihg a small troop was gathered
in a cave. Their last attempt had not
brought them much gold and they were
resolved to find a richer prey. At last a
man suggested the Convent of St. Anna,
which stood not far from Tremaneuk and
was well known for its riches. There
was a long discussion. Then the man who
had been chosen as the leader said au-
thoritatively: ““‘One of us must obtain ad-
mittance to the convent, and when he
knows well the place one night he will let
us in.”

“Yes, but who will run the risk of con-
cealing himself in the convent? Uf he is
found he will die in tortures.”

“] will not go,” said one of the men. “1
do not fear death in battle, but the risk
is too great in this case.”

“Nor 1,” hastily rejoined one of his com-
rades.

The chief frowned at this general re-
luctance to go. At last his eyes fell on
one man who had not yet spoken.

A dark old mantle thrown on his head
almost concealed his features, and he sat
motionless, gloomily staring in front of
him.

“Wilt thou go?” the leader of the gang
asked, with some hesitation.

“If you like,” he replied, with a shrug
of indifference. :

“Very well. Then thou wilt go and feign
sudden sickness. The nuns will take thee
in, and one night thou wilt throw a rope
ladder over the wall and we will climb
over.”

“Very well.”

“«It is the rack if thou art caught,”
said one of his comrades, a little jeal-
ously.

«] do not fear death or the rack,” he
ealmly replied. i

“Wait till thou hast endured tortures to
boast, my gay lord. But look at my hand
to give thee a foretaste of what awaits
thee.” And he showed his hand, disfig-
ured by the thumbscrew. Then, bursting
into a hoarse laugh, he slapped his friend
on the shoulder. ‘

“Keep off,” and there was a fierce gleam
in ‘the younger man’s eyes as he drew
away, “and stop your ill omened prophe-
sies! I have no wish for thy company. I
will perform my part; do the same.”

The strong grip of the newcomer was as
much feared as his cutting replies, and
the discomfited ruffian sulkily turned
away, leaving him alone.

The young man walked rapidly on the
seashore till he caught sight. of a troop

.of horsemen coming toward him. He then

stopped and, after having gazed around,
soncealed himself behind some huge rocks.

It was only when they had disappeared,
lost in a cloud of white dust, that he ven-
tured out of his hiding place. The dan-
ger was over, and he sarcasticaiiy luughed
st himself.

Did danger exist? Was it not a mere
fancy? For who would recognize in the
wasted, unshaven, marauder he who had
once been the handsome Lord Kerbrenn?
He might well have fearlessly walked past
his most intimate friend, who would not
have known him, so great was the change
wrought by those few months of sorrow
and hardship.

He was indéed frightfully altered. Amid
those marauders whom he had joined he
tad already won a kind of remown, for
his arm was strong and he was absolutely
fearloss. But, often overpowered with
disgust, he could not hide the contempt
he felt for ‘base associates. How low he
had sunk and how he hated and despised
himself!

But as he remembered the agony en-
dured when his sword had been shivered
into pieces a terrible hatred stifled in his
beart all feeling of remorse. e could
only think of his vengeance. Revenge
himezlf against those peasants who would
stone him to death should they know he
was an outlaw, and above all humble
those knights, his former friends, who,
deaf to his ehtreaties, had spurned him
away. When he reached the convent all
the belle began to ring. He had lost all
count of days, but he suddenly recollect-
ed that it must be Maundy Thursday.

Tu e7ite of himself Kerbrenn stood still
to ligten, for the chimes sounded very
sweetly in the clear air. Last year he
remembered. Ah, well, it was no use
to think of the past, yet he could not
avoid the recollection of those days when
he had not lost his faith and no stain of
sin rested on his soul.

Yet he wished it was a castle and not
a convent whose hospitality he was going
to betray; but it was too late to draw
back, -and, setting his teeth, he knocked
for admittance.

A small gate was opened and a voice
inquired what he was seeking. He replied
that he was ill and unable to pursue his
way. Would they not grant him shelter
for some few days?

The door was immediately opened and
he was led to the sick ward, for the con-
vent was at the same tims a hospital.

Kerbrenn was exceedingly pale and thin,
go his tale was easily credited. There
were but few sick men at that time and
he had a tiny room all to himself.

Night came and he tried to sleep, but
an intolerable sense of anguish oppressed
him. It was the first time since his crime
that he found himself welcomed in an
honorable hous2, and, reckless as he was,
he felt still more keenly his shame there
than in the rude caves where he sought
shelter with his lawless companions.

On the morrow it was Good Friday. All
the nuns were gathered in the church
and no one seemed stirring in the silent
cloisters. -

After having carefully gazed around
Kerbrenn crept out of his room. It was
a rather risky thing to do, but he tried
to persuade himself that it was necessary
to explore a little the convent in order
to guide his accomplices. The truth was
that he preferred danger to that solitude

>

of his conscience.

After having roamed for some time in
the deserted cloisters he opened a small
dqor and found himself in the church. In
the dim light it szemed larger than it
'reaJI_v was. Black draperies were hang-
ing everywhere, concealing all the orna-
ments and giving it a tragic and gloomy
appearance.

Kerbrena shivered, yet a strange fasci-
nation held him there, motionless.

Suddenly a voice rang out near him, so
clear that he started in sudden terror.

‘“Have mercy, O my God!”

Thers was a short pause, then the same
prayer was reported, .this time by many
sad, low voices. -

“Mercy, mercy, O Lord!”

A cold sweat stood on Kerbrenn’s brow.
Was he dreaming? Those voices sounded
so faint and unreal. He almost thought
he had died and stood ‘“nella “citta do-
lente,” sung by the poet. -Were not these
the calls of restless, despairing wouls?

But the voices again rose in prayer, and
Kerbrenn heaved a sigh of relief as he
realized that behind the wooden screen of
the. choir the nuns were in their stalls.

Still he lingered, unable to tear himself
awdy. Soft as the murmuring waves the
voices of the women swelled, then fell as
they together repeated their humble peti-
tion. Kerbrenn felt unworthy to join in
their earnest prayer, but sobs shook the
wretched man, when' silence fell, and he
slowly left the church. 5

Kerbrenn did not dare to leave his room
the following day. He said, however, ‘to
the lay sister that tended him that he felt
much better and hoped to be able-to re-
sume his journey on the Monday.

From his bed he listened to the merry
chimes and thought of the desolation that
would fill the convent when he would let
in the marauders.

By a treason he was going to repay the
generous hospitality which had been ex-
tended to him. He could not bear to
think of it and tried to forget.

Not wishing to raise any suspicion, he
went on Easter Sunday to mass in the
convent’s chapel. He concealed himself
behind a ‘pillar«in a dark corner, for he
had a nervous apprehension to stand in
the full light.

Yet for the first time that morning he
forgot what He had been and what he had
become. All was forgotten as a new feel-
ing of peace fell on him.

The sun was brightly shining through
the richly stained windows. The altar
blazed with lights and from behind the
choir the voices of the nuns sweetly rose
in prayers. No more in an agonized sup-
plication, but rather in triumphant chor-
uees.

And then a single voice was heard. It
was eingularly moving and beautiful, and
Kerbrenn felt as if it was an angel that
had come down from heaven to bring him
a message of mercy. :

As he listened to the rich cadence the
despair ‘that had been gnawing him de-
parted. He might still hope; not indeed
to regain in the eyes of the world an hon-
ored rank, but to obtain from God for-
giveness for his sins. ; :

He remained long on his knees when
every one had departed and the church
was again dark and silent. It cost him
an effort to go out in the cloisters, whe?e
he might meet some one, and be again
obliged to resume the dreadful lie.

He had only walked a few steps when
he heard a light tread and caught sight
of a fluttering white veil.

They were standing face to face, then a
cry like a groan escaped him. “Guireka!”

So changed was he that during a few
seconds ehe did mot recognize Kerbrenn,
but when he began to ‘speak her pale face

suddenly flushed, and with a stifled cry|

she tried to break away from him.

But he, heeding not her imperative
prayers, detained her. Almost incoherent-
ly, for he was so moved he hardly knew
what he said, he besought her to be
merciful. His sin was great, but it was
his love for her that had driven him
mad. i

‘She interrupted him with an exclama-
tion of horror.

«Tt is not true!” she despairingly cried.
“Tf thou hadst loved me it is by glorious
deeds and not by a foul murder that thou
shouldst have tried to win me.”

“And yet it is true!” he replied in a
low voice. ‘“Hate filled my heart when I
thought thou shouldst become Rolkern’s
wife, and it was to have thee that I be-
came a murderer.”

“And eo I whs the cause of Rolkern’s
death and of thy shame! Oh,” I would
rather thou wert dead like him than
guilty!” And she spoke more in sorrow
than in anger. For indeed she felt it
would have been better to mourn on his
grave than blush at the thought that she
had given him her heart; and, after hav-
ing Joved, to be obliged to despise.

“Forgive me if I spoke thus,”” he at last
said. “Thou art an angel and can inspire
no evil deed.” _

She tried to collect herself and falter-
ingly asked: “And now . . . .what is
the meaning of this disguise? What art
thou seeking in this convent?”’

“Now I have become a bandit,” and
Kerbrenn laughed harshly. “I have as
aesociates lawless marauders and I came
here to pillage and murder.”

“Oh, I cannot believe it!” she moaned.
“What! Instead of sorrowing for thy sin
thou only addest to thy guilt! Dost thou

no longer fear the chastising hand of |

God?”

“I am accursed,” he doggedly replied.
“My sin doth indeed lie heavy on my
soul, but now it is too late to draw back.
My only hope is to be revenged before I
die.”

“No, epeak not thus!” and Guireka
wrung her hands distressedly. “Do pen-
ance. There is yet time.”

“I tell thee I am accursed. Suffering!

has killed in me all noble feeling. Thou
canst understand the torture I have en-
dured when, in thy sight, under thine
éyes, T have been degraded. I shall never
forget nor forgive. Those who have been
merciless shall weep in- their turn.” His
cheeks had blanched as he spoke and hate
shook his voice. “I will be revenged,”’

he hissed. “For my hatred is as fierce as|

the love I have for thee!” and drawing
close tn Guireka he tried to seize her.

But she wrenched herself free and burst
into a wild laugh.

“And to think,” she cried, “that I could
have loved thee! Yes, thou false knight.
rebel against God himself! I suffered
keenly witnessing thy disgrace and sought
refuge in this convent not to wed another
man and to weep alone. To weep, not for
by betrothed who was no more, but for
the murderer who had dishonored himself.
I must indeed have been mad.”

But releasing her, Kerbrenn. fell on his
knees.

“Guuireka, forgive me! What stifled in
my heart all good feeling was the thought
of the contempt thou must feel for me!
Had T known thou felt pity I would have
repented! No. Believe not my own words,
for when I knelt in the church this morn-
ing 1 shed tears of sorrow, and when I
see thee, hear thy sweet voice again, I
forget my evil resolves. Whatever thou
willest T will do!” :

His fierce mood had changed, and as he

where he could not drown the reptoachesT’
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implored her Guireka understood that it
was her task of mercy to save that poor,
struggling soul. So after having heard
from him some details of ‘the horrible

life he was leading, she made him swear
not to betray the generous hospitality
which had besn extended to him. He
would not reply to the signal of his friends
that night, and on the morrow he would
g0 away and never again see his lawless
companions.

Small sleep - ‘Guireka had that night,
but the nuns quietly slumbered, and a
restful silence filled the convent.

Suddenly a frightful crash was heard,
followed by a wild, exultant yell.

The nuns could ‘not even wunderstand
what had happened or make any plan to
escape. The cloisters were already in-
vaded, the doors thrown down. Half crazed
with fright, they ran on all sides, despair-
ingly calling for: help. g

Guireka.had been rudely aroused like the
others, but during the first few minutes
she managed to escape and ran down a
long cloister. Suddenly two strong hands
seized her. In the dark—for complete
darkness added to the horror of the git-
uation—she fought and called for help.

“What a little devil I have got! Here, |
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bring me some light

One of his companions immediately ran
up, bearing a torch. But he had no soon-
er arrived than a tall form sprang from
bzhind him.

The man who held Guireka, struck by
a heavy blow, fell to the ground. The
torch was dashed out against the wall and
the girl caught by two powerful hands.

She could not see her rescuer, yet she
knew, warned by. some instinct, that it
was Kerbrenn. However, she was too

.dazed to clearly realize anything as he

quickly bore her away.

At last they reached *a small inner
courtyard and he let her down. Then
Guireka recovered a little and, turning
round, bitterly said:

“You have betrayed us.”

“I did not,” he vehemently replied. “I
do not know how they forced their way
in, but I did not help them.”

A scream rang out, so piercing that
Guireka shuddered.

“Oh, my God, help us!” she murmured.
“T must try to cscape!”

“] will help thee,” Kerbrenn eagerly
said. “Come.”

“Oh, no; not with thee,” and she re-
coiled in’ instinctive distrust.

“] was true to my promise and now I
would save thee,” he passionately urged.
“Trust me but for some few minutes and
thou shalt be saved, for they do not sus-
pect me as yet.”

Still Guireka hesitated, and she gazed
on all sides as a hunted deer.

“] must trust thee, and yet thou hast
been false to thy knighthood!”

“True, but remember that though a
criminal, I did not, could not perjure my-
self. I swear to thee that thou shalt be
saved.”

She was moved by his entreating ac-
eent.

“I trust thee,” she simply said.

There was no time to lose, for some
men were running toward them, but no
one dreamt of detaining Kerbrenn, as with
the maiden in his arms he quickly left
the convent.

He walked as rapidly as he could, with-
out looking back, till an exiltant shout
made him turn.

The . ruffians had set fire to the build-
ing, and already the flames were leaping
from the windows.

“My poor sisters!” (Guireka sobbed, as
she gazed on, horror stricken. She gazed
long, as if fascinated, till Kerbrenn gently
touched her hand.

“Come, we must hasten away. The coun-
try is far from safe. If we should meet
a gang I should be powerless to protect
vou. But in taking some short cuts we
may reach your father’s castle before
dawn.” She followed in silence.

In their eagerness they scarceiy per-
ceived how the hours went on. -In the
east the sky grew gray and.they recog-
nized where they stood. Tramaneuk’s cas-
tle was visible-in the far.off and it was on
that same spot where, little more than a
year before, Kerbrenn had whispered
words of love to her.

Guireka shuddered, and, turning toward
him, broke the silence.for the first time.

‘“Do not go any further. If thou art
seen here it is death for thee.” ;

“Nay, I will only  leave thee when I
,knofw thou art safe under thy father’s
roof.”

. Vainly she urged him to leave her; he
followed the maiden till they stood under
the castle walls. “

Then he stood still and gazed .intently
at Guireka -for a long time. Suddenly
with an- effort he straightened himself
and simply ‘said, “Farewell.”

“How can I thank thee?’ she mur-
mured.

But when he turned s if to leave a
faint cry escaped her.

“Do not.go yet!” she cried. “Thou hast
saved my life, and oh——]. will save thee,
too—save thee from this damnable life!”

A bitter smile came on his sad face. “I
told thee already I am doomed.”

“No, no!” and in her eagerness she
placed her trembling hand on his arm.
“Swear to me again that thou wilt leave
tyy companions of sin and try to lead a
better life.”

*[ have sworn it to thee and I hope I
will die soon, for, tracked on all sides,
there is no hope of escape.”

“Go far away where thou will not be
recognized, and eeek admittance in a
monastery, where all those who suffer, all
who have sinned and repent, are made
welcome.”

Kerbrenn hesitated, but a summons from
the other:side of the battlement made
them start.

They were hidden by some large rocks,
but the day had almost dawned, and Ker
b;rtenn would be seen if -he tried to walk
off. J

“You must escape! T would not thou
shouldst die for me. Listen! Crawl till
thou reachest that huge rock on the sea
edge. Then let thyself down, but be cau-
tious, for it is dangerous. A ledge is hewn
in the cliff. A secret door is concealed
and a passage leads to the interior of the
castle. I will let thee in and hide thee
till thou canst depart in safety.”

_She hastily left him, without giving him
time to reply.

He heard the drawbridge creak when
lowered to admit Guireka. It was imme-
diately drawn up when she had crossed
the moat, and again a great abyss divided
them.

» * * - * * »

Never more was a voice raised in song.
Then men spoke in whispers and looked
gloomy and preoccupied. The Baron of
Ploudaec was there, encamped under the
walls of the castle. In spite of his wvalor,
of the energy of his soldiers, Tremaneuk
had been unable to repulse his powerful
enemy. The old lord was sourer than ever
as he listened to the talk of some soldiers
gathered in the courtyard. They appeared
to be complaining about something, and at
last Tremaneuk called them and impa-
tiently asked why, in the name of heaven,
they were looking so woful.

Somewhat hesitatingly one man replied
that the castle was haunted. A shadow
had often of late been seen crossing the
huge corridors. -This was a warning of
coming misfortune, besides being very un-
pleasant for those who might meet the
ghost.

Lord Tremaneuk merely shrugged his
shoulders as he dismissed them, and called
them fools for troubling themseclves with
the unreal while actual danger was near
enough.

There was a small watcher’s path, hol-
lowed out in the wall, which they usually
followed, but tonight they gazed appre-

hensively before venturing in. it, for. only
a faint light was visible at the end of
the dark, narrow passage.

‘Lheir fears were justified. They had
scarcely walked a few steps whén they
were thrown to the ground and a tall
gray shadow flitted past. ! f

The men were too terrified to try to
pursue it, but as.soon as they had ‘scram-
blgd to. their feet they ran back to their
companions to relate what had happened.

The tale reached Tremaneuk’s, ears
and the néews did not tend to improve his
temper. He did not share what was in
those days a general belicf. He. angrily
cried that it was not a ghost, but a man
who had thrown them down, most likely
a spy, and he swore he would not be a
dupe.

‘‘Let the search begin at onge,”” he or-
dered, “and when the tide rises”—it was
then slowly ebbing—“I will haye the- spy
thrown from over the wall into the sea.
It will be a lesson to those who dare play
with. me that dangerous game.” |

In small groups the men scattered them-
selves, and high and low they searched
the castle.

f\nd all the while Guireka was. trem-
bling with fear, straining. anxiously her
ears.

At length, when the men had departed
to search another part of the castle, she
rose from the sculptured armchair where
shg had sat motionless, drew aside a 'cur
tain and in a low voice called Kerbrenn.

Followed by him, she noiselessly glided
through the huge corridors and reached
in safety the underground passdge that
opened on the shore.

“The sea! The tide is rising!”

“It is too late mow,”. murmured Ker-
brenn.

V\"}nen the water was low it became
possible to turn round the cliffs that en-
circled the small bay, and some way off a
rlllde path kd to the dry ground. But at
high water the rocks and even the door of
the passage were entirely covered.

During some few minutes they stared
blankly at the merciless waves, then Gui-
reka slowly said:—“We had best turn
back. Thou shalt hide thyself again, and
when the tide is again low you will try to
escape.”
plie{i.WIn do as thou wilt,” he simply re-

But in front of the ‘door they stopped
scarcely crediting their own es;es. ,

It was shut.

; Was it the hand of man that had closed
it, or a gust of wind?

They could not say. They only knew
that it was impossible to throw down that
door, built to resist the onrush of the
waves.

“What can we do?” i
Mg . murmured the girl

.“Tbou must be saved!” cried Kerbrenn
with sudden energy. ‘“Thou knawest -the
place well; is there no way of climbing
back ?” i

‘““None whatever.”

“And, in calling for help, would no one
in the castle hear?”’

“No. It is impossible to attack the
castle from this side, so it is not even
guarded.”

“And—and the soldiers of Ploudeac, they
are encamped near emough to hear, per-
haps?” i

“I would not call to my help my fath-
er’s foe. It would teach them the exist-
ence of the secret passage; besides, they
might keep me as hostage.” :

“Then I shall swim with thee till we
have reached a place of safety.”

“Who can struggle against the rush of
the incoming tide in this marrow inlet?”
she answered with a gesture more of las-
situde than despair. “Many a stout bark
has been dashed to pieces on those very
rocks. Tt is impossible to resist the fury
of the waves.” There was a pause, then,
in. an aponized voice, Kerbrenn ecried:
“Woe unto me, wretch that I.am!. For

thou hast been to me an angel of mercy,
speaking words of pardon when I de-
spaired of heavenly forgiveness, and now,
because of me, thou shalt die.”

“Do not blame thyself,” she soothingly
replied. “I have no regret. Often I pray-
ed for death, and God is mow going to
grant me my request.”

“What? Is there nothing thou weepest
to leave? Life could have been sweet to
thee had I not cast on it a dark shadow.”

“] know what sorrow is. Life has no
more any charm for me,” she murmured.

“Thou wouldst have been a happy wife
had I not_killed thy betrothed.” Ker-
brenn went on in an agony of remorse.
“It was despair that made thee wish to
become a nun”’

“No,” Guireka replied, lifting her head.
“In a few minutes the waves will reach
us. Death is near. I will speak and per-
haps my words will comfort thee. It was
not because my betrothed had died that 1
went to hide my grief in a convent. It
was because I could not bear to think
that I had lost thee.”

“Thou hadst loved me?”

“Yes, and I would rather have seen thee
dead than dishonored, for then I could
freely have shown my sorrow. But in m
quiet cell I found peace. I prayed fk
thee. I prayed for death. My prayer has
been answered, and together we will leave
this life of pain.”

On the shore a fierce battle was raging;
the invaders were trying to storm the
castle and the groans of the wounded
couid be heard, rising above the cries of
fury and the war songs.

With a thundering crash the waves
dashed on, beating the rocks that closed
the narrow entrance. But though they
knew that death was coming with the
dark waters, yet they smiled, for there
was peace in their souls. Their hearts
had bled, but they trusted and hLoped.
When a wave at last swept Guireka al-
most off her feet Kerbrenn caught her
in his arms and for the first and last time
press a kiss on her brow.

_And when the tide had risen the lovers
were no more in this world of sorrow.

CHARLOTTE COUNTY
FARM HOUSE BURKED

James Ross, of Lower Tower Hill,
Suffers Heavy Loss.

N

The comfortable farm house of James
1L, Ross at Lower Tower Hill, Charlotte
county, about nine miles from St. Stephen,
was totally destroyed by fire early yes-
terday morning, together with a large barn
and the woodhouse and all the contents
of house and outbuildings.

A message to The Telegraph says that
Mr. Ross had gone to St. Stephen the
day before to see a circus and stayed all
night and there was no one at home, as
his wife and family had gone to a rela-
tive's. How the fire broke out no one
knows, the neighbors knew nothing about
it until yesterday morning when they
found that the place had been burned
down during the night. Mr. Ross did not
know of his misfortune yesterday after-
noon, as he had gone from St. Stephen to
Sprague’s Falls yesterday morning.

About 2 a. m. the fire was raging as
some people driving on the road from St.
Stephen saw the flames but did not know
what was burning. Mr. Ross is believed
to have carried little insurance. The loss
is roughly placed at $3,000,

Jean—“Did you notice trom my dancing
that my ankle was lame?”
“John—*“No, you didn’t show it at all.”

' —Harvard Lampoon.
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Dr. Ells, Dominion Geologist,
Tells of Result of Visit io
the Island.

Dr. Ells, of Ottawa, dominion geologist,
who is here making a geological map, has
returned from Prince Edward Island
where he spent a few days looking inta
the possibility of developing the coal in-
dustry in the island province. He says &
company has been formed to open up the
industry, The dominion government bas
agreed to subsidize the operations tor%
certain extent and the provincial govern-
ment now have under consideration the
giving of assistance. Dr. Ells was doxfm
on Friday to look over the matter for the
dominion government. He advised the P.
E. Island government to purchase a drill
and to loan it to any company desiring
its use, the company to pay the boring
expenses, assisted by the dominion gov<
ernment subsidy.

The island governmant has not vet de-
cided upon its course and uatil it docs
g0 o action can be taken. Dr. Ells ex-
pects word in a day or so from them.

The plan is to bore in different parts
of the island, the holes going down some
2,000 or 2,500 feet, if necessary. Each bor-
ing will take some time and the outlook
for striking coal is considered as very
bright. Operations will probably be start~
ed just as soon as the provincial governs
ment reaches a decision in the matter.

A party has also gone to Nova Scotia
from Ottat%a to look into a new tin de-
posit found in Lunenburg county, and
other matters.

PROSPECT BRIGHT
FOR VALLEY ROAD

Mackenzie & Mann Much Pleased
With Outlook for Traffic, awd
Bound to Have St. John for Their
Terminal Port.

The outlook for the building of the Val«
ley railroad, bringing the Canadian Norths
ern through Maine and down the river to
this port is now very promising. Definite
news to this effect was secured yesterday
when Hon. William Pugsley returned homa
from Toronto. He said that while there
he had seen Messrs. Mackenzie & Mann
and that they have the report of Engineer
Stewart, who came here with G. G. Ruel
to look over the proposed valley railroad
route. Mr. Pugsley said they were de-
lighted with the outlook presented for
traffic, both locally and as an outlet for
their transcontinental line through this
port. The route through northern Maina
would give them the shortest line to St.
John, which it is their desire to make
their winter port. The only difficulties
at all are in connection with the grade.
It is desired to secure a grade of 5-10 of 1
per cent to the mile and this means addi-
tional expense in the way of construction.
Mr. Pugsley said it will be necessary t
secure some -modifications of the agre:
ment,- the nature of which he was »
able to go into at the moment, but he
at once take the affair up with the
ernment. Asked if the matter wouli®u.
lay the work Hon. Mr. Pugsley said No,
if the government approve of the sug-
gested modifications in the agreemenk
Messrs. Mackenzie & Mann will arrange
to begin their engineering work at < «ce
so that it can be pushed forward and ag
much preliminary work as possible done
before the next session of the legislature,
when the new contract can be made. Dr.
Pugsley repeated that the great railroad
builders are delighted with the reports of
the outlook for the mnew line, and with
the prospect of making St. John their ter-
minal port.

10 LEME JUL 1

Rev. Thos. Marshall Then Going ta
New Pastorate on P. E. Island.

Rev, Thomas Marshall, at present pastor
of Carmarthen street Methodist church,
who has been transferred to Grace Church,
Charlottetown (P. E. 1.), will leave for his
new charge on July 11. He will be suce
cceded by Rev. M. Squires, of Andover.
The congregation are preparing a farewell
for Mr. Manshall.

Changes will also be made in other
Methodist churches of the city. Pev.4il.
D. Marr, of Carleton, will become pastor
of Queen ssuare church, succeeding Rev.
G. M. Campbell, who has been relicved
f{om a circuit to devote all his time tg his
work as secretary of the Canadian J‘»'lble
Society. Rev. J. Heaney, of Silver Falls,
will succeed Rev. Mr. Marr and Rev. Mr,
Champion, of Harcourt, will take up the
work at Silver Falls.

Rev. Nr. Marshall, on account of his
renioval from New Brunswick. will give up
his position as president of the New
Brunswick Temperance Federation. A
meeting of the federation will be held
next month to elect a successor.

COLD COMFORT.

Beggar to Priest— My father, I am a
noor man.”

“Courage, you will go to Paradise.”

“But I am dying of hunger.”

“So much the better;
Paradise all the sooner
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