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The Shadow ol the âogel •

On the morning of the 10th tf 
Meroh I awoke with a gtrenge 
weight upon my heart. At first I 
thought it was (edge, for I had, 
eaten a great deal of fudge the 
night before at one of the Kittle 
James' spreads, but afterwrids I 
knew it waa a premonition.

At nine o’clock 1 went to Sieter 
Irmingarde'a eleeeroom, where we 
girl’s bad to discuss current events, 
and prove that we knew something 
about them. All the newspapers 
were full of political news, and I 
had a great many thoughta to ex 
press about it. Therefore I was 
dreadfully disappointed when I 
found Sister Edna and not Sister 
Irmiogarde waiting to take the 
class. Sieter Edna always takes 
the events dais when Sister Irmin» 
garde is called away by Mother 
Emily or to lie important visitors; 
so though deeply pained, I was not 
surprised. The clasi work went on 
as usual, and I held the girls spell
bound, as I often do, by the strange

All Stuffed Up
That’s the condition of many sufferers 
from catarrh, especially in the morning. 
Great difficulty la experienced In clear
ing the head and throat.

No wonder catarrh causes headache, 
impairs the taste, smell and hearing, 
pollutes the breath, deranges the stom
ach and affects the appetite.

To cure catarrh, treatment must be 
constitutional—alterative and tonie.

“ I was ill tor tour months with catarrh 
In the head and throat. Had a bad coagh 
and raised blood. I had become dis
couraged when my husband bought a bottle 
of Hood's Sarsaparilla and persuaded me 
to try it. I advise ell to take It. It has 
cured end built me up.” Mae. Hoeu Bo- 
oolfh, West Liaoomb, N. 8.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
Cures catarrh—it Boothes and strength
ens the mucous membrane and builds 
up the whole system.

Sister Harmons looked at me’ 
and then looked away. She is a 
plump little nunwho makes me 
think of a fat wren—her eyes are 
so dark and bright, and, she is so 
quick in all her movement!. Usually 
she is very gay and cheerful. Some
times I have seen her annoyed or 
excited over our French verbs, but 
never std. So if I could have felt

7 , l l surprised at anything just then, Iend interesting things I knew and eWin||| ...
they hadn't even dreamed ,of. But
I don't think Sieter Edna heard 
much that we said. We all noticed 
that she was absent-minded, and 
when the discussion was over and I 
had told all I knew and some things 
besides, she left the room without 
waiting to point out my worst 
errors in a confidential chat.

The next day Sieter Irmiogarde 
did not come to her classroom, nor 
the next, nor the next. By that 
time we knew, of course, that she 
was ill, and we decided that she 
had a little attack of influerai. 
Some ol the girls remembered that 
she had coughed and looked fever 
ish the laat day she wai with us.
We were too busy to think much 
about anything, however, for a few 
days. Everybody wanted ns to do 
things that took every minute of 
our time, and it Eeetned to me that 
seven d ffarent nuns were taking 
Sister Irmingaido*s variais daises.
We were so interested in watching 
these nuns, and studying them as 
individuals, and reading their 
hearts, and talking them over, and 
deciding that not one of them could 
compare with Sitter Irmingarde in 
any way, that we did not realize 
bow fast time wbs passirg.

Every morning and evening we 
asked wbe her Sieter Irmingarde 
was better, and the answer was 
always that she was "comfortable,’
We sent her our love, toe, and 
every one of us sent her fliwers. 
But it never occurred tone that she 
waa really ill, with dootori and 
nurses, aad medicines and tber 
mometers and fever charts and 
the other things that go with real 
sickness, and I,, for one, went to her 
clasiroom every morning txpeoliog 
to see her there. I always had a 
little thrill when I opened the door 
and looked tor her, and then a little 
ebook when I saw someone elie in 
her place, Away down inside of 
me somelt.iog whispered “another 
whole day I" Alter that—though it 
eeems too strange and terrible to be 
true as I look back on it—my mind 
would be taken up with other things. 
And it was the same with all the 
girls.

Bat one day, after Sister Irmio 
garde had been away from us for 
more than a week, I felt something 
«'range in the convent atmosphere. 
You know how it is just before a 
great storm, when nature seems to 
take a long deep breath and get 
ready for what is oomlng ? In one 
way, everything was the seme as 
visual. Work was going on ; the 
convent bells were reminding us of 
hours and classes; I saw the nuns in 
the long hills, going about their 
duties ; yet everyone seemed to be 
listening. While I wes wondering 
what it meant, Sieter Edns passed 
me, walking quickly. She was 
looking stiaigbt ahead, so she did 
not see me. Her face had the look 
I had seen on all the other faces 
had met that morning—a strained 
look, wide-eyed and frightened, as 
if she expected to bear something 
dreadful. The sound of my heels on 
the polished floor of the hall seemed 
to me to echo throngh the whole 
building; I found I was walking on 
tiptoe, without knowing why I did 
it.

When I opened the door of Sister 
Irmingarde’s classroom, I think I 
had begun to understand what it all 
meant—for this time I did not 
expeot te see her at her desk. She 
was not there, but our French teach
er, Sieter Harmons, sat in her place. 
Her eyes were red, and when she 
opened a book I aaw her bauds 
tremble. The girls were in their 
sea's—liable Blossom, Mande Joyce, 
Kiltie James, and dozens of others— 
and as I glanced at them, and then 
away, afraid of what I saw, they all 
looked alike, for every face bad the 
same expression. The girls were 
leaning a little forward, as if they 
were on the edge of the r chaire, 
ready to aping up. Their eyes were 
very wide open, and they seemed 
to be afraid to speak. The same 
queer Luth lay over the room that 
filled the while oouieut.

I went straight to Sister Har- 
mona’s deik and spoke to her, hot 
the voice I bad beard saying the 
words did not leem to be mine. It 
waa cold and steady, though I could1 
feel my be irt pounding aga’nst my 
e de.

"Sister,” I sad, "phate tell ua. 
la Sister Ir ningarde very II f"

should have felt surprised to tee 
her brown eyes fill with tears and
slowly brim over. I watched the 
big drops fall, firet On her oheeks, 
then on her white linen guimpe, 
until she bent her bead and fumbled 
for her handkerchief in her long 
flowing sleeve. She tried to speak, 
but could not; but it didn’t matier, 
lor now we knew the truth. There 
was not a sound in the room. It 
seemed to me I stood there for 
years 'watching Sister Harmona’e 
tears falling and falling; but after 
the first minute I don't thick I 
saw them at ail. Instead, I saw 
Sister Irmingarde sitting in her old 
place. I even thought I heard her 
voice.

“ Ob, my girls, my girl», what 
ill you do next?'
How often she bad said that to 

ns, in despair I How much she 
had done for us I How little we 
hid doue for ber. As I Hood, 
drz:d, I remembered it all. The 
years seemd to roll backward before 
my eyes, like moving pictures, bat 
reversed, so that the old school days 
came firet; and every picture had 
Sister Irmingarde in it—Sister Ir
mingarde, who knew everything 
and was willing to teach us all 
that we could learn,

Then the door opened and Mabel 
Muriel Murphy came in crying.

"Oh, girls,” she said, and she 
dropped into her seat and put her 
arms down on her desk and buried 
her feoe in them, and sobbed. "Oh, 
girls Sister Irmingarde is dying!’

The words relied about the big 
quiet room as if they, too, were 
frightened, and were trying to get 
out and away from themselves. No 
one answered them. No oce could.
I went to my seat and stared out 
of ’the window, and tried to be 
calm end to understand what it 
all I meant. Two of the minims 
were rolling their hoops along a 

path that was too narrow for 
them both, and I watched the hoops 
meet and go down. An old gar
dener was coming towards them 
wheeling a berrowfnl of fresh earth 
for the early flower beds. I watch
ed him, too, and wondered how 
these little things could go on 
happening when Sister Irmingarde 
waa dying. Finally I heard Sieter 
Harmons speaking.

She waa saying that wo must not 
give up hope. Sister Irmingarde 
had a aérions case of pneumonia— 
a very serious case, indeed; and the 
crisis, to-day, found her extremely 
weak; but a great specialist had 
been sent for, and he waa doing 
everything that could be done. We 
must remember, she said, that the 
one thing we could do for Sister 
Irmingarde was to keep steadily 
at work, as she would wish ns to 
do, and lighten the tasks of her 
snb ti ta tes by helping them in 
every way. She asked us to pray 
for Sister Irmingarde—as if 
needed to—when we were all doing 

deep in onr hearts, that very 
minntel She turned..to her notes 
then, and began the French leeeom 
and every_ girl thjtfl set her teeth 
and resolved to go through tbit 
lesson well, if she died doing it. 
We got throngh, every one of us, 
and Sister Harmoca was simply 
wonderful in helping na, and under
standing us, and keeping so busy 
at the same time, that we oouldu’t 
think. At the end of the lesson she 
gathered up her notes and turned 
to us with a little smile that shone 
dimly through her tears, like a rain
bow through a mist.

“How good you are, my children,” 
she said in French. “Some day I 
will doeoribe this hour to Sister 
Irmingarde, and it will make her 
happy. Adieu. Pray for her."

Then she went away wilbont an 
other word, and we began to talk to 
oce other, almost in whispers, for 
her last words had comforted the 
girls.

"Some day I will describe this

hour to Sialif Irmiogarde,” ehe had 
said "and it will make bet happy."

Surely that sounded as if she 
thought Sieter would get well. 
But Mabel Muriel Murphy, who 
ie very devou", was eure Sitter 
Harmona merely meant that ehe 
would tell Sister Irmingarde when 
they met in heaven.

I left them arguing over this when 
I went to Sieter Cecilia’s room to 
take ray mu.io lesson. If Sister 
Irmiogarde wanted us to go ou as 
usual while she wa« dying, I would 
goon—ai long as I could. But whet 
I wanted to do was to sit still and 
pinch myself until I awoke from my 
horrible dream.

When I turned into the music 
hall I noticed that even here every
thing seemed unreal. Uueually tbii 
hall is the noieest place in the cor. 
vent, for dosena of girls are prac
ticing dozens of different things on 
dezans ol different pianos, and the 
racket is frightful, But to-day halt 
the pianos wore silent and tie rest 
were going intermittently wbil 
little groups of girls stood on every 
aide, taking their breath. Even 
the nuna were stopping to speak to 
one another—aiking a quick que» 
lion, and then going on with a ges
ture of despair.

The long, dim hall seemed gloom 
ier thsn ever before, as if the Angel 
of Death, hovering over the oonveut 
had covered everything in it with 
the shadow of his great black wings.

I knew now what the look cn alt 
those faoes meant. It meant fear.
It always meant terror—and you 
cannot imagine bow strange it 
seemed to me to see this in a con 
vent, where they think of death as 
a welcome friend, waiting to open 
the dcOr of heaven and let them 
pass in, A Sister who dies finds 
her reward a little soorer than the 
rest, they say. That is all; so why 
should they grieve lor her ? But it 
was different today, I wondered 
why, and yet I knew. It was 
beoause Sister Irmingarde bersell 
was different. They all loved her. 
They all needed her, just as we gills 
did. They .felt that they could not 
go on without her.

As I dragged my feet down the 
hull that seemed a thousand miles 
long, I caught a few words here and 
there. Some one said tanks ol 
oxgen had been sent in, and tha 
another great specialist was coming 
One Sieter told another, with a break 

her voice, 1 I can’t imagine 8 
Katherine’s without her. Surely 
the very walls will fall if Irmingarde 
goes," Atid the other answered, 
brokenly, "She is the bearer ol our 
torch.” Au Irish 1-y S ster who 
waa on her knees polisfciog the fl tor, 
stopped them to at-k for rews and 
after they had answered ard passed 
on, she remained on her knees hud
dled in a queer little bunch, praying, 
with her face in her hands, and her 
tears falling between her fingers,

I waa at Sister Cecilia’s door now 
and I opened it and went in with 
reluotant feet. Sister Cecilia has 
been my teacher for many years, 
but I have never loved he-, though 
I love her music. The girls s y she 
puts the best of herself into tbit. 
Certainly, there doesn't seem to be 
mnoh left to go sny where else. She 
teaches only a few of he most ad
vanced pnp ls, and ehe wants them 
to devote every mi ante to music. 
We have a dreadful time making her 
see tlat there are other duties at 
St. Katherine’s which require our 
attention, too—such as onr studies. 
She expects more from Janet Tre- 
lawney and from me than from 
anybody else, and if it were net for 
Sister Irmingarde, she would plant 
us both on piano stools and keep us 
there until we graduate and leave 
school. But when she gets too im
possible, Sister Irmingarde drop- 
into her room, and they have a little 
visit, end Sister Cecilia is lovely and 
reaeonable for weeks afterward .

Today, after the first minute or 
two, I was glad I wag with her. She 
is so cold and severe that I would 
never think of crying on her, and as

HER BLOOD WAS 
TURNED TO WATER.

She Doctored Fer Three Veers But 
Was Finally Cured By Milbum’e 

heart and Nerve Pills.

Mrs. Jossra Surra, Box 25, Creel- 
man, Sesk., writes:—"I write you these 
few lines hoping they will be a help to 
someone suffering from heart and nerve 
trouble. I doctored for three years but 
continued to get worse. I tried three 
different doctors, and got no relief, and 
tried all the drugs I could find but all 
failed. I became very weak, and my 

-blood was turned to water I tried 
Milburn’s Hbart and Nbrvb Pills, 
and after taking five boxes, I got great 
relief. I was so thin, I only weighed 
90 lbs., but after taking five boxes I 
was completely cured, and I am well and 
strong to-day, and weigh 159 lbs., and I 
can now work -ell day, and do not feel 
tired or fagged out. If anyone would 
like to hear more of my case, I would 
be pleased to answer any questions."

Price, 50 cents per box or 3 boxes for 
$1.25 at all dealers or mailed direct on 
receipt of price by The T. Milbum Co., 
Limited, Toronto, Ont.

hile I was praoli lag it—it’s so 
Dig and victorious and triumphant; 
but now, at the first i o ie of it, eome- 
ing in me gave way with a sadden 
snap, and J stopped playing and 
crumpled np over the keyboard. 
How ooald I play an Allefhia when 
Sister Irmiogarde was dying ? How 
ooulj I ever play or do or be ary 
thing again when ehe was gone! 

(Concluded in next issue.)

Wire Wounds.

My mare, a very valuable one, was 
badly bruised and out by being 
caught by a wire fence. Some of the 
wounds would not heal, although I 
tried many medicines. Dr Bell ad
vised me to nae MINARD’S LIN
IMENT, dilated at firet,then stronger 
as the sores began to look better, un
til after three weeks, tie sores hav
ing healed, and beat of all the hair is 
growing well, and is NOT WHITE 
as is most always the case in horse 
wounds.

F. M. DOÜCET,
Weymouth.

"A man cannot have any idea of 
perfection in another that he was 
never sensible of in himself—Steele.

If an ioe wagon weighs two 
ions, a block of ioe 200 pounds, 
the team 3,000 pounds and the man 
on the front of the wagon 160 
pounds, what does me man on the 
back of the wagon weigh?

The ice.

Who was Jonah's tutor ?
The whale that brought him np.

W. H. Wilkinson, Stratford, Ont 
says:—“It affords me much pleasure 
to say that I experienced great relief 
from Muscular Rheumatiam by using 
two boxes of Milbutn’s Rheumatic 
Pills. Pi ice a box 50c.

And lota o‘ men spend 
lours a day lulling the world 
busy they 1 re.

Minard’s
neuralgia.

Liniment cures

A one legged mao may be 
to make good, but he never 
there with both feet.

Mary Ovington, Jasper, Ont 
writes :—“My mother had a badly 
sprained arm. Nothing we used 
did her any good. Then father 
got Hagyard’s Yellow Oil and it 
cured mother’s arm in a few days 
Price 25 cents.”.’

Minard’s
Dandruff

1
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Waltham and Regina Watches 
Are Splendid Timekeepers
Being accurately timed from 
actual observation of the 
stars with transit instru
ment and chronometer. You 
make no mistake in buying 
one of these watches

IN OUR OPTICAL DEPARTMENT
Each eye is tested separately 
and fitted with the special 
lense that is required and 
mountings wished for.

THE JEWELRY AND SILVER DEPARTMENT
Is supplied wibh many rings, 
brooches, lockets, chains, 
studs, spoons, trays, baskets, 
tea pots, novelties, etc, etc.

KING MAKING
Gilding and expert repair
ing done on the premises.

E. W. TAYLOR,
South Side Queen Square, City.

MANUFACTURED BY

R, r. ttADOIQAK A CO,
CHARLOTTETOWN, P. E. 1.

TRY OUR

Home-Made Preserves!
Made from home grown fruit. We have a large 

stock on hand. Sold in Bottles, Pails, and by 

the lb.
-:o:-

EGOS & BUTTER
We want EGGS and BUTTER for CASH, 

or in exchange for GROCERIES. Xl

-:o>

House Cleaning Supplies!
Wb Have a Tull Lina in Shook

83e Give us a call. |
-:o:-

If you have never tried our Eureka Tea it will pay yon 

10 do so, It is blended especially for our trade, and our 

sales of it show a continued increase. Price 25 cents 

er lb.

R. F. Maddigan & Co.

It looks funny to see a man walk 
ing along the street pushing a baby 
buggy and smoking a cigarette.

Springs Summer Weather
-----------------------------------------

Spring and Summer weather calls for prompt attention
to the

Repairing, Gleaning agd Plating oi Blowing.
We beg to remind our numerous patrons that we

have REMOVED from 23 Prince Street 

to our new stand

122 DORCHESTER STREET,
Next door to Dr. Conroy's Office, where we shall be 

pleased to see all our friends.

All Orders Receive Strict Attention. ^3
Our work is reliable, and our prices please onr customers.

h, McMillan

Liniment cures

BUILDUP
in sprieg and summer, it’s 
the natural time to store tip 
health and vitality for the

» Emulsion
is Nature's best and quick-

she never thinks of anything bul 
music, I knew ehe would keep me 
up to the mark. We gree ed each 
other politely (we. are always as 
formal as if we were meeting at a 
tea), and I eat down at the piano 
and began to play the Chopin Noo- 
lurne in G minor, while Sister Cecilia 
roamed about the room, the way she 
always does, slopping short when 
things go wrong, and sometime, 
breaking into a dreadful little groan 
if she thinks they are wor=e than 
usual. Today she was very quiet, 
but I shouldn't have minded if she 
hadn't beer. 1 forgot her.

The Nocturne fi ted into every
thing elie, and at first I didn’t mind 
playing it. S’ster Cecilia hai a 
large mueio room with two big 
windows overlooking the convent 
garden. I was playing without 
notes—she always makes us memor
ize everything for the second lesson 
on it—and Irom where I sat I could 
look out over the garden to the 
infirmary wing of the oonvenl—the 
wing where at that very hour bister 
Irmingarde lay dying. I looked 
from window to window, and won 
dered which room she had. Then 
l decided that I knew, and I seemed 
to see the room itself, with the great 
doctors and nurses workingiover her, 
fighting death, and nuns praying 
close beside her.

I was playing the Gregorian ohant 
in the Nocturne by this time, but 
I didn’t real zi it until enddeo'y the
Alleluia rang out, I had loved that

But a man’s obituary notice always 
com.'s teo la'e to get him a better 
job.

LITTLE BOY 
WAS SO SICK

Did Not Think He 
Could Live.

CHOLERA INFANTUM WAS 
THE CAUSE.

This trouble is the most dangerous ol 
all the summer complaints of children. 
It begins with a profuse diarrhoea, the 
stomach becomes irritated, and the child 
is soon reduced to great languor and 
prostration.

Cholera Infantum can be speedily 
cured by the use of Dr. Fowler's Ex
tract or Wu.d Strawberry.

Mrs. John Foote, Hantsport, N.S., 
writes :—" I can recommend Dr. Fowler’s 
Extract op Wild Strawberry for 
Cholera Infantum. My little boy was 
50 sick, I did not think he cc^uld live, as 
he was out of his mind, and did not know 
any one. I gave him “Dr Fowler’s," 
and the first dose helped him, and one 
bottle cured him. I recommended it to 
a friend whose children were sick, and it 
cured them too.”

Dr. Fowler's Extract op Wild 
Strawberry is a remedy that has been 
on the market for over sixty-five years 
and has been used in thousands of fam
ilies during these years, so you are not 
making any experiment when you buy 
it, but be sure and get “Dr. Fowler’s” 
when you ask for it, as there are many 
.mitations of this famous remedy on the 
market.

The price is 35c., and it is manufactured 
only by the T. Milbum Co,, Limited, 
Toronto, Ont.

Reasons Why The 
G. B. 0. Is The Best

The Charlottetown Business College’s claims of 
superiority are not based on hot air, bombast or 
broadside bragosity.

The equipment of this college is complete in 
every respect. There are enough typewriters, forms, 
etc , for every student, and therefore none are kept 
back and none especially favored. The teachers are 
the best that can be secured and the location ideal— 
right in the heart of the business district—the courses 
plain, practical and full of “ usable ” knowledge.

Students who graduate from this institution are 
QUALIFIED to cope with any problem that is placed 
before them in actual practice. This institution is the 
only one in the Province to turn out succeseful 
verbatim reporters.

The courses cover bookkeeping, auditing, type
writing, shorthand, brokerage, banking, business cor
respondence, navigation, engineering and Civil Service 
preparatory exams.

Write today for free prospectus ^and full infor
mation.

Charlottetown Business College
—AND INSTITUTE OF—

SHORTHAND AND TYPEWRITING

L- B. MILLER, Principal,
VICTORIA ROW.

Let Us Make 
Your New Suit
When it comes to the question of buying 

clothes, there are several things to be con

sidered.

You want good material, you want perfect 

fitting qualities, and you want your clothes to 

be made fashionable and stylish, and then you 

want to get them at a reasonable piice.

This store is noted for the excellent qual

ity of the goods carried in stock, and nothing 

but the very beat in trimmings of every kind 

is allowed to go into a suit.

We guarantee to fit you perfectly, and all 

our clothes [have that smoothe, stylish well 

tailored appearance, which is approved by all 

good dressers.

If you have had trouble getting clothes 

to suiU you, give us a trial. We will please

you.

MacLellan Bros.
TAILORS AND FURNISHERS,

153 Queen Street.

A-l Mcim. K.C- Donald ScKimoii

McLean & McKinnon
Charlottetown, P. E. Island 

Barristert, \Attorneya-at-Law

Morson & Duffy
Banisters & Attorneys]

Brown’g.Blook, Charlottetown, P.F.I

MONEY TO LOAN. J
June 16,1610—tf
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