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Lower Drawer
By Rev. P.H.D. in the Missionary
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(Concluded.)

Father C. must tell the rest of 
the story,

“In half an hour he came to the 
room again and said: ‘Father, the 
buggy is at the door, and again I 
wish to thank you for what you 
have done tonight.’ The same 
driver was in the buggy, and I 
must confess I jwas hardly pre
pared for the next announcement 
from my masked friend, T am 
very sorry, Father, but I must 
ask you to let us blindfold you 
once more.’ Of course I knew 
that they were afraid that I 
would recognize some of the 
country through which I was 
being driven, as I had been for 
several years on that mission; so 
I made no objections, and once 
more the driver’s handkerchief
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Mrs. Lane remonstrated. “Don’t 
get into a temper about it. But 
tell me why you are so worked 
up today.”

“I declare, I can’t help it,” 
Sarah burst out angrily. “Just 
before you came the harum-scarum 
girl from the village was here. 
The girl that young Joe Curtis is 
going to marry. He has persuad
ed her to become a Catholic, too, 

was tied over ray eyes. It ^ïïïïil)im8elf> and ^ for insfcrnc.
half past twelve at night when 
we left the house; and when we 
stopped at length and the driver 
told me he was going to take off 
the bandage from my eyes, I 
asked him if we were at the end 
of our journey; and he said that 
it would be best for me to get out 
of the buggy and stand On the 
ground as he could get at the 
handkerchief better that way.
He helped me down and before 
removing the handkerchief he got 
hack into the buggy, leaned over 
and whipping his horse drove 
away rapidly, leaving me standing 
in a side street at T., and about 
two squares from the depot. I 
looked at my watch and by the 
aid of a street lamp I found that 
it was half past three. I walked 
to the station and was told that a 
train for home was due at-3 45.
I got my ticket, and got on the 
train; and then for the first time 
began to study over my strange 
adventure. It seemed to me as 
though I had been away from 
home for weeks, and I could with 
difficulty persuade myself that 
not ten hours before I had been 
sitting quietly at the table taking 
supper. The train arrived on 
time and I was home in a short 
time. According to my promise 
I said nothing about the sick call 
to any of the household. I may 
as well say here that though I 
made every possible effort after
wards to identify the country 
through which I was carried in 
the buggy I signally failed. I 
even went so far as to go to T. 
by train and there hired a ‘ team 
and drove through the country 
for a day in my search, but with
out any result.

Ten days afterwards Father C. 
told us of his adventure, and we 
did all in our power to assist him 
in his search, but to this day the 
affair is as great a mystery as it 
was then. Did the masked man 
tell the truth? Who wounded the 
man in the house? Did he die 
there; or were his remains taken 
away? We could never find the 
slightest trace of any house which 
had been occupied by strange men 
or find any one who knew of a 
death or burial near T. which was 
in any way mysterious. Father 
C. is long since dead and I have 
moved to another city, though 
have several times been at T. yet 
I have never heard anything 
which could throw any light on 
the “Strange Sick Call.”

Father Warner’s Patience
By Eugene T. Finn, 

in the Missionary.

“Well, to be sure,” murmured 
the old house-keeper, ‘ our Blessed 
Lord gave Father Warner an ex
tra stock of patience.”

Her listener laughed.
“Perhaps Father Warner simply 

used his stock better than other 
people do.” she said.

But the old house-keeper shook 
her head.

“You can’t tell me that,” she 
retorted. “I have been with him 
daily for nearly twenty years, and 
never once have I seen him any 
different than he is now—the 
kindest, truest, most gentle of 
men. Every one in this parish 
running to him with their troub
les, at all hours of the day and 
night. They never seem to re
member that he is a human being, 
too, and in need of a little rest 
occasionally. And Tor one and all 
he has the same quiet smile, and 
comforting words. Sometimes it 
makes me wild to see him bothered 
so”—and the old house-keeper 
gave the towel she was hemming 
a vindictive jerk.

“There, there, Sarah!” gentle

tions she comes each day. But 
her questions and her stubborn
ness near drives a person crazy. 
I wonder that Father Warner 
stands it. She claims that she 
can understand all of the religion 
except our devotion to our Bless
ed Mother, but she will not pray 
to her. • Father Warner explains 
the same things over and over 
again, yet she shakes her head. 
’Tis stubborn she is, and not 
worth bothering with.”

‘Every stray lamb is precious 
in our Father’s sight.”

The quiet, gentle tones behind 
them made both women start.. 
Father Warner stepped through 
the open door to the veranda 
where they sat. His strong face 
with its grave smile, was one 
which impressed every one with 
whom he came in contact. It was 
such a face as one would imagine 
belonged to John, " the disciple 
whom Jesus loved. Father War
ner looked every inch a priest and 
disciple of the'Great Master.

“We must not judge,” he con
tinued in his quiet way. “It is 
not our place to choose the good 
from the'bad. We must do our 
best to help all, and save all, leav
ing the rest to God. This child 
of whom you are speaking has 
never had much religious train
ing of any kind, therefore it is 
harder for her to grasp the Faith. 
Just a little more time, and all 
will be well.”

“Yes, Father,” Sarah answered, 
still speaking irritably. “But you 
have been teaching her these 
past four months, and she is still 
stiff-necked. Her wedding day 
is set for the end of' this month. 
What will you do about it.”

Father Warner smiled.
“Just the same thing that I 

want you to do,” he said. “Wait 
and pray. She is coming again 
today, and as I must go with Mrs. 
Lane now to see those poor peo
ple down on the flats, she may 
have to wait for me. I know 
you will be kind and soft-spoken 
to the motherless girl, even though 
you tongue has lashed her severly 
just now. I know your heart 
well, so your words do not scare 
me,” and he laughed at old Sarah’s 
flushed face. Then, turning to 
Mrs. Lane with a nod of readiness 
the two went off down the road, 
leaving old Sarah alone with her 
thoughts.

Not for long, however, for 
glancing up a few minutes later 
she saw Rose Harley coming to
wards her.

Sarah sighed, and her welcom
ing words came haltingly. For a 
while they sat in silence, then 
gradually speech between them 
grew more friendly; drifting 
round to religion, and a flood-gate 
of questions broke over Sarah’s 
defenceless head.

“Mrs. Brown,” Rose asked sud
denly, “do you feel your religion?”

“Well, I reckin I do,” she said 
cautiously. “That is, sometimes, 
like when I am in Church,” she 
added.

“Well, I don’t mean that,” con
tinued Rose. “I mean, don’t you 
feel it all the time—every minute, 
every day?”

“Land sakes! Religion ain’t 
like rheumatism,” Sarah grunted. 
“You know you have it, even if 
you don’t feel it”

“Not in my way of thinking,” 
Rose’s voice took on a positive 
tone. “I want to feel it all. the1 
time. That’s why I won't pray1 
to the Virgin Mary. I don’t feel 
any love for her. I don’t even 
want her.”

Saints preserve us!” gasped 
Sarah. “ ’Tis blasphemy to say 
that. Take care, child. No good 
ever comes of such talk.”

Rose scarcely heeded her, but 
went on: “How can I love her? I 
have never known a mother’s 
love. All my life I have stood 
alone, earned my own way, fought 
my own battles. The Catholic 
Faith seems beautiful to me, after 
years of unrest, and I love it for 
Joe’s sake. But the devotion to 
the Virgin Mary seems so useless. 
Why can I not be a Catholic 
without accepting her?”

‘Lord forgive ye,” murmured 
old Sarah. “Sure ’tis glad I am 
to see Father Warner coining this 
minute, for no words have I to 
give you.”

Father Warner* came hurriedly 
up the steps. His usually calm 
face was clouded.

“I am afraid that I can spare 
you no time today, my child,” he 
said. Then turning to Mrs. Brown: 
“That poor» woman whom I visit
ed with Mrs. Lane is in great 
trouble. Her little son is sick— 
dying, I fear, and I must stay 
with her tonight. Mrs. Lane has 
her own little ones to attend to, 
so I must stay alone and do my 
best for the poor mother. I hurri
ed here to tell you where to find 
me if necessary.”

Rose Harley stepped timidly 
forward, and touched his arm.

“Please, Father, let me go with 
you,” she begged. “Surely I can 
be of some use there.”

Father Warner looked down at 
her anxious face.

“Yes, Rose, you majT come if 
you wish, though I see nothing 
that you can do. But, still, come 
—and God bless you, for the kind 
thought.”

“The Flats,” as that part of the 
town was called, was miserable 
indeed. Poverty and misery were 
on every side, but the hovel to 
which Father Warner took her 
seemed to Rose to be beyond des
cription. Rose was used to living 
amongst people who had to stretch 
every cent to the utmost limit in 
order to make ends meet, but 
such dire want as this had never 
before been revealed to her. The 
tiny rooms were clean, but piti
fully bare. The widow herself 
looked pinched and haggard, and 
the little form on the bed was so 
wasted and worn that it hardly 
showed beneath the scanty covers. 
In one corner of the room a crude 
altar had been erected. One tiny 
candle burned noiselessly before 
it, throwing a feeble ray of light 
over the beautiful face of The 
Madonna.

The few comforts which Father 
Warner and Mrs. Lane had 
brought lay untouched, and the 
widow knelt by the bedside in 
prayer.

Father Warner touched her 
gently. She rose, turned a grate
ful face towards him.

“Go and rest,” he said softly. 
“We will watch for you till the 
crisis comes.”

Obediently, the woman passed 
into the other room and threw 
herself upon a couch.

Father Warner sat down beside 
the bed, and Rose busied herself 
in putting away a basket of pro 
visions, straightening the tumbled 
covers on the tiny bed, and doing 
the little she could, with a full 
heart. More than once her eyes 
strayed to the pictured face above 
the altar, but she found no com
fort there.

No word passed betweefii them. 
Some little time passed thus, till 
as if unable to stay away longer 
the widow came and sat at the 
foot of the bed. There was some 
thing wonderful in her face, Rose 
thought, as she watched her. In 
spite of sorrow and poverty, her 
face wore a look of inward peace 
as if nothing could disturb some 
glorious vision.

The silence was‘broken at last 
by the entrance of the doctor. 
He examined the child carefully, 
then turning to the mother said: 
“If he lives through the night, we 
shall save him, but I doubt that 
he will.”

The widow drew a sobbing 
breath, and Rose saw her glance 
at the dimlit altar. A hot wave 
of rebellion swept over Rose. As 
the doctor left, Father Warner 
turned to speak to her, and caught 
the hard look on her face.

“Why, Rose!” he exclamed in 
surprise. But Rose interrupted 
him with a shrill whisper “Of 
what good are prayers to the 
Virgin Mary now?” she began 
angrily. “Where has she ever

A COLD
Settled Oi Her Lugs

Causing Great Pain.

THE CURE WAS

DR. WOOD’S 
Norway Pine Syrup.

Miss D. M. Pickering, St. Catharines, 
Ont., writes: “Having derived great 
benefit from Dr. Wood's Norway Pine 
Syrup, I thought I would write and tell 
you of my experience. When I first came 
out from England I contracted a severe 
cold, owing to the change of climate. 
It settled on my lungs, and caused me a 
great deal of pain. I tried every remedy 
I could think of, but got no relief. My 
father, who had heard a great deal about 
the good qualities of Dr. Wood’s Norway 
Pine Syrup, advised me to try it. I did 
so, and I am pleased to say, found im
mediate relief. I only took one bottle 
and it cured me completely. My mother 
had a severe cold also, and Dr. Wood's 
Norway Pine Syrup cured her, so we 
never fail to keep a bottle of it in the 
house."

See that none of those so-called “pine 
syrups ’ ’ are handed out to you when you 
go to your druggist or dealer and ask for 
“ Dr. Wood's.” It Is put up ijà £ y^lo%r 
wrapper ; three pine trees the trade mark ; 
price, 25c and 50c.

Manufactured only by The T. Mil- 
1 urn Co., Limited, Toronto, Ont.

Minard’s Liniment Co., Limited.
Gentlemen,—Last winter I re

ceived great benefit from the use 
of MINARD’S LINIMENT in a 
severe attack of LaGrippe, and I 
have frequently proved it to be 
very effective in cases of Inflam
mation.

Yours,
W. A. HUTCHINSON.

helped? Even God himself seen s 
fat away from scenes like this. 
How can I ever pray with the 
memory of such sorrow upon me?”

“Hush!" The tone was soft and 
low, but full of command, and 
Rose turned in surprise. The 
widow stretched out her thin 
hand, and drew the girl down 
beside her.

■ (To be continued.)

“It’s a tough struggle.”
"What is?”
“Doing without the things we 

actually have to have to try to 
keep up the payments on the 
luxuries we didn’t need.”

W. H. O. Wilkinson, Strat 
ford says:—“It affords me much 
pleasure to say that I experienced 
great relief from Muscular Rheu
matism by using two boxes of 
Milbum’s Rheumatic Pills. Price 
50c a box.

Little Edna was trying in vain 
to thread her needle. “Mamma,” 
she said finally, “I think this 
needle must be asleep; I just can’t 
get the thread in its eye at all.”

MINARD’S LINIMENT CURES 
DIPTHERIA.

An exhorter in a negro camp 
meeting in Alabama had just 
made a great speech. When he 
got through he went down among 
the congregation and asked each 
one to join the army of the Lord.

One of the congregation, when 
this question was put to him, re
plied:

“I’se done j’ined.”
“Whar’d ye j’ine?” asked the 

exhorter.
“In de Baptist Church.”
“Why, chile,” said the exhorter, 

“yo’ ain’t in de army: yo's in de 
navy.” ______

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."

What rust is to iron, worry is 
to these bodies of ours—it cor
rodes them.

PALPITATION
OF THE

HEART.
Sodden (right or emotion may entile a 

momentary arrest of the heart's sètioo. 
or some excitement or apprehension may 
let up a rapid action of the heart thereby 
causing palpitation.

Palpitation, again, is often the result 
of digestive disorders arising from the 
stomach, or may be the result af ;over 
indulgence of tobacco or alcoholic drinks.

The only way to regulate this serious 
heart trouble is to use Milbum’s’lleart 
and Nerve Pills.

Mrs. J. S. Nicholls, ListoweH, Ont., 
writes: “I was weak and run down, my 
heart would palpitate and I would 
weak and dizzy spells. A friend ad
vised me to try Milbum’s Heart and 
Nerve Pills, so I started at once to use 
them, and found that I felt much 
stronger. I cannot praise your medicine 
too highly, for it has done me a world of 
good."

Milbum’s Heart and Nerve Pills are 
60c per box, 3 boxes for $1.26■ at all 
dealers, Or mailed direct by The T. 
Mil burn Co., Limited,-Toronto, Ont.

LET US MAKE

Your New Suit
When it coine-'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 st)lish, and then you 

want to get them at a reasonable price.

This store ie noted for the excellent qual 

i“ of the goods carried in stock, and nothing 

but the very beat in trimmings of every kind 

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 drcssers.jj

If you have had trouble getting clothes 

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

you.

MacLellan Bros.
TAILORS AND FURNISHERS

153 Queen Street.
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MENDS — Gra.nitewa.re 
Tin - Copper — Brass 

Aluminium Enamefledwarew*
1 Cost Vi t Per Mend

PRICE I5C> PACKAGE

YOL-PEEK’’ mends holes in all kinds of Pots, Pa’is 
Boilers and all( other kitchen utensils, in two minutes, at a 
cost of less tban-**c. per mend. Mends Granite*ar *, lr >n 
Tinwafes, Copper, Brass, Aluminum, e*c.

Easy to use, requ'res no tools and mends quickly 
Every housewife knows what it is to discover a hole in a 
pan, kettle or boiler just when she wants to use that attic!» 
Few things are more provoking difid cause more mconW 
venience, a little leak in Vmuch wanted pot or pan will 
often spoil a whole mornings work.

The housewife has, for many years been wanting 
omething with which she could herself, in her own home, 
mend such leaks quickly, easily and permantly, and she has 
never found it. #

What has been needed is a mender like “ VOL-PEEK.” 
that will repair the article neatly and quickly and at the
sam6 time be always at hand, easily apphed and inexpen
sive.

A package of “ V OL-PEEK” will mend from 30 to 50 
air sited holes.

“ YOL-PEEK” is in the form of a still puty, simply cut 
off a small piece enough to fill the hole, then Burn the 
mend over the flame of a lamp, candle or open fire for two 
minutes, then the article will be ready for use.

SêDt Post Paid to any address on receipt of 15 cents in 
Silvèr or Stamps

R. F. laddigan & Co.
Charlottetown 

Agents tor P. E. Island.
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Tie Best in Fire, life ai Actant tarante
IS SOLD BT

Gk J". MCCOBM AC
REVERE HOTEL BLOCK, CHARLOTTETOWN

He represents the world’s largest, oldest, and 
best#Companies —Strong to pay and fair to settle. 

* Agents wanted—Wtite for particulars.
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ISLAND SOLDIERS
M lie Freni Are Asking For

Hickey’s Black Twist
CHEWING

TOBACCO
BECAUSE IT IS THE BEST

Hickey & Nicholson
Tobacco Co , Ltd.
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Ladies’ Cloth Coats
About 4Ô in all to be cleared at 
25 to 33 1-3 per cent, discount.

Furs

A lot of sample Neck-Furs, 
half price. 1 only Bat Coat, $55 
foi* $44. Fur Sets in Fox, Wo|f, 
Sable, Coon, Persian Lamb, Op- 
posum, etc.

Also

’ADVERTISEMENT OF

The Live Stock Breeders 
Association

Of Prince Edward Island.

FOR SALE —

6 Shorthorn Bulls and Cows.
3 Ayrshire Bulls and Cows.
2 Holstein Bulls, 
i Jersey Bull.
5 Shropshire Rams, 5 Southdown Rams, 2 Chaviot Rams 
5 Leicester Rams and Ewes.
Yorkshire, Berkshire and Chester Boars and Sows.

THEODORE ROSS,
Secretary, Chailuttetown, P. E . I

Separate Muffs in above Furs. 
Men's Coon Coats, $60 for $50.

“ $85 “ $70.

Overalls.
A special line of Overalls at, 

90c. ana $1.00.

Dress Goods.
All lines of Dress Goods sell

ing at cut rates.

l. j. ittiimix
117 Queen Street.

The Store that always has Snaps to offer.


