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SWEET GIRL GRADUATE.

CHAPTER L

“A trifls diffsrent, this, to ths Rockies—
-eh, old fellow?’ .

«Just a trifle,” responded the other, with
a careless shrag of the broad shouldere.
“Thit was & grand shoot, Colet; but it
couldn't last forevar, and when all's told, I
must con'ess to a sneaking fondness for cur
much-maligned capital ’ :

“There are worse places, certainly,’ ad-
mitted the youiger man, breaking the ash
off his cizar with tender care. ‘Ona day
like this the veriest misanthrope must allow
that London has its poin‘s.’

¢« Look at thiat now,’ said Enderby,
drawing his chyir n2arer the window en 1
looking down upon the busy Strand.

¢ That rush of stuggling life depresses
some men ; they can’t stand the wear and
tear of it Now it his just the opposite
effect on me, and that’s why I've stuck to
these diggingsto long. When I'm in the
middle cf the fight, for very shame I must
be up and doing. *

«“That's the eecret of your getting through
s0 much, 18 it ?’ obsa1ved Colet, regarding
the rugged face curiously. ‘I've often
wondered how you do it I wish I bhad
some outs'de impulse to urge me on.”

«Amen to that,’ rejoined bis companion
heartily. ‘You are pursuicg thte primrose
path of dalliance, my triend, and your best
gift in life will be wsted unless you lose
your money or fall in live. A good
honest, bopeless love wonld be the making
of you. : '

‘Why hopeless ? qaeriel the artist, with
a lwugh. Why introdue the tragic element
into my peac:ful existence ?

‘Do you think I should recommend you,
even in the s:rvice ot art to immolate
yourself on the altar of Hymen ? was the
horrified reply. ‘Far be it from m2 to
doom you to such certain misery. But
Slighted aff:ction would ast as your outside
impulse. For atime at any rate you
would throw your whole soul into ycur
work.’ g

“Thanks ; bu® if the choice 18 left me,
1'd rather pursue ths primros? path,’ he
return d lightly. ‘Fame’s all v ry well,
and so is goed work, but the recessary
grind is not so allaring. 1

‘Your gove ncr did a bad day’s work
when he 1cit his little pile to you,’ groaned
Eoderby. ‘I'd like to make a law that every
man with an ounce of brein should start
life as a paup°r.’

“The women, too, I suppose ? I only ask
for the sake of information.’

‘S few of "em poseess any to speak of
that they necdn't be considered,’ was the
prompt 1eply.

“My dear fellow, that sort of ch2ap talk
won't do in these days of women’s col'ezes
and the higher cducaticn. Scorn the sex
as much as you like, but co them the
justice to admit they poesess brains. Just
-0k at my coasin Marcia, for instance.
She was a great gun up in Newnbam, I
believe, and now it’s ker ambition to dis-
tinguish her.elf 1n the fields of jouraalism,
like you. She’s an awfully clever girl.’

“What's ber outside impulse ?' inquired
Enderby coolly. ‘Poverty or ughress?
They're mostly ugly, 1've noticed, th2se
women with brams.’

‘Well, tor a narrow-minded, cross grain-
ed bigot commend me to Gilbert Enderby,’
apostrophized his companion, as be rose
lazily f:om his s2at. ‘I only hope you'll
com2 acrois Marcia on2 ot th s2 days.
She'd be a r.velation to you; she’d reduca
your theories to fize powder in th} twink-
ling of sn eye. Gooi-bye, old fellow, I'm
oft.’

Edward Colet was of a gociable disposi-
tion, and noth'nz gave him greater satis-
faction than to fill his handsom? studio with
as many kindred spirits as he could gather
together. He was by no means hyper-
critival inh's ctoice when left to bimself,
but for his sister’s sake he exercised some
little disczimination when he issued his in-
vitatioas.

It was at one of tLese gatherings that
Enderby met Marcia for the first time, and
it was something ¢f a shock to find her so
widely different from his preconceived idea
of a clev r woman. In his overwhelming
surpris2, h2 was quite thrown off his bal-
ance, and the lion forgot to roar when he
found himeelt in the presence of the lamb.
Marcia looked vcry young and childish in
her thin whits gowa, and her clear gray
eyes met his glance wi h a childlike trust
which he found slmost ¢isconcerting.

‘I am o very glad to meet you,’ she said,
sweetly, placing her soft bhand confidingly
in his. ‘Ted has spoken so often about you
ttat I seem to know you (uite well.

*Very good ot him, I'm sure,’ he res-
ponded, as he teated himselt on the black
oak bench at Ler side.

‘He said that perhaps you would be so
good as to giveme a few hints,” she went
on somewhat timidly. ‘Literary work is
altogeth r new to me, you koow. I have
no one who can advise me, unless you will
be so kind,’

‘] don’t exactly see in wkat way I can
help you,” he replied, quite gently; ‘but
you may be c:rtain of this—[ will do all
that lies in my power.’

‘Thank you,’ she said, her soft eyes full
of gratitude. ‘I felt sure you would.

He regarded her for a few moments with
mingled terestand perplexi y. The rad-
iant childish fice, the pretty appealing
ways bewildered him when h2 remembred
his {riend’s account of ker Un'versity hon-
ors.

‘You dil very wellat Cambridge, your
cousin fells m: ?" b2 suggested (entatively,
breaking thz short silence

‘] was bracketed third in th2 Classical
I'ripoe,’ sh2 auswered simply. *They rath-
er wanted me to stay up at Newnbam and
coach, butI didn't teel that I was cut ot
for tcaching.’

‘You don’t look cut out for work of any
kind at present,” Le said bluntly. ‘It is
hard to believe that ycu are much beyond
the nursery yet.’

‘Ah! Please don't say tbat,” she cried
with a quick blush. ‘I know I look ridie-
ulously young, but every year will mend
that, and I can work. 1 can, really.”

“Y our place is in the Tripos is evidence
enough of thit,” he admitted. *Th: danger
is that ycu may work beyond yovur strength.’

‘My difflculty up to now has been in my
choice of subjzct,’ she said eag:rly. ‘You
know I hive been lucky enough to get ¢n
the stafl of the Piccadilly Gazette, but they
allow e so free a band that I am almost
at sca. That wes what I wanted your ad-
vice about chiefly—-as to what kiad of sub-
ects to chocse.’

*It is rare for a young hend to have so

much latitude, she observed ina tone of
surprise. ‘How did you get on the stafl,
Miss Colet ?'
“Through my old coach, Mr. Oxenbam,’
she said gratefully. ‘He has been so
sod. He knew of my plans for the future,
and he used all his influence on my bebalf.
His bro‘her is sub-editor of th2 Piccadilly
(i 1ze'te, you know.’
+They must think a good deal of you,’
sai1 Enderby, ‘to give you so free a hand.
I migkt put you up to a thing or two, p:r-
haps—1'il do all I can; but it you have or-
iginality, that’ll pay you best in the long
run hitis Oxeibam's idea. evidently,
in leving you free to choose your own guo-

jects’
‘But suppose 1 haven't? she asked

anxiously. *Iam so afraid all my ideas
will get used vp. And what should I do
thea ?

04, we all feel like thatat fi-st,’ he
laughed reatsuringly. ‘Take a leat out
of my book, Miss Colet. Let the idea of
today satjsfy you until tomorrow comes.’

‘I will try,’ she said earnestly, har eyes
look'nz with complete unconsciousness
straighbt into his. A

‘As if sny diffizulty should arise—if you
should want any help, any advice,’ h2 went
on in the same fatberly manner, ‘just let
me know. 1 bave been over the groand
before you, and 1 may perbaps be able to
give you a helpiag band alcnz the rough
places.’

“You are very good,’ she responded
gratetully. ‘It will comfort me to feel
thit I may bring all my troubles to you.
thank you so much, Mr. Enderby.’

If Colet had hoped to change his friends
view by this introdustion to his clever
coutin, he must have been disappointed,
for Enderby denied that she proved any-
thing. She bad p'eaty of brain-power, he
admitted that ; and she was pertectly charm-
ing, ke allowed that, too; but he miin-
tained that she could not, in any sense. be
regarded as a type—she was a delighbtfal
freik of nature.

It must be confess2d that his estimate of
women was by no means a loity one. His
experience had becn unfortunate, and it
was, perbaps, pardonable that be bal gen-
eralized from those specimens brought more
directly under his notice.  But if Marcia
did rot cause bim to modify bis opinion of
her sex it was not because he failed to ap-
prezia‘e her; her sweet simplicity, ber
utter unconsciousness roused all the latent
chivalry in his nature

He met her pretty often at Colet’s
studio as the wecks went by, and was
pleased on two or three occasions to be
of tome sma'l service to her. He bad a
vague impression that she lived at home
nnder the care of fit and prop:r guardians,
and it was with a feeling akin to anxiety
that he learned that this was not the case.

He bad been working one atternoon 1o
the reference library of the British Museum
and in the wide hall, on his way out, he
came accoss Marcia.

“You here ?' he said, greeting her with a
smile of genuin2 pleasure.

*You"lcok surprised,” said she. ‘But
that is better than the reprochful air with
which the librarian regsrds me. I am
atraid I give him a great deal of trouble,
huntirg up out-of-the way manuscripts day
after day.’

¢ You are often here, then ? * he inquired
as they crossed the gravelled courtyard,
s de by sid:.

¢ Ob, yes; neatly every afternon,’ she
answered. her eyes following the tame
pigeons as they wheeled around her. * Do
you know, believe theee pretty things begin
t> know me? I always put 2 handtul of
Indian corn in my pocket when I leave
bome—It is so pretty to watch them flutter
down after it.’

¢ They certainly scem to recogaize you,’
he agreed. ‘But a didn’c know you livedin
this part of the world ?’

¢ No ? ’ she responded, her bright face
smilingly t> his. ~ * I share a flst in the
Gray’s Inn Road with an old Newnham
friend.’

¢ 1 hopa she is an ‘old’ friend, ’ he said,
a shade of snxiety in bis shrewd brown eyes.
¢« You are so young, it te ms to me, to be
living away from home in this great London
of ours. ’

-] am afraid Patricia isn’t very old in the
sense you mean, ' returned Marcia, apolo-
getically. ¢ But won't you come back with
me to ter and be introduced to her? It
would he a new experience for you.’

“Thank you,’ he rejoined with alicrity;
*[ should be delighted. And I should much
like to mike ycur triend’s acquaintance.’

‘Oh, she will interest you, ‘I am sure,
was tha laughing réply.  “Miss Richardson
is & medical student, and she looks upon
life as one vast fizld ot possible patients.
1t is a Ititle gruesome to accompany hzr on
ber walks abroad, for she sees signs of
some fell direise in nearly everyon: she
meets. It is somewhat unnerving, tco, to
feel that she is always on the scent for
streat accidents ; but I suppose it is natural
that she should want all th: practice the
can gat.’

‘1 hava noticed that trait in reporters,’
said Enderby. *The eagerness for ‘copy’
seems to deaden their sympathies. It is
n> doubt inevitable, but it 18 much to be
deplored.’

*Y ou must not think Patricia bard-heart-
ed,’ the girl hastened to say with a look of
dis'rcss. ‘Noon2 could be more pi ifal
end tender than she is really. It is only
that if tkera is to he somebody injured,
she would like to be on the fpot to bini
up the weunds.’

*] understind,’ was his respcnse. *Well
all bonor to the women, as well as the men,
wio try to relieve human suffering. Tte
field of their labers is wide enough for
both.’

They had reached by this time the rather
dreary block of mansions which Marcia
called her home. Inderby was not very
favorab'y impressed by the outside appear-
anca, and his surprice was great when h2
was shown into one of the prettizst rooms
he bad ever seen.

“This is my study,’ €xplained Marcia,
looking round it with a touch of pardonable
pride. *That,” nodding har head in th?
direction of a curtaired doorway, ‘is our
dining-room ; and the room beyond tlit is
Miss Rizhar’s n's laboratory. There she
works into the silent hours ot tke night over
her ghostly bones and chemicals; and
there, I firmly believe, she will blow her-
selt into minute atoms before she becomes
a full-fledged M. B.

«And thfs is where you work ?’ he said,
his eyes resting with interest on th2 pretty
writing-table with its array of books and
manuscripts.

‘And where I play too,” she laughed,

peiating to a cosy chiir near the window.

“Won't you try its soft depths, Mr. Ender-
by, and look over these magazines v 1 will
order tea and see ¥ Miss Richardson is
still in the land of the living.’

CHAPTER 1L

It was miny years now since Kaderby
bad joine1 the 1anks of jrurnalists, and for
him the hardest part of the fight wasover.
That he had won so bigh a place was due
in great measure to the fact that he had
never failed to profit by the smallest chance
that presented itself. Nothing bad come
am'’ss to Eaderby ; no work was too poorly
paid ; no opening too insigifican* for him
to accept it. + He had not made the fatal
mistake of specializing tes early ; but bad
cast his nets in many waters, and had
landed fish of one kind or another from al-
most all.

Those ¢truggling,impecunious days were
over now, and he could well afford to drop
all work that was neither lucrative nor con-
genial. But tor old times' sake he still
retained som? of his early engagements,
and among others, that as dramatic critic
to one of the minor dailies.

Sincere as his admiration for the drama
undoubtedly was, nothing less than a st rn
gense of duty would have led him to the
Haymarket on a certain grilling afternoon
in July. Much was expected of the new
play and a strong cist had been drawn to-
gether for this trial matinee ; peverth less,
it was with an unmistaksbly resigned air
that he sank into his seat in the stalls. His
eves brigbtered visably when his glince
fell upon his neighbor, and a emile saitened
bis rugged face es he took the offcred
hind.

“This is sn altogether unexpected plea-
sure, Miss Colet,” h: said, warm'y. ‘Is
your enthusism strong emough to dety
weather like this ® Or are you, like myself,
a martyr to duty?’

‘] am a martyr, dec'dedly,’ she answered,
with a thort laugh. ‘Our dramatic critic
is taking his holidays, and every other
available person has su-cumbed to the heat.
At a moment's notice, Mr. Oxenham call-
ed upon me. And here I am, but with tke
very vaguest idea as to what is required of
me.’

‘Suppose you give me another invitation
to tea ? he suggested, composadly. ‘We
might then discuss the play at our [2asure;
and, on the principle that two heads are
better than one, we should each reap the
benefit.

“Thank you,” she whispered, gratsfully,
in the hush which prezeded the ris2 of the
curtain. *‘You always help me out of my
diffi -ulties. I ehall' quite enjoy they play
now.’

But [Marcia was reckoning wi'hout the
thermcioster when, ia the gladness of re-
lizved responsibility, she turned ber radi-
ant face upon the stage. Th> house was
crowded, and in a very short tima it be-
came unbearably hot. Fans were flatter-
ing everywhere; vinaigrettes were freely
passed from hand to band, and still, with
every minute, the heat grew more and
more overpowering.

In the semi-darknees of th2 auditorium,
Marcia’s increasing faintness passed un-
noticed ; but when the lights were turned
on at theend of the act, Enderby was
shocked at the dead-white of the girl's set
face.

‘We must get you out of thie,” he said,
risinz ebruptly. *‘Take my arm, Mias Colet,
and igean on me. The fresh air will soon put
you right.’

It te:med t> Marcia that the next
moment ¢h? was breathing th2 pure air of
heaven, while Gilbert bent anxiously over
her with an emp'y wineglass in his hand.

‘You—you are very good,’ she siid, a
little tremulously. ‘I fcel so much beter
now. Don’t l¢t me keep you, Mr Enderby.’

‘Do you think I am goirg to leave you ?’
he rejoined, quietly, handing the glass to
the waiting attendant. ‘I ought to bave
noticad before how it was with you. I
might have known that you could not
stand that stifling heat.

‘I should have been all right,” she said,
with a wan smile, ‘if I had not been tried to
start with. But the rush to gt herein tims,
and missing my lunch—’

‘You bave had no lunch,’ he iaterposed,
wratafully. ‘What—but we will not waste
time in talking. Do you think you could
walk to the restaurant just up th» streat?’

‘Don’t be angry with me, Mr. Enderby,’
she pleaded, meekly, as he hurried her
across ths road. I could not help it,
really. WhenI got home to lunch, I found
Mr. Oxenham's note awaitinz me, and I
bad to take a hanson and burry cif at once,
or I should have been late ?’

“] am not angry with you,’ he said, with
quick gentleness. ‘But I certainly think
Miss Richardson might have cut you a
sandwich. Cutting 1s so much in her line,
you know.’

*She wasn’t back from her lecture when
I left,’ returned the girl, seating herself at
the little table the waier pointed out to
them. ‘And it never occurred to me to
ask Mary.’

“To look after yourself is the very last
thing that ever would occur to ycu, I know”
he observed, reproachfully. ‘That i3 why
I took it upon myself to order your lunch.
If it had been left to you, I have no doubt
that you would have asked for a cup of
coffee and a bun.’

‘] am afraid I should,” she confessed,
looking across the narrow table with a
mischievous smile. ‘But this soup is very
rice. 1 feel a different preon already.’

¢Of course you do,’ the prompt re-

¢poose;  and you look a diff:reat person.
‘1 don’t think myv dearest foe could ca'l me

rervous, buttyour gray-white face ia the
theatre just now gave me an unpleasant

shock, 1 admit.’
¢« Oh, "she said, witha look of anxiety,
I had quite forgotten the theatre. e

are missing all the play. Hadn't we better
go back at once ?’

¢« Not till you have finished your soup, ’
he answered, firmly. ¢ Don’t worr{. iss8
Colet ; the waits are always rather long at
ma‘inees I dont fancy we shall miss very
much, and if we do I can gat Powell of the
Crescent to supply me with all the details
we shall want. ’

¢ I don’c knowwhat I should have done
if you badn’t been there this afternoon, :
she siid, her gray eyes beautiful in their
unspoken gratitude. * I should have faint-
ed ignominously, 3 am afraid, and then
Mr Oxenham would have gone without his
dramatic column altogether. As it is, he
will owe it to you, for I have only a very
hazy idea of that first act. ’

‘fvuhould think s0,’ he retarned, an un-
wonted tenderness in his deep vo c2. ‘You
must have had about as much as you could
manage in fighting against that faintness.’

‘Yes, but it 18 vanquished now,’ the
cried, gaily, picking up her gloves, ‘and I
want to redeem my character before we
see Patricia.’ Sbe will be all anxi:ty to
doctor m2 if she hears about it, and I have
no longings for a course of beef tea and in-
valid port.’

‘1 will not betray "you,” he laughed, as
they crossed the road. ‘But in return, I
want to exact a promise from you. If you
fiud the heat im the smallest degree too
much tor you, will you let me know at
once

‘] will,” she said, gently. ‘It is v.ry
good of you te b3 so thoughtful for me.
Bui I hope I shall not give you any more
trouble this afternoon.’

‘Don't say that,’ he rejoined, quickly,
‘and don’t think it. Notbiog that 1 coutd
ever do for you would be a trouble to ms,
Miss Colet.’

It Enderby had be2nof an iatrosp» ctive
turn of mind he might have wondered why
Marcia’s white fice had caus:d him zuch
keen snxiety. As it was, ber illnees had
alarmed without enlightening him, and 1t
was left to Ted Colet to perform that kind-
ly offica.

Tte yoang artist bad lately b:come the
proud possessor of a yacht, and in the kind-
ress of bis haart he was eager that his
f-iends should share the benefit of it. His
sole purpoee on calling on|Enderby this eve-
ning was to invite him on his first long cruise,
and Gilbert’s retusal to join the party gave
him considerable annoyance.

‘It's all humbug to 'say that you can’t
afford to take another holiday this year!
he declared, stoopng to strike a vesta
fomawhat viciously against th? sole of his

bighly-polished shce. ‘It wouldn’t cost
vou a penay, and that you know as well as
Ido’

‘My dear fellow,’ returned Gilbert im-
perturbably, ‘I was pot referring to the
coin, but to the time at my dispoeal. I've
got a p'le ot work on band.’

‘] sha'n’t care a hang for the trip if you
don’t come,’ raid the other, pufling at his
cigar moodily. ‘Look here, [always think
ladies in tke way on boad a yacht, but, to
meet you, I'll get my sister to come and
she sball invite Marcia. You won't be
able to :esist that, I know.’

Enderby’s imperturbability vanished in a
moment. His irend's careless band had
torn the veil from his eyes, and in one
blinding flish he read his own heart clearly.
It was so sudden, so unlosked for, that he
was completely overwhelmed. As yet he
did not look beyond the tzct of his love for
Marcia ; still, he felt vaguely tbat life held
now a meaning and a sweetness of which
he bad never dreamed before.

‘1 beg your pardon, old fellow, I didn’t
know you'd take it like this,” siid Colet,
apologetically. ‘It’s been pretty evident
to everyone, you know ; but I suppose I've
put my foot into it as usual.’

“There are so>me things one dcesn’t care
to talk about with e ven one's closest friend,’
rejoiced Gilbert, pulling himself together
with an cffort.

‘(Quite so,” was the meek response; ‘I
will not cffend again. My only excuse is
that I baven’t been through the experience.
I must ke going now, old chap,but I wish
vou would leave the Norway question open
for a day or two. Ifyou couldsee your
way to joining us, you would be doiog a
realact cf charity.’

Eade:by had by this time regained some
degree of composure, and he was now able
to view the question in the comparatively
calm light ot reason. It was not to be sup-
posed that his mind would dwell for long
on his love for Marcia without a thought of
her feelings towards him; and this con-
sideration filled him with aaxiety and
doubt.

He knew her well enoughto be aware
that she had never thonght of love and
merriage except as an abstract question,
far removed from all personal interest, and
now to bring it hom> to her was a problem
which bristled with diffi zulties.Her complete
unconsciousness had always been her chief
ctarm in Gilbert’s eyes, but it now became
his greatest obstacle in the path to a better
understanding. What steps could he take
to awaken her love ? How could he woo
her, when she would be as blind to h's
meaning as the simplest child ?

The problem was still unsolved when he
called on her next day, and her frankly
cordial welcome did not do much towards
its eluci’ation. It was with a quickened
and a tenderer interast that he regarded
hoer this afternoon, and he could s'udy the
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sweet face unhindered as she bent over the
table arranging his gift of flowers.

“One ot my old Newnham friends was
here this morning,’ ste said, throwing lim
a laughing glance. ‘It would bav. amu: ed.
you to h:ar the tone cf pity ste adoptcd
towsrds Patricia and me. Shei, undir
the firm conviction that we are fast deger~
erating into utter barbarians.’

‘She is notalone in the belief that all
culture, light, and learning are confined to
the universities,” was bhis smiling response.

‘She could not understand that London
bad i‘s lessons to impart as well as Cam-
bridge,’ continued the girl, seating herself
near by the cpen window. ‘But we are
unconsciously learning lessons of one kind
or another wherever we may live I tbiok.

“There is one lesson,’ he raid, bis voice
thrilling with tenderness, ‘that we all learn
sooner or later, I suppose. Ycu will leain
it one of these days, Miss Colet, and I
weuld forfeit all my bopes in life it it were
only given to me to teachit to you.’

‘1 don’t understand, she rejoined, raiting
ber wondering eyes to bis. ‘What stndy
are you speaking o‘, Mr. Enderby ?’

He leaned forwsrd and took her slender
bands in both his own.

‘The lesson o' love,” he said, very gent-
ly. ‘Itisonly lately that I bave learned it,
and itis you who have taught it to me,
Marcia. Whether it is to be the sweetest
lesson of my life or the most paicful, r.sts
with you.’

Her face was pale and troubled when he
ended, but she did not withdraw her hands.

‘I have never dreamed of this,’ she said
at lsst, quite simply. ‘I do not kcow how
to answer you. But it I ever do learn the
Jesson, I think it will be you who will teack
it to me.’ :

‘Do you know what your words mean ?
he asked, tremulously, holding her hinds
in a closer clasp. ‘Do you know you are
bidding me hope ?’

‘Yes,’ she answered, softly, her tender
eyes lifted to his. ‘I seem to se2 more
clearly into my heart now. 1 think—yes.
I am sure that you may hope.’

‘My darling " he cried, passiorately,
pressing her hands to his lips. ‘My own
darling !’ —Szlected

Not Somelmes, Bl Always

The Great South American Remedies Are
Specifics that Cure Always—A Merrick-
ville Lumberman Prostrated With Ner-
vous Debility, Regains His Old Strength
by the Use of South American Nervine
— Mrs. J. Hallam, of Berlin, Oant.,”Cured
of Kidney Disease of Eighteen Months’
Standing by South American Kidney
Cure—Bedridden for Five Months, South
American Rheumatic Cure Effects a
Complete Cure.

With the great South American Rem-
edies it is not the case of occasionally hit-
ting the mark. These remedies are speci-
fies for indigestion and nexvous prostration,
kidney trouble and rheamatism, and taken
by tbose suff ring in this manner ar2 sure
to cure.

NERVOUS DEBILITY—Mr. E. Mer-
ritt, lumber merchant and mill owner of
Merrickville, Ont., tecame completely

‘prostrated by nervcus debility. ‘I tried,’

said he, ‘several doctors, and everytbing in
the shepz of proprietary medicines, and
got little if any relief from them. Having
seen South American Nervine advertised 1
decided to give it a trial end I can truthfal-
ly say I had not tiken balf a bottls before
I found beneficial effects. Before taking it
I had not only to give up business but I
could not sign my owa name, either with a
pen or pencil, my nervous system was 80
badly out of kilter. To-day, aiter taking
two lzottles. I am as strong and healtby as
ever.

KIDNEY DISEASE—Few worse cases
ot kidney disease are on record thsn that
of Mrs. J. Hallam,, wife of a wellknown
flour ard feed merchant of Berlin, Ont.
At times the pain suffered was so intense as
to produce fiinting spells, and it was dan-
gerous to have ber left alone in the house.
Sha says: ‘I doc'ored, and in fact tried
everything, but nothing szemed to relieve
me for any length ot time. I saw South
American Kidney Cure adverticcd, and
purcbased a bottle. Relief came in a few
days, and the second bottle cured me of all
kidney trcuble.’

RHEUMATISM—At 120 Church-street
Toronto, there resides Mr. W. J. Tracie,
who was a great sufferer from rheumatism
for many years, cnl was entirely bedridden
for five months. Nothing did bim any

ood until South American Rheumatic

ure was taken. His words are these:
You do not know how thankful I am for
having tried South American Rhbeumatic
Cure. For years [ had suffered, sufl:red
intensely and could get no ralisf, until I
was influenced to use this remedy. How
great a sufferer 1 was 1s known to hund-
reds of ci izans in Toroato. You are at
liberty touse my nams in any way you like.’

Swallowed It,

Little May went {o bed the other night
with a violent toothache. When she
awoke the next morning the ache bad leit
ker, but stomach ache had taken its place.
Creeping slowly to her mimmea, witha
very wry face, she said: ‘Ob, mamma, I
tink duing th2 night I swallowed my tooth-
ache.’ - Pailadelphia North American.

WHEN OTHERS FAIL

DPR. WILLIAMS' PINK PILLS RE-
STORE BEALTH AND
STRENGTH.

A Well Known Young Lady In Napanee
gives her Experience—Se Weak that She
Could Not Go Up Stairs Without Resting
—Her Friends Thought She Was in Con-
sumption—Now the Picture of Health and
Strength,

From the Beaver, Napanee, Oat.

Among the yorng ladies of Nonanee
there is none bet'er known or more highly
es'e2med than Miss Mary L. Byrnes. In-
deed her acquaintance and popularity cov-
ered a more extended field, as ste is a
travellirg saleslady for the Robinson Cor-
set Co, and has many customers on her
route which extends from Osbawa to
Ottawa. How this young lady heppens to
be the subject of this article is due tu the
fact that she bas recently undergone a most
remarkable change through the use cfthose
wonderful little messspgers of healih, Dr.
Williams' Pink Pills. When the reporter
of the Beaver called to mike erquiry mto
her cure, he was met atthe coor by the
young lady herself, whose rosy cheeks and
healthy sppearance gave no indicaticn that
she bad undergone a prolonged illness.

The rcporter mentioned his mission and
found Miss Byraes quite willing to tell the
particulars of what she termed *sn escape
from death.’ In reply to the qucry ‘what
have Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills done for you?
she replied ‘why, they bave done wonders.
I feel like a rew woman now. For eight
years | was weak and micerable, and at
times ] could not walk. I was greatly
troubled with indiges‘ion, &nd frequently
could not keep anything on my stomach,

not even a gliss of milk. I had dizzy
spells, tevere headaches, and my com lex-
ion was of a yellowish hue. My kidneys

also troubled me, and in fact I was all
aches and peins. In going up a flight of
stairs I bad either to be assisted up, or
would bave to rost several times before I
got to the top. At times my hands and feet
would have no more warmth in them than
lumps of ice. On one occasicn while stop-
ping at an Hetel in Kingston, after waiting
on a number of my customers, I fell down in
a aint. The Jandlady found me in this con-
dition and sent tor a doctor, who after bring-
ing me back to consciousness, gave me med-
icine to take. He told me that my system
was 80 badly run down that it was imperat-
wve that I should bave absolu‘'e rest. His
medicine had n> beneficial effect that I
could see, and [ tried a number of other
doctors, with no better results. 1 became
so low that I cared for neither work nor
pleasure, and my friends thought I had
gone into consumption. It was at this
jancture that I determined to give Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills a trial, and my appear-
ance to-day will show you whit a wonderful
change they have wrought in me. I con-
tinued taking the Pink Pills for three mon-
ths, and betor: discontinuing them every
ache and pain bad disippeared. I cannot
speak too highly of this wonderful medicine
and I am eager to let the fact b3 known for
the benefit ot other sufferers.’

Mrs. Byrnes was present during the in-
terview and stongly endorsed what her
daughter said, adding that she believed
they had saved her life.

The experience ot years has proved that
there is absolutely no disease due to a
vitiated condition of the blood or shatter-
ed nerver, that Dr. Williams' Pink Pills
will not promptly cura, and thcse who are
suffering from such troubles would avoid
muzh misery and save money by promptly
restoring to this treatment. Get tho
genuine Piok Pills every time and do not
be persuaded to take an imitation or some
other remedy from a dealer, who for the
sake of extra profit to himself, may say is
“just a3 goad” Dr. Williams’ Pink Dills
cure when other madicines fail.

‘Bat I am the cashier of a bank,’ said the
man whose knowledge hid been doubted
by the men with whom he was arguing.
‘Wby should I not understand money?
‘Yas,” said the other man, ‘and Iama
farmer ; but I found out I didn't know noth-
in’ about wheat when 1 tackled the Chicago
grein pit.’—Cincinnati Enquirer.

Why Som» People]Fall,

The worldis full of pesple who have
failed because of Dyspepsia, Biliousness
and Constipation, which are responsible
for nine-tenths of life's miseries. Burdack
B'ood Bitters cures these dissases as well
ay all other diseases of the stomach, liver,
bowels and bload in 99 cases out of 100.
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