
IfancyImide a rather favourableimpression on old Wyatt. I
had cultivated a good professional manner. Some peoplesay that
in profession manner is everything. Iwas what maybe called an
extra-professional

—
your young consultingphysician alwaysis. Ihad

the etiquette and ethics of theprofession at my fingers' ends;and at
that time Ihonestly felt that if it had not been for my peculiarly
prepossessing appearance, and the fact thatIwas deficient in the
physician'scrownof glory(Imean abald bead),a largeand lucrati*e
practice most be mine eventually ; and till the nightIsaw Laura I
was absolutely devoted to the profession of medicine,andIlonged

—
Iactually longed—

for thatbald headand the accompanyinglargeand
lucrative practice.
Icalled, andIwas very favourably received. Mr Wyatt asked

me to dinner ;and he nudea very favourable impression upon me,
and be gave me a very good dinner ;and the interest the old gentle-
man took inmedicine was something wonderful. Old Wyattlived in
a very large house in thoroughly respectablestyle— butler who looked
like an arch-deacon and two parlour maids.

Well, Iwas very much in love with Laura(it waafifty yearsago,
andlam as much in love with her now asIwas then). Iproposed
to Laura in form;and thenIbad to confess to old Wyatt that Ihad
only Bix thousand pounds of my own left. Ihad got through four
thousandof my original ten in the rent of the consulting room, the
hireof abrougham,andtheusual taxes to whichthe youngconsultant is
subjected. Itold old Wyatt flitly that Idid not wanthis money it
was bis daughterIwanted and not his ducats. Thia statement was
absolutely genuine, for Iwas very much iv love. Iexplained to Mr
Wyatt that by the time the res'of the ten thousand wasgoneImight
honestly expect to be inreceiptof themagnificent professionalincome
of five hundred a year.

Then old Mr Wyatt threw himself back inhis chair and laughed
aloud. Ithought he never would leaveoff laughing. Iremonstrated
with him onhis heartless conduct.

"
IfIthrew up my profession for your daughter's sake weshould

not have enough to live 0:1;sir thousandpoands would not last very
long."

What could he mean? Itwas amost mysterious statement

14 My dear fellow," he said, "Ican't help it, its too ridiculous.
Youdeliberately throw away tea thousand pounds ani toebest years
of your life for tha sake of apossible income of five hundred a year.
Now Dr Sprigge, Iwi 1 not attempt to conceal from you that my
daughter is much attached to you. You are yong, you areenthu-
siastic, you are ready to sacrifice your profestio ifor my daughter 1
Iama bit of a doctor myself," he said, with a curious chuckle, ''and
Ihivrf a great respect for doctors ; but there aio reasone

—
good and

SJbstan'iil reasons
—

way my daughter could never marry a medical
man;or,rather, tobe moreaccurate, there arereasons why nomedical
mancould marrymy daughter."

"
You need not trouble yourself about that," said Mr Wyatt, "I

am fairly well off. Ishould be prepare! to give you a share in my
business— it's a very good business

—
and lam very fond of my

daughter Laura, and soe is my only child, you know. Don't be
alarmed,"said Mr Wyatt,

"
Ishouldn't want yourmoney, Ishou'd

only want your assistance in developing my business. Icould give
you asalary if youliked

—
say a coupe of thousand a year;or, as I

said before you could havea share in my business.""ButIamnot abusiness man,"Iremonstrated, "besides Iknow
nothing whateverof the natureof the business," 1added, for Iwas
altogether puzzled,"

You will not betray my confidence?"' said Mr Wyatt, with an
air of mystery, "of course you won't. Well I'm abenefactor of the
human race. Did you ever hear of Bumstead's Infallible Tincture ?
Imarried Bumstead's widow. Laura is my daughter by a second
marriage

—
This will give you all the necessary particulars," he said,

andhe thrust a little pamphlet into my hands. "
I'llcome back for

your answer in a few minutes." Thenhe leftme ani the room began
to turn round end round.

Of course Ihad heard of Bumstead's Infallible Tincture— who
hasn't? Who has not read the well-known adv^r iajment b gin-
ning :

—
Haveyou got acold in the head? Try "Bumstead."
Do yousuffer from indigestion ? Try

" Bumstead,"
Isold age creepingupon you ? Try "Bumsteid."

And so on for a wnole column. Had Inot be:n continually irritated
by my patientsat thehospital tellingme that they had tried "

Bum-
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"
before they bad tried ma 1 Waa not

"
Bumstead

"
familiar in their mouths as a household word? And my Laura's
father bad married the widow of a quack

—
he wasa quackhimself !

And Isuffered agonies asIremembered that Laura was a quack'a
daughter. The idea was a horrible one.
Iread this little book. There were hundreds of testimonials,

according to which
"

Bumstead'a Tincture
"

was infallible; the testi-
monials were from all sorts and conditions of men. They were
evidently perfectly genuine, for they attached their names and
addressee. Perhaps the mysterious "Bumstead

"
had discovered the

Elixir Vitoe. ThenIreadon tillIcametothedescription of theremedy
itself ;it was said to be "prepared from certainmedicinal plant*
found only in Central Arabia, Bsloocbist&u, and the mountainous
region of the narth-western frontier of Crim Tartary.1

' Ob, there
could not be anything init;of course it wasa swindle. If it wert
only genuine,Ifelt that Iwould not hesitate for a single instant.
At thatmoment the door opened,andBumstead— lmean Mr Wyatt
—entered."Well, my young friend," he said, with a good-humoured smile," whatia your determination ?""

Mr Wyatt,"Isaid, and Iassumed my very best professional
manner, ''if Icould only think that the Infallible Tincture does all
that itis s id to;if Icould only honestly believein it,Iwouldcast
principle andptide and prejudice to the winds and instantly jumpat
yourmost liberal eff^r."

"You don't mean to say that ym doubt the genuineness of the-
testimonials 1" cried Mr Wyatt, in evident ind'gnatijn. Then be
read Lord Addlepate's testimonial veryslowly and very softly. "Dr'
Sprigge," he said,at itd conclusion," LordAddlepate is a peer of the
realm, one of our hereditary legislators. Would you presume to
doubt the word of an hereditary legislator? Call on his lordship,,
you area physician ;youcan form your own opinion. The wholeof
these testimonials, sir,areabsolutely genuine1" cried Mr Wyatt,and1

he thumped the tabla with his fist;"Ibelieve inBumstead, sir, and
I'venever had a day's illness inmy life." Ididnot think muchof
that argument."Look hfcre," said Mr Wyatt," I'll make youapresentof agrot
of it. Take it to St Skinflint's and try it on your patients." Thd
horrible suggestion caused me to shudder inspite of myself." Do youeire so little for my daughter, Dr Sprigge," said Bam'
stead

—
Imean Mr Wyatt— verysolemnly, " that yonactually decline

toinvestigate thematter? Didn't the whole worldbelieve the earth
tebe flat till it was proved to ba round 1 Wasn't Columbus looked
upon as a fool andan impostor ? Let me tell you,sir, the day iscom*
ingwhen all the world will revere the name of Bumstead."

When Ilooked around upon the evident signs of wealth,whenI
looked into that old man's face, and Iremembered that he was
Laura's father, Icou d not doubt the honesty of his convictions. I
seizedhis hand ; there were tears in my eyesasIbide him anaffec-
tionate farewell.

'■Iwill investigate it, sir I" Icried,"andIwill communicatethe
result to you in a fortnight."

Then we shook hands.
# * * * * * *
Iwent into the nearest chemist's. Iasked for a bottle of Bum-

stead's Infallible Tincture.
IIIt'sa very valuable remedy, sir," said the chemist; "molt of

our customers fiud it a perfect panacea."
It was strange, very strange. Your truephysiologist neverhesi-

tates to make a crucial experiment uponhis own person. 1took a
double dose of " Bum*tead "

that night. It did not have tbeßlighteflt
effect upon me. Ifhist ci the bottle the next day ;it didnot evtn
make me feel ill. Ididnot think much of

"
Bumstead"asa medi-

cine. Most valuable remedies make you feel very ill indeed
—

that is
my experience. Tnen Icalled on six of the testimonial-givers; they
all swore by "Bumstead.'' "

A man must takemedicine of somesort,.
sir," one remarked to me;

"
when I'm a bit out of sortsIjust flies to-'Bumstead,'and it does me a power."

On the appointedday Icalled upon Mr Wyatt. Irespectfully
saluted him as a benefactorof thehuman race. Within threemonth*
Imarried Laura. Igave up the practice cf the profession as »
matter cf conviction. Iwent into partoership with old Mr Wyatt;
he dieda year or two ago;he left everything to Laura. lam a rich
man now,Ilive in Kensington Park Gardens, and Ihave a lovely
place in the country; andIbecame,Ipractically became

—
well—

IIBumstead."

CFrom the St. James's Gazette.')
IMETLauraat a charity ball. It wasa case of love at first sight on
my part, andIgot introduced.

"DrSprigge— Mibs Laura Wyatt
"

The introduction was made
in an instant. We had one waits, only one, which we danced from
start to finish ;and then, we both felt as though we had known each
othevall our lives.

How Imanaged it Idon't exactly know, bat Idid manage it.
Isucceeded ingetting introduced to old Mr Wyatt, Laura's papa.
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Th? Jesuit Order has a total membershipof 12,300, dividedintc
27 provinces.

XFor invalids and delicate children Aulsebrook's Arrowroot
andTea Biscuits areunsurpassed.

X Ladies, for afternoon teause Aulsebrook's OswegoBiscuits
a perfect delicacy.


