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B POWERFUL DRUG.
(No hous hold should be withoug it)

All eapectable druggisty, Mootgomiey :

assirrey mo, keop thoe ciowroot. . That-is
tho nathe of the drug, aud Mongomery is
the man ~ho onght €d.write its testi-
monisle, This is a testimonial to tho

cfficaoy of the cio~root, and I write jt.

the morve willingly, beeause, until the
cave of Montgomery eropped up, § had np
faitl. i putent wedicines, Seeing, how-
ever, is, they say, bolieving= and I have
seén what tho cio-root did for Moutgo-
mery. 1 can well believe now that it can
do anything, from removing gr ase-spots
to making your child cry out in the night.

Montgomery, whu was moreid yrers ngo
iag subject to headuches, and foruierly his
only way of treating th m was to lie in
bed and read a light novel. By th: time
the novel was finishod, 50, a9 a4 rule, wae
the headache. This trentment rather n-
terfered with lus work, however, and he
tried various medicines which were gunr-
anteed to cure rapidly. Noune of them had
the lenst result, until one day, some two
wonths ago, good fortune wade him run
against an old friend  Chambers street.
ontgomes) wnving o feadache, ncotion-
ed it, and h s froend asked him f he had
tried the cio-root. The name even was
unfamilie to Moutgomery, bl s friend
spoke so enthusiastically of it that the
beaduchy man took a note of it. He was
told that it bad never been known to fail,
and the particular merit of it was that
it drove the headache away iu five wmin-
utes. The proper dos: to take wus half
an inch of the root, which wa« to he suck-
ed and eventually swallowed.  Montgo-
mery tried several chemists in vain, for
ther had not heard of it, but at last he
got it on a back strest. He had so often
carricd hom? in trinmph n °* certnin cure,””
which was subsequently flung out at the
window in disgust, that his wife shook
her head at the cio-root, and advis:d him
not to be too hopeful [IHowever, the cio-
root surpassed the fomlest expectations.
It completely cured Montgomery in less
than the five minutes. Soveral times he
tried it, and always with th: same trum-
pbant result. Raviug at last got a drug
to make an idol of, it is not perhaps to be
wondered at that Montgomery was full
of gratitude. He kept a three-pound tin
of the cio-root on his library table,
and the moment he felt a headache coming
on he said, ¢ Excuse me for on? moment,”
and bit off half an inch of cio-root.

The headaches never had a chauce. It
was, therefore, natural, though none the
less annoging, that his one topic of con-
vertation should hecome the properties of
this remarkablo drug. You wounl? Arop in
on him, glowing over the prospect of a
delightful two hours’ weangle over the
crofter question, bhut he pushed the sub-
ject away with a waive of his hand, and
begged to introduce to our notice the eoi-
root. Sitting therc smoking, his some-
what dull countenance would suddenly
light up as his ey's came to rest on the
three-pound tin. He was always advising
us to try the cio-root, and wh'n we snid
we did not have a headache he got sulky.
The first thing ho asked us whon we met
was wheth>r we had a headache, and often
begged to introduce to our notice the cib-
root and gave it us in & picce of papor,
so that a headache might not take us
unawares. [ helieve he rather enjoyed
-waking with a headache, for he knsw that
it would not have n chancs. IF his wife
had been: n jealous wobman, gshe wounld not
have liked the way ho talked of the cio-
root. . :

Somo of us did iry:the draog, cither Lo
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please him or because we wero really cur-
ous about it. Whatever the reason, none
of 03, F tlunk, tvere prejudiced. Wo tested
it on 1fs tuerits, aud’ ¢anry ananimously
to the conclusion that they were negative.
The cla-root did us no harin. The taste
why what oue may inagine to b the tasto
of €hig root of any rottn tree dipped in
tar, wiuch was subsequently allowed to
dry. As-we were all of ond mind on the
subject, we insisted with Montgoinery thnt
the cio~root was a fraud. Frequently we
had such altercations with ha on the
subject that woe parted in soncesy, and ul-
timetely we snid that it would bo bust
not to goad him too far; so we arrangad
merely to chaff lim abowt his faitd in
the root, and n ver went farther thun in-
sigting, in a plenstnt way, that h> was
cured, not by th: cio-root, but by hig
b lieving in at. Montgomery rejected this
theory with indignation, ut we stuck to
it and never doubted it. Events, never-
thel'ss, will show you that Montgomery
was right and that we were wrong.

The trimmph of cio-root cam: as rec nt-
Iy as yesterday. Montgomery, his wofe,
and myself, had a2rrangd to go into town
for the day. 1 called for them in the
forenoon and had to wait, as Montgomery
had gone along to th* office to sro if
there were any letters. He arrvived soon
after me, saying that he had a headache,
but saying it in o cherry way, for he Luew
that the root was in th* next coom. He
disappeared into the library to uthble
hatf an inch of the cio-root, and raortly
afterwards we set off. The hendache had
been dispelled as uwsual  In the train he
and I had another argument ahout the
o great drug, and he ridiculed my notion
about its being faith that drove his head-
ache away. T may hurry over the next two
hours, up to the time when we wandered
into Buchannn strest. Thore Montgomery
met & friend jto whom ho introduced me.
The s ntleman was in ¢ hurry, s0 we only
spoke for a mom-nt, but after h> had
ieft us he turn d havk

* Montgomery,” he -aid, “do you re-
member that day [ met you in Chamb-r«
strent 270

“1 have good reason for eemombering
the occasion,” said Mortgomery, meaning
to begin the story of his wonderful cure;
but his friend who had to catch a 'bus,
cut him short.

“1 told you at that time,” he said
‘“about a new drug called the cio-root,
which had a great reputntion for curing
headnches.”

* Yer,” snid Moutgomery ;
wanted to thank you—"'

His friend, however, broke in again—

1 have been troubled in my mind since
then,”” he raid, * beenuse I was told after-
wards that 1 had made a mistake about
the proper dose. If you try the cio-root,
don’t take balf an inch, as [ recommend-
ed, but quarter of an inch. Don't forget.
It is of vital importance.”

Then he jumped into his 'hus, but I
salled after him, “ What would be the
effect of hall an inch?”

* Certain death!” he shouted hack, and
was gone. 1 turnad td> look at Montgo-
mery and his wife. She let her umbrella
fall and he had turned white. *‘ Of cours~,
there is nothing to be alarmed about,”
I said, in a reassuring way. “ Montge
mery has taken half an inch scores of
times ; you say it always cured you.”

“ Yes, yes,” Montgomery gnswered ; bhunt
his voice sonnded hollow. o

Up to this point the snow_had kept off,
but now it began to fall in a soaking
drizele. If you are superstitious yon can
take this ns an omen. For the reat of the

“1 always

«

day, certainly, wo had o miscrable time
of it. I had to do all the talking, and
whilo T nughad and Jestld, I' fiotited that
laughed nud jested, I noticed thnt Mryg.
Montgomery ‘was looking  anxiously from
time to time at her husband. She wis
afraid to ask himn if he 11t upwell, and he
kept up, not wanting to o' um b-r. Bug’
he wailked like & man who knew that he
had come to his last page. At my stg-
gestion we went to & hotel to have dinnoy
I had dinner, Mrs. Moutgomery pretended
to have dinn-r, but Montgomery himself
did no. ev'n make the pretense. Ho snt
with his elbov.s on th: table and his
face Luried in his hands. At last ho soid
with & groan that ho was {-eling very
ill. e look:d so doleful that his wifo
hegan to cry.

Moutgomery admitted that be blumed
the cio-root for his suff rings. e had
taken nu averdoss of it, he s uid, tragieally,
aud must abide the cons qu nces. 1 conld
have shak.n him, for reasoning was quite
flung awayon him. Of course, [rrpoated
what I haa said previously about an sver-
dose havimg done him no harm before, but
he only shook lis head sadly. 1 said that
his lehavior now prov:d my contention
that he only belicved in the cio-root be-
cause h» was told that it had wonderful
properuiest  othervise he would have
lamghed nt what his friend had just told
hin. Undoubtedly, . snid, his suffeorings
to-day were purely imaginary. Moat-
zonmery did not have rullicient spirits to
argiae wwith me ,but h> murmured ina die-
awany voice that h» had felt strang: symp-
toms ever gince wo set out from home.
Now, this was ns absurd as anything in
BEuelid, for he had been boasting of tho
wonderinl cure the drug had effecied agni
most of the way. H:» insgisted that he
had n spli{ting headache, and that he waa
very sick. In the end, as his wif+ was now
in & frenzy, I s°nt for a doctor. Tha
doctor came, said “yes* ard “ quite so ™
to himself, and pronowne~d Mongtomery
foverish.  That he was feverish by thig
time, 1 do not question. He had work*d
himself into a fever. Thre was some talk
of putting him to hed in th* hot~l, but
he insistad on going hom~. Though he
did not put it so pluinly, ha gave us to
understand that he wanted to dic in his
own bed.

Never was there & more miserable trio
than we in a railway carringe. We got
n compartment to oursslves, for though
several passergers opened the door to come
in, they shrank back as soon ns thoy saw
Montgomery's ghastly face. He lay in a
corner of the carringe, with his head dong
up in flannel, procured at the hotel. Ho
had the rugs and my great cont over hia
legs, but he ehivered despito them, aad
when he spoke at all, except to say that
he was feeling worse every minute, it was
to talk of men cut off in their prime and
widows left destitute. At Mra. Moatgo-
mery's wish, I telegraphed from a station
at which the train stopped to the family
doctor, asking him to mest us at the
house. He did so; indeed, he was on the
steps to help Montgomery up th-m. Wo
took gn arm of the invalid apicce, and
dragged him into th» library.

It was n fortunate thing that weo went
into the library, for th> first thing Mont-
gomery faw on the table was the half
inth of cio-root which he thought had
killed him. He had forgotten to take it.

In ten minutes he was all right. Just
as wo wer sitting down to supper, we
heard a cat squnalling outside. Montgo-
mery flung a three-pound tin of tho cio-
root at it.—From *“ A Holiday in Bed,” by
J. M: Barrie. . .




