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Get the Most 
Out of Your Food 
You don’t and can’t if your stomach 

is weak. A weak stomach does not di- 

gest all that is ordinarily taken into it. 

It gets tired easily, and what it fails to 

digest is wasted. 

Among the signe of a”weak stomach 

are uneasiness after eating, fits of ner- 

vous headache, and disagreeable belch- 

ing. 
«1 have been troubled with dyspepsia for 

years, and tried every remedy I heard of, 

but never got anything that gave me relief 

until I took Hood's Sarsaparilla. 1 cannot 

praise this medicine too highly for the good 

it has done me. I always take it in the 

spring and fall and would not be without 

it.” W. A. Nvaxnt, Belleville, Ont. 

Hood's Sarsaparilla 
Btrengthens and tones the stomach and 

the whole digestive system. 

AN ABORIGINE. 

“Sally, you are a saint to help me out 

in this way. If I had not known your 

angelic disposition, do yoa think I should 
have dared to send for you at the eleventh 

boar? Of course it is that wretched Mrs, 

Parker who has given out.” 

“Of conrse I knew it when your note 
came, Who bas been suddenly carried off 

this time? Not the grandmother, I bope, 

for that poor woman has died on at leas: 

six different occasions this winter, to my 

certain knowledge. Oh, Kate, what a 

blessed thing it is to have relations living 

out west! Well, here I am clothed and in 

my right mind, but I never dressed in 
such a hurry before. It was good practice 

in case of fire, Do you see any errors or 

omissions about my gay and festive at- 

tire?” 
“No, it is charming—perfect, as usual. 

[ believe if you wore your gowns hind 
gide before, you would look better dress 

ed than any woman in town, you witch! 
Now prepare for a treat!§; You are to be 
taken in to dinver by a very distinguish- 

ed person, the Honorable Algernon God- 

win, son of his father, who is a real live 

lord, He brought a letter to me. He 

bas ozly been here two days, and this is 
his first taste of American =ociety, so yeu 
will represent for him the typical Amweri- 

can girl on her native soil.” 

“My dear, you are too good.” Sally’s 

blue eves sparkled with fun, “Depend 

upon me, 

Has the conquering hero come? In a basty 

[ will do justice to the role. 

garvevy of the room, as | 

notice anything startlingly new.” 
“Here he is this moment, See his god- 

like form advances, Ob, Sally, he is au 

Apollo. Look out for yourseif. Good 

evening, Mr, Godwin, I was very sorry 

to miss vour call yesterday. I sball not 

begin our acquaintance by asking what 

YOUr 1mpression r f America, but by 

presen Miss Emmet, who bas 
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puts on with au artless grace that has n:ade 

ber the envy of every woman in town. | 

Did you notice him as you came in, by 

the way? [<u’t he a dream? So English!” 

Mr. Godwin laughed and offered his 

arm to his pretty partner, for the dream 

had at that moment 

gerved. The dainty drawing rooms in 

ance, the men not so unlike those he was 

in the habit of encountering in London 

houses, except in size, and, above all, the 

exceedingly good tone and style of Mrs. 

Wendell’s establishment, had filled him 

with a surprise fiom which he had not 

yet recovered, His ideas of America had 
undergone great changes since he landed 

in East Boston two days earlier, and in 
spite of a native reticence, he could not 

refrain from a burst of confidence while 

the guests were settling into place about a 

ame In, I didn’t | 

X Ge could nope for. 

announced in delici- | th 
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ously Cockney accents that dinner was | 

y : » | son with the whites that they realise the 
pale buff and pink and gold, with softly | folly 

shaded lamps, many cushions and palms | : 

giving them ao air of cosey luxury, the | 

women all well dressed, and, if not all | 

handsome, refined and delicate in appear- 

d9}iectly appointed table, 

“Du you know this is all so 

from what I expested?* said he involum- 

tarily. “Where is yonr lozal color? I 

might easily believe myeelf back in Lon- 

dou except for a few trifling customs of 

yourgpeople.* 

different “True. You never hear of great general | 

uprising now. such as there were in the 
time of King Philip of the Narragansetts, 
peace be to his memory! But the Indians 
fight among themselves and the war- 
whoop is still heard in the land. I have 

seen too dreadful work done with toma- “Local color? Ah, you mean the Ind. 

ians, I suppose. Boston has become too 

civilised in the last few years to offer you 

much in that way. Did you expect that 

braves in war paint and feathers would 

come out in canoes to take you off the 

ship in the harbor?’ 

“Something like it, I confess, But 1 

Where do the noble red men keep them- 

selves?” 

“0, when the electric cars were intro. 

duced they fled to the suburbs, Now, in 

Ponkapog, where 1 live—have you ever 

heard of Ponkapog?” 

“Never, Is it near Tchicago?”’ His pro. 

nunciation of that celebrated city was 80 

new and original that Miss Emmet glanc- 

ed up from her little neck clams admir 

ingly, feeling obliged to own that a hand- 

some guardsman in a Poole dress (coat is 

a pleasant object to coutemplate. 

“Oh, yes, we do all our chopping and 

most of our visiting in Chicago. Well, 

Ponkapog is a primitive little village, left 

just as the pilgrim fathers found it, and 

there, if you like, are plenty of Indians, 

They do add picturesqueness to the scene 

there is no denying that, but we are kept 

in a constant state of excitement which is 

very trying.” 

Mr. Godwin pricked up his ears. He 

was rot an absolute idiot, but his ideas of 

geography were of the vaguest, Chicagc 

was on the frontier, and so, he knew, were 

the Indians, Besides, it was impossible to 

suspect mischief from that artless young 
person in pink, whose eyes were so clear 

and candid and whose manner was #0 

straightforward. nob 

“I should like to see Ponkapog uncomse 

monly. 

one of ourfEnglish villages.”” “310 Ibis 

“Qh, not at all. _not like 

one of Anthony Trollope’s. The Lwig- 

wams would be sure to amuse you.” ‘y)y 

“Are they really wigwams?” 

“Why, certainly! I live in one myself. 

Should you think I had Indian blood in 
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| my veins?’ 

“You?” He bent a scrutiny upon the | 

arch face upturned to his thaty-left pits 

cheeks a little pinker than before. “Why, 

| blue-eyed Indian?” +. . rig fn bun 

Her voice was low as she made her con- 
PEE od 

| fession with a sigh. 

| me if I tell you I am a down East Yan- 

kee?” 

The son of ais father felt a sudden chill 

| at being brought into contact with any- 

| thing so aboriginal, Yet she was as fair 

as a bot house flower, | and sweet (0 see 

with a <kin as white as his own. 

“I don’t remember that Cooper speaks 

of that tribe at all,” he said presently 

after an embarrassed pause. “But I bad 

| no idea that the Indian races had become 

highly civilized. Would you think me 

very ¢ if I ask whether or no they are 
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gentle and carefully modulate. 

H y admit that the Honorable 

M in, his sisters, descended from 

{ belan world, would have cut 

sure i wn beside the 

W yrding to her own 

a had no better antecedent than a 

copper-colored savage daubed with gaudy 

“But I have understood,” ke said pres- 

ently, determined to get as much 1nfor- | 

mation as possible in this interesting case 

which was certainly quite as characteristic 

of American queerness as anything he 

“I have understood that | 

comparatively quiet 

now, and that there are so few in compari- 
Indians were 

of opposition,” 

(AFTER SHAVING] 

COOLS, COMFORTS AND § 
HEALS THE SKIN, ENA. } 
BLING THE MOST TEN- 23 
DER FACE TO ENJOY A 

Sel CLOSE SHAVE WITHOUT (2 
UNPLEASANT RESULTS, p¥ 
Avoid dangerous, rritat 3 

ing Witch Hazel preparations } 
represented to be “the same :3 
as” Pond’s Extract, which § 
easily sour and generally b¥ 
contain “wood alcohol,” a k 

have not seen an Indian since I arrived. | 

Chicago | 

I dare say it is not at all like | 

At least it is not like | 

| you bave blue eyes! Who ever heard of a | 

“Shall you despise | 

| had four wives—a good deal of a Mor- | 
|] 

| mon, in fact. 

‘apparently seamed his noble brow with 

deadly poison. 
i 

' hawk and scaiping-knife even to mention 
them without a shudder,” murmured Miss 

| Sally, picking the truffles daintily out of 

"her pate de foie gras, : 
“What, do you know anyone who has 

been scalped 7” Algy grew excited, Perhaps 

| there was a rarer sport in store than the 
' buffalo hunting he had promised himself, 
especially after the depressing information 

| of the cowboy he had met on the shi)» 

| to the effect that there was only one herd 

of buffalos left in the West and only one 
| buffalo in that herd. 

“Mercy’ yes, indeed! Scores of people. 
Look at Mr, Wendell, across the table. 
Can’t you see that he has on what they call 
a scratch? He is very sensitive about it, but 

when he knows you better he may tell 

| you an interesting tale.” (Poor old My, 
| Wendell kad a very bald head and a very 

| young and pretty wife, hence the scratch). 
| “And 1, myself, I was scalped when a 
| child, so that I am forced to weer a wig.” 

| Never was there such a successful wig 

| before. Ite bright chestnut curls and 
ripples would have deceived a hairdresser, 
“By Jove,” eried Mr. Godwin, “it’s an 

{ uncommonly good imitation of the real 
thing.” 

“Yes,” agreed Sally. ‘“Paris, you know, 
the rue de la Paix, [ really don’t mind 

at all because I have them to match all 

my gowns, which gives me a great advan- 
tage over the other girls, ana in summer, 
when the mercury boils over at the top of 
the thermometer as it often does in this 

| climate, I can take it oft altogether and be 

delightfully cool and airy. I always say 
that I have as nearly as possible realized 
Sidney Swnith’s idea of taking off one’s 

| skin and sitting in one’s bones, Besides, 

it is considered quite a mark of aristoc- 

racy here—like a strawberry mark on the 
right arm with you.” 

“It must have been very painful,” mus- 
ed Mr. Godwin, “the scalping, I mean. 

| I ehould like to hear how it happened, if 
| you don’t mind.” 

| “I hardly know, I was not more than 
three years old at the time, a little pap- 

| poose by my mother’s side. We wer 
| picking up fagote in a wood when a band 

of Wampanoags fell upon us from an am- 
bush and walked off with our scalps at 

their belts shouting the battle cry of free- 
dom, 

| { 
1 | 

| of the fray, but my mother often speaks 

| of it as the most unpleasant surprise of 
her life. But there! Let us change the 

subject, I care to talk about 

| those harrowing experiences, You must 

do not 

come out to Ponkapog and see for your. | 

is like. | self what aboriginal existence 

My father will lend you a mustang and | 

we can ride over to Chicago some after- 

noon to give you an idea of the prairies. 

Now tell me something about England. 

You are very intimately connected with | 

Queen Victoria, I hear, What size shoes | 

eS sh : Ww ear!” 

“Number 11s,” said Algy,” with ancther 

of his jolly laughs, which to hear was to 

adore. In his heart he had the true Bri- 

’s loyalty to his sovereign, but he had 

01 r spoken of in an American 
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ed to associate with other princes,” 

“Ah! there was no difficulty about that, 

We are descended irom Edward the Cone- 

fessor,” 

Miss Emmet gasped. 

“In my history,” said she, “Edward the | 

Confessor was a sort of monk, ard never | 

| married,” ‘ | 
“Can 1t be possible? There, you see, is 

an instance of the way in which stories | 
: | 

get perverted crossing the Atlantic. In | 
England it is a matter of history that he | 

By the way, I should like 
to see a Mormon.” 

“Next but one to you at this very table 
sits one in the flesh, Mr, Phillips, He 
has only two of his flock here to-night.” 

Mr. Phillips moved uneasily in his chair 

at the prolonged and deliberate survey 
which the Honorable Algernon proceeded 
to take. He was Boston’s most unmiti- 
gated bachelor, 

“Poor old chap! I’m sorry for him. 

Half a dozen sets of milliners’ bills have 

care, | know what it is to have a crowd 

of women in a house,” 

“Have you six sisters! [ believe every 
Englishman has,” 
“No.” 

“What a glorious exception to the gen. 
eral rule!” 

“Glorious indeed; for 1 have nine,” 

e | 

I have only a confused recollection | 

“How dreadful! Are you appreciating 

Sick Headache, Biliousness, Dys- 
pepsia, Coated Tongue, Foul Breath, 
Heart Burn, Water Brash, or any 
Discase of the Stomach, Liver or Bowels. 

Laxa-Liver Pills are purely vegetable ; 

neither gripe, weaken nor sicken, are easy 

to take and prompt to act. 

this dish? It is our famous terrapin, im- 
ported from Baltimore for your benefit.” 
“Ah, yes! The terrapin is the 

of freedom. I remember that well. 1 
like it. Its praises have not been too 

loudly sung.” 
At this point pretty little Mrs. Cart- 

wright, who occupied the seat next Mr, 
Godwin on the other side, could no long- 
er restrain her impatience to get in a word 
with the handsome stranger. She pluvrge 

ed madly into the conversation, and skil- 
fully leading the way, returned to Pic- 
cadilly and Pall Mall, with which she 

showed herself to be perfectly familiar, 
Miss Emmet’s neighbor gave her hand a 
sly squeeze under the table. He was Ms. 

Wendell’s brother, and well known to be 

fast in the bewitching Sally’s toils; yon 

would not have called this misfortune if 
you had caught the momentary tender- 
ness of the sidelong look she cast upon 

him. 

“Have you been listening, Dick?’ she 

murmued demurely. 
“Yes, but I will never betray you. 1 

should like to read his first letter home.” 

Sally shuok her curls, ‘He has gleams 

of intelligence,” said she, with a long 

| drawn sigh. 
He certainly bad, for when the ladies | 

rose he bent in Grandisonian grace over 

| Miss Emmet’s pale pink train and watched 
| her fluttering through the poriiers with 

an amused smile hidden under his blonde 
mustache. He had suspicions, and yet 

could such a fair outside harbor such black 

deceit? Over the liquers and cigars, while 
the after-dinner stories 

were being related, he fouud his wind re- 

turning 

Land charming little person with 
Strange things are 

possible, he knew, in a pure democracy. 

droll American 

again and again to the curious 

the ab- 

original antecedents, 

| Once back in the drawing roca, he was 

verse of a 

and 

: 
in tive to catch the last 

song she was singing at the plano, 

| then, after she had made her laughing 

adieux to the nosiess, ne uralaged to shake 

her band, with au assurance that she had 

rendered his first evening 1n 

wemoravle, 
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Rs a Food 
For the Skin 

Powders may cover up the disfiguring 
eruptions, but can never cure them, and 
are positively injurious, because they clog 
up the pores of the skin. Dr. Chase's 
Ointment is a food for the skin. It is 
readily absorbed, and thoroughly cures 
each and every skin disease, making the 
skin smooth, soft and clear. 
No woman's toilet is complete without 

Dr. Chase's Ointment, for, besides being 
the most perfect skin beautifier obtain- 
able, it can be used in a score of different 
ways. It absolutely cures eczema, salt 
rheum and the itching to which women 
are especially subject. 
When the feet are sore and chafed with 

walking an application of Dr Chase's 
Ointment takes out the smarting and 
allays the inflammation in a surprisingly 
short time. Then for burns, scalds 
and every sort of chafing, irritaticn or 
eruption of the skin, Dr. Chase's Oint- 
ment affords a safe and certain cure, It 
ba. come to be indispensable in scores 
of thousands of homes; 60 cents a box, 
at all dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co, 
Toronto. 

Dr. Chase’s 
Ointment 
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“You won’t forget to cuine to Ponka- | 

pog,’’ she sald, “Mrs. Wendell bas pro- | 

mised to tring you, and 1 wil see if we, 

1°L get u } War dubve lor youl benefit, 

rood RC my love to Queen Vice 
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“Good night,”  Algy reached his hotel 

| in a brown study, which no amount of 

brandy aud soda could dispel, anda while | 

the midoignt bells were ringilug he got 

into Led still shaking his head dubiously. 
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OIRECT IMPORTERS OF BRITISH AND FOREIGN GOODS, ; 

—AND-— 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS 

snl 

FLOUR CORNMEAL, OATMEAL, COFFEE 

TEA, SUGAR, TOBACCO, 
COARSE SALT, in bulk and bags, DAIRYSALT, 

Molasses, Biscuits, Cheese, 

PORK AND BEEF, 
AMS, OATS, BRAN AND SHORTS. 

n 
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HARDWARE, CROCKERWARE, GLASSWARE, 

BOOTS AND SHOES 

DRY GOODS. 

Ready-Made Clothing, Scotch Horse Collars, 

IRON, CHAIN, ANCHORS, ROP, 

NAILS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION LIME. 

English House Coal. 

Blacksmiths Coal 

Q
 

HINGLES, DEALS, ECARLS AND SCANTLING, 

PITCH-PINE, HARDWOOD, LATHS, etc. 

(=
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