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| YOUNG FOLKS.

| The Land of Nod.

There's ' & beantiful land thatthe children
know,
Where it's Summer the whole year round ;
Where chocolate drops, and balls and tops,
Lie thick on the grassy ground ;
Vhere the trees grow tarts and Banbury
hearta,
And bull’s-eyes dpop from the pod,
And you never do wrong the whole day
long—
They call it the Land of Nod !

Yhen the clock strikes eight, and each curly
pate
Lies low on the pillow white ;
When the small mouse rqueaks and the wain
soot creaks,
And the ehadows dance in the moonlight-
streaks,
And the star-lampa jewel the night ;

VWhen the sof: lids close on the ripe cheek’s
rose
And thﬂlﬁnj’ feet that trod
The vursery floor are heard o more—
Hurrsh for the Land of Nod !

There they play in the puddles and steal
from the stores,
They juggle with matches and knives ;
And thfy poke such jokes at the grown.-up
olke,
Who daren’t say ** Don't " for their lives !
Al} the persons who teach are deprived of
gpeech,
And whipped wi.b a pickled rod,
And fed upon dates, thriugh dark dungeon-
grates,

In the besutiful Land of Nod !

When the clock st rikes eight, and each curly
ate
Hsulfnw in the darkened room ;
When the small mouse equeaks and the wain-
scot creaks,
And the shadows dance in the moonlight-
streanks,
And the cricket chirps through the gloom ;
When the eoft lids close on the ripe cheek’s
rose,
And the tiny feet that trod
The nureery flocr are heard no more—
Hurrsh for the Land of Nod |

All the dear old dollies are mended there
That were broken in days that have
flown ;
All the kittens that died in their early pride
Te beautiful cata have grown ;
All the pleasures upset by the wind and the
wet
Smile out in the sunshine broad ;
And the meaning of ‘'dose” not a youngster
knows,

In the wonderful Land of Nod !

When the clock strikes eight, and each curly
ate
Lics low ¢n the dainty bed ;
When the shadows dance in the moonlight-
streaks,
And the dull fire's core glows red ;
When the soft lids close on the ripe cheek’s
rose
And the tiny feet that trod
'Bhe nursery floor are heard no more—
Hurreh for the land of Nod |

And it's Oh ! for the dreams of the’old, old
days
That hzva fled for ever and aye !
For I watch and weep, as the dull dawns
creep
H}: the cold gray cliffs of the sky.
CGould mine eyelids close on 1hat bleat
repose,
Would the hearts that lie under thie sod
Rise to greet the glad sound by my feet and
beat
@n my heart—in the Land of Nod ?

When the clock strikes eight, and each’curly
pate
LieaJlow in the curtain'sshade ;
When the small mouses squeaks and the
wainscot creaks,
And the shadows dance in the moonlight-
ptreaks,
And the hesrth-sparks glimmer and fade ;
¥Waenlthe eoft lids close on on the ripe chesk’s
Tose,
And the tiny feet that trod
"The nursery floor are heard no more—
Hurrah for the laud of Nod ?
[[llustrated London News

TOMMY'S ADVENTURE.

BY BESSIE CLARE.

Tommy was not always a bad little boy,
but sometimes a spicit of nanghtiness would
prevail, and he would be sure to get into
trouble., Jast now he was in disgrace, for
he had a quarrel with his little sister and
bad ssken her prettiest doll and thrown it
juto the fire, and before it could ba rescued
it had burned to ashes. As soon as it was
done the little boy was sorry, but it could
pot be helped nor wou'd it reconcile Susie
to the loas of her favorite doll. His mother
bad given him a severe talking to, and he
bad run outand thrown himself on the grass,
wishing so much that he was some place
where little boys were not always bein
seolded. He looked up at the blue uk¥ AD
watched the soft, white clouds floating lezily
hy, and was thinkiog how nice it would be
if ho might be a fairy— he was sure fairiea
bad no troubles. Jast then he heard a voice
alose by, and turnipg his head beheld a liztle
man about four inches high standing on a flat
pook beside him. He was dressed in brown
and green, and was altogether a comical-
Jooking little chap. .

«+8o," said he ‘‘you think we fairies have
am easy time of it, do you? Suappose you

¢t come with meand =ee what we do;
then, maybe you will not be so anxious to
exchang+ places.”

Tommy Was startled at firat, but by the
time the little man had finished he had de-
termined to see what he could of fairyland.
Fhne little man touched him and he found
himself growing smaller and smaller, until
he was the same size as his companion,

Tnen the fairy said, ** Come with me,”
opening a tiny door on the very rock he was
standing on. Tommy follcwed, feeling very
gueer and sayiog to himseif, “ What if I
mever get out of here sgain.”

went along a narrow path cut out of
the esrth for quite a distance, and finally
same to a large room, where he saw many
Kittle fairies who all seemed to be doing
gemething which he could not make ~ut,

* This,” said his companion, ** is one of
our work rooms. We bavea great many of

and we make all the pretty toys you
poe in the stores.”

He took Tommy into many other rooms

and showed him how they lived, at last
bringing him to a room where dolls were
made.

¢ ] don't mird telling you now that1 sm
rot a fairy, but a goome. Fairies do have
nice times, as you thought they had ; but
gnomes don't, and you are & gnome DOW.
my businees is to punish little boys who
spoil pretty toys, especially if they belong
to other people.”

“ Now, you will have to work on wax
dolls for spoiling that beautiful one this
merning. You will have to stay here for-
ever, may be ; for very few becom e so good
that we allow them to go back.”

Poor Tommy ! what could he do?! A
gtranger in a atrange land, and uot even a
gonome for a friend !
~ Someone rudely tapped him on the shoul-
de apd eaid: “To work with youn; we can
have no laggards here.” Then taking him by
the arm, he put him in front of a table and
told him he was to put eyes in the doll faces
lying there.

Oge little gnome, kinder than the rest,
told him how todo it; and to have great
care, a8 the master was coming on the
morrow, and woe be to the one who had any-
thing wrong.

Tommy went to work and succeeded better
than he expeoted to ; but a good deal of his
time was spent in watching his strange com-
panions, and seeing how neatly and taate-
fully they did taeir work.

On the morrow Tommy worked hard to
make up for the day before. About mid-
day be master came to inspect each one's
work., When he reached &'ummj"a table
he turned each face uver and looked at it
narefully.

“Here, what does this mean?” he asked, as
he picked up the last face, holding it so that
all might see. A loud laugh followed from
every one the room, and no wonder. Tommy
in his hurry had put in one dark brown eye
and one blue eyr.

““What shall be done with him?’ said the
master,

Many were the meth.ds of punishment
proposed, but nonme seemed to be severe
enough,

“] know,” said one at the last; ““make
him swallow one of those wax dolls that
gpoiled in the making.”

“ Yeg, yes,” said they all ; *“ that is just
the thing.”

¢ Get the largest one you can find,” said
the overseer,

Soon they brought it—a doll twice as
large as Tommy, In vain he protested
against it, and eaid he would not do it.
They held him ; forced his mouth open, and
—Tommy in some unaccountable manner,
found himself back on the grase right where
he had started from.

The first thing he did was to feel hia throat,
to gee if he had really swallowed the doll;
but concluded that he had not. Then he
found he was his natural size. He got up
and turned over the rock where he had seen
the gnome, but unearthed nothing but a big
black cricket,

By this time he was fairly awake—for he
thought he must have been asleep, ** though
it was a wonderfully vivid dream,” as he
told his mother afterwards, He went to the
house, hoping all the morning’s work had
been & dream, But he knew by Suzie's looks
that her lost doll had come to life, and
being thoroughly sorry by this time, ran up
astairs where he kept his pennies, took them
out and went to a store and beught the big-
gest doll that could be had for the money.

Tommy was a changed boy after his vieit
to Gnomeland, and though it was only a
dream, he was careful of Susie’'a playthings,
lest h e might have another trip there,

Beautiful Swiss Custox.

As goon as the sun has disappeared in the
valleys, and its last rays are just glimmering
on the snowy summits of the mountains,
the herdeman who dwells on the loftiest peak
takes his horn and trumpets forth, “Praise
God, the Lord !” All the herdemenin the
peighborhood take their horus and repeat
the worde, This often continues a quarter
of an hour, while on all sides the mountaina
echo the name of God, Solemn stillness
follows ; every shepherd on bended kuees
with vncovered head, cffzrs his secret prayer.
By this time it is quite dark. *“Gueod
night I trumpets forth the herdsman on the
loftiest summit, “‘Good night !" is repeated
on all the mountains from the horns of the
herdsmen and the clefts of the rocks,

A Woeful Building.

Two gentlemen walking together came by
a stately new building,

““ What o magnificent structure |” eaid
one,

‘¢ Yes,” replied the other, **but I cannot
bear to loak at it, often as I pasa it,"

“ That is strange., Why not?”

“* Because it reminds me that the owner
built it out of the blood, the aches and
groans of his fellow-men, out of the grief of
erying children, the woe of wailing women."

““Gracious! What is the owner? A
money-lender or a pawn broker, or some.
thing of the kind "

“Qh, no ; he is a dentist.”— [ Wasp,

S8he Was Forgettul.

" Well, Mary,"” said the boarder to the
faithful old chambermsaid during a oold
snap. *‘ somebody must have left the door of
the North Pcle open this morning.”

“ Well, maybe it was me, I'm 20 forget
ful,” replied Mary.

Why He Wanted Twins.

A small 7-year.old was one day informed
of the advent of a new brother, the seventh
gon. Much to his mother's dismay the next
night a supplement to his eveniog prayer
was, ‘'On, Lord, please send us tw~ins
pext time. You know it takes nine to play
base ball and we've only got seven,”

His Hatred of 8t. John.

A Sunday school was opened just four
years ago in & Weatern town where the boys
knew rather meore about politica than the
Bible, It wasafter the presidential election
of 1584,

The Sunday-school teacher gave each of
the boys s few verses from the Bible to learn
by heart during the week. Ooe Sanday she
told one of the boys to take a certain chap-
ter of St. John.

“ ] won't do it,” said the youth, angrily.

“ Why not !" asked the surprised teacker.

“ That's the feller that beat Blaine, I
won't have anything todo with him,"” re.

torted the lad, who was a good Repablican.

CORPORAL PUNISHMENT AT
SCHCOL.

A Woman Editor Thinks that Bad irls
Should be Birched.

The question as t> the proper mode of ia-
flicting corporal punishment is one that
has been strongly debated. There is no
doubt tt at it should never be placed in the
power of pupile or assistant teachers; the
head master or mistress should alone have
the power to punish. The question that
has been raized as to whether girls should
be exempt from it is, to say the least, child
ish. Those who know anything of the work
ing of ordinary schools are well acquainted
with the fact that, when girls are prone to
be troublesome, they are infinitely more
difficunlt to manage than boys, and that
there are always in every large school some
few who are amenable to no other dicipline.
They must either be dismissed, t) their in-
evitable ruin, or they must be allowed to
remain and practice their wilfulldisobedience
to the destruction of the discipline of the
school and the corruption of the other
pupila.

To say that such girls should not be sub-
jected to the only treatment that can avail
for their reformation is simply part and
parcel of the maudlin innane sympathy with
the wrong-doer that is characteristic of &
small eection of people at the present time.

Much ontery has been made against the
degrading effect of corporal punishment.
As often inflicted, the outery is not without
causes but that a boy or girl can be degrad-
ed or isjured by being caned across the
shoulders is a fction, All impulsive puni-
tive acts should be interdicted. Boxing the
ears is & moss ipjurious mode of punichment;
it often causes severe and permanent injJry
to the brain, Striking the hands with a
cane, much more with a hard wooden poin.
ter, is objectionable, as being liable toivjure
geverely the tendinous tissues and numerous
joints of the wrist and hand, but birching
across the shoulders where the broad, flat
bones and ribs are good bulwarks proteciiog
the vital parts, is & power that should be in-
trusted to every head teacher in every
school, a power to ke most rarely used,
but always to be held as a Nemesis that is
ready to overtake the evildoers. It may be
said that such sentiments are unnatural and
not in accord with the highest pbilosophy,
but to take example from nature, pain is to
be regarded as an institution ordered by a
higher than human intelligence thac pre:
vents us from injuring our own bodies and
8o tends to our preservation. There is no
law, humsan or divine, that prevents our
utilizing it for the benefit of our children.—
[The London Queen.
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Bounced,

A friend of mine is the mother of two
fine boye, aged respectively three and one-
half and one and one-half yeare. The elder,
a fair specimen of the enfant terrible type,
had just been forcibly suppreesed by his
mother in the midst of a circus performance,
and having been calmed down sufficiently
to assume the role of host, was reviewing
his rccent acquisitions for my entertain-
ment. He was intent]y engaged in explain-
ing some pictures in a new book of which he
wae very careful, when his baby brether
toddled up and began patting his little fat
hands over the page. Quick as thought
Junie caught up the intruder and with an
inimitable little nod and ‘' 'scuse me a mo-
ment, please,” tugged the unresisting offan-
der off through an intervening room to his
mother, who had been called out to superin-
tend some honsehold matter, and thrusting
his burden (almost as big as himself) vpon
her, with *‘here, take the baby, mamma,
please,’’ rushed back to my entertainment
with an inexpressible air of relief.—[N. Y.
World.

Pansy Points the Way.

Three-year-old Pansy asks her mother to
read a story. Mother replies:

“My eyes ache. I cannot read to-day.”

Pansy : *'Don’t read wif your eyes ; read
wif your mouf.”

AnEﬁl Cake.

LittleDot-—'*Mamma, wnat's this cake call.
ed angel cake for 1"

Mamms (meaningly) —*“Becauee little gir's
who eat to» much of it become angels.”

“Don’t angols get this kind of cake to
eat 1"

“No : nngels never get anything to eat.”

““Well, deas 1 don't wantto be an angel
untilil get old and lose my appetite,”

——

An Insane Corpse.

Some vears ago as @ lot of fishermen on
the New Jersey shore, just below Delanco,
hauled in their gill net they were surprised
to find it contain the body of a drowned
mar. The coroner was notitied and a jury
empanelled who actually brought in the
verdict, ** That the deceased came to his
death by being drowned and when discover-
ed was found insane.,” They meant to say
the body was found in the seine.

Bhe Wasn't an Oyster.

Mr, Graspall—** There ia a dandy girl up
at the church fair, She lets you kiss her
for a quarter.”

Cynical Friend—** I suppose she finde you
a good oustomer '

Mr, Graspall—** I don't think so, I tried
to get two s wnstead of one last night
and [she tossed her pretty head and said:
“« You would like to take my mouth home
in a box for a quarter, wouldn't you 1"

The Postage Btamps.

0ld Man—**If that idiotin the parlor ain't
got senze enough to make shorter oalls, he
might as well be of some use. Aek him if
he can spare me a postage stamp.”

Daughter (after a trip to the parlor)—*'He
says he's very sorry, but he called at the
post-offica to-day to remew his supply of
postage stamps, but he hadn't anything
smaller than a five hundred dollar bill in his
vu:b-]}o-uknt.. and they couldn't change
that.”

“Eh?! ByJinks? Well you ninny, go
back to the parlor. Don't you know better
than to leave your company alone like
that 1’

Please Do It Again.

A gentleman in jumping off a street.car
the other day fell and rolled into the gutter.
While brushing the dirt from his clothes a
little girl ran up to him and said:

“ M , please do it
didn't see you that time "

Mamma

LATEST FROM EUROPE.

The Cossack Expedition—The French 8it-
uation— Prince Badolph's Companions.

It {s not a little unfortunate for the French
dreams of an alliance with Ruossia that Col.
Atchinoff's Coesack expedition to Abystinia
should at the ontzet run afoul of the French
authorities and draw upon itself the fire ef
the French Rad Sea fleet.  Of course, ¢flicial
Ruesia disclaims all responsibility for Atch.
incff, and said =0 in response to Fiench in,
quiries before the bombardmert, but the
bond between the two countries is one of
popular feeling rather than of Governmental
sympathy, snd an occurrence of this sort is
likely to do a good deals to cool the ardor of
the Pan Siavists for a French alliance.

Saive for the uncertainty of the French

situation the state of Earope continues to
be profoundly peaceful on the surisce, Un

derneath there i3 still a strong undertow of
reconciliation between Russia and England,
to the beginning- of which I called attention
last year ; bat this is purely diplomatic, and
no incident is foreseen which can be counted
on to lay bare theee eubtle concealed thifc

iags which are at work upon the foundations
j of the tripartite alliance,

! The Czar is newly reperted to be engaged
in drafting schemes for internal reform, and
to have said recently thas the Bulgarian
matter would not be ripe for interference
for a long time to come,.

From a private and reliable sourze I learn
that the King of Belgium has returned quite
broken down and ill, with his hair much
whiter than when he left his palace t» make
the sad journey, Asfar esitis possible, the
subject of family trouble is nerer mentioned
in bis presence in Vienna ; also every means
haz been taken to forget the story. Bratt-
fisch, the coachman, has been sent to Russia
to buy horees, and the animals may reach
Auatria, but their discoverer will tread his
pative heath no more, All the royal com-
panions of Prince Rudolph have been given
foreign missions, and the Emperor never
wishes to look upon their countenances
ogain.

Bid news comes, too, from King Otho.
His hair has become entirely white during
the past month., He is so weak that he can
hardly drag out his daily forced walk. Two
valets have to prop him up, and sometimes
fairly carry him. A near climsx is expected,

EDII'H'S FIRST ERRAND.
BY ALICE MAY NICHOLS,

“] wonder where Walter ia,” said Mra,
Dscre. “It is almost supper time, and I
want him to go to the dairy for some cream.’

¢ mamma | let me go,’ cried Eiith,

¢ | am afraid you are too amall to go alone
and carry the pitcher,” sald mamma, strok-
ing the yellow curls.

“No mamma ; ['ve been with Walter lots
of times, and I'll be ever so ocarefnl, and
not spill a drop.”

The dairy was only at the other end of
the block, and it wee not yet six o'clock ;
g0 mamma decided to let her go, and Fidith
atarted off bravely, with the money chink-
ing in the pitcher, while mamma stocd on
the steps and watched the bright little head
until ehe saw it safely in at the dairy
door,

“Why, this is Dr. Dacre's little girl 1"
gaid the man. “Where's your brother?”

““He's gone, Mamma wants a pint of
oream, and I'm going to take it to ber.

«“Well, that's nice. Won't you have a
drink of milk before you start back?”

“Oh, no! I can't. It's almost supper-
time, and I told mamma 1'd come right back.”

The dairyman came to the door, and wait-
ed until khe was down the steps and on the
pavemert beiore he gave her the pitcher. It
was pot heavy, but it was so large that the
cream would not spill if it should splash a
little. Edith carried it very o refully with
both hands, and walked slowly. Mamma
lcoked a long way off standing on the steps,
and she felt very serious as she made her way

what an important errand the was on, for
they took care not to run against her,

She was almost home, only four doors
away, and was thinkiog that perhs psmamma
would let her go every night if sne did not
spillany, when something brushed against
her so suddenly and so hard that she almost
dropped the pitcher.

It was only a collie dog who wanted a
drick. He waa too polite to push over a
little girl : 2o, when she backed up against
the lamp posat, be sat down in front of her,
wagging his tail with all its might, and look-
ing straightinto her face,a8 muca as to say,
“You know what I want. Piease hand it
over, and we won't have any trouble,”

Now Edith was more afraid of adog than
snything else in the world, but she was not

oing to lose the cream. She looked at the
guma steps, but mamma had been oalled in
for a minute, and there was nobody pa:sing
just then, *'Go’ way," she said to the dog;
bu’ he began guch a hiﬁ wag at the end of
his tail that it went all through him, and
came out in a whine. And he put his he.d
down and opened his mouth very wide. He
looked like the wolf in “Red Ridiog Hood."
Maybe he would eat her up, cream and all
And she held the pitcher harder than ever.

Just than a boy came along.

++ Don't be afraid!” he said, ‘' That's my
dog, and he won't hurt you. feonly wants
the milk. Trick, you bad dog, come away !"
Triok looked at his little master; than he
winked,

“I'll take you home,” said the boy: and
he offered to carry the cream, but Edith
would not let that go out of her hands. Bat
she was glad to have him walk with her,
and keep the dog on the other gide of him,
until, they came to her house,

“ And I pever spiilled a drop, mamma,”
ghe said as she gave up the pitcher.

“*That's a nice little girl, Trick,” said the
boy, ae he walked off. ** Don’c vou ever
frighten her again,” And Trick looked at
him very hard, and then he winked. Trick
koew that Edith was a girl who could be
trusted,

.

Mr. Haggart has not given us two cents
postage, but he has given us the privilege of
sending a letter weighing an ounce for three
cents. This will be a conaiderable saviog to

but to moet people it will present itselt more
ltmr:gly as & convenience than as a saving.
For the great bulk of private correspondence
it will put an end to the necessity of weigh-
ing, as very few private letters weigh as
much as an ounoce,

along ; but the other people muat have known |

business men whoae correspcndence is large, |

==
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' this part of the conacry,”

Jewelry as a Necessity.

At the first annual dinner of the Birming-
ham Jewellers’ and Silversmith’s Association,
held on the 28:h ult.,, Mr, Chamberlain pro-
posed the toast of prosperity to the associa-
tion. In concluding his speech he eaid thas
judging from the faces about him the manu.-
facturers engaged in the trade were evidently
not dispirited. ‘‘I do pot think you have
any reason to be,” he said, * because sfter
all the love of personal adornment is in-
herent in human nature, and you will not
find any nation, either in modern or in
apcient times, or any tribe, however “Tlﬁn,.
who could do without it, Consequently,
when people talk about jawellery beiog &
luxury they are talking of what they know
nothing whatever about It is per-
fectly evident that it is a necessity of human
nature. The fact is, all experience teaches
ne that men and women, snd especially
wimen, can do without hounees, they cam
do without food for a long time, they can do
without drink, and there are eome ot them,
[ have been told, "that can do wituout
tobacco—{laughter)—they can do without
clothes, but they cinnot do without orna.
ment, Accordingly, you will find that
the most naked trives of Central Africa, al-
tnough they can do withont everythiong that
we have come toregard as necessities of life,
cannot do without either their nose-rings
or their lip rings or their ear-rings or some
other articles of personal adornment which
ministers *o their self satisfaction, and which
even causes envy and jsalousy to « verybody
else, I eay then that, noder the circum-
stanoes, carrying on as you do a trade of this
description, you may be perfectly certain it
cannot and will not permanently languish.
Therefore, in drinking the toast [ have been
asked to propoas, drink also with the
greatest hope and the most confident eatis-
faction to the continued and extended pros-
perity of the trade which your asscciation re-
presents.” (Loud cheers)
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About Wrinkles.

A very beautiful and youthful-appearing
gociety woman of New York, the preserva-
tion of whose skin is remarked upon by her
acqaaintances, says that whenever she is
golug ont in the evening she prepares her
toilet with the exception of her dress, wrings
a wash cloth out of as hot water as she can
bear, emooths it out over her face o it will
touch every part of it, and lies with it on
her face for half an hour, When she re-
moves it every wrinkle and lioe has disap-
peared. An English lady over 50 asserts
that her lack of wrinkles is due to the fact
of her having used very hot water all her
life, which tightens the skin and smoothe
out the lires, Another celebrated beauty
attributes her preservation to haviog never
used a waeh cloth or towel on her face, but
haviog alwavs washed it gently with her
hand, rinsing it off with a eoft sponge, dry-
ing it with » sofc cloth, and then rubbing
it briskly with a flesh brush, She used
castile eoap and very warm water every
pight, with cold water in the morning, and
if she were awake late at night she always
glept as many hours in the day as she ex-
pected to be awake at night, Awvother
student of the toiles asserts that she pre.
vente and obliterates wrinkles by rubbing
the face toward the nose when bathing it,
and Ella Wheeler Wilcox asserts that she
csn eradicate a permanent wrinkle by the
vae of almond water and friction.—[New
York Sun,
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Various Uses for Glyocerine.

“Faw people realize,” says the '‘Scientific
American,” *‘the importance of the user of

pure e)mmercial glycerine, and how it can

be used ana made available for purposes
where no subatitute is found that will take
ite place, As a dressing for ladies’ shoes,
nothing equals if, makiog
and pliable without soiling the garments In
contacr, Asa face lotion, catmeal made in
paste, with glycerine two parts, water one
pact, snd applied to the face at night, with a
muask worn over, will give in a short time, if
fnithfully purened, a youthful sppearance to
che #kin. As o dreesing in the bath, two

werts of water with two ounces of glycerine,
scented with rose, which will impart a fine
freshness and delicacy to the skin. Inse-
vers psroxysms in coughing, either in coughs,
colds, or consumption, one or two table-
rpocnfuls of pure glycerine, in pure whitkey
or hot rich cream, will afford almosv im-.
mediste relief ; and to the copsumptive, &
puncea is found by daily use of glycerine
internally, with proportion of one part of
powdered w illow charcoal and two parts of
pure glycerine, For disvased and inflamed
gums, t¥o parts of golden seal, one part of
powdered burnt alum and two parts of
glycerine, made in a psste and rubbed on
the gums and around the teerh at night,
provided mno tartar is present to cauee che
disease, which must be remnoved first before

applying. L
Woman Mine Inspector.

Mize Cronwell, whose remarkuble ruccess
in the development of mining in various
parts of Anstralia. bas won for her the
sobrigaet of the ‘' Princess Midas,” is now
in Q eens'and, making a tour of inspection
of tns mines, The lady was born in Kog-
land, but in her babyhood she was brought
over to Australia. Five years agoshe began
to t+ke an active interest in mining matters,
She has ever since personally inspected and
¢examined the underground workiogs of
mines. Sheobtained her eingulsrs xp: riance
and intight by listening to the views of
theoretical men, and by getting practioal
men to teach her, by going over the mines
with her, and illnstrating the various ways
of workicg them before her. By putting
together the theories of one set of teachers,
and the theories of the others, she formed
her own jadgments. She has, by vigilant
( hﬁﬂrfltiuﬂrgc?ﬂlﬂptd such a prwer of gues-
sing the properties of mines, that the psople
ascribe to her a gift of sesond sight.

.
They Were in the Way.

“T dont think much of the scenery of
sald a Yankee
o1 & Highlaud railway bound north. * Give
me prairie every time."” ** What's the mat-
ter with the scenery in this part of the eoun.
t-7 1" nsked a fellow-passenger. “ Waal,
you can’s see sny. Tnem hills and mouo-
tains are in the way !”
o
Mr. C. M. Bartletr, a Chicago engineer
and contractor, is trying to get the coneent
of the New York Legis'ature to a scheme
for utilisiog the water power of the Falls of
Nisgara. The water, conveyed throuogh
jron pipes, is to drive tarbine wheels, and
tnese are to drive electric dypamos, which
are expected to transmit the power over &
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