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ready well-illed sack by the high chief poten-
tate of the Great North-West, Baron Munch-
ausen, Jr. ¢ A Story of the French Revolu-
tion,” gives a very different version of the
story to that of the Gveat Carlyle. ¢ The
Sweet Givl Graduate,” is a good-hmmored
comical drama in three acts, and if the
Woman's Righters or the Antis want a good
hour's reading with a little bit of moval and a
litt'e bit of fun, let them read this. It is cap-

© ital,«tip-top, well-written, spicy and amus-
ing. Could any one want inove for 25 cents,
Yet there is more in  Grip-Sack.—T'oronto
Citizen.

A Iuief season of Comic Opera has licen
opened at the Pavilion by Haverly’s cele-
brated company. ‘The principal vocalists are
Miss Louisc Manfred, soprano ; Mr. C. M.
Pike, tcnor ; Miss Hattic Delars, contralto ;
Mr H. K. Dixey, buffo ; Mr, H. Molton and
Mr. W. . Brown. The popular operas of
the day are given with rare ability, and de-
lighted andiences greet the Company cvery
cvening. A special matinee is to be given on
the Civic Holiday.

A juvenile Comic Opera Company are an-
nounced to appear at the Grand for twd™ per~
formances on the Civic Holiday, when the
over popular ¢ Pinafore” will he given.

Art collectors should iuspeet the assortment
of album scraps to he scen at Robertson Bros’,
hookstore, opposite the 1. 0., in the shape of
heautifully executed photos of many cele.
brated Frenchand English paintings. Nothing
like them has ever before heen seen in To-
ronto.
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“NEVER CHECK PRESPIRATION.”
A ST. JOMN'S WARD KEPISODE.

“ Willinm John

¢ Yes, mother.”

“I want you to cut some wood, and be
quick about it, too, d'ye hear ?”

William John knew his mother’s firmness of
charvacter, and in two seconds the ncighbor-
hood resounded with the mighty strokes of the
woodman’s axe.

T wonder what they teaches my boy in
them public schools,” said the careful mother,
as she picked up her young hopeful’s books
which he had brought home for the holidays,

I here rise to explain that Hygiene is onc of
the subjects with which the youthful mind
grapples in our new system of cducation, a
system which was probably not in vogue in the
dark age in which omr Water Works Lngincer
and Comumnissioners spent their boyhood’s
hours at the footstool of Minerva.

But to return to the worthy mother of
William John :—* Grammar and Composi-
tion—them's ugeful; my own parients allus
made me git ‘em up good when I was to
school. But what's this? It kinder scems to
me that this is somethin’ nobody never learned
me. H-y-g, that spells Mig; i-c-n-c, that's
cen; *‘Higgeen,” 1 suppose it must be, I
must sec what they’re learnin® my son—nothin®
that’ll keep him from doin’ his dooty by his
dear, good ma, I hope. TI'll rcad somc of
it tosee. * Higgeen is the science of health'—
that’s good, nns will do him no harm. I've
allus tried to nake him take care of his health.
I'll turn over a few pages now and see what it
says about health. ¢ Never check prespivation;
denth is often caused by doing so.” La, is that
so? Why, I never knowed it before. I must
sce that William John docsn't do it now.”
And so the careful progenitrix of the unfortu-
nate William J. avose from her scat and went
to the back-yard, where she was horrified b
the sight of her thoughtlessand *“unhiggeenic ”
boy just in the act of immersing his beet-
coloved and sweat-exuding face in a pail of
water ; for, Vennor having prophesied a snow-
storm for that July day, the thermometer was
vegistering 98° in the shade ; and ten minutes
cxercise with the domestic axe, in a shadeless
yard, had made William Jehn rather am-
phibious. ¢ William John !- William John1”
shouted his anxious parent, just as hc was

oising his head for the duck,—*Keep away
rom that watev—never check prespiration I”

“Why, what's the matter mother? Can't
you let a fellow cool himseclf, when he's heen
boiling over for ten minutes? Your wood—’

“ Quick, William Johm! quick. (o on
gplittin’, and don’t spoil yer hcalth by checkin’
prespiration. Mind me, ’ye hear?’ And
again perceiving by her tone and manuer that
she meant business, William J. again picked
up the axe, and renewed his ligneous labors.
““What on carth has the old woman got into
her head?” he was just saying to himself,
when the said old woman, holding up the hook
that had given her so much sanitary enlightcu-
ment, exclaimed, in the intervals (long as lhe
dared to make them) between the blows:—
* What's the good o’ sendin’ you to school,
you young rat! Why, I’ve learned more in
two minutes thanyou havethe whole yearahout
this here lliggeen, Why don't you Fra.ctiso
yourlesson 2 You might have heen dead by this
time, if it hadn't heen for yer mother, you un-
grateful scamp 17

*“(io on sphttin’ that wood ! You might die
if you checked the prespiration now !”

So poor William John struggled with the
knots again, his mother watching with eagle
cyc and anxious heart over the sanitary wel.
fare of her son and heir, till his appearsnce
resembled that of a man who had gone in
swimming with his clothes on. Still, impelled
by a sense of filial duty, (cspecially as his
mother was supporting herself on an old
broon-stick-handle) he struggled on, till the

ard became like Queen-strect in spring,-and
Ko fclt himself sinking.

¢ Mother, do you love me?” he cried in an
agony of despair, resting for a moment.

¢« Isn’t that the very veason why I won't let
yon check the prespiration, you saucy brat!
Get at that wood again, quick as you know
how ! and her fond carc for her boy made her
enforce her remarks by a vigorous blow across
his shoulders.

““\What’s that for?” he cricd, edging away
out of reach.

““Never check the rrespiration, you young

fool t Pick up that axe again, d'ye hear?” and
giviu§ him something that he honored more
than her words, she hegan to feel the preapir-
ation oozing down her own hecated brow and
cheeks. Now was a terrible moment for her!
What was she todo? Her darling was safe ;
but there was only one axe, and her narrow
intellect conld think of no other way of keep-
ing up the prespiration. While her mental ex-
citement was increasing the temperature of her
body, and with it her dilemma, the saturated
specimen of Hygienic care solved all immedi-
ate difliculty by stopping in his exertions,
He was now knee-deep in mire, and had barked
both shins by rcason of the wood refusing to
stand up in water and violate the law of gravi-
tation.  With an agonized look, he was about
to address another pathetic appeal to his
‘¢ guardian angel,” when she, seizing the op-
portunity, maintained her status quo by means
of the broomstick-handle—and the boy. But
soon another and a greater crisis came,
“Afight ! afight! give it to her, Bridget
Mahone? Hit her hard, Mary Ann!” came
floating over the fence and caused her bump of
combativeness to swell, *“Now's my chance !
she cried, “ Hooray ! I'll make it a free fight
and keep up my prespiration. William John,
don’t you dave to check the prespiration while
I'maway ! And with this parting admnonition
she took the shortest cut to Mrs. Mahone's,
How the *‘ prespiration” went on there is not
known, for a high fencc cut off the view,
Williaan John was seen to cease work (wnira-
bele dictu) as soon as his fond mother was out of
sight.  We have since learned that he stays in
a refrigevator during the day and sleeps over
the sink at night. Tho civic authorities offered

double pay if his father would allow him to
walk the strects instead of a watering cart,
hat his health would uot penuit of it.

SaLus.

FOR THE DUCKS WHO PATRONL E THRE WIMAN WOMEN
RATHS, .

JOTTINGS.

Wearers of the green.—Greenhorns.

The differcuce between man and butter.—
Old age makes the former weak, the latter
strong.

Mury does not cave about joining an archery
club. A heau is enough for her,

Is o tent pitched to make it water-tight ?

A cook is sometimes a friar,
When a cabman has plenty of cmployment

he fares well.
To collar 2 man is very apt to raise his
choler.




