family, and felt it my duty to lift them into higher
realms of healing where there would be fewer charms
and more chemistry. My mother believed tea-leaves was
the best remedy for burns. But in my superior wisdom
I produced a fine big bottle of caron oil, explaining to
her that while cool tea leaves would undoubtedly be
soothing, and would keep out the air, they could not
possibly heal a burn. Mother listened to me and thanked
me for the oil, and told me she knew that limewater
and sweet oil shaken together was good for burns, but
was glad to know the proper name. As long as she kept
house the brown bowl remained for the tea leaves! And
now tannic acid is recognized. So again the old remedy
scores!

I brought resinol too, to replace the Balm of Gilead
salve—which she made each year out of the sticky buds
in early spring, combined with mutton tallow and a few
drops of carbolic acid. But that remedy was too firmly
established to be changed. She did express approval of
the tube of lanoline, but she held to her belief that the
real wool off the sheep’s back, lightly washed and kept
wrapped is still the best remedy for grass cuts—a few
strands of it wrapped around the injured toe is not only
a salve but a bandage. Beef Iron and Wine for a spring
tonic did not get much of a welcome. It was too easy to
take, and therefore was not to be depended on like the
one she made herself from a prescription given many
years ago in the Medical Department of the Family
Herald.

No doubt each generation feels itself wiser than the
one before, and remembering how I regarded my parents
has made me charitable to the many evidences of this ip
my own family. I have received much correction at their
hands and have taken it. I knew they too would learp.
The stern old world has pounded many lessons into prouq
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