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Philosophical Observations of One Hav-
ing Experience—From the German of
of Dr. Ernst Eckstein.

[Translated for the St. Paul Globe.]

When Kossak, that spirited portrayer
of customs seme thirty years since pic-
tured the Berlin servant girl] he gave as
a ruling motive, the fear that the type of
this wonderful production would vanish
in a few lusters from the heusehold
chronicles on account of the continued
influx of provincials. Inthe meantime
experience has taught us that the amiable
anthor saw too darkly. No social grade
of the influx from the provinces takes on
the city peculiarities so quickly as that of
the female servant; it would seem that
the theory of life which characterizes,
the servant of our great center liesin
the airjwith all its variations.

Is 1t not an actuality to.day as then?
When Kossak maintained: “There
dwells not the slighest doubt in the mind
of the Berlin servant gir! that the house-
hold, as theshell for the oyster—wasor-
dained for her—and her character, which
sometimes surprises with its gentlness
and flattery, often frightens by a fearful
outbreak of her uncontrolled nature,
conforms to this belief. No Berlin ser-
vant girl is without her history; but the

annals of her servant’s book give
very meager details concerning
the most important events. The
misfortune of the times is

that, as in the works of Tacitus, the
most important chapters have been lost.
In the life of our heroine the
cousin plays a very important role. And
we w our readers not to understand
this title in the sense of an exact relation-

* *

ship. * = * The evil of diplomatic
secrecy in most cases surrounds this
cousin. An infinite number of tokens

proves his existence, but his personality
is almost always concealed. His exist-
ence is chiefly discoverable as was that of
the god Bel at Babel, through the van-
ished provisions. The enormously in-
creasing consumption of fresh bread, the
ticn of wine and punch, the dis-
shrinkage of winter fruit, are
sizns of the presence of a house-
11d his woership not be opposed,
ful being so closely connected
family, Iittle little allows
hecome visible to the eyes of
the mor of the house. The frightened
mistress in an unexpected moment en-
counters & dumb mass of humanity in
some rear passage, or the master, chanc-
ing to open the door, finds a frightened

hims

young fellow asking for Mr. Smith. And
they m content themselves with the
explanatien “my cousin’ as answer to

their mquiries. All this isas true to-day
5 1 tl yes, and it is not evea ex-
aracteristic the Berlin
t; the type, instead of having been
ished by a baser element, has
-eloped, and conguered a wide
f provincial citi In dar-
aitempt in the wing lines

of

struction above to the presumptive cook,
whose mind resembles an unwritten page.
Should the girl possess a talent for
cookery, and comprehend readily, it may
happen that many mistresses may feel
reconciled with past misconceptions. The
first successful roast prepared entirely by
the cook, fragrant and adorning the table,
fills her with an exultant feeling of that
excusable pride which makes any result of
our personal endeavors seem so precious.
In the meantime oaly too easily, those
same chords ring in the soul of the cook
which vibrate in the bosom of the house-
holder. The latter, it 1s known, some-
times takes occasion 1o increase the rent
for the very reason that his tenant with
great trouble and expense has known
how to arrange hisdwelling in a pleasant
and comfortable manner. For, thinks the
landlord, the dwelling which is now so
lovely as a matter of course must be bet-
ter paid than the former ugly and taste-
less affair. Thus the cook after her
teaching becomes conscious of her own
increased worth, and the mistress can
thank her good fortune if the girl only
demands increased wages. As a rule the
ambition of the well educated cook fol-
lows a highflying level, and as thanks for
the instruction she has enjoyed, she gives
warning and advertises herself as a per-
fected cook where a broader and more
paying field is offered to her activity.
The perfect cook distinguishes herself
from the other category out of which she
has developed according to nature,
among other things, in making increased
demand upon her employer’s purse, for
discreet treatment and the recognition of
her authority. The perfect cook ‘“‘takes
ro words”’—with the obstinacy of a
father in the church she holds fast (net-
withstanding the outspoken wishes of
her employers to the contrary) to that
which she has in the course of her exper-
1ence come to regard as a dogma, The
housewife may explain to her ten times
that the master does not like sugar on
green beans. The perfect cook knows
better; 1t stands written en her soul
that sugar belongs on green beans;
it is her inalienable right to
put it there and only a forcible interfer-
ence of a higher power can hinder her in
the exercise of this right. Yes, it is to be
fearea that she will smuggle in at the
last moment the forbidden ingredient
should the mistress turn her back. If
she has once won the conviction that it
suits the customs of a perfect cook to
envelope the patridges in smoked bacon
preparatory to roasting, no weight of ar-
gument can compel her to use unsmoked.
Should she cook Belgian cabbages with
bouilleu, every other iethod of prepar-
ing them is a gastronomic barbarism. And
if the mistress in modest guise suggests
that an old adage rums de gustibus,
* = % she shrugs her shoulders and
mutters something, usually a phrase in
the turning of which runs, “never in my
life,” and shows during the remainder of
the day in a slight ironmical behavior.
Any reprimanding pretensions on the
part of the mistress on account of any
spoiled dish, the perfect cook will abso-
lutely not endure;. and it is a remarkable
fact that the disapproving criticisms of
the master always happen to fall at the
very moment when the cook least deserves
them. Should her master find the soup
unsalted, he can reckon with certainty
that exactly this time she has put in an
unusually large quantity of salt. She
cannot understand or account for the
pretended freshness, and moreover she
tasted the soup before serving and found

a short characterization of our female
servants we are not in position to shelter |
ourselves under the plea of an historica] |
-ethnographical necessity, upon whichi
Ernst K, lias with jesting grace laid so
much However, we are herein |
fully justified by the natural desire of
every mortal to study more accurately
those beings upon whom he is most de-
pendent, and of becoming more intimate-
ly acquainted with their peculiarities.

Our servants are the real Penates and
Lares, no divinities of first rank but most
significant Principien which always im-
print the mark of their sway upon do-
mestic concerns.

It lies in the nature of the relation thaty
the individual type of this household
mythologic fix |its boundaries less sharp-
ly and dovetails itself less firmly into the
frame of a logically organized system,
than the figures of the Greek-Roman
gods. Our treatment, therefore, will bear
much more tha character of aphoristic,

stress.

gushing improvisation. The inevitable
lot of all who conquer new territory for
scientific contemplation is incomplete-

ness. Let us begin with the cook, this
most impertant factor of our female do-

mestics. The cooks sdparate themselves
naturally into twe categories; into
such as can cook and into

such as cannot. The last named category
is by far the most numerous. 1t is accus-
tomed in contradistinction to the first,
to term itself ‘‘cecok’ merely while the
Arst with lofty self-consciousness distin-
guishes itself as ‘‘perfect cook.”

The normal cook, viz: the conk who
cannot cook replaces this want by a
praiseworthy moral courage. When she
has, for the first time left her country
home and presents herself at the intelli-
gence bureau, she has not the clear con-
sciousness of this etherial preroga-
tive. She candidly infoerms the person’
who furnishes servants that this or that
is perfectly unknown to her, that up to
this hourshe has only made coffee,washed
plates or peeled potatoes. The worthy
woman, however, whose duty it is to pro-
vide the city public with domestics, com-
forts and encourages her. ‘“Nonsense,
that will come all right,”” see, I have here
three good addresses, go there quite con-
fidentially and say that you understand
very well ordinary cooking, and then buy
at the nearest shop a good cook-book, you
need nothing mere. At every meal ask
as a matter of form only: ‘‘How are you
accustomed, madam, to have this or
that?” and notice closely the reply. The
thankful girl, speechless from astonish-
ment, presses the hand of her motherly
friend and discovers immediately an in-
creased self-respect.

She had imagined cooking to be much
more difficult, and she rejoices royally
that the crown of achievement glitters
Before her without any novitiate. Proud
in her security she enters upon her quest
and returns in the evening joyfully to the
world-experienced dame with her silver
dollar, who in turn puts the dollar in her
pocket as the proper compensation for her
trouble,advice and admonitions. The
dame, by the way, has no particular wish
that the young cook shall be fortunate in
her first service, for the more changing
themoredollars.

The long desired day arrives and the
€ook is installed in her new home. And
now a succession of severe culinary ex-
periences begins for the family, which will
end finally either in a stormy dismissal or
the schooling of the inexperienced one.

For weeks the patient housewife must
stand for hours in thekitchen; should she
omit this indespensible duty the house-
hold table becomes the show place of the
most improbablesauces, the most incredi-
ble roasts, the most impossible entrees.
Partriges are placed undrawn in the pan,
the gall is prepared with the geese livers,
the vegetables smothered in a pastry
flour sauce; and salt vagabondizes with
the greatest arbitrariness through all the
food, and frequently a long examination
is necessary in oider to distinguish be-

it savory. If the roast is too pale, she
has had the greatest anxiety on this occa-
sion lest it should be too brown. Ina
sauce too peppery, she has put the least
possible quantity in, not nearly as much
as the cooking receipt demands. The
gentleman must have eaten something
which has disagreed with him; perhaps

the wme was too sweet. In no
case - can she deserve criticism
or reproof, for the term ‘‘per-

fect cook’ is so taken literally in her
case, absolute perfection and infalibility
are essential factors of her comprehensi-
bility. Should a perfect failure occur in
a meal which no denial can cover, as for
instance, the vudding burned to a coal, a
soup in like manner permeated with
smoke so that only a starving person
could eat it, a chicken so flavored with
gall that no excuse car help; then
there has been a constellation of opposing
clrcumstances, an evil fate, whieh has
maliciously crossed the endeavors of the
perfect cook. The bell has rung so often,
the waiting maid was out, and she must
answer; or the hateful east winds drove
the smoke down the chimney; or the mis-
tress has cxpressly wished tlus er that so
made and not otherwise, or the trouble
was in the meat, vegetables, water, fire,
or the wind, anywhere except in the sin-
gle, faultless one among; all these faliable
things, in the ever perfect cook.

Not alone as preparer of food, not alone
as goddess of the range does our cook
play a notable part; her influence upon
our weal and woe discovers itself in her

position as marketer. And _here
she also does not do violence to
her grand and talented nature

which free from all prejudices goes its
way self-reliant and untroubled by the
institutions of public morals. And here
another handsome trait of her character
appears, i. e. the disposition and abil-
ity for clothing disagreeable things in the
folds of a harmless pleasant expressien:
What the ordinary individual usually
characterizes with a very brutal but ex-
pressive word, the perfect- cook in her
jesting cheerful manner terms the
“market penny.” The theory of this
market penny sheuld be explained: A
bundle of asparagus which can be bought
at 20 cents is charged to the mistress at
25, the five cents is the private dot of the
inventive purchaser. “Now Mrs. Cook”
one may hear the huckster women call-
ing to the basket-laden servant girls,
‘“wont you buy something from me?
Here is a chicken. I’ll let you have it for
65 ccnts and you can charge it to your
master at 75.”” Huckster women and
cooks have knowingly endeavored to es-
tablish this scientific theory of the market
penny. ‘‘How, not allowed,’”” they an-
swer the ethiker who contends against
its justice. But the chicken really costs
75 cents and the huckster only gives it
for 65 cents that she may do the good
cook apleasure. They both smile with
contempt at the enthusiast who declares
the explanation to be sophistical and
who would instruct them that
whoever dees business by my
orders is by no means in stance to serve
other iuterests than such as will acrue to
my profit as commissioner. In her opin-
ion the ‘‘market penny” is her right, and
no power on earth can shake her cenvic-
tions.

‘We have already noticed that the cook’s
cousin or brother plays an extensive role;
but usually as attribute of the modest be-
ginner. as the cook attained a full
consciousness of her worth, then with
the openness of distinguished trust she
acquaints her employers with the fact
that she has been long happily engaged;
“‘the man wishes te marry her; is a cab-
imet maker or foreman in some large fac-
tory; draws weeklyan inconceivabiy large
pay, and thinks by Easter of the coming
year to be for himself.” With this true-
hearted confession, every ground of op-
position to “him’’ is cut away in the be-
ginning. The mistress must allow the
cook sometimes in the evening to stand
outside the door to meet her Jover, who
Las no time during the day, and who has
mmportant communications to make con-

thear »f it they

change of froguent vows becomes quite
necessary, and sometimes even journey
together to the home oftthe lovers. From
time to time the master of the house gets
a sight of this lover, especially if he
chanees to go er return_ at an unaccus-
tomed hour; sometimes at the gate,some-
times on the area steps. He has long
been convinced of the honest intentions
ot the wooer, and of the truth of the
statements concerning the numerous fam-
ily circumstances, until one day he dis-
covers that the appearance of this lover
doees not have the requisite stability. The
slim bloend whom he has met two or three
times has suddenly changed into a little
brown one, or thecivil figure of the fore-
man is metamorphosed into the uniformed
one of a soldier, etc., etc. Still the cook
can account for the ehaage of decoration.
““He” is sick; he has injured leg or arm
in the factory, and has sent his brother or
trusted friend to the desolate one,to bring
his greetings, or to tell that the parents
have at last relented.

This pretended love messenger ‘‘is an
amiable creature she has known him so
long.” This to explain any extra warmth
which the master may haveneoticed in their
demeanor toward each other. And only
when this surprising change of persons
has reoccurred several times, does the
cook find herself forced to explain thatit
is all off with the old love, the mother
was inexorable, poor fellow, he was very
unhappy, but it could not be helped, and
s0—*‘‘and now a very respectable gentle-
man has presented himself. A gentle-
man, not a person, and has made her an
offer; a merchant with $800 salary; a
widower, who can marry her immediately,
only she will not until she bas saved
something for a “fitting out.”” Her em-
ployes, though grown sceptical, close
their eyes, until coming one evening from
a party, perhaps rather early, they dis-
cover that a party has been in pregress
in their own salon, and they find the
“gentleman,” not having had time to
escape in the kitchen. Nota bene, 1t 1s
of course another, for the widower isdead,
or whatever else the excited girl in her
hurry and bewilderment precipitately
stammers forth. The fortunate successor
of the deceased widower departs with an
awkward bow and the remark that he
only came to visit Carline. But Carline
receives instant warning from the mouth
of the indignant mistress, which indeed
1s probably recalled the next day; for, re-
flects the mistress who knows, if I en-
gage another cook perhaps two widowers
may die simultaneously and I may find a
pair of Siamese twins some evening in
the kitchen.

The often deceived mistress is in fact
inexhautible in fantastic pictures of what
may be slumbering in the lap of possibil-
ity, and, she considers, Carline is at least
honest except in the matter of the market
penny, but she cooks quite respectably,
and she has a certain amount of attach-
ment to us. What if I took one who was
connected with criminals or netorious ras-
cals. Isawsuch a casein the paper to-day.
No, one must bethankful to have peo-
pie who are to be trusted in these particu-
lars, and Carline ‘‘assures us that it
shall never happen again, and the roast
which the successor of the widower has
consumed * ¥ itwas only avery little
one and quite dry!” ‘“and the cigars
which he smoked Carline avers were half
crushed and the master never would
have smoked them.”” And she is a re-
spectable girl, who has never done any-
thing before, and should her parents
would be heart-
are sc strict.
No,so * * * and the mistress shall
never regret, etc. etc. And sothe halfap-
peased mistress consents to overlook this
tiine and promises severe discipline in
case of a second occurrence.

For the reassurance of such readers as
have a sharply defined feeling of justice,
it may be here decidedly remarked that
every cook does not discover the mental
physiognemy of this Carline. Here, as
everywhere, there is a minority more or
less free.from the faults of the mass.
Even the heart of a cook may harbor
the noble emotions, faith, feeling of duty,
love of truth; but such ideals are rare.
Whether the masters must not bear a
share of the blame for this rarity them-
selves, is & question, and in how far the
old adage, ‘‘that every sosiety has ths
servants which it deserves’ may apply.

broken, they

HOW TO TREAT ANIMALS.

Another individua! attempts by run-
ning and yelling to cateh his cow or
cows. Why do these naturally gentlo
animals run away from him? Because
they remember full well that on former
occasions, when he has succeeded in
catching them, a series of blows from
some heavy cudgel has been their re-
ward. Is there not some better way of
securing the good will of our herds and
in managing them as we wish? There
is & hollow place or the head of every
cow, just behind the junction of the
horns, which is commonly full of dust,
short hairs and the like, causing the
animal an itching sensation. Ifis a
source of extreme pleasure to the cow
to have the spot scratched, and since
from its location the animal cannot reach
it, hence when her keeper approaches
her, either in the stable or in the past-
ure, an era of good feeling may be es-
lished if due attention be paid toscratch-
ing this hollow spot. If, at your first
approach, the cow is a little shy, offer
hér from one hand a nubbin of corn,
while with the other hand you gently
seratch the particular spot in her head
mentioned above. In a veryshort time,
whenever you go into pasture, the whole
herd will come to you to have their
heads scratched, and you will soon be
satisfied that it is as easy to have them
follow you as to resort to driving and
loud noise.—American Cultivator.

A NEW MEXICAN SUNSET.

The sunset in New Mexico is peculiar,
As the sun leaves the earth-line, broad
daylighr still continues, and remains un-
til the moon and stars light up the night,
There is no twilight here. It is day-
light until the moon and stars take up
the task of rendering night a beauty and
a joy.—Santa Fe letter.

Ax agricultural paper has an article
on kicking eows. It is hard to imagine
aman who can be so mean as togo
around kicking those useful and inof-
fensive animals, but we suppose there
are such wretches or the article wouldn’
have been written.

Tae grave of Francis Scott Key, the
author of the national anthem, ¢The
Star-spangled Banner,” is at Frederick,
Md., and is unmarked except by a single
stone with name, age and date of death,

Dublin is double that of any year since

cerning the next “‘Sunday out,” or about

tween a soup ard a ragout. In fact, if

the fyrnishing or some 1mportant family

1860. A thousand dollarsa year will
give a splendid abode there.

Tge number of empty houses in |

vagaries in Japan. First she fixed her
attention on pigs, then on rabbits, then
on roses, then on specie, and now she
fs all for societies. Some societies there
are which, through good or ill report,
aave ccme fo occupy a niche in the tem-
ple of notoriety, as for example, the So-
ciety of Protesters in Tosa, the Society
of Patriots in Osaka, the Society of Loy-
alists in Kaga, the Friendly Brothers of
Tokio, ete. All these are intelligible,
though sometimes not intelligent, asso-
siations, aiming at some utilitarvian, phil-
osophical or political goal, but of late
there have gsprung up here and there
strange brotherhoods with strange pur-
poses end strange titles. Thus we have
nad the Fall-Together Society and the
Pauper Brotherhood of Tottori Prefect-
are, as well as the Seaweed Society of
Wakayama, so calied becanse its mem-
‘sers-elect, for the sake of distinction or
necessity, clothe themselves in vestments
tattered like the *‘ragged wrack of the
yeasty brine.”

Quaintest and most melancholy of all,
however, is the latest social exerescence
of Kumamoto, the society of self-annihi-
‘ation. The principles of its constitu-
tion are three : (1) That its members
must have no private capital, floating or
fixed ; (2) that they must look to noth-
ing but their own right arms to support
and protect them ; and (3) that they
12ust be in session every day of the 365,
the purposes of their session being tosay
vhat they please, eat and drink as much
as they like, sleep when they fancy and
concern themselves about nothing that
does not affect them personally. Some
suggest that this is a revival of the old
Buddhist doctrine of practical Nirvana,
but it seems very much more likely that
these self-annihilators are disciples of

Russian Nihilism, and that they
consist of youths formerly affiliat-
ed to the notorions ‘“Breath of

God Society,” which gave the au-
thorities so muchtrouble at the time of
the Satsuma rebellion. The afflatus dei
from which these gentry borrowed their
title was the tornado that shattered to
pieces the great Chinese armada off the
coast of Chikuzen in the time of the
Yuen Emperors. It wasin fact a bar-
barian-overwhelming blast, and those
who called themselves by its name were
the head and front of the anti-foreign
agitation. With them were ascociated
the Household Divinify sect, who, as
their name implies, were equally conser-
vative. Little, if any, of this spirit now
remains, and it wonld be extravagant to
fancy that it has inspired the self-anni.
hilators of Kumemoto, They do but
represent one of those unhappy phases
into which the unemployed and almost-
unemployed energy of the disinherited
gamurai was bound to drift. Let us
hope that they wiil work no more evil
thad their title suggests.—Japan Mail.
PORK VS. RELIGION.

In Japan the use of nearly every kind
of animal flesh as food is prohibited by
religion. It seems that the flesh of the
deer and the wild boar are excepted, but
these animals are found only in remote
regions and in small numbers, so that
but few of the people are benefited by
the exception. The population of Ja-
pan is 36,000,000. Reliable statistics
show there are, in the whole country, but
about 1,000,000 head of cattle, Nearly
half of these are bulls, whose emascula-
tion is not permitted, and whose flesh s,
therefore, unfit for focd. This leaves
about 600,000 cows, not more than half
of whom are fit for beef, making less
than one head to every100 people, while
in the United States there are seventy-
tbree head to 100 people. Last year
36,000 cattle were slaughtered, more
than half of which were used by foreign-
ers in the cities and on the ships in the
harbors. From these facts it is clear
that among the masses of the people
beef is almost unknown., Mutton and
pork are still more scarce, and are never
seen except in the ports where treaties
with other countries permit their im-
portation.

The religious inhibition does not ex-
tend to fish or to poultry. The latter is
abundant, but so high in price that only
the rich can afford its nse, and it forms
no part of the diet of the common peo-
ple. Fishis abundantin great varie-
ties, in all the streams of the country,
and is the only article, not of ‘;egeta.ble
nature, which forms a staple of daily
food.

The great peculiarity of the Japanese,
among all the nafions of the earth, is
that they are vegetarians, Full 90 per
cent, of all their food consists of vegeta-
ble productions. Rice is the great
staple, barley is next and then follow
millet, wheat, rye and Indian corn. They
have many vegetables of the highest
value as articles of diet, which are an-
known to us, and efforts are now in
progress to introduce some of these into
this country.

Until within a few years past, Japan
has stubbornly refused to,admit foreign
commerce to her ports, or to permit any
kind of commercial intercourse between
her people and those of other nations.
Even yet, but few of her ports are open
to the world, but the advantages of re-
ciprocal trade will soon unlock the rest.
She affords a vast field for commercial
enterprise, and it remains to be seen
whether her religious scruples can with-
stand the blandishments of savory cheap
meats, which other countries, and es-
pecially our own, will rapidly supply.
There is an impending conflict between
religion and pork, and, unless there is
interference by the villainous trichina,
pork is certain to win.—Indianapolis
Herald.

Some ides of the wealth of Great Britain
may be gathered from the fact 728,000,000
pounds sterling are invested in railways alone.

This i3 almest equal to the British national
debt.

When all the light hath left the West,

And the wearied world hath gone to rest;
When the moon rides high in the purple sky,
From our forest home we fairies hie—

Out of the warm, green heart of the earth,
To waken the woods with song and mirth.

Flow, waters, flow! Blow, soft winds, blow!
The fairies are kings of the woods to-night!

We are the children of light and air;

‘We know not sorrow, we feel no care;

Through the iong, sweet hours of the summer’s
night,

To revel and dance is our delight;

And wherever our flying footsteps pass,

There are brighter rings o% the dewy grasa,

Flow, waters, flow! Biow, soft winds, blow!
The fairies are kings of the woods to-night!

In every blossom and bud we hide,

On wings of the wind we mount and ride;

We haunt the brooks and the rushing streams, \
And we climb to the stars up the bright moonbeams,;
And the woodman sees by the dawn’s pale light

The circling track of our footsteps bright.

Flow, waters, flow! Blow, soft winds, bl:)w!
The fairies are kings of the woods to-night!
—St. Nicholas.

Glaciers.

A glacier is a field or immense mass of
ice formed in the deep valleys of high
mountain ranges upon which snow seems
to be eternal. The snow, however, is
not so lasting. Indeed, it is constantly
evoporating, returning to -the clouds
from which it descended; or, remaining
exposed to the rays of the sun, or to the
influence of a hot southerly wind, it
melts and trickles down until it is seized
by the cold and congealed intoice. Thus,
by means of the millions of drops which
melt only to freeze and melt again, and
again grow solid, the mass is constantly
transformed, and, little by little, the
snow so lately fallen upon the summit
of the mountain is found to have de-
scended the slopes. Even in summer
these enormous quentities of ice and
snow produce a local winter, all the more
curious from the contrast, for side by
side with the gloomy glacier, with its
great gaping crevices, its collection of
stones, its terrible silence, flowers are
blooming, birds are singing and fruit
ripens. It is like death and life.

The glacier, however, has a life of its
own. Though difficult to discover its
secret progress, it is in constant motion.
Like the avalanche, its work is to carry
the rubbish of the crumbling mountains
into the plains, not by violence but by
the patient labor ‘of every moment. It
is true that glaciers have ages, almost
endless, in which to do their work, but,
slowly as they move, their destination is
the sea, where they must one day be
swallowed up. Always immovable in
appearance, they are really ice rivers
flowing in a rocky bed. On its course
the solid river behaves very much as
would one of running water. It has its
windings, its depths and shallows, its
rapids and cascades.

But the ice, not possessing the supple-
ness or fluidity of water, accomplishes,
somewhat awkwardly, the movements
forced upon it by the nature of the
ground. It cannot at its cataracts fall
ij2 one level sheet as does the water cur-
rent; but, according to the inequalities
of the bottom, and the cohesion of the
ce crystals, it fractures, splits, gets cut
up into blocks inclining various ways,
falling over one another, becoming ce-
mented together again in curious obe-
lisks, towers, fantastic groups. Evenin
that part where the bottom of the im-
mense groove inclines with tolerable
regularity, the surface of the glacier
does not in the least resemble the even
surface of the water of a river. The
friction of the ice against its edges does
not ripple it with tiny waves similar to
those of the shore, bat fractures and re-
fractures it with crevices intersecting
one another in a multitude of fissures or
cracks, which, widening out into chasms,
become what are known as crevasses,
and which make travel upon a glacier so
dangerous.

Looking down from the edgesof these
chasms we see layer apon layer of blu-
ish ice separated by blackish bands, the
remains of rubbish carried down from
the surface, or at other times the icemay
be as clear and perfect as one single
crystal. What is the depth? Wedo mot
know. A jutting crag of ice, combined
with the darkness, prevents our glance
descending to the lowest rocks; yet we
sometimes hear a mysterious noise as-
cending from the abyss; it is the water
rippling, a stone becoming loosened, &
bit of ice splitting off and falling down,
Explorers have descended these chasms
to measure their density and to study
the temperature and composition of the
deep ice, Sometimes they have been
able to do it, without any great risk, by
penetrating laterally into the clefts from
the rocks which serve as banks to the
rivers of ice. Frequently, too, they are
let down by ropes. But for one scien-
tific explorer, who carefully and with
proper precaution thus explores the
holes of the glaciers, how many unhap-
py shepherds have been ingulfed by
these chasms! Yet it is known that
monntaineers, having fallen to the bot-
tom of a crevasse, though wounded and
bleeding and dazed by the darkmess,
have yet preserved their courage and
managed to save their lives. There was
one who followed the course a sub-
glacial stream, and thus made a veritar
ble journey below the enormous vault of
ice.

Without descending into the depths
of a glacier to study its air-bubbles and
crystals, praiseworthy as the courageous
effort may be, we can find much to in-
terest us on the surface.

In this apparent confusion everything
is regulated by law. Why should a
fissure always be produced in the frozen
mass opposite one point of the steep
bank? Why at a certain depth below
should the crevasse, whichhasgradually
become enlarged, again bring its edges
nearer each other, and the glacier be re-
cemented? Why should the surface
regularly bulge out in one part to be-
come fissured elsewhere? On seeins

dies on the smooth sheets of the water
of a river, we better understand the
unity which presides over everything in
nature,

When, by long exploration, wo have
become familiar with the glacier, and
we know how to account to ourselves
for all the little changes which take
place upon it, it is a delight o roam
about it on a fine summer’s day. The
heat of the sun has given it voice and
motion. Tiny veins of water, almosf
imperceptible at first, are formed here
and there; these unite in sparkling
streamlets which wind at the bostom of
miniature river-beds, hollowed out by
themselves, and then suddenly disap-
pear in a crack in the ice, giving forth a
low plaint in a silvery voice. They swell
or fall according to the variations of the
temperature, Should a cloud pass be-
fore the sun and cool the atmosphere,
they barely continue' to flow; wien the
heat becomes greater, the rivulets as-
sume the pace of torrents; they sweep
away with them sand and pebbles, which,
meeting little drifts of earth, form banks
and islands; then toward evening they
calm down, and soon the cold of the
night congeals them afresh.

How much more charming are all
these little dramas of inanimate nature
when animals or plants take part in
them ! Attracted by the mildness of the
air the butterfly flutters on the scene, or
the plant, fallen from the heights of
neighboring rocks, makes the most of its
short time to take root again and display
its last little blossoms,—Harper's
Young Folks.

Hav's Chailenge.

When Hal was not more than 3 years
old, a lady named Mrs. Dean came to
live in part of their house.

Mrs. Dean’s husband was away and
she had no children, so she was often
lonely, and began to make friends with
Hal.

Ho soon grew very fond of her, and
many times a day he would go in and
have fine times.

One day Mr. Dean came, und Hal did
not know it. Soon after, he started to
go and see Mrs. Dean, as usual.

Mr. Dean was sitting by the window
and saw him coming. ‘‘Wife,” he said,
‘“here comes a caller, a little chap about
the size of a pepper-box.” 5

¢QOh, that’s Hal,” said Mrs, Dean,
rising to go to the door.

““Let me open the coor,” said Mr.
Dean, I want to see what he’ll say.”

He knocked at the door, and when it
was opened looked up expecting to see
Mrs. Dean’s smiling * face. Instead,
there stood a tall, strange man looking
at him,

Hal bardly knew what to do. A%
first he thought he would 1un back
home, then he felt as ifghe should cry.
So to keep back the tears he thought he
must be brave, and, doubling up hislittle
fists, he shouted : ¢ Come out bere and
T’ll give you a licking ! ”

How Mr. Dean did laugh! Then
Mrs. Dean came out and took Hal in
and he soon became acquainted with
Mr. Dean and liked him as well as he
did her. : 3

Before Hal went home, Mr. Dean
gave him a book full of pictures, which
he kept till he was grown up, and al-
ways called it his Dean boek.— Youth's
Companion.

PRESIDENTS THAT HAVE DIED IN
OFFICE.

Ail the Presidents who have died in
office have died in the early part of the
term. Gen. Taylor lived sixteer. months
after the inauguration, leaving two-
thirds of the term to be filled by Mr.
Fillmore, Abraham Lincoln was assas-
sinated one month and eleven days
after his second inauguration, and An-
drew Johnson therefore held the office
three years, ten months and a half.
Gen. Harrison’s term of power was the
briefest of all. He died just ore month
after his i.nsnguraticv day; Tyler was
three years, eleven months irn office.
Gen. QGarfield was President only six
months and fifteen days.

DETECTING FORGEKIES.

It is stated that the Bank of France
has almost entirely abandoned chemicat
tests in favor of the camera for detecting
forgeries. The semsitive plate not only
proclaims forthwith the doing of the
eraser or penknife, but frequentlyshows
under the bold figures of the forger the
sum originally borne by the check. So
ready is the camera to detectick marks
that a carte-de-visite inclosed in a letter

may to the eye appear without blemisk.

while a copy of it in the camera
will probably exhibit trces of
writing across the face, where it has
merely been in contact with the written
page.

ABRAHAM LINCOLN'S CREED.

When a member of Congress, know-
ng his religious character, asked him
‘Why he didn’t join some church?”
Mr, Lincoln replied; ‘‘ Because I have
found difficulty, without mental reser-
vation, in giving my assent to their long
and complicated confessions of faith,
When any church will inscribe over its
altar the Savior’s condensed statement of
law and gospgl, ‘Thou shalt love the
Lord thy God with all thy heart, with
all thy soul, and'with all thy mind, and
thy neighbor as thyself,” that charch
will I join with all my heart.”

A HERETIC POET.

Mrs. Celia Thaxter’s cottage is near
the hotel at Appledore and she takes
her meals in the hotel dining-room.
Mrs. Thaxter is an atheist. She in-
herits from her father a variable temper
and disposition, and it depends upon
her mood, when an introduction is
made, as to whether she will be ecivil.
She is a stout woman, and devoid -of
beauty.—ZLouisville Courier-Jjournal,

He followed Mary ’round all day
And liked her ! you just bet!

He went with her to school one day,
The teacher kickeéd him out;

It made the children grin, you know,
To have the goat about.

+ But though old Whackem kicked him ouf,
- Yet still he lingered near;
He waited just outside the door
Till Whackem did appear.

Then Willlam ran to meet the man—
He ran'his level best; .
And met him just behind, you know,

Down just below the vest.

N

01d Whackem turned a

‘ The goat gtood on his head,

And Mary laughed herself so sick
She had to go to bed.

alt;

INEVITABLE.

Aswe progress in age or knowledge our
tastes change as well, even in the matter
of friendship. There are men and
women in public life whose pathway is
marked by the ‘‘remains” of whilom
friends whom they havesqueezed dry and
dropped, like so many sucked oranges.
In politics it is said of such a man that
he is kicked down the ladder by which
he climbed. In literary or other walks
the human sponge often swells up with
the thought that he has ¢ outgrown”
his humble friends of other days. Im
private life the self-conscious soul con-
tents itself with becoming more and
more the center of its little circumfer-
ence, taking none within its orbit who
will not consent to revolve around it and
emit light and warmth for its enjoyment,
It is too absolutely selfish to bestow or

receive real, lasting friendship.
Waear and pork may be good for

“gide speculations,” as Sellers says,
but if a man wants money by the ton he
should go into ostriches, Here are the
figures : An ostrich hen will lay eighty
eggs per annum, from which can be
hatched eighty young osiriches. Of
these fully seventy will be hens, and
each one of them will in turn produce
eighty ostrich chickens annually. In
two years the ostrich breeder will have
6,312 ostriches—or, say, 6,300, for per-
haps the cat will succeed in killing a
dozen. These birds wili be worth
$1,675,000. To this must be added the
value of a year’s crop of feathers, which,
according to the Californian,willamount
to $630,000 more. At the end of two
years the ostrich farmer will thus be
worth $2,206,000, after deducting, ashas
been already said, twelve birds as a pos-

sible result of cat depredations.
ANX aerolite fell on Bidwell’s farm in

California, and was sent to the State
Geological Society. Bidwell sued the
society for remuneration, and the terres-
trial chunk was seized by the Sheriff,
In the Sheriff’s office a difficulty arose
in entering the seizure. * Shtick it
down as a piece av iron,” said Mr. Ring-
rose. Mr. Walsh objected to Mr. Ring-
rose’s coarse generalization. ¢“There’s
as much shtone in it as iron,” said he,
¢“(Call it an oxidized mass,” said Mr,
Cummings. Sheriff Murphy strentious-
ly objected to this, however. He was
satisfied to let the word °‘oxidized” go
on the books, for no one would know
what it meant. ¢ But,” said he, firmly,
“every omadhoon knows what mass
manes, and, be hevins, we can’t touch

religion,” :
He attended a meeting where an at-

tempt was being made to lift the debt of
the church. After a great deal of ear-
nest exhortation to give he began to get
mildly excited over the matter, and when
the minister declared that every one who
gave would find that the Lord would pay
him back a hundred fold he concluded
to close with the bargain, and at once
subseribed a handsome sum. ‘‘And,”
said he, some weeks afterward, ‘‘the
seripture promise is financially a good
one, for since I gave that money to the
church a man came into my office and
paid a large debt which I had long since
given up as Iost. Yes, the promise is a
good one, but”—and here he hesitated
for a few moments—*‘‘ but Itell you what
itis, I don’t think I dare trust it a

second time,” i,
Lagrce beds of nitrate similar to the

famous ores at Chili, and from which
that country has derived large revenues,
have been discovered in Nevada. If the
extent of the deposits be not overes-
timated, theimportance of the discovery

can hardly be overestimated.
FRENCH GRAPES.

Beer is here sold by the ‘““ bock.” A
bock is a small glassful, costs 6 cents,
and is rather thin beer at thut. Howev-
er, it’s as strong as the French head can
staud. The wine at the common wine-
shops at 3 or 4 sous per glass can, as to
flavor, be only equaled by the stuff sold
at some New York Bowery saloons, where
all “plain drinks” are advertised at 6
cents, I think they can in France make
wine out of anything, providing there is
water enough on hand to fill up and log.
wood to color. A California grape-grow-
er, on seeing the grapes raised about
Paris, and grapes of which wine is made,
would be amazed. Isay it advisedly.
The frost and other wild grapes found in
the New England woods are quite as
good as those raised in this part of sun-
ny France. Farther south, of course,
they are better. Paris does not enjoy
the climate fit to bring the grape to its
full perfection. It's a nasty climate,
anyway. It's not very cold, mor is it
boiling hot, asin New York. The sum-
mer is delightful, but the rawness of
March sometimes extends away into
May, and the rawness of November
sometimes commences as early as Sep-
tember, without the least taste of the*
American Indian summer to temper it
Then the leavesof autumnfall in France.
They do not, as in America, go outin a
blaze of glory. They wither, rot and
die. Could the French behold the splen-
dor of one of our frost-tinted autumns,
they would give all that glory to La
Belle France, and insist that it was a
fashion devised in and sent from their
own fair land.—Prentice Mulford, in
San Feancisco Chronicle.



