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MY MOTHER. 
From the French of Pierre Loti'. 

My mother! I have already men-
tioned her name two or three times in 
the course of these letters, but only in 
a cursory way. She has, from the very 
beginning, been for me a natural re-
fuge, an asylum against all the terrors 
of the unknown, against all the black 
sorrows which have no definite cause. 
But I believe that the earliest time 
when her image, in a radiance of true 
and ineffable tenderness appeared to me 
quite real and lifelike, was one morn-
ing in the month of May, when she, 
followed by a ray of sunshine, entered 
my room bringing me a bouquet of 
pink hyacinths. I was just recovering 
from one of those children's diseases—
measles or whooping-cough, I do not 
know which one. I was, in order to 
keep warm, compelled to remain in bed; 
and as I watched the rays which fil-
tered through my closed windows, the 
morning splendor of the sun and the 
air, I found myself sad in my little 
white bed. I wished to get up, and go 
out; I wished above all, to see my 
mother, my mother, at any price. 

The door opened, and my mother, 
smiling. Oh! I still see her distinctly, 
just as she appeared there, in the door-
way coming into my room; accompan-
ied by a ray of sunshine and a whiff 
of the outdoor breeze. I recall every-
thing, the expression of her eyes meet-
ing mine, the sound of her voice, even 
the details of her dear toilette, which 
would, today, appear so droll and so 
antiquated. 

She had just returned from a morn-
ing walk in town. She wore a straw 
hat with yellow roses, and a shawl of 
lilac barege (it was the epoch of 
shawls), scattered over with little bou-
quets of darker violet. Her black 
locks—her poor, well loved locks, 
which have not changed their form to-
day, but which have, alas! become thin 
and snow white, were at that time 
mixed with no thread of silver. She 
brought in the fragrance of sunshine 
and of summer air which she had taken 
out-doors. Her face on that morning, 
shrouded in her great rustic hat, is 
still present to my eyes in all its vivid-
ness. , 

With this bouquet of pink hyacinths 
she brought me also a little water 
pitcher and a little doll basin, imitated 
in extreme minature after the fancy 
crockery which the fashionable people 
of the villages possess. 

She leaned over to embrace me, and 
I no longer cared for anything else, 
neither to cry, nor to get up, nor to go 
out; she was there, and that satisfied 
me; I felt entirely consoled, tranquil-
ized, changed by her beneficent pres-
ence. - 

I was at that time a little over three 
years of age, and my mother in the 
neighborhood of forty-two. But I had 
not the slightest idea of the age of my 
mother; the idea had not so much as 
occurred to me to ask if she were 
young or old; it was even later than 
this that I perceived that she was quite 
pretty. No! At that time, it was she, 
that was enough; that is to say, a 
figure quite unique, whom I would not 
dream of comparing with any other—
a figure whence radiated for me joy, 
security, tenderness; a figure whence 
emanated all that was good; a figure 
which was the dwelling place of nascent 
faith. and of prayer. 

And I would like, for the first ap-
pearance of this blessed figure in this 
book of recollections, to salute her with 
unique words, with words made if pos-
sible, specially. for her; words which of 
themselves would make . beneficent 
tears flow; words which possess match-
less sweetness and consolation and of 
pardon; words which could express that 
obstinate hope, which I have always, 
and in spite of everything, entertained 
for a celestial reunion without end. 

Since I have touched upon this mys-
tery and this inconsistency of my spirit, 
I wish to say here, in passing, that my 
mother is the only one in the world of 
whom I have not the feeling that death 
will separate me forever. With other 
human creatures whom I have adored 
with all my heart, with all my soul, I 
have ardently endeavored to imagine a 
hereafter, and, somewhere, an immortal 
future day without end—but alas! in 
vain. I have, on the contrary, always 
had the awful consciousness of an evei- 
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lasting annihilation—dust to dust! But 
for my mother I have almost kept in. 
tact my belief of former days. 

It still appears to me that when I 
have finished playing my miserable 
role in this world, when I have trodden 
all the unbeaten paths after the impos-
sible; when I have finished amusing 
the people with my cares and my anxie-
ties, I will go to rest some place where 
my mother, who will have gone before, 
will receive me; and this smile of se-
rene confidence which she now cher-
ishes will have become a smile of tri-
umphant certainty. 

I confess I do not quite understand 
what may be the nature of this vague 
place which takes, in my imagination, 
the form of a pale gray vision; and 
words, however indefinite and vague 
they may be, still impart to these phan-
tom conceptions a definite form. 

I even (I know that what I am go-
ing to say is quite childish), I even pic-
ture to myself my mother, in that place, 
having preserved her earthly aspect, her 
dear white ringlets, and the straight 
lines of her beautiful profile, which the 
years are gradually destroying, but 
which I still admire. 

The thought that my mother's coun-
tenance may some day disappear from 
my eyes forever, that her image, being 
nothing more than a combination of 
elements capable of disintegration, may 
forever be lost in the universal abyss—
this thought, not only makes me sad at 
heart, but also causes me to revolt 
against it as impossible and monstrous. 
Oh! no. I have the feeling that in this 
face there is something peculiar which 
death cannot destroy. And, moreover, 
my love for my mother, which has been 
the only stable love of my life, is so 
free from any material tie that it, by its 
own force, makes me almost confident 
that the soul is a thing that cannot' be 
destroyed. This love for my mother 
still fills me with a sort of hope which 
is at once inexplicable and conclusive. 

I do not quite understand why this 
appearance of my mother by my bed- 

side on that morning has affected me 
so, since she had been with me almost 
constantly. This is one of the mysteries 
as yet hidden from me; it was as if she 
had at that particular moment, been re- 
vealed to me for the first time in my 
life. 

And why has this little water pitcher, 
in spite of myself, assumed among my 
toys, a privileged value, an importance 
of a relic? I have, far away, on the 
high seas, often, in times of danger, 
thought of it with tenderness, and have, 
with the mind's eyes, seen it in the 
place which it has, among other knick-
knacks, occupied for years, in a little 
closet which is always locked; so that, 
if it were to disappear, I would have 
lost an amulette which nothing could 
ever replace. 

And this poor lilac barege shawl 
which I have lately recognized among 
some old clothes which were worthy 
only of being given away to beggars—
Why have I caused it to be laid aside as 
a precious object? In its color, now 
faded, in its little old fashioned flowers 
of Indian design, I still find something 
like a beneficent protection and a 
smile. Methinks, even, that I find in 
it a calm, a sweet confidence, almost 
faith; there emanates from it a sweet 
recollection of my mother, mingled, 
perhaps, with melancholy regret for 
those May mornings of • former days 
which were so much brighter than 
those of today. 

Perhaps my friends unknown to me, 
who follow me from afar with their 
kindly sympathy, will understand me. 
And, moreover, those who cherish, or 
have cherished their mothers, will, I 
am quite sure, not smile at the childish 
prattlings which I have just uttered. 
But, for those to whom such a love is 
stranger, these lines will certainly seem 
quite ridiculous. Such may shrug their 
shoulders. They cannot imagine with 
what disdain I look down upon them. 

Serena B. Ash. 

THE UNITED STATES MINT IN SAN FRANCISCO. 

The process of minting, or making 
money from the various metals, is one 
about which the general public do not 
seem to have very clear ideas. Any-
one who is fortunate enough to visit 
one of the United States mints, and 
have the methods of work explained 
to him, as it is to all visitors, can feel 
that there is a great deal to be learned 
about the matter, if only a reasonable  

attention be given to the explanation 
of the work in the different depart-
ments, as given by the officials, who 
escort visitors through the building. 

The United States mint in San Fran-
cisco is said to be the largest in the 
world, .and to have.  the greatest capac-
ity of all mints, gold and, silver coins 
being the only ones minted there. Vis-
itors to cthis mint are allowed to pass 
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- through the building between the hours • 
-of 9 and II a. m. on every working day, 
-and any one may go through the build-
ing with the least possible formality. 
No questions are asked in regard to 
the motive of the visit, or on any other 
subj ect. 

On entering the building, visitors are 
ushered into a large room, where each 
one is required to register his name 
.and address. In this room there is a 
collection of ancient and modern coins, 
dating from 500 B. C. to the present 
time, and these may be examined while 
waiting for a party of from ten to 
twenty persons to assemble. As soon 
as the party has assembled, it is 
escorted through the building by a 
guide, who, as they pass through the 
various rooms, explains the work in de-
tail, from the time the crude metal, as 
-purified at the mine, is received, until 
it is turned out as currency. 

The party first passes through the 
basement, where are situated large 
vaults, in which are stored about 53, -
000,000 silver dollars, which are held as 
a reserve fund for the redemption of 
silver currency. This money is stored 
in sacks of $1,000 each, and the vaults 
are rarely opened, except when a retir-
ing secretary of the treasury turns the 
keys of office over to his successor, the 
vaults being then opened for verifica-
tion of the amounts stored therein. 

Passing through the boiler room, the 
"sweep cellar" is the next place of in-
terest, but visitors can see the work in 
this room only through closed win-
dows. The sweepings of the entire 
building are carefully taken up and 
stored in barrels, and when a sufficient 
number has been collected, these 
barrels are taken to this cellar, 
where the sweepings are subjected to a 
process for the extraction of gold dust, 

-as filings, etc. About $5,000 is annually 
derived from this source, while from 
the carpet in the adjusting room from 
$2,000 to $2,500 are annually taken. 

The melting room is the point of in-
terest. Here the gold is melted and 
cast into bricks and later into ingots. 
Deposits of gold varying in value from 
$50 to $1,000,000 are received and melt-
ed in this room. After the gold has 
been transferred into bricks, a small 
sample is taken from each end of one 
of the bricks, and sent to the assaying 
room, where, from these samples, the 
exact value of the deposit is calculated; 
and the depositor receives the value in 
money, while the bricks await their 
turn in being cast into ingots. 

When the bricks are melted to be 
•cast into ingots, they are subjected to 

a heat of 2,000°, and while the metal 
is in liquid form it is poured into the 
ingot moulds, in which it is allowed to 
cool, the ingots being then about ten 
inches long, two inches wide, and one 
inch in thickness. The average value 
of a gold ingot is about $1,500; that of 
a silver ingot, from $50 to$6o. 

In the coinage department the ingots 
are rolled, under a pressure of two 
hundred tons, until they are the exact 
thickness of the coins into which they 
are to be made. This rolling increases 
their length to an average of about five 
feet. 

Passing from the coinage department 
to the annealing room visitors go 
through the engine room, in which a 
r5o horse-power engine, which sup-
plies power for the entire building, is 
running so smoothly that scarcely a 
sound is to be heard. The engine has 
been running steadily for twenty-four 
years, and the workmen refer to it as 
"Little Beauty." 

In the annealing room the strips of 
metal, after rolling, are subjected to 

gentle heat for thirty minutes, and are 
then cleaned with grease, beeswax and 
sawdust. In the cutting room the 
coins are cut from the strips of metal. 
One coin is first cut from the end of 
the strip and tested in order to find if 
it is the correct weight. If found exact, 
the strip is passed through the cutting 
machine, which cuts the coin from the 
strip at the rate of one hundred and 
thirty-two per minute. The part of the 
strip remaining, together with rejected 
strips, is sent back to the melting room, 
there to be once more converted into 
ingots. The blank coins are once more 
subjected to a cleaning process, and 
are then sent to the stamping depart-
ment, where are a number of stamping 
presses, having adjustable dies, for 
coins varying in value from ten cents 
to twenty dollars. Each press will 
stamp the coins at the rate of one hun-
dred per minute. 

There are but three working rooms 
through which visitors are not allowed 
to pass, these three being the adjusting, 
refining and assaying rooms. In the 
adjusting room a .number of girls are 
at work weighing the coins and filing 
them to an exact weight, and visitors 
are not allowed in the room because 
filings would necessarily be carried 
away on their shoes, and the attention 
of the girls would be taken from 
their work. In the refining room the 
coins, after stamping, receive their final 
cleansing with strong acids, the fumes 
of which are so strong that the work-
men are compelled to wear sponges 
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over their mouths, noses and ears; for 
this reason it would be impossible for 
visitors to breathe in the room. Visi-
tors are not allowed in the assaying 
room, as their continual entrance and 

exit, by allowing dust to enter, would 
seriously interfere with the mechanism 
of the delicately adjusted balances in 
use there. J. M. 

AMERICANS AS HERO-WORSHIPPERS. 

The American people as a whole are 
not very successful as hero-worshipers. 
They are intensely patriotic, when their 
feelings are aroused, they are extremely 
proud of their country and of her great 
men; yet the national hero is not, in 
some cases, a person to be envied. 

The American youth is brought up 
on the doctrine of the eqality of man, 
and he believes in it with all his heart. 
He has been brought up to think and 
act for himself, and he feels that he 
has the ability and the right to pass 
judgment on the actions and lives of 
his fellow men, great and small. So it 
is not strange that the heroes of our 
late war have, as it would seem, been 
somewhat severely criticised. € 

Take for instance the young hero of 
the Merrimac, Lieutenant Richmond 
Pearson Hobson. After his daring ex-
ploit at Santiago Harbor he was the 
most talked of man in the realm. And 
his popularity steadily grew as he fur-
ther proved himself worthy of admira-
tion. But on his return to the United 
States he kissed himself out of the 
hearts of his fellow men to two days' 
time. And now when the name of Hob-
son is mentioned one thinks, not of the 
great service he rendered his country, 
but of the immense amount of kissing 
he did. 

But is it right to forget all we owe 
to Hobson simply because he showed 
himself lacking in judgment in such an 
unimportant matter? 

Does that make his service any the 
less praiseworthy? And if, as has been 
said, he kissed everything that came 
along, from the school girl yet in her 
teens to the sour old maid with moss 
on her lip, why could not this be taken 
as an additional proof of bravery and 
endurance? 

From the time of the battle of Ma-
nila Bay until a week or so ago, Ad-
miral George Dewey was the idol of the 
American people. His home-corning 
was a time of general rejoicing. New 
York fairly out-did herself in preparing  

a welcome for the admiral, and his trip 
to Washington was a continual ova-
tion. He was offered the highest honor 
in the power of the nation to give, the 
nomination for presidency of the Uni-
ted States. A grand triumphial arch 
was built in his honor, a magnificent 
home in Washington was given him, 
and countless thousands of babies were 
named after him (as were also numer-
ous late discoveries in the patent medi-
cine line), and the Argus started a 
Dewey watch fund. 

But of late there has been a change. 
Many contributors to the Dewey home 
fund have been so deplorably lacking 
in good taste as to demand the return 
of their contributions. The Dewey arch 
has been renamed the Arch of the 
Navy and the admiral's likeness has 
been hissed in one of the theatres of 
Washington. 

Probably the first revulsion of feel-
ing against the admiral was caused by 
his sudden and unexpected marriage. 
This feeling was intensified by his giv-
ing to his wife the home in Washing-
ton which had been presented to him. 
But surely a man may marry when and 
whom he pleases and may have the 
right to manage his own property as he 
chooses! 

But it may not be the fault of the 
people that some of our war heroes are 
being consigned to oblivion, while 
others are being made disagreeably 
prominent by the sensational stories 
circulated in our newspapers. We are 
pre-eminently a just people. We be-
lieve in giving every man his due. But 
no matter how great a man may be in 
one respect, if he be weak in another, 
we reserve the right to criticise him 
when, in our judgment, he deserves 
criticism. We lack that blind, un-
reasoning faith in the infallibility of 
greatness which makes the true hero-
worshiper. We judge all men by the 
same standard and give to each one the 
full measure of merit that falls his due. 

A poll of the classes shows that 
almost every student now enrolled will 
return after the holidays. 

A colored scorcher in Chicago re-
cently placed the mile bicycle record at 
1:19. 


























