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CHAPTER X.
gwxn's first praters.

ST7 T was with hesitation, almost

jg| J' with fear, that 1 began with

SSEg Gwen. But even had I been
S2SI able to foresee the endless
series of exasperations through which
she w^s destined to conduct me, still
wouldf'l have undertaken my task.
For the child, with all her willfulness,
her teinpers and her pride, made me,
as she did all others, her willing slave.
Her lessons went on, brilliantly or

not at all, according to her sweet will.
She learned to read with extraordinary
rapldify, for she was eager to know
more of that great world of which the
Duke had told her such thrilling tales.
Writing she abhorred. She had ho
one to" write to. Why should she
cramp", her fingers over these crooked
little marks? But she mastered with
hardly a struggle the mysteries of figures,for she would have to sell her
cattle, and "dad doesn't know when
they aire cheating." Her ideas of education-were purely utilitarian, and
what did not appear immediately usefulsh£ refused to trifle with. And so

all through the following long winter
she vexed my righteous soul with her
willfulness and pride. An appeal to
her father was idle. She would wind
her long, thin arms about his neck
and let her waving red hair float over

him until the old man was quite helplessto exert authority. The Duke
could do most with her. To please
him she would struggle with her crookedletters for an hour at a time, but
even his influence and authority had
its limits.
"Must I?" she said one day in answer.to a demand of his for more

faithful study; "must I?" And,
throwing up her proud little head and
shaking back with a trick she had
her streaming red hair, she looked
straight at him from her blue gray
eyes and asked the monosyllabic question,"Why?" And the Duke looked
back at her with bis slight smile for
a few moments and then said in cold,
even tones:
"I really don't know why," and

turned his back on' her. Immediately
she sprang at him, shook him by the
arm and, quivering with passion, cried:
"You are not to speak to me like that,

and you are not to turn your back
that way!"
"What n little nrineeaa it Is." he said

admiringly, "and what a time she will
give herself some day!" Then he added,
smiling sadly: "Was I rude, Gwen?
Then I am sorry." Her rage was gone,
and she looked as If she could have
held him by the feet. As It was, too
proud to show her feelings, she just
looked at him with softening eyes, and
then sat down to the work she had
refused. This was after the advent of
the Pilot at Swan Creek, and, as the
Duke rode home with me that night,
after iong musing be said with hesitation:"She ought to have some religion,poor child: she will grow up a

perfect little devil. The Pilot might
be of service if you could bring him
up. Women need that sort of thing.
It refines, you know."
"Would she have him?" I asked.
"Question," he replied doubtfully.

"You might suggest it."
Which I did, Introducing somewhat

clumsily, I fear, the Duke's name.

"The Duke says he is to make me

good!" she cried. "I won't have him.
I hate him, and you too!" And for
that day she disdained all lessons, and
when the Duke next appeared she
greeted him with the exclamation. "1
wont have your did Pilot, and I don't
want to be good, and.and.you think
he's no good yourself." at which the
Duke opened his eyes.
"How do you know? I never said

o!"
"You laughed at him to daa one

day."
"Did I?" said the Duke gravely.

"Then I hasten to assure you that I
have changed my mind. He is a good,
brave man."
"He falls off his horse," she said,

with contempt.
"I rather think he sticks on now,"

replied the Duke, repressing a smile.
"Besides." she went on, "he's Just a

kid. Bill said so."
"Well, he might be more ancient."

acknowledged the Duke, "but in that
he is steadily improving."
"Anyway." with an air of finality,

"he is not to come here."
But he did come, and under her own

escort, one threatening August evening.
"I found him in the creek." she announcedwith defiant shamefacedness.

marching in the Pilot half drowned.
"I think could have crossed." he

Bald apologetically, "for Louis was ge
ting on his feet again."
"No. you wouldn't." she protested.

"You would have been dowu Into th
canyon- by uow. and you ought to be
thankful."
"So I am." he hastened to say, "very.

But." he nd'led. unwilling to give up
his contention. "1 have crossed the
Swan before."
"Not when It was in flood."
"Yes; when it was In flood, higher

than now."
"Not where the banks are rocky."
"No.o!" he hesitated.
'There, then; you would have been

drowned but for my lariut!" she cried
triumphantly.
To this he doubtfully assented.
They were much alike, in high tern-
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"7 found him in tfie creek."

per, in enthusiasm, vivia imagination
and in sensitive feeling. When the
Old Timer came in Gwen triumphantly
Introduced the Pilot as having been
rescued from a watery grave by her
lariat, and again they fought out the
possibilities of drowning and of escape ]
till Gwen almost lost her temper ana
was appeased only by the most profuseexpressions of gratitude on the
part of the Pilot for her timely assistance.The Old Timer was perplexed.
He was afraid to offend Gwen and
yet unwilling to be cordial to her guest.
The Pilot was quick to feel this, and,
soon after tea. rose to go. Gwen's
disappointment showed in her face.
"Ask him to stay, dad," she said in

a whisper. But the half hearted invitationacted like a spur and the Pilot was
determined to set off.
"There's a bad storm coming," she

said, "and, besides," she added triumphantly."you can't cross the Swan."
This settled it, and the moBt earnest

prayers of the Old Timer could not
have held him hack.
We all went down to see him cross,

Gwen leading her pinto. The Swan
was far over its hanks and in the middlerunning swift and strong. Louis
snorted, refused and finally plunged.
Bravely he swam till the swift runningwater struck him, and over he
went on his side, throwing his rider
into the water. But the Pilot kept his
bead and, holding by the stirrups,
paddled along by Louis' side. When
they were half way across Louis saw

that be had no chance of making the
landing, so, like a sensible horse, he
turned and made for the shore. Here,
too, the banks were high, and the pony
began to grow discouraged.
"Let him floit down farther!" shriekedGwen in anxious excitement, and,

urging her pinto down the bank, she
coaxed the struggling pony down the
stream till opposite a shelf of rock
level with the high water. Then she
threw her lariat, and, catching Louis
about the neck and the horn of his
saddle, she held taut, till, half drowned.he scrambled up the bank, draggingthe Pilot with him.
"Oh. I ain sq glad!" she said, almost

tearfully. "You see, you couldn't get
across."
The Pilot staggered to his feet, took

a step toward her and gasped out:
"I can!" and pitched headlong.

With a little cry she flew to him and
turned him over on his back. In a

few moments he revived, sat up and
looked about stupidly.
"Where's Louis?" he said, with bis

face toward he swollen stream.
"Safe enough," she answered. "But

you must come in; the rain Is Just goingto pour."
But the Pilot seemed possessed.
"No; I'm going to cross," he said,

rising.
Gwen was greatly distressed.
"But your poor horse," she said,

cleverly changing her ground. "He is

quite tired out."
The Old Timer now joined earnestly

In urging him to stay till the storm
was past. So. with a final look at the
stream, the Pilot turned toward the
house.
Of course I knew what would happen.Before the evening was over he

had captured the household. The momenthe appeared with dry things ou

he ran to the organ, that had stood for
ten years closed and silent, opened it
and begun to play. As he played and
sang song after song the Old Timer's
eyes began to glisten under his shaggy
brows. But when he dropped Into the
exquisite Irish melody. "Oft In the I
Stilly Night." the old man drew a hard c

breath and groaned out to me: t

"It was her mother's song." and from 1

that time the Pilot had him fast. It i

was easy to puss to the old hymn. <

"Nearer. My God. to Thee," and then I
the Pilot said simply, "May we have t

prayers?" He looked at Gwen, but she I
gazed blankly at him and then at her I
father. <

"What does he say. dad?" <

It was pitiful to see the old man's t
face grow slowly red under the deep t

tan as he said: {
"You may. sir. There's been none 1

here for many years, and the worse for j
us." He rose slowly, went into the in- t
ner room and returned with a Bible. c

"It's her mother's." he said In a voice i
deep with emotion. "I put It in her <

trunk the day I laid her out yonder underthe pines." The Pilot, without lookingat him, rose and reverently took the
book In both his hands and said gently:

"It was a sad day for you. but for
her". He paused. "You did not
grudge It to her?"
"Not now, but then, yes! I wanted

her, we needed her." The Old Timer's
tears were flowing.
The Pilot put his hand caressingly

upon the old man's shoulder as If he
had been his father and said In his
clear, sweet voice, "Some day you will
go to her."
UDon this scene poor Gwen gazed with

syes wide open with amazement and t

kind of fear. She had never seen her
father weep since the awful day that
Bhe could never forget, when he had
knelt In dumb agony beside the bed i

which her mother lay white and still;
nor would he heed her till, climbing up,
she tried to make her mother waken
and hear her cries. Then he had caught
tier up in his arms, pressing her with
tears and great sobs to his heart Tonightshe seemed to feel that somethingwas wrong. She went and stood
by her father, and. stroking his gray
hair fondly, she said:
"What is he saying, daddy? Is he

naking you cry?" She looked at the
Pilot defiantly.
"No, no. child," said the old man

anstily. "sit here and listen."
And while the storm raved outside

ive three sat listening to that ancient
story of love ineffable. And, as the
tvords fell like sweet music upon our

»ars, the old man sat with eyes that
looked far away, while the child listenedwith devouring eagerness.
"Is it a fairy tale, daddy?" she asked

»« 4<Tf ian't trno is
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it?" and her voice had a pleading note
tiard for the old man to bear.
"Yes, yes. my child," said he brokenly."God forgive me!"
"Of course it's true," said the Pilot

guickly. "I'll read it all to you tomorrow.It's a beautiful story!"
"No." she said Imperiously, "tonight.

Read it now! Go on!" she said, stampingher foot. "Don't you hear me?"
The Pilot gazed in surprise at her

ind then, turning to the old man, said:
"Shall I?"
The Cld Timer simply nodded and

the reading went on. Those were not
my best days, and the faith of my
childhood was not as It had been; but
is the Pilot carried us through tnose

matchless scenes of self forgetting love
ind service the rapt wonder in the
child's face as she listened, the appeal
n her voice as, now to her father and
now to me, she cried, "Is that true, too?
is it all true?" made It impossible for
me to hesitate in my answer. And
[ was glad to find it easy to give my
Irm adherence to the truth of all that
mle of wonder. And as more and more

it grew upon the Pilot that the story
lie wus reading, so old to hkn and to
ill he had ever met, was new to one In
that listening group, his face began to
Slow and his eyes to blaze, and he saw

ind showed uie things that mgnt i

iad never seen before, nor have I seen

them since. The great figure of the
jospels lived, moved before our eyes.
We saw him bend to touch the blind,
ive heard him speak his marvelous
teaching, we felt the throbbing excitenentof the crowds that pressed
igainst him.
Suddenly the Pilot stopped, turned

>ver the leaves and began again: "And
le led thein out as far as to Bethany,
knd he lifted up his hands and blessed
hem. And it came to pass as be blessedthem he was parted from them and
t cloud received him out of their sight."
There was silence for some minutes,
hen Gwen said:
"Where did he go?"
"Up into heaven," answered the Pilot

limply.
"That's where mother is," she said to

ler father, who nodded in j;eply.
"Does he know?" she asked. The old
nan looked distressed.
"Of course he does," said the Pilot,

'and she sees him all the time."
"Oh, daddy!" she cried. "Isn't that

;ood ?"
But the old man only hid his face in

lis hands and groaned.
"Yes," went on the Pilot, "and he

sees us. too. and hears us speak and
cnows our thoughts."
Again the look of wonder and fear

:ame into her eyes, but she said no

vord. The experiences of the evening
iad made the world new to her. It
:ould never be the same to her again,
[t gave me a queer feeling to see her,
when we three kneeled to pray, stand
lejpiessiy looamg uu, uui &uunu>6

irhat to do, then sink beside her father,
ind. winding her arms about his neck,
ding to him as the words of prayer
ivere spoken into the ear of him whom
10 man can see. but who we believe is
lear to all that call upon him.
Those were Gwen's first "prayers,"

and in them Gwen's part was small,
for fear and wonder filled her heart,
iut the day was to come, and all too
won. when she should have to pour out
tier soul with strong crying and tears.
That day came and passed, but the
Jtory of it is not to be told here.

TO BE CONTINUED.

The Human Body.
The blood, muscles, bones and other
arts of the human body are composed
>f many chemical constituents, and a

orrect clieniical analysis would be
ong and tedious. The specific gravity
if the blood is 1.02S, and 779 parts of
>very 1,000 are water. Of the other
>arts chloride of sodium, chloride poassium,carbonate magnesia, calcium
iliosphate. calcium luctate, potassium
iliosphnte, sodium curbonate and other
onstituents are found. This is geniallytrue, with variations also, of
Issues aud bone. The fundamental
mbstance of bone is composed of orjanicmatter, combined with various

norganic salts, in which calcium phosihatelargely predominates. In addi;lonthe bones contain calcium carbonite,calcium fluoride, magnesium phosjhate,sodium phosphate and sodium
;lilorlde.

piscfltanrous ^trading.
AN APPEAL TO THE LAWYERS.

It Is Possible That They Can Improve
the Situation.

We are going to address an appeal to

the lawyers of the state. We hope It
will not be considered presumptuous, or

treated .as such. It is intended simply
as a message and a suggestion from
an humhip newsDaoer. an humble citi-
zen, in what is believed to be a very

grave crisis in the affairs of this state.
Gentlemen of the Bar, we are approachingthe time, if we have not alreadyreached It, when the people of

the state have lost confidence in the
courts and in their ability if not their
disposition to administer justice.
We have heard during the past few

years.and to be more explicit, during
the past few months.stories like this
going up and down ^he state: "Why,
they won't do anything with him. He
has money and friends, and can get
good lawyers, and he can get his Jury,
and, why, of course, he will come clear."
Now, gentlemen, you know these

stories have been going up and down
the state. Have they been true.has
there been any justification for all these
rumors.gentlemen, what have you to

say?
Now, gentlemen, if these things are

true we have reached a woful state of
affairs in South Carolina, If they are

not true we Bubmit.{in all due deference.thatit is your duty to show that

they are not true. If they are true is
It not your duty to remedy this evil?
You lawyers.or "attorneys at law,"

as you prefer to call yourselves.are
especially answerable^ You are, It is

true, in a sense no more than ordinate
MH*pns hut in another sense you are

more than that. You pursued a special
course of study in order to be admitted
to practice law, and when admitted to

practice law you swore to uphold the
law. Are you doing it.are you carryingout the oath you took?

Let's go plainly into this thing, gentdemen.Ugly rumors are afloat. It is
charged that juries have been "packed,"
if not bought: that perjured witnesses
have been placed upon the stand, and
that In speeches before the Jury- learnedattorneys have used arguments that
ought not in any sense of Justice to
have been heard in a court room. It is

charged that in the trial of "ases attorneyshave appealed to political prejudicesand sentimental fancies In order
to secure acquittal for their clients, to

the sacrifice of all the fair and acceptedrules of practice and to the sacrificeof justice.
Gentlemen, are these things true?

Will you be content to answer: "I am

not guilty."
Gentlemen, we do not mean to be unnecessarilysevere upon any one of you

individually, or upon the lawyers of
any city or town as a whole. But we

are looking upon this matter from the

standpoint of a layman and from the
standpoint of justice.
You lawyers are sworn to uphold the

law. We naturally look to you to do
so: we look to you for Justice. But
are you doing it.are you carrying out
your oath? Can you do so until you
condemn the evil practice of unworthy
members of your profession?
There are honest and high-minded

lawyers in South Carolina.indeed the

great majority of them are men of this

stamp, men wno wouiu scorn iu unci

or accept a bribe, men who would denounceany attempt at tampering with
a jury in any manner.but, gentlemen,
if you would maintain confidence in
yourselves and the courts you must
condemn the practices which ail admit
exist. And you must take some practicalsteps to show the sincerity of your
condemnation.
But it may be asked, "What can we

Jo? We have no evidence of any evil
.of any corruption."

Gentlemen, you have the belief of the
people of South Carolina. You have
their growing lack of confidence in

their courts.in their growing lack of
confidence in you. If this loss of confidenceis without foundation, then it is

your duty to show that it is unfounded.And if there is anything, either
now or in the past, or in the future, to
tend to a lack of confidence in our

courts, then it is your duty if you wish
for the preservation of society and for
a continuation of the lawful method of
settling civil and criminal differences
to prove as speedily as you can that
integrity and Justice are still left In
our courts.
Gentlemen, we address this plea to

the high-minded and honorable among
you.cannot something be done?
Can you not, in some way. condemn

methods which all of you must admit
are unprofessional and dishonest and
unfair? 1

Cannot you, gentlemen, sworn to upholdthe law, do something to restore
confidence in our courts.In the methodsthe law prescribed for the administrationof justice?
Of course there are among you wno

will say.and with truthfulness: "I am
clean and honest: I have nothing to do
with all this."
Quite true, gentlemen: but all this

has been done in the name of the lawyers;it has come to be considered as a

legitimate method of the lawyer.If he
is shrewd enough and has power
enough.to buy a Jury outright and as

cheaply as may be.
And, gentlemen, you know these

things to be true, or at least that there
are sufficient rumors for them to be

accepted as true. Then, knowing all
this, Is It not your duty to denounce
all these rumors as false.If you can?
You can do so. gentlemen, if you

will, and in doing so you will have the
sympathy and support of all the press
and all the good people of South Carolina.Will you meet them half way?.
Anderson Daily Mail.

X®" James Derrick, landlord of the
Stag and Hounds inn, Basingstoke, has
Just met with his death in an extraordinarymanner. After digging pota-

toes In his garden he went Indoors, and
drank some beer which had been drawn
about an hour. Immediately he had
done so he told his wife that he was

afraid he had swallowed a wasp, and
about fifteen minutes later he sank into
his chair and died. A wasp was found
in the stomach, and there were indicationsof stings from the insect in the
walls of the organ. Medical testimony
showed that the stings caused shock
and produced heart rauure..Lonaon

Daily News.

HALLOWEEN CUSTOMS.

Curious Traditions That Have Grown
Around November 1.

The 1st of November is, by universal
consent, a time of merrymaking. Fortune-tellingis the great feature of the

evening. Some of the means by which
the future may be ascertained on that
date are of very great antiquity. The
readers of "Woman's Way" will, no

doubt, take advantage of November 1
this year to pry into the mysteries of

their fate, and it may interest them to

have from authentic sources some of
the most reliable methods. In "The
Every Day Book" of William Hone
this author says:
On the night (Halloween) young

people in the north of England dive
for apples, or catch at them, when
stuck upon one end of a kind of
hanging beam, at the other extremity
of which is fixed a lighted candle.
This they do with their mouths only,'
their hands being tied behind their
backs.
Pennant says that "the young womenin Scotland determined the size

and figure of their husbands by drawingcabbages blindfold in Allhalloween."It is mentioned by Burns that
"the first ceremony of Halloween is

pulling each a stack of or plaht of kail.
They must go out, hand In hand, and

eyes shut, and pull the first they meet
with. Its being big or little, straight
or crooked, is prophetic of the size and
shape of the grand object of their

spells.the husband or wife. If any

yird, or earth, stick to the root, that is
tocher, or fortune; and the taste of the
custoc, that is the heart of the stem,
is indicative of the natural temper or

disposition. Lastly, the stems, or the
runts, are placed somewhere above the
head of the door and the Christian
names of the people whom chance

brings to the house, are, according to

the priority of placing the runts, the
names in question." It appears that
the Welsh have "a play in which the

youth of both sexes seek for an evenleavedsprig of the ash; and the first
of either sex that finds one, calls ou^
Cynivir, and is answered by the flrjt
of the other that sucoeeds; and these
two, If the omen fails not, are to be

Joined in wedlock.".Owen's Welsh
Dictionary.
Burns says that "burning the nuts

is a favorite charm. They name the
lad and lass to each particular nut, as

they lay them in the fire, and accordinglyas they burn quietly together, or

start from beside one another, the
course and issue of the courtship will

be." It is noted that In Ireland, when

young women would know if their
lovers are faithful, they put three
nuts upon the bars of the grate, namingthe nuts after the lovers. If a

nut cracks or jumps, the lover will

prove unfaithful; if it begins to blaze
or burn he has a regard for the personmaking the trial. If the nuts,
named after the girl and her lover,
burn together, they will be married.
This sort of divination Is also in some

parts of England at this time. Gay
mentions it in his "Spell:"
"Two hazel nuts I threw into the flame,
And to each nut I gave a sweetheart's

name;
This was the loudest bounce me sore

amazed,
That In a flama of brightest color

blazed;
As blaz'd the nut, so may thy passion

grow.
For 'twas thy nut that did so brightly

glow!"
In an appendix to the late Mr. Pennant'stour, the following divination is

mentioned:
"Take three dishes, put clean water

in one; foul water In another and leave
the third empty; blindfold a person
and lead him or her to the dishes, he

(or she) dips the left hand, if by
chance in the clean water, the future
husband or wife will come to the bar of
matrimony a maid; if In the foul, a

widow; if in the empty dish, it foretellswith certainty no marriage at all.
It is repeated three times, the plates
being altered in position each time."
Pennant also records that in North

Wales "there is a custom upon All
Saints' eve of making a great fire,
called coel coeth, when every family,
~ r,», In nlorht malrPQ A
auuui <an uvui m mc iuouci ~

great bonfire in the most conspicuous
place near the house, and when the fire
is almost extinguished, every one

throws a white stone into the ashes,
having first marked it; then having
said their prayers, turning round the
fire, they go to bed. In the morning,
as soon as they are up. they come to
search out the stones; and if any one

of them is found wanting they have a

notion that the person who threw It in
will die before he sees another All
Saints' day.".New Orleans Picayune.

Joseph Wooten, thirty-four years
old, a laborer, with no home, was recentlycharged at the Southwestern policecourt with stealing two live fowls.
The prisoner was stopped by Detective
Rand, who noticing the man looked
rather bulky, asked what he had about
him. He replied: "Nothing," but on his
clothing being unfastened the two

fowls, one of which had been suffocated,and the other being in a dying
condition, were found rammed tightly
together around his waist. The prisonerraised a remarkable defense. He
stole the birds, he said, to try his nerve.

He wanted to see if he could pass a

police constable with the fowls about
him without trembling with fear..LondonGlobe.

ROOSEVELT'S SHOW OF MUMS.

Will Be Placed On Exhibition the Com*
ing Month.

President Roosevelt Is raising this
year the largest chrysanthemums that
are grown anywhere.some of them as

big as a man's head. They will be
placed on public exhibition this month
at the White House conservatories In
the Whlte^Lot, and will afford a really
superb spectacle, says a Washington
lattor 1

The collection, indeed, is one of the
finest In the world, comprising sixtychoicevarieties and 2,600 plants, which
occupy one very large green house.
Each blossom is a picture, and many of 1

them are over a foot in diameter.
Mrs. Roosevelt asked the White '

House gardener the other day if he had
"hot a blue chrysanthemum, but he was 1

obliged to confess, regretfully, that
there was not a single one of that va- 3

rlety In his collection. If one were to '

be had anywhere it would be secured '

at any expense, but the fact is that 1

such a tl?ing does not exist in the
world. There are plenty of "mums of '

yellow, white, pink, red and bronze, but
the blue Is as yet a prize which eludes 1

the horticultural grasp. 1

It is no exaggeration to say that a <

single chrysanthemum plant bearing 1

flowers of undeniable blue would be <

worth $60,000. Such a plant could be '

sold readily for that amount of money '

and would be easily worth It as a commercialInvestment. If it is ever obtainedit is likely to arrive as an accidental"sport" like many another pre-
vious novelty In horticulture.

In the vegetable world a "sport" is
easily perpetuated by breeding because
.as is not the case with animals, of

course.pieces of the parent can be

taken away and made to reproduce the
original. A blue chrysanthemum plant,
if it turned up, would be promptly destroyed,being chopped into bits, which,
set in moist sand, would rapidly grow,
soon placing the owner in exclusive
possession of an entire hot house plantationof a priceless variety.

It has been ascertained recently that
the color of violets and other blue and
purple flowers Is due to the presence of
a peculiar substance called "flower
blue," which Is held in solution by the
plant. If the blossoms are squeezed,
the Juice that exudes from them has
this tint. The composition of the substancein question is a difficult problemin organic chemistry, and nobody
knows from what source it is derived,
but apparently it does not exist in any
kind of 'mum thus far colored by the
gardener's art.
Generally speaking flower juices

show the colors of the flowers from
which they are obtained; but this is
not true of yellow chrysanthemums
and yellow blooms of other kinds, which
owe their hue not to cell-sap, but to

granular pigment in the cell-walls. The
cell-sap derived from blossoms of other
tints has been found, when squeezed
into a suitable receptacle, to undergo
marked changes of color when treated
with various chemicals; and it has
been ascertained that the growing flow-
ers can be made to alter their tints
similarly by watering them with solutionsof the same chemicals.

It is reported that in this way recentlyblue chrysanthemums have actually
been secured, their hues running all
the way from sky-blue to dark ultramarine.aimply,that is to say, by wateringthe plants with a chemical solution.But, of course, the flowers thus
colored by artifice could have no great
value except as curiosities. What is

demanded in the market is natural blue
'mums, and not painted ones. Ro3es
watered with a solution of potash turn

green, and a similar application of
alum will change them to a lilac Hut,
but such freaks are not especiilly esteemed.
Apropos of which remark one may

say that even green chrysanthemums
have been produced lately: but, though
interesting as curios, no one seems to
admire them particularly. If .some ingenioushorticulturist would only contributeto this much-prized flower a

perfume, that Indeed would be worth
while. Beautiful as It is, the finest
'mum in the florist's shop, at $12 a dozen,has no smell.or, if any, a slight c

and disagreeable one. Other kinds of *

flowers have been bred successfully
for perfume: perhaps some day In the 1

not distant future there may be a

chrysanthemurti to which my lady will 1

apply her pretty nose with pleasure. (
Newspaper cartoonists are fond of

representing the typical young man of *

fashion as adorned with a huge chrysanthemumin his buttonhole. As a v

matter of fact the flower is not thus
worn by gentlemen.for one reason, '

- - - .. < i n
because it is too big. its rasmonaDie

vogue,in autumn, is due largely to the
fact that it arrives in a vacant floral
season, so to speak, when the outdoor 4

flowers have vanished and before the
carnations, violets and green house a

roses have made their appearance. 0

In all probability the chrysanthemum,fashionably speaking, has come ''

to stay.as much so, Indeed, as the rose

and the carnation. It fills a want that F

no other flower will supply at a season

when no other blossom of importance v

is obtainable. This autumn the peopleof this country will pay $500,000
'

for its blossoms, which have come to
be considered as marking in a festive
way a certain season.just as violets t

celebrate the spring time. ^

It seems likely that the chrysanthemumhas just reached the climax of its 1

development. Improvement In flowers
cannot be continued indefinitely, notwithstandingthe efTorts of skilled gar- F

deners to produce new and attractive a

varieties. Roses are no handsomer to- 11

day than they were fifteen years ago, 1

and it Is doubtful whether 'mums will
be prettier fifty years hence than they e

are today. They may be bigger, but 1

even that is to be questioned. f

The popularity of the chrysanthemum
in this country dates back not more

than a dozen years. A native of Ja- o

pan, it was brought to the United States c

about 1850 and was familiarly known
as an outdoor plant in the days of the
civil war. If the rose and carnation be
excepted, there is no other flower in
the development of which so much skill
and effort have been expended. As a

rule, each plant is allowed to retain
enly one stem, In order that the blossomit bears may be of the utmost possiblebigness, and, at the proper season,
the gardener goes about in the green
bouse, camel's hair brush in one hand
and a watch glass containing pollen in
the other, making careful "crosses" of
varieties by touching with the vitalizingagent the stigmas of the 'mums,
which are to be the mothers of future
ind improved generations.
A story, which may be true or not, is

to the effect that the popularity of the
:hrysanthemum in Europe, where It
was all but unknown sixty years ago,
dates from the disappointment of a

young bride, daughter of a rich Englishbaronet, who, on the day before
ler wedding (the month being November,and the year 1843) was chagrined
to And that .all the roses which were

to decorate the church for the ceremony,had been nipped by frost. She was

In despair; but the old gardener of the
mcestral manor, who knew a thing or

two about flowers, came to the rescue
with cartloads of 'mums, and the Barrededifice was soon transformed into
i veritable bower of white and yellow
bloom.

ANN'S MY8TERI0U8 AGE.

Perplexing Problem That la Troubling
the Mathematicians.

"How old is Ann?" Is a question that
Is agitating many people In all sectionsof the country. The Dayton, O.,
Evening Herald says the problem Is a

simple one, yet the whole country Is
now working on It and women's clubs
promise to take it up. Here Is the
problem as printed in the Dayton pa-
?er:
"Mary Is 24 years old. Mary Is twice

is old as Ann was when Mary was

is old as Ann is now. How old Is
\nn?"
Commenting on the problem the Herildsays:
"Simple, isn't it? Just as easy as

oiling off a log. Of course, you will
;ay Ann is 12. Then you will think it
>ver awhile and discover that Ann is
16. Then you will kick yourself for
four stupidity and confess that the
jlrls are the same age. A moment laera great light will dawn and you
vlll see clearly that Ann is 18. But
jefore you go to bed your mind will
itill be full of uncertainties, and you
vlll proceed to work out the problem
>y algebra. The result of the effort
vlll be that you will find that- Ann is .

16.97 years old. And then you go to

rueasing.
The problem, it is said, first came up

it Harvard, -where football practice was
tuspended while it was being workidout. Then the New York'papers
ook it up. Today the papers are

:rowded with solutions, all different
jYom New York the fever spread.
Sven Philadelphia awoke, while in
Chicago it has gone so far that the
rribune has a long editorial on the
iubject.
In some instances, it is said, that

;acn memDer 01 a iamny nave camullyworked out the problem and all
:ome to different conclusions. As an
llustration of the interest taken In the
>roblem and the different solutions
)resented we note that In the Dayton
ierald's Issue of the 20th Archie Uumnafinds that Ann Is 18 years of age;
William Stuck is sure she is 16; WiliamDonaldson asserts "without dsfal:ation"that Ann is a girl of 12; while
i Milwaukee corespondei is absoluteycertain that one can prove the young
voman to be any age he pleases. The
luestion therefore, "How old is Ann?"
s yet an open one and the problem
nay come in good to furnish means of
unusement for those who have nothngto do during the long winter evenngs.In fact. How old is Ann? CharotteChronicle.

Chinese Proverbs.
A wise man adapts himself to cir:umstances,as water shapes Itself to

he vessel that contains it.
The error of one moment becomes

he sorrow of a whole lifetime.
A vacant mind is open to all suggesions,as the hollow mountain returns

echoes) all sounds.
He who pursues the stag regards not

lares.

If the roots be left bare the grass
v-ill grow again.
The gem cannot be polished without

rlction, nor the man perfected withiuttrials.
A wise man forgets old grudges.
Riches come better after poverty

han poverty after'riches.
He who wishes to rise in the world

hould veil his ambition with the forms
f humility.
The gods cannot help the man who

oses opportunities.
Dig a well before you are thirsty (be

irepared for contingencies).
Borrowed money makes time short:

lorking for others makes it long.
Large fowls will not eat small grain

great mandarians are not content with
Ittle bribes).
The best thing is to be respected, and

he next is to be loved; it is bad to be
lated, but worse still to be despised.
One lash to a good horse; one word

o a wise man..New York World.

All Arranged.."And now," whls>eredthe lover as he caught her In his
rms, "what shall we do about the rope
adder? We shouldn't leave it hanging
here."
"Don't worry about it," replied the

loping damsel. "Papa said he'd pull
t up again so we couldn't get back.".
^lladelphia Press.

tiT Great Britain maintains an army
f from 60.000 to 80.000 whites in India
ontinually.

J


