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e Modern Rural Sports.

Copyright, 1807, by 8. S. MeOlure Co. (n Uniled Stales
and Great Britain,

Joft Petors must be reminded. Whenever
he is called upon pointedly for a story he
w* maintain that his Jif¢ has been as de-
volid of incident as the longest of Trollope's
novels. But, lured, be willdivulge. There-
fore I cast many flies upon the current of
Ms thoughts before I feel a nibble.

*I notice,” said I, “that the Western farm-

- ars, in spite of their prosperity, are running
after their old Populistic idols again.”

“It's the running season,” said Jeff, “for
farmers, shad, maple trees and the Conne-
maugh River. 1 know something about
farmers.

“I thought I struck one once that had got
out of the rut; but Andy Tuoker proved to
me | was misteken. ‘Oncea farmeralways
a sucker,’ said Andy. ‘He's the man that's
shoved into the front row among bullets,
ballots and the ballet. He's the funnybone
and gristle of the country, and I don't
know who we would do without him.'

“Ope morning me and Andy wakes up
with 68 oents between us in'a yelow pine
hotel on the edge of the predigested hoe cake
belt of southern Indiana. How we got off
the train there the night before I can't tell
wou; for she went through the village so fast
that what looked like a saloon to us through
the car window turned out to be a drug
store and a water tank two blocks apart.

“Why we got off at the first station we
could belongs to a little oroide gold watch
and Alaska diamond deal we failed to pull
off the day before over the Kentucky line.

.+~ “When we woke up I heard roosters crow-
ing, and smelled something like the fumnes
of nitromuriatio acid and heard something
heavy fall on the floor below us and & man
swearing.

“Cheer up Andy.' says I. ‘We're in a
rural community. Somebody bas just tested
a gold brick downstairs. We'll go out and
get what's coming to us from a farmer; and

~tben yuicks! and away .’

4 - *Farmars was always a kind of a reserve

'fund for me. Whenever I was in hard luck

““1'd o to the crossroads, hook a finger in a

farmer's muspender, recite the prospectus

_z~of my swindle in a mechanical kind of a

way, look over what he had, give him back

. his keys, whetstone and papers that was

of no value except to owner, and stroll
away without asking any questions.

“Farmers are not fair game to men &s

" high up in our business as me and Andy

was; but there was times when we found
‘em useful, just as Wall Street does the
Secretary of the Treasury now and then.
“When we ‘went down setairs we saw
we was in the midst of the finest farming
seotion we ever sea, About two miles

“4iway on a hill was a big white house in a

grove surrounded by a widespread agri-
cultural agglomeration of fields and barns
and pastures and outhouses.

“'Whose house is that? we askced the
Jandlord.

“‘That,’ says he, ‘is the domicile and

Y the arboreal, terrestrial and horticultural
dovemssories of Farmer Fzra Plunkett, one
of our county's most progressive citizens.’

“After breakfast me and Andy, with
eight cents capital left, casts the horo-
scope of the rural potentate,

“Iet me go alone,' says I, ‘Two of
us against one farmer would look as one-
sided as Roosevelt using both hands to
kill & grizely.’

“‘All right,' says Andy. ‘I like to be a
trie sport even when I'm only. collecting
rebates from the rutabaga raisers. What

" bait are you going to use for this Eezra
thing?' Andy asks me,

“Oh,' says I, ‘the firat thing that comes
to hand in the suit case, 1 reckon I'll
take along some of the new income tax
receipts; and the recipe for making clover

' honey out of clabber and apple peelings,
and the order blanks for the McGuffey's
readers, which afterward turn out to be
MoCormick reapers, and the pearl neck-
laoe found on the train, and & pocket size
gold briock, and a—'

* “That'll be enough,’ says Andy. ‘Any
one of the lot ought to land on Ezra. And,
say, Jeff, make that succotash fancier give
you nice, clean, new bills. It's a disgrace
to our Department of Agriculture, Civil
Servioe and Pure Food law the kind of stuff
some of these farmers hand out tous. I've
had to take rolls from ‘em that looked like
bundles of microbe cultures ocaptured out
of & Red Cross ambulance.’

“So 1 goes to a livery stable and hires a
buggy on my looks. 1 drove out to the
Plunkett farm and hitched.

“There was a man sitting on the front
steps of the house.. He had on a white
flannel suit, & diamond ring, golf cap and
@ pink ascot tie. ‘Summer boarder,’ says I
to myself.

“ ‘T'd like to see Farmer Fzra Plunkett,’'

says ] to him
‘You see Yim, says he. ‘What seems

to be on your mind?'

“I never answered a word. [ stood still,
repeating to myself the rollicking lines of
that merry jingle ‘The Man with the Hoe.'
When I looked at this farmer the little de-
vioes I had in my pocket for buncoing the
pushed back brows seemed as hopeless as

to shake down the beef trust with
& mittimus and a parlor rifle.
. *‘Well,’ says he, looking at me close,
‘spesk up. 1 see the left pooket of your
coat sage 8 good deal. Out with the gold-
brick first. ['m rather more interested in
the bricks than I am in the trick sixty day
potes and the lost silver mine story.'

*I had a kind of cerebral sensation of
féolishness in my ideas of ratiocination, but
I pulled out the little brick and unwrapped
my handkerchief off it.

“ 'One dollar and eighty cents,’ says the

* farmer, hefting it in his hand. ‘Is it a
trade?'

4 “The lead in it is worth more than that,’

. 'says 1, dignified. I put it back in my

pocket.
*'All right' says he. 'But I sort of

wanted it for the collection I'm starting.
1 got & $5,000 one last week for $2.10.
“Just then a telephone bell rings in the
house.
« ‘Come in, Bunk,' says the farmer, ‘and
Jook at my place. It's kind of lonesome here
eometimes. 1 think that's New York call-

"

We went inside. The room looked like

- a Broadway stockbroker's—light oak desks,
swo phones, Bpanish leather upholstered
chairs and oouches, oil paintings in gilt
frames a foot deep and a ticker hitting off
the news in one corner.

*'Hello, hello!' says this funny farmer.
*1s that the Regent Theatre? Yes; this is
Plunkett of Woodbine Centre. Reserve
four orchestra seats for Friday evening—
my usual ones. Yes, Friday—good-by.

“1 run over to New York overy two
weekn to mee a show.' says the farmer,
hanging up the receiver. ‘|l catch the
eighteen hour flyer at Indianapolis, spend
ten hourn in the heydey of night on the
Yappian Wey and get home in time to
sae the chickens 'go to roost forty-eight
hours later. Oh, the pristine Hubbard
squasherino of the ocave dwelling period
s getting geared up soms for the annua!
meeting of the Don't Blow Out the Gas
Amsocistion, dont you think, Mr. Bunk?'

“I seem to percelive,’ says I, 'a kind
of hiatus in the agrarian traditions in which
heretofore I have reposed confidence.'

“‘Sure, Bunk,' says he. 'The yellow
primrose on the river's 'brim is getting
to look to us Rubes like a holiday edition
de luxe of the “Language of Flowers” with
deckle edges and frontispiece.’

“Just then the telephone calls him again.

“‘Hello, hello!’ says 'he. - 'Oh, that's
Perkine, at Milidale. I told you $800 was
too much for that horse. Have you got
bim theré? Good. Let me see him. Keep
the receiver down. Now make him trot
in a circle. Faster. Yes, I can hear him.
Keep on—faster yet. * * * That'll . doq
Now lead him up to the phone. Closer.
\Get his nose nearer the transmitter. There.
'Now wait. * ¢ * No; I don't’ want that:
horse. What? No; not at any price. He
interferes, and he's windbroken. Good-
by.' = e
“‘Now Bunk,' says the farmer, ‘do you
begin to realize that agriculture has had a
hair cut? You belong in a bygone era.

“Why, Tom . Lawson ‘himself knows
better than to try to catch an up to date
agrioulturist napping. It's Saturday, the
14th, on the farm, you bet Now look
here and see how we keep up with the
day's doings.' : i

“He shows me a macliing on a table with
two things for your ears Hke the penny in
the slot affairs. I puts it on and listens. A
female voice starts up reading beadlines
of murders, accidents and other political
casualties.

““What you hear,' says the farmer, 'is
a synopsis of to-day's news in the New
York, Chicago, 8t. Louis and San Francisoo
papers. It is wired in to our Rural News
Bureau and served hot to subscribers. On
this table you see the principal dailies
and weeklies of the country. Also a special
gervice of advance sheets of the monthly
magazines.'

“I pioks up one sheet and sees that it's
headed: ‘Special Advanoe Proofs. InJuly,
1009, the Century will say’'—and so forth.

“The farmer rings up somebody—his
manager, I reckon—and tells him to let
that herd of fifteen Jerseys go at $000 a
head; and to sow the 900 acre fleld in wheat;
and to have 200 extra cans ready at the
station for the milk trolley car. Then
he passes the Henry Clays and sets outa
bottle of green ohartreuse, and goes over
and looks at the ticker tape.

“‘Consolidated Gas up 2 points,' says he.
‘Oh, very well.'

“'Ever monkey with copper!' I asks.

“'Stand back!' says he, ralsing his hand,
‘or I'll call the dog. I told you not to waste
your time.'

“After a while he saya: ‘Bunk, if you
don't mind my telling you, your company
begins to cloy slightly. I've got to write
an artiole on the “Chimera of Communism®
for a magarine and attend a meeting of
the racetrack association this afternoon.
Of course you understand by mow that
you can't get my proxy for your remedy,
whatever it may be.’'

“Well, sir, all I could think of to do was
to go out and get in the buggy. The horse
turned 'round and took me back to the
hotel.

“1 hitched him and went in to see Andy.
In his room I told him about this farmer,
word for word, and I sat plcking at the
table cover like one bereft of conscientious-
ness.

“'I don't understand it,’ says I, humming
a sad and foolish little song to cover my
humiliation.

“Andy walks up and down the room
for a long time, biting the left end of his
mustache as he does when in the act of
thinking.

“‘Joff,’ says he finally, ‘I believe your
story of this expurgated rustio; but I am
not convinoed. It looks inoredulous to
me that he oould have inoculated himseelf
against all the preordained systems -of
buoolic bunoo. Now, you never regarded
me as a man of speocial religious proclivities,
did you, Jeff?' says Andy

“'Well,' says I, ‘no. But,' says I, not to
wound his feelings, ‘I have also observed
many church members whose said pro-
clivities were not so outwardly developed
that they would show on @ white handker-
chief if you rubbed 'em with it.'

“ ‘I have always been a deep student of
pature from creation down,' says Andy,
‘and 1 believe in an ultimatum design of
Providenoe. Farmers was made for a pur-
pose; and that was to furnish a livelihood
to men like me and you.

“ ‘Elee why was we given brains? It is
my belief that the manna that the Israelites
lived on for forty years in the wilderness
was only a flgurative word for farmers;
and they keep up the practice to this day.

“ ‘And now,’ says Aundy, ‘I ain golug o
test my theory. “Onoce a farmer, always
a come on,” in epite of the veneering and
the orifices that a spurious civilization has
brought to him.'

« 'You'll fail, same as I did,’' says I. ‘This
one's shook off the shackles of the sheep
fold. He's entrenched behind the advan-
tages of eleotrioity, education, literature
and intelligence.’

“‘I'll try,’ says Andy. ‘There are certain
laws of nature that free rural delivery can't
overcome.'

“Andy fumbles around awhile in the
oloset and comes out dressed in a suit with
brown and yellow cheoks as big as your
hand. His vest is red with blue dots and
he wears a high silk hat. I noticed he'd
soaked his sandy mustache in a kind of blue
ink.

“ ‘Great Barnums!' says 1. ‘You're a
ringer for & cirous thimblerig man.'

“‘Right,’ says Andy. ‘Is the buggy
outside? Wait here till I come back. I
won't be long.'

“Two hours afterward Andy steps in
the room and lays a wad of money on the
table.

* ‘Eight hundred and sixty dollars,’ says
he. ‘Let me tell you.

*‘He was in. He looked me over and
began to guy me. 1 didn't say a word, but
got out the walnut shells and began to roll
the little ball on the table. I whistled a
tune or two and then I started up the old
formula.

« ¢ “Step up lively, gentlemen,* says I,
«“and watch the little ball. It costs you
nothing to look. There you sec it, and there
you don't. Guess where the little joker is.
The quickness of the hand deceives the

ye.

“'] steals a look at the farmer man.
1 see the sweat coming out on his forehead.
He goes over and closes the front door
and watches me some more. Directly he
says:

“ e[| bet you twenty 1 can pick the
shell the ball's under now."

“ ‘After that,' gnes on Andy, ‘there was
nothing new to relate. He only had $860
in cash in the house. When I left he fol-
lowed roe to the gate. There wore tears in
his eyes when he shook hands.

“* “Bunk,” says he, “thank you for the
only real pleasure I've had in years. It
brings up happy old days when 1 was only
a farmer and not an agriculturist. God
bless you"'."

Here Joff Peters ceased, and 1 inferred
that his story was done.

“Then you think"—1 began.

*Yes," said Jeff. “Something like that.
You let the farmers go ahead and amuse
themeelves with politics. Farming's a lone-
some life—and (hey've boen against the shell
game before.” ¢

‘Smith used to represent energy
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FORMED HER OWN ORCHESTRA

MRS, J. CLINCH SMITH DECIDED
- 70 HIRE ONLY WOMEN.,

P
American Startled Parls by Her Project,
but Went Ahead With It fte Success
~Primary Purpese Was te Find an
Organization to Play Her Compositions.

One of the women to spread in Euvrcpo
the American reputation for enterprise
and initiative is Mrs, J. Clinch Smith, who
is well known to New York scciety. Mra,
to New
York iduring the years she lived here, as
she came from Chicago and imported with
her much of the breeziness and self-reliance
of the West. Her husband is a member
of the family which hails from Smith-
town, L. I., and {8 a brother of Mrs. Stanford
White. Heand his wife have lived in Europe
for the Jast five years. Mra. Smith was
Miss Bertha Barnes of Chicago.

Bhe has always been fond of music and
after she had settled in Paris Mrs. Smith
published two of her compositions. These
were a “Réverie” and “Pensées Fugitives.”
Jike composers who publish their music
from other motives than the mere love of
composition, Mrs. Smith wanted to enjoy
the pleasure of hearing it played. Her
works were suited to a small orchestra,
but as it happened no orchestra small or
large requested the right to play them. |

This gave Mrs. Smith the opportunity

! True, for many yeara he had been kept

as to her intentions were told, She was
going to form an orchestra of women to be
twice ; large as that of Colonne and en-
gage the Trocadero for these musical Ama-
Zons. s
The wealth of this fair and musical Ameri-
can, 8o the storiea had it, wes in excess of
all other Amédrican fortunes. Had not her
ndfather received by grant from the
mlm the entire State of Indiana with
its prosperous cities and fertile ﬂok{:?
y
litigation from the enjoyment of this vast
domain, but the President of the United
States had just decided in his favor and
part of these millions wera to be used to
form the great orchestra that Mme, Smith
was to maintain for her own amusement.
:Fhew were some of the storics told in Paris,
hey spread through Eurone and beforu
Mrs., Smith had brought the organization
into existence it was famous,

As she wanted a string orchestra with |

only the wood wind instruments to formm a
background Mrs. Smith was not com-

lloﬁrto look for women players of the
rass instruments, who' are so hard to
find and are rarely as efficient as men.
Critios agree that in the string and wood
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to give Europe a taste of the American
woman's, enterprise. Since no orchestra
had offered to play her music, she decided
to form her own orchestra. This artistic
jdea was followed by another. As an or-
chestr= nrimarily intended to play her own
compositions, she decided to have its mem-
bers all of her own sex. Mrs. Smith sum-
moned to her apartments all the women
musicians she knew and before long she
had the formation of her orchestra well
under way.

The news of her enterprise created great
amazement in Paris. All sorts of theories

3

WHNO PLAYY THE OBOK,

wind choirs women players may acoom-
plish results mdn enough to oom;zn—
sate for the of vigor and force that
men impart to their playing. Mrs. Smith
therefore confined her orchestra of twenty-
four members to these instruments.

A8 it was, the task of finding phmm
was not easy. Violinists and ‘cellists
could be found on all sides.
players on the okoe, clarinet and flute that
were hard to find. They were sscured
after a while, however, although it required
a draft on all pations to supply them.
The names of the women are scarcely
suffjcient indication of the cosmopolitan
character of the orchestra, The first
violinists are Renée Shirmer, Sergent
| Ryval and Andrée Faure; the cellists, Marie
| Gabry and Lina Mezzapo, and the pianist is
Aimée Gabry. Among the other players
are the three women whose pictures are
shown. ;

So soon as Mrs, Smith had rehearsed
her cohorts into what she considered ef-
ficiency they made their appearance at
a concert to which she invited her friends.
They had previously played in private and
' rehearsed diligently every day. Mrs. Smith

allows nothing amateurish to interfere

of course, sufficiently numerous to keep
the orchestra busy, nor would the director
allow that. Their répertoire includes the
works of Haydn, Handel and Mozart
suited to a small orchestra, and they draw
on the gems of older composers, such as
Grétry, Lulli and Cherubini. Then thé
modern French composers occaslonally sup-
ply compositions that seem suited to this
small orchestra of women players.

It has repeatedly been announced in the
foreign newspapers that Mrs. Smith was
to carry her orchestra through the Yuro-
peam cities, but no such idea has ever en-
tered her head. The players are solely

MLLE. TOMAR,
CLARINETIST

SILE, GRATZ,
THRE FLAYVIIST.

for her own amusement, and she maintains
the orchestra just as Prince Esterhazy
and other rich men of the past did. The
support of such an orchestra in Europe
does not need the wealth of all the State
of Indiapa. In the prevailing rate of
players' %®alaries a much smaller sum
would do it. While the members of the
orchestra are too much occupied to play
with any other organizations they have
time to teach and thus increase the incomes
th%y receive for playing.

he so-called “Damen-Kapelle” from
Vienna are numerous and there is scarcely
a city in Europg without one. They have
never been adoepted, however, as anything
but the adjunct of a beer garden or a turn
in a variety show. There are two women's
orchestras playing in the continuous thea-
tres in this country. One of them was
originally situated in Boston and has been
very su ul. None of these, however,
plave serious music.

here are two women's orchestras in
New York, larger than Mrs. Smith's, al-
though neither of them is maintained by a
private individual. One is composed of
professional talent, while the Symphony
Club, as it is called, gives it8 concerts in
private, and the audiences are admitted
only on invitation. The Olive Mead Quar-
tet, which is the must successful of all
musical organizations composed of women,
takes its place on the same footing as the
men's organizations. 1t makes ita money
by its concert engagements just as the
Kneisel Quartet does. The only musictal
organization in New York supported by
one individual is the Flonzalay Quaitet,
which Herman de Coppet maintains for his
pleasure.

LETTUGE TRIPS T0 EUROPE

SOUTHERN YOUNG WOMAN'S
WAY OF MAKING MONEY,

A

She Discovered the Methed of Ralslng
Hleached Lettuce and It Has Since |Pald
All Her Expenses—Winter Hotels a
Great Boon to Women in the Seuth.

“My lettuce trip this year will be ten
weeks abroad. It is the longest trip I
have ever made and 1 expect to have the
time of my life, of course.”

The speaker was a young Southern
woman who*for the last six years has been
making money by raising and selling
bleached lettuce during the winter,

“The fi purchase | made with my
Jettuce money was a spring suit and for
8 long time to all my family and friends
that was known as ‘Mildred's lettuce dress.’
Now although 1 live at home and so have
no board to pay, everything I have is bought
with the money I make on my lettuce, but
only my summer trips tell the story.

“It was really an inspiration, the way
my method of earning my own income
began. You know we always had a pit
for keeping the hothouse plants through
the winter—a rough affair, just a hole in
the ground, about six feet deep, with the
sides boarded up and a top of any sert
of boards that happened to be lying around
the place.

“That year—the year that I had my in-
spiration—the flowers were potted and put
in the pit unusually early because some-
body asserted there was immediate danger
of frost. Instead of frost ocoming im-
medlately it was weeks later and then it
caught the pit uncovered and the next
morning the flowers were a wreck,

“You see, having been put in the pit

unusually early they had become less hardy
than they would have been had they been
allowed to remain out of doors during
the first cold nights. We tried watering
them with water fresh from the well and
all the other homely means within the
reach of a honsehold living in the suburb
of a small SBouthern city. Nothing did any
good.
“It was about the most forlorn looking
flower pit you ever could imagine. I sup-
pose that was the reason some one was
thoughtful enough to put-the top on; instead
of showing a mass of blooming plants the
pit bad become an eyesore.

“It was early in December that happening
to be in that pary of the front yard one morn-
ingl Ilf§d one of the boards and took a peep

in, It a mass of dead flower stalks, but
in one o 1wost beautiful head
of bleachied lettuce I had ever seen.

*It was a volunteef' plant that in the rich
soll of & flower pot, with just enough light
and moisture, had grown to perfection.

Remembering that my mother was not well

. . v

and also that she was particularly fond of '

lettuce I climbed down and brought it out,
pot and all.

A few minutes after I had gone into
the house and while we were still admiring
my find theie was & knock at the front
door. It wasa waiter from the large winter
hot'ql across the streetf,

“The boy said a gentleman, a guest
the hotel,” had reported to the manager
that while out walking he had seen a lady
in our yard with a quantity of bleached
lettuce. The manager had sent down to ask
us to sell him some for his sick guests.

“My mother was quick enough to know
a good thing when she saw it. She imme-

diately sent the lettuce, in the pot, to the |

manager with the message that that was the
only plant she had at present but ghe hoped
to be able to supply more in a few weeks.

"ﬁha #et no price on that one head but I

don't think she was a bit surprised when a
few minutes later the hotel boy came back
with a dnllnr bill and a message from the
manager saying he would take all she could
raise.
“Before that day ended every flower pot
in the pit had a lettuce plant in it. I had
gone into town and picked up all the young
plants to be had from the floriets, After
getting the plants the next auestion was
securing the requisite amount of light,

_“The first plant had been in such 4 posi-
tion that a ray of light coming through
a crack in the'board top had struck it. Of
course we couldn’t manage that with a pit
full of pldnts. One of our neighbors sug-
gested that we get small paper bags to
glip over each plant. She said that durin
slavery days their old negro gardener hac
bleachied plants successfully in that way.

“One susmaliun led to another, In the
end | decided to give up the money I had
been saying for a new winter jacket to buy
glass filled frames to cover the pit. Under
t}llishglau cover we decided to streteh white
cloth,

*The result of that first experiment was
not entirely successful. The lettuce was
fine in quality but was a little too green
in color.

“For our second planting, and we made
only two that year, we got thicker cloth.
While we didn't get a dollar a head for it,
the price it brought wae very good and the
next year I went into the business of raising
lettuce on an extensive scale,

“Besides that old flower pit 1 had three
others, larger but not so deep, dug and the
bottom covered a foot deep with thoronghly
retted refuse from the stable, had my
own young plants, and as fast as one plant
was taken out another was put in,

“1 raised and sold six crops that season
and at the end had enough money to buy
that first letiuce dress of mine and to pay
my expenses for four weeks that summer
at tho scashore,

“The noxt Year I added still another
pit to my plentation and began to experi-

ment with other varieties of lettuce. 1|

am glad 1 made my experiments xo early
in my experience, for the next season the
second large winter hotel in our neighbor-
hood was opened, and I have since bad all
I could do to keep the two supplied with
bleached lettuce. I haven't had aither
the time or the space for experimenting

“1 decided after that senson's experi-
ments that the large loose leal variety was
the best for bleaching, not only because
it in the most rapid in growth, bui becau e
the leaves being uncrimped bleach evenly
and are exosedingly orisp.

“The cloth whioh 1 have found beat for

of l

the shield under the glass is unbleached
| cotton sheeting of medium weight. At
| first, before we could afford to go into the
| business so deeply, we used any and every-
| thing in the way of old cotton cloth that
| happened to be in the house.

| “Mv pits are four feet deep and one foot
+is filled in with rich earth. This earth
I have carefully removed at the end of
each season, and at the beginning of the
| next have new earth put in.

“One or two of the nurservmen near us
have tried to compete with me, and I believe
the reason they have not met with better
success is that they have replenished in-
stead of renewing the earth in the bottom
of their pits. Then, too, they have con-
tended that my pits are unnecessarily deep,
that lettuce is a comparatively hardy plant
and only needs to be protected from the
direct frost,

“That may be perfectly true, but I am
trying to raise and bleach my plants to
perfection, and I believe that to accomplish
that the temperature should be kept about
the same. Four feet below the surface in
our olimate will insure this result, ro I per-
severe with my method and let them argue
the point.

“Last winter I added cuoumbers to my
crop and a few tomato plants. The cucum-
ber vines I trained up on the eide of the
pit, with the tomatoes in the bottom. Of
course this pit bad no bleaching cloth.
The result was not entirely satisfactory,
as both plants were touched by frost just
as they were nearing perfection.

“Next season 1 shall make the same ex-
periment {n & dneger it, and if they should
| again be touched by the cold I think I shall
resort to artificial heat. A small oil stove
I am sure would be ample for a good sized
pit and would,not prove too expensive to
make the venture profitable.

_ “The oom‘n‘ of the large winter hotels
in the South has given' many means of
earning & living to the thrifty Southern

{ Wwomen, I know of several women who
| make snug little sums every season selling
flowers. ne sent her daughter to a fash-

jonable boarding school by cultivating and
selling watercress.”

! (QUEER HEARTS,

Some lLong, Some Short and Some (n the
Small of the Hack. y
There is one otirious fact which not every-
body notices about the common, finger
long, green caterpillars of our larger moths,
Their hearts, instead of being in front,
are at the hack of the body and extend
along the ontire length of the animal.
One oan see the heart distinctly through
the thin skin and can watch its slow beat,
! which starts at the tail and moves forward
| to the head.
Hearts of this sort reaching from head
| to tail are not atall uncommon in the simpler
| creatures, says S0 Nicholas, The earth-
| worm has one, and so have most worms,
| caterpillars and other crawling things,
; Hearts in the middle of the back are also
| quite as frequent as those in what seems
1 to us to be the natural place., Many ani-

mals, the lobster, for example, and the

orayfish and the crab, which bave short

hearte like thosa of tha heauts and hirds,

navertheless have them placed just

the shzil in what in ourselves would be

the umall of the baok,
r - -
4

It was the |

with their work. Rehearsals are bheld
reg{ularl&:very day.
rs. ith's own compositions are not, |

| the gkill in riding that she had a

HARD PATH OF THE CLIMBER

ONE ROAD TO SOCIAI, EMINENCE
FIOWER STREWN.

Presents as a Means of Breaking Into So-
clety —Mistakes of the CHmbers ~An
fnvitation That Dign't Invite~The lJn-_
Kknewn Hostess—Paris and Newpert.

The steamer had reached her pier only &
short time before and the distinguished
passenger had just arrived at her home.
She was coming hack to settle some business
matters and had not been in her native
city for several years, in fact since the day
she married the bearer of one of the oldest
titles in France.

She was in the drawing room talking with

some ©of her intimate friends when the
gervant brought in a large box of flowers.
He opened them and handed the card to
the lady.
/ “Whe in the world can that be?” she
asked, knitting her brows. “James Smith?
.Oh, that's the little man I met just before
the steamer landed. But what beautiful
rosesl  And how did he find out that 1 was
at my mother's house?"

She began to lift the long stemmed Amer-
ican Beauties and the heavily fragrant
gardenias out of the box.

“Think, girls,” she said, “of having @&

t man send you such beautiful flowers when

you have only talked with him for five
minutes on a steamer about the skyscrapers
tint were built after you went to Paris to
livel Men did not use to do that in my
days as a girl.”

One of the women to whom she was
talking smiled knowingly. \

“Tall me, girls,” she went on, “is it really
customary for men to send women such
flowers on such short acquaintance nowa-
days? 1 was not really five minutes with
that man,”

It was then that one of her visitors ex-
plained such unusual attention.

“1 don't want to minimize your charms
in the least, Fanny,” she began, “but lots

.of us have had flowers from that man.
1 am perfectly certain that he finds you
much more fascinating than any of the
rest of us, but in spite of that fact he does
gand us flowers—all of us. He's the worst
climber in New York!"

“Climber?" repeated the expatriate from
New York. “Do tell me what he is and
what else he is going to do.”

“Why, he knows who you are and the
sort 'of people you know in New York,"
went on the friend while the new arrival
stood with the flowers in her hands too
interested in the description of a new type
to put them down, “and he has always
been crazy to know that kind himself.
8o he eagerly takes advantage of every
acquaintance to put him forward. He
has plenty of money and he is arriving
rapidly. He manages all his mancmuvres
just as adroitly as he did with you. You
know it's delightful to receive such beauti-
ful lowers.” .

“I don't at all-well 1 don't know," said
the recipent of the American Beauties,
“Of course they are nice, but he must be

a horrid littfe person.”

:Bul he's not.” went on the story, “he's
not eapecially objectionable if he was not
guch a struggler. Now when you acknowl-
edge those flowers, which you cannot help
doing because the address is on the card,
you will have to say at least that you hope
to have the pleasure of seeing him some
time in the future.

“That's the way those people always get
the better of you. Not to acknowledge their
Yresents is a greater rudeness on your part
than the presumption of theirfsending them.
Of course such a note would be sufficlent
inkitation to him and he would call promptly.
Then he would ask }'ou to lunch or dinner
at Sherry's and all the other guests would be
invited to meet Countess Volauvent. )

“That would be a great social asset to
him. Now you understand why in addition
to your own irresistible charms the flowers
came so promptly after you had met the
gentleman.”

“Well, in spite of what you tell me " was
her observation, “I think he's a horrid
little man and I won't do any of the things
he asks me to.”

Either the lady did not understand the
persistence or she surrendered before the
attack became too annoying, for one of the
entertainments of the late sprinrx season
was the dinner given by Mr. Klymer to
the Countess Volauvent.

He was following the way of getting into
the set he aspired to which has become
the most popular and easiest to men with
money and the desire to penetrate into
certain classes of society. There are vari-
ous ways of doing this, None has been
found so effective as the process of makin
%ma in the way of the gentleman who sen
the flowers after five minutes oconversation
on the deck of a steamer,

“I shall never forget the man who gave
away the horses,” said one man of a group
who were discussing in a club window the
different ways of ing in where one
wanted to . “He was determined to
get in if he broke himself in the attempt.

“There was no danger of that, however,
for he had plenty of money, although he
did plunge on the presents. He was de-
voted to hunting, although he could scarocely
stick on a hors2, and he got to know the first
people of the kind he wanted by putting
up all the horses and the money for a weekly
hunt in a winter resort near New York.

*It used to bé a great cinch for the girls
who went out there when the old man first
began to olimb. If the girl had the sort
of position he envied she was fairly certain
to get a horse before she came horne.

“The number of hunters that were pre-
sented that winter would have equipped
a first class hunt anywhere, It was the
simplest thing that ever happened. ‘You
like the horse? All right, he's yours,'

“And that is the way the thing went on all
winter. It was plunging a bit, but prob-
ably the old fellow doesn’t regret it a ole
gince he's where he was trying so
get.

rd to

“I remember he made one mistake, A
very attractive girl came out to ride. She
happened to have the same name as a ver
distinguished New York family, althoug
she was not in the least related to them
pnd did not even know them,

“The old man was too young at the game
to be informed on all the branohes o,.tha
family, and he tried the horse gag on her,
She took the best, of course, and it was
ex!md to her happy Harlem home.

Well, he was very unhappy when he
found it out, It was too late to get the
animal back, for he had presented it out-
ri{hl 10 the girl.

‘Do you mean to gay?' he asked me, ‘that
ghe's no relation to -the Gramercy-Squares
who go to Newport every summer? Well,
I'm astonished! How could I have made
such a mistake as to give her Torpedo?'

“ ‘What do you care? 1 asked him. ‘She's
a very pretty girl and you liked her. What
;Hm:irgnm does it make to whom she is re-
ated?'

“I knew well enough, but I warted to
rub it in.

“Luck always comes (o people like this
g0 it happened that not long after he had

iven the herse to the young woman with
the impressive name one of the horse aeal-
ers notified him that there was an animal
in the auction to be held on a ocertain day
that would probably suit him. He bought
in at a #mall price the identical horse,

“The owner did mot need it in Harlem
and she rarely had oocasion to utilize
ulred
at boarding school. She aoccepted the
present, however, and offered the horse for
wale am =oon as enough time had elapsed.”

Sometimes the man who pays so much
for wocial honors does not get {Ill money's
worth. This was the fate of an ambitious
New Yorker who went to London severa!
roars ago and called on an American of
dtla who was living there.

Hhe knew that he and his pretty wife

were anxious to see somethi { o
o than (heatres and hotole aiihoash

-~

tHey dever saw much eles of New Yo,
b Very @enerous,

Tho&rnn rich and
80 as this Ldy oould L d
viewed such phenomena: wi.t? thg neye':

experbnoo.

You ought to see lomothlnhol London
society,” said experimentally to the
gg:bundl%n. :ch. u’Yo‘\ixrlwifo is 80 pretty,

would enjoy it and I am sure peg,
liketoknowber” People

e murmu 8 sym with
ouo'lln. worthy plurpooo.bo Pé yd say

“There's ng to 8 garden
next week. ‘Io'll see to It that you g(\w’

The two lived until the day of that party
in'an ether of pure delight. It was intox[.
oating to feel that they were to ba the
guests of royalty at such a near date

‘l‘heg‘dwero a little pervous when the
card not come two days before the
event. They were reassured, however
by a letter from their friend which invited
them to come to her house and go thence
to the ion. In an outburst of gratj.
tude the husband went to a jewellor and
rurohuod a ocorsage pin that cost in Armer.
ecan money more than $15,000.

Now the woman who had interested
herself to do so much had been ill and
rather careless about her promise. She
had not got the invitation to the law

y and had meant to take the two wi

r, which would have been in itself an

inm:lulty.

n she was too ill on the day of the
party to go at all and it was too lata ty
repair her error she bethought herself
of the expedieni of simply scratching out
her name and writlng in that of the Amer.
joan and his wife. She did that and started
the two off, to the garden partf'.

They got in, but that was all. The name
on the card was sufficient to entitle them
to admission after some discussion, but
the presence of the two who had come in
on a transferred card was soon known
and they met with ioy glances from the
few persons who recognized them. They
did not tarry long. :

The particular mistake that their friend
had made in her hurry to make something
out of them was to overlook the fact that
no guests were received at this party unless
they had first been presented at court.

It was 'eotly obvious, therefore, to
everybody that this woman had not been
at court,

“You. ought really to have been more
careful,” one of her friends said to the
woman who had got them into the scrape,
“You know it must have been very em-
barrassing to them.”

L don't:'zae why.; 'Mhtihe complacent
answer, r o ng Americans
ought to buveﬁen glsémb; get there in any
way., ['ll never see them again and don't
exgect to think of the matter.”

or several seasons this unfortunate
indifference on the of the lady put
an end to their social aspirations. ay
had money enough to recover, however,

Another case of an attempted ascent
that failed happened at Newport.

“When I was in Paris in April,” said a girl
who has been in soclet{ long enough to
understand its ways, “I met Lady Axel
Grese, who used to be little Mabel Jumpup
when she came on here frem California.
I never knew her until after her marriage
but met her at a few places in London.

“She rushed up to me in Paris as if we
had been intimate friende all our lives and
told me she was coming out that summer
to America for the first time in several
years. She that she was going to
take a house at Newport and hoped I would
come to see her.

“I mumbled something and kept on
mumbling the same thing every time she
met me in Paris and insisted that I must
be her guest. I knew they hadn't much
mohey and wondered how they happened
to be taking such a house when she men-
tioned the villa at which she was to be.

“In June she came back to New York
to remind me of my promise to visit
her at Newport in July. She wrote that
one of my intimate friends had promised
to come at the same time and said we
must be together. That thing kept up
until July and I decided to get rid of it all by
accepting the invitation.

“I wrote to the Newport address that |
would be there on a certain day by a certain
train. A servant met me and took my
maid and me to the house. 1 was rather
surprised that my hostess or my friend had
not c}:ﬁv&r; dogn.i ' :

2. ss Smith stop with Lad
Grese?' I asked, . M d

“ ‘Oh.'she is not here yet,' the man said.
‘But you are expected. Lady Axel Grese
is not expected until next week.'

“ ‘Expected!' I gasped. ‘Why this is her
house!' '

“ ‘No, ma'm,” he said smiling. ‘This is
Mrs. Cantgetin'e house. She expects you,
however, and will be down immediately.
Lady Grese is coming next week.’

“Now that woman I knew by renutation
as & fearful climber and a very vulgar per-
son who had been struggling for a long
time, It was perfectly out of the question
that I should for a minute consent to be her
ﬁueﬂ at Newport or anywhere else. That

ttle creature had tricked me into coming
there on the nretence that it was her house,
whereas she had merely been invited to get
the kind of women there that her friend
wanted to know,

“ Don't trouble Mrs, Cantgetin,' T said
*The carriage is still there. It can take me
to the hotel, where I will communicate with
some of my friends here.’

“And dogou know that little Axel Gresa
woman had the audacity to write me that
that sort of thing was done in England all
the time and that she thought it must also
be customary here. She had been 1in
England for five years and forgotton all
about Amerioan ways. She never had
known the best American ways at any time
in her life.”

NEW YORK GETS THE MISFITS.

From All Over the Country Tallors Send
Thelr Mistakes Here.

For a time a sublimated old clo’ man uged
to have everything his own way in the mis-
fit line. He was far down town and kept
in addition to his stock of cheap ready made
clothes misfit garments made by other
tailors.

He began business by dealing only in the
garments sent here by London tailors and
sold by their customers because they could
not be made to fit. Later he extended his
trade to the extent of taking the same sort of
mistakes turned out by smart Fifth avenuse
tailors. To this day he thrives in the same
store in which he first began & business un-
known before that time in New York.

As there is a limit to London misfits and
those created on Fifth avenue and the de-
mand for clothes of this kind has continued
large other fields had to be explored for the
supply. These have been found, and smart
tailors in other cities in the United States ar®
now proudly advertised as the source of gar-
ments which are not at all in the same class
as the ready made and are distinctly above
anvthing like a second hand suit.

The new garments that supply the New
York d for misfits come from Brown
of Boston, Smith of Chicago and Jones of

Washington. Then follow along Kansas
City, roit, Providence and variouf
cities that were never before regaried

as centres of the tailor's art.

The history of these garments before
they reach New York is simple. The old
clo’ business is now so thoroughtly or

anized that buyers are in every large
e best market for these miefit eul

here.

Men who deal in
in other cities know that
dealers want all the misfit garments '
can buy, and rromptly send on to thi
any clothes of that kiad they are &'\
get hold of. This has resulted in the
chase of all misfit suits for the metroj
market,

In any other city such garments
simply as second hand clothes, a~
glamour of the “misfit™ has not tra'
so far Here they fetch higher 7
than the cheapest ready made clothe

.'z{u

®
second hand clohed
the New )ork
ey
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Hoast of a Bankrupt Haron
From the London Daily Moy
In his public examination in York
ruptey Court yesterday Sir Willian Vi
Bart., of Hazelwood Cgstle, Yorks!
the oMeial receiver that the crediions
get all their money, A
“"We have,” he said, “paid 20 in 15
for 000 vears and we are going '0 n
g" ‘nolhcr 900 vears without the hol
ankruptey Court,”




