Petite Actress Now a Business
Woman, With No Y earn-
ing to Return to the Stage.
ToWorktoPrevent Cruelty

to Amumals One of the Great
Purposes of Her Life, Thus

Former Stage Idol Says

ER eyes as full of fire and
her steps as light as
when she danced into
the hearts of rugged

California forty-niners, Lotta Crab-
v2e, the most enthusiastic and per-
haps the most successful woman

owner of thoroughbred racing
horses, in a remarkable interview
givers to a reporter in Boston re-

cently says that the most serious
purpose of her life is to prevent
cruelty to animals.

Lotta is a determined woman
and every one knows she means
what she says. Imagine this clever
woman, whose life started on the
stage, where she made grand-
mothers by the hundreds weep as
girls at her Little Nell, or laugh
at her interpretation of Topsy and
the little Detective, in old Niblo’s
Garden in lower Broadway, New
York, and whose life is fow re-
volved about great racing horses,
who finds her greatest ideai In love
and kindness to dumb beasts!

" w
Owns Famous Raeer Somoma Girl.
ESS than a weok ago Lotta

bought the famous Sonoma Girl
for $28900. Twice she saw her
beaten In fair races, but it
worry her a bit-that Is,

was not permitted to see that

The art of the actress moy

1 something to ‘do with the
of her emotions. When
rze had fafledl to make even a
alr showing In the stake race that
meant thousands of dollars to her,
otta stepped from her automobile,
valked over to the track and in sight
f the crowd that filled the grand-
tand and NHned the rafl, stroked the
lecik neck of the winner ard stood st
iis slde until the foral plece had been
rlaced about his neck.

Then, smiling and apparently ob-
ivious to her surroundings, she in-
cilbed her head and breathed the
sweeiness of the flowers. Some sald it
wae acting; if t was, it wag very
n ly done. The c¢rowd cheered her
julte as much as it did the winner.

Loita will not admit that she owns
more than two racehorses—Sonomo
Girl and My Star—but there are twenty
racers in the Crabtree stables

2 4 b
Fond of Animals.

Out at “Brother Jack's"
Mas husetts, where Lotta spends
much of her leisure time Iin the sum-
mer, there are many evidences of her
fondness for animals. From the broad
veranda one can see the white salls of
the yachting fleet. The house is large

ression

place, in

und homellke, with broad lawns and
many f rs. If you go to see Lotta
she greeis you with unaffected cordial-
ity.

You have only to express a wish and
she will take you out to the stables ur
to the pasture where the
horses by name and they come at her
commanrd. A dog trots at her side
with Lilg nose at her finger tips. In the
a merrv-faced monkey quite as
child chatters

she calls

stable
large as a
and zrins w
Httle wor

in his cage
it when the dainty
to it. Speaking o
tia paid a trioute to the girl
|y! 1 '\ 4 4 .

n chirps

ew better dressed women
in the country than Lotta. Her gowns
t t showy, but they are flne and
de and she what bhe-
her and bhow to wear it. She
nuch of her time in Boston,
e Iz known as a shrewd but
iod bindly business woman,
assegsors fligure her hoid-
Hoston at more than $800,000,
property is not all in thig city
mweans. A considerable part of
vast sum came to her through
x office during her thirty and
vears on the stage, some of It
from her parents who, Mke her,
stage people, and the rest is the
ul { successful speculation in real
in Boston and In Naw York.

W w
Lotta Talks “Horse.”
Here is what Lotta said in her in-
terview:
“I think we have at last solved the
problem of Sonoma Girl breaking as
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AMERICANS CRUEL

| 1 <o think that America is the most
| reuel nation on earth to horses, with
{its asphalt pavements that no horse
{ can keep his footing on in teh snow
and ice, and the utter lack of laws
| to enforce shop shoeing. “l have
to leave the city every winter be-

| cause ] can’'t stand the sight of the |
|

| poor dears breaking their legs

be only brick ‘or cobblestone
ments.—~LOTTA CRABTREE.

avery |
day ©f the week. Theer ought to |
m\,’i’- '
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-
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“Why, your dog is a part of your-
self, almost—a sort of family friend,
and I Jove them almost as much s
horses They are more intelligent, but
then they have always lived wi'h man,
and it is my firm bellef that if the
horse were given as much freedom,
and if he weren't too large to come
into the house and 10 follow you dowa-
town, that he would prove to have an
even higher ordered intelligence than

dogs.
" w
Prevention of Cruelty.

“Out West I've heard tales of how
the ranch horses prove their friendship
to their masters. One out in Montana,
I've heard, from good authorities, has
been known to rescue his owner when
the latter had been tied to a burning
pyre by Indians. He simply made use
of the little trick that he had been
taught of untying knots in ropes with
his teeth.

“Uid you know that one of my Nfe
purposes is to help prevent cruelty to
animals,” sald Miss Crubtree, adding
32 new touch to her conversation. ‘I
hope that expressing myself in the
paper will help the cause along jut
a little.

“Oh, it is beautiful—marvelous—the
courage the poor things show. If Lhe
public was not so desircus of seelng
man and beast do the almost seeming-
ly impossible thipgs—dangerous feals
of every sort—if only they would en-
courage naturalness, they would see
even more wonderful things.

“It »s & morbid desive (hat people
nave today, and it is on a level with
%2 love of bullfights and gladitorial
combais.

“What I like in*animal performances
is the natural, cunning things that are
prompted by thelr own intelligence
rather than dJdolng stunts that they
don't understand about and riskiug
their dear little Iives.

“l1 wonder if people stop to think,

when they hear a tiny ary bird
fllllng the house «ith music all day
long, that it al> o mes from a tny

throat not a quarter of an inch wide!
Why, the very moun would be consid-
ered wonderful If it only appear once
in two months. L

“So it is with everything in naturse,
and yet man must demand life-blood
him from boredom."’

Miss Lotta 1s a dainty woman and
lives surrounded by beauty and lux-
ury. Every ore who knows her must
feel attracted to her, and her old
fricnds tell of her great genercsily
and grace of heart.

“Do you ever have occasionil Inclin-
aticn to return to the stage?” was
the natural query put to Lot:a,, for it
joes not seem quite natural to address
her as Miss Crabtree. When with her
there i= the gonstant fear that you
will forget and address her as Lotta,
though she does not mind the slip, but
acoords the privilege as that of an oid
friend of the stage days.

“Not for a gingle day since [ petired
heve i ever wished to go back evan for
one performance,” answers the little
woman. “I go to the theater a great
deal and I enjoy It. I love to go, but
on the stage, never. I remember dis-*
cussing that subject with Joseph Jef-

to save

she did at the races,’
Crabtree before started out ycs-
terday, “‘and I am so happy and re-
Heved to know that it is something she
will get over

said Miss Lotta

At Buffalo, you know, on one of the
turns, she was run into, the driver
was thrown, and she ran away. And
now her memory of that episode is so
painful that she aiways thinks some
cne s golng to run into her agcoin.
But she must learn to forget, and then
she will be all right.

“She is a beautifully mannered mare
and one that I am very proud to own.

“I bad an offer for her Thureday,
at a price even greater than what 1
paid for her, but I refused it.

‘““What do I like best about horses?
Why, tameness is the chief quality
that I admirein them. But, of course,
speed counts. Theres must be some of
beth In a horse, but I really prefer
courage and pluck in a horse of mod-
erate speed rather than faint-hearted-
ness in a faster animal.

“I am passionately fond of trotters
and always have been. It seems so
wonderful to me how they can do ft—
how they can lift thelr feec so swiftly
and let them fall so lghtly, and en-
dure it all, mile after mile. I don't
believe the public half realizes quite
how wonderful it is.

“High speed Is the craze this year
even more than last. Why, formcr
fevorites of the race track are losing
fovor this year before the speedier
horses that are appearing.

“The question in my mind s, Wil
the taste of the public rebound next
year and not demand such swiftness”

“Because, if it doesn't, 1 can’t imag-
ine where the horses will come from
that will be able to satisfy them.

“Which do I prefer, form or speed?

Well, form makes smooth speed, of
course, although there is really no rule
about it. BSonoma Girl's driver says
that when he Is driving her he really
dcesn't realize just how fast she ix
going, because her gait is =0 smooth
and so poetically graceful.

“Ch, 1 certainly prefer form to
sheer brute strength In a horse, even
at the sacrifice of a little speed and en-
durance.

“What T love most to see Is the way
they ride out em the California
rancaes, where a slilp of a girl will go
out to the corral, single out a Lrencho,
and lepe bareback like the wind, with
that easy, graceful swing over the
mountain roads that none could imi-
tate In a tight-fitting riding habit.

w "

Nature Her One Great Passion.

“Nature is my one great passion, I
always prefer what is most natural in
Not but that T love
to see Eastern giris riding so easlly
and smoothly through the parks
in their riding habits. But it seems
to me that there iz the same dif-
ference between these two styies of
riding that there I8 between ‘natural
dancing’ and ballroom dancing.

“The first comes spontaneously to the
rider or the dancer as the means of
expressing the exuberance of being
alive. The second is the fruit of care-
ful training, and it is cxquisite, but
artificial.

“Of course, all that sort of thing
means a great deal of skill, and any
amount of training, but it isn't grace-
ful and beautiful.

“I mave only a couple of horses, My
Star and Sonoma Girl, but my brother
with whom I live has eighteen or
twently fine racers, a good many of

animals or people.

them on tue farm down here at Squan-
tum, where I am spending the sum-
mers. Our twelve favorites are So-
noma Glirl, of course, and then Stella
Oakes, Roan Wilkes, My Star—who
was the fastest green pacer !ast year—
Hall Direet, who i{s the best bred stal-
lion fn the world, they say, and Ro-
berta, Jenny Scott and Mary Scott—
both of the same family—Emma D.,
Lord Autograph, Nut Boy, and Gentry
Starr,

“Oh, I must tell you how dear My
Star was yesterday. He was roaming
around loose on the Squantum farm
when he came to my nelghbor's haby
in her little carriage.

“The child’s mother was afraid for a
moment that he was golng to harm
her, but just imagine! He leaned his
nead down and licked the baby's face
gently with his tcngue, and he came

back and repeated the horse-kiss sev-
eral times during the day!

“Doesn’t that show breeding, now?”
and Lotta’s eyes beamed in happliness,

“And I do think that 2 merica is the
most cruel nation on easth to horses,
with its asphalt pasements that no
horse can keep his footing on in the
snow and fce, and the utter lack of
laws to enforce shop shoeing,”” she
continued. T have to leave the cily
eévery winter because I can’'t stand the
eight of the poor dears brealfing tieir
legs every day of the week. There
ought to be only brick or cobblestone
pavements,

‘“Why, even the Back Bay dogs have
shoes now, and I think it's only rigit
in bad weather, where the creatures
are used to llving in th> house Lie
same as we are. 1 don't believe most
people realize how animais suffer,
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ferson once. Mr. Jefferson told me
that he could not exist without the ap-
plause of the public.

“I have npever felt
since I left the stage.
fine thing to have had
the public, and I look back upon iay
stage life with gratitude to all the
people who used to come to the theater
and who showed tha* they liked me.
like to remember the good will and the
respect they have shown me, but for
me thé applause of the public is now
only a pleasant memory. 1 have no ce-
Eire C seek It any more.

“My happlest thoughts as I gemem-
ber the yrars on the stage are of the
fondness of women and children for
me. | may say it is with a feeling of
pride that I recall the popularity [
enjoyed with them. I can say that no
woman or child ever came to see a

that yearning
I think it is a
the favor of

play of mine and was offended. My
pluys were always innocent, of good
moral tone, and it s worth something
to bo able to say that you kept the
respect and admiration of women and
chbildren by wholesome methods,
“Occasionally I am reminded that
there is a new generation now goin
to the theater, but the mothers have
not forgotten me. Very often I re-
celve a very gratifying letter from
some woman who thwmnks me for the
pleasure 1 gave her, and says she
wishes she could taks her children to
see me now. To have a moiher, who
saw you when she was a girl, remem-
ber you, and tell you she would like
to have her children see that kind of
a play i3 quite g pretty compiiment,
isn't it? My unknown correspondents
have ajways found me out, but since
I bought Scnoma Girl and people
were told whers [ wag I have had jet-
ters from quite & number who remem-
r me in the old days. It Is quite
~ from old friends.”
Lotta had been ohatting for an hour
na s d not mentioned one of her
i s 8. As every one who
comes before the public in aay form
must have, Mrse. Crabtres I8 pos-
sessed of one devoted fancy, and it is
collecting teapots. At hér home at
Mt Arlington, N, J., she has a fortune
in rare and arfistic creations of this
commodity, but her fondness Yor them
Is a part of her love of the artistic.

an e b

o

i./\f!ar;y Farmers i
l Are Nec Novices |
| At Banco Game |

|
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Lured by the Qistant appeal of fresh
alr, quietness, fresh €ggs and egtirs lib-

erty of action, the city worker picked a
“Jewel of a place,” nestiing in the hills.
Then the smcothness of a typical greaen-
goods game gz ew ypon hims with each
hour and each meal He could not
have longed io: fresh eggs; he was fed
on canned salmon; he had to sleep on a
busk bed. Then, as he deseribes it In
“The True Land of Bunco, * in the Sep-
tember Outing Magazine, he made his
final discovery. He says:

“Out by the bura stsod a big red frar-
mer's wagon evidently made ready for
& trip to town. Its lonx bo’y glistened
in the sun and & dingy cep vas rose ke a
huge tent over goods piled aigh within,
Some one was busily grooming a horse
in the dark Interior of the barn hard by
aud I boldly approached the wagon and
lifted the canvas. Shades of Ceres and
Fomona! What a sight I beheld! Great
square boxes not only filled the bottom
of the wag but were piled In tiers
One upon the other; full to the brim they
were with carefully arranged rows of
corn, jacketed in ULrightest green, with
peas whose pods fairly bulged in plump-
ness, with beets of dull carnine and to-
mmatoes of & ravishing crimson bue.
Finaily my eyes rested tpon ithe eggs—
dozens upon dozens of themm—and such
eggs!—great bufl and white miracies that
quite filled one of the largest boxes.

“1 gazed 1 this display of fresh-
garnered Sure with mingled emo-
tions. At first a consuming rage sent
the blood coursing to my temples and I
cienched my fists at the hideous mem-~
ory of that canned salmon.

“And then I smiled—smiled at a sud-
icn and Heaven-sent conception of the
humor of it all. I was the victim of a
{'reconcelved Idea. In the argot of the

bunco steerers I was the “come-on,” the
guileless, verdant one who, utting faith
in men, icaves his happy home in the
v

hope of achieving marerial happt-
S8 at & minfmum outlay and meets dis-
comfiture in the quicker wits of those
whose easy prey he is. 1 sought out my
landlady and paid my bill, not in anger
ion, with that up-against-

leaves yo consclous
of iInferiority and the loser's por-
Then I went back to the city and

tion.

iis restaurants, there to await the ar-
rival of my fresh country eggs, my

¥
longed-for vegetables and my

eace
mind.” I

BALLADE QF THE TROLLEY-RIDE.
Much they spaks of the gz
Of the 5-cent tourist's 3

Of the rural views that regale Hls sigl
The villas and vistas, and lawns and
leas,

~And the sylvan
my

i brotherhood of
Thus was gullibility pilied. i
But I want no more of their nickel
sprees—
A fig for the vaunted trolley-ride!

FPenned like sheep in the shambles tl
Urchins and daddies and heavyweﬁﬁz
shes,

With peddlers’ packs to encumber our
filght,
Nor room In the crush for a mouse to
sneeze;
The sitters wroth behind rows of
standees;
To the paint they cling with their teeth
Villas () and vistas (?) and odorless

breeze (

A fig for the v;

inted trolley-ride!

Homeward
A jughlt'l

nd wilder the scramble and strugal

Wity and squeeze, —
Yith ofly

plight, g

And laborers smoking their rank T.
).'s:

bound with the

shades of

mechanies to  worsen

With }:E's'm}' Sicillans from over the
seas, -

Whose picks and shovels we might abide

Could we dodge the fumes of their
garlic and choese.

A fig for the vaunted trolley-ride!

L ENVOL.
Prince, if I can’t have one of these—
. lx; auto, or b L;y. olr trap be denied—
shall wait my turn E rarse,
s p}nns»i n & hearse, if you
A fig for the vauntied trolley-ride!

—Puck.
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