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A Question
Of Caste

..«.By MARTHA FISHEL

Q
lN the florist's window a bunch nfI

l Copyright, 1904, by Martha Fishel

orchids of a rare green gray hue|

flaunted thelr imperial beauty In|

the face of a family of roses of
different complexions, white tulips and |
yellow jonquils. Every head nodded
attentively on its stem.
the orchids bud something important
to impart.

[
“We've just been bought for Ruth

Delorme.  She's the only American we |
would care to have own us," t.hey;
drawled,  “She's the season’s beauty,
which s the bhest we ean expeet In
tlits parvena country, where there's
not a title in sight unless it's borrow-

ed. We will say goodby to you all
No doubt we'll be taken to |

Vely Sooll.
n dinner and the opera and perhaps
look in at a couple of dances. That's
the lfe we are meant for. It's so

stupld here, ogled at through the glass |

by people cne couldn't really know.'

“Oh, Lhow lovely! And we are so
glad for you. But we wonder who
will buy us.”

The orchids could nol fmaglne for a
inoment where the little sighing whis-
por flonted from, bur after a surprized
circular gaze they saw resting against
the base ol the jde howl swhich held

i a8 b

 Fii s S Gl H

wood violets In'a
ranlet.

g minde thom gnsp.
Bl

Oifemnded s
nird, levelin vhee lnsolent sin
peraiit thoem-

ST R

ouly the socially

seives, thelr oetnis nssuimed scornful

“Well, vpou iy word! So much for

your moth reputation for mod

esty! If this isu't unlerbred’ famlliar-
G .

caien

Vi, untralned crea

ity, whuat i+ !
Ldres Withotl oocent,

“Sowe woell teaiieg, budly groomed
clerle will doe'tieses take you home to
his dowd of a wilfe,” the arvistocrats

—
caniinieg

“That will Le nlge If we can make
hee heppy And the drooped Dblue

LGeads nodded wistfully.
“A plebeicn ambition rightly suited
o your ntion,” sald the orchids.

“We'll he glad (o leave this place," they
whispered to un American Beauty rose
in a tall cut gluss vase. “The soviety
is Bo mixed! Think of them daring to
andidlress us! Wo'lte nwe at ail in the
sale sel. Tho e weeds are noe even ol
the Luglish species or thie double sort.

“OH, BUT, I SAY, WHATS THIS?"
They're not even distautly connected

. some and young,

It was evident | bages?¥"

AN Arrernoon nap now,”

They were roused by the door open-
Ing as a man entered. He was hand-
though somewhat
haggard, as if from loss of sleep. If his
clothes were somewhat sghabby they
were well cut, and he carried them

| with easy grace.

“I like his face,” sald each little vlo-

| let to the other as they preened and

prinked their petals while eylng the
stranger, who waus fingering some loose

. change In his pocket, a quizzical smile
on his lips,

| “You florists are a species of high-

way robber,” he laughed to the clerk.
“lave you any violets not worth their
weight in gold ?"

“Not a violet In the place. Every one
went before noon. The matinee girls
Just made a raid on them.”

The violets felt their hearts sink.

“1 wonder what he calls us—ecab-
murmured one of the little

bunech, still sore frow the orchids’

| taunts.,

The youug man regarded with a do-
hious eir the flowers heaped about so
prodigally.

*td, but, 1 o=
cauglht sight
to hayve deepened in hue g their efforts
to be seen,

*Oh, would you wunt those—that is,
we hardly expeet to sell them to our
pitrons. We bought a lot of themn as
a sort of charity rfrom a little lnme girl
In Brouxville and should probably bhave
given them away to a footinan or other
| servaut of some custommer—just give
them away as a grocer does a chiromo
[ with a pound of tea, 1f you want them

4 quarter will pay for the lot.”

When the violets saw the coln given
Land  feit themselves lifted from the

Zltss they breathed a sizh of content,
Cand when the eleek, wrapping them ju

tissue poaper, ploced them fnoa pereiy
box a fragrant breath of excitcimoent
| escaped them,

“This must be the padded hrougham
| the orchids spoke of to the roses.
[ Think how e were hedped in the
corner of a4 basket this wornlug! O,
exclusiveness las Its charms!"  Ad
they winked contentedly in thelr sofi
wrappings.
| The crackling of a wood fire—for the
spring day was damp—was the next
Jilug the flowers beard as they were
Lfted out amd put ln water, At tirsi
ol eyes were dazed, but after a few
ioments they absoroved the details of
the place,

The big, bare stwlio el
ecrle in the approachling dust, and with
its Lall finished eanvuases, Its walls
covered with studies in glowing colorn,
[ 1t lovked more a workrooin propoet
than a howe, Dut it was the home
of youthful, ardent and dominating

uy, what's this?" as he

looked

about it In his eyes was a biending of
the enthusinsm  of genius and  the
| stendfast fixity of purpose that an-
nihilates all obstacles to reach a goal.
"I've always felt I must succeed,

even when the hwpolite and intrusive

thought. “And now that Marchmont,
trait, I bhave little to fear.”

He walked over to where an unfin
Ished canvas on an easel
girl’s charming face.

[ “ITow different this winter Is feom

! . ' ]
iln.ql!' he musedl, *“Then you were my

companion at the art elasses, my Mt
tle friend fromn the country. studying,
oh, so faithfuliyy, but painting so bad
ly: this year the protegee of your rich
nunt and ehroaleled o the pajpors as
Miss Delorme, the new Leanty, 1 can
i understand her Ideas when she de-
(clded  you wgre worth chaperoning
| Hor own girls Are placed—one the wife
fof a consumptive lord, the other of a
banker close to seveuty. Now you are
| en the auetion block, going, going, but
not yet gone—not yet, thauk heaven!”
And the eyes In his pale face had the
expression of a soldier in battle, “I've
taken Aunt Mary's polite and unmis-
takable hint that [ am to her an un-
welecome worshiper at your shrine—‘no
beggars or artists allowed'—but I may
win yet.”

He took a letter from his pocket. It
showed signs of many readings. Now,
with his head thrown back as he
lounged In a blg chair before the fire's
blaze, he read !t again:

“This Is the last nizht of the opera, my
friend. Why don't you go? ['ve dlscover-

and I know why you come no more. In
fact, my visltors are now narrowed ex-
cluslvely to those who know the merry

with the Itallau famlly. We know the
armas welll”

violets replled. “We were plucked this
morning on the banks of the Bronx.” |
“The Bronx! Heavens! It sounds so |
bourgeols, suggestive of cheap table
u botes and suburban villas!™
“Oh, we know we're cheap,” said the
violets, stung to revolt.
“Cheap? Well, rather!
conts for of you?"
*A bundred.” . I
The orchids langhed. I
“And not very particular about the
There are only six of |
us, and we cost $3. Well, here's the
clerk coming for us. We're off, thank
heaven! Goodby, Miss Bronx.”
“Petal proud things, I'm glad they
* sald one vielet, angry dew In

Twenty-five |

Low mauy

counting, eh?

are gone,’
its eyes,
“So are we,” sald the tallest Amerl- |
can Beauty In tlie jar. “Far be It from |
me to decery fomily, I'm proud of my
owan branch, but those orchids talk too

we can al]l get

{ If I'm right,

clip of the sclssors as the coupons fall
let's have our vengeance.

of the violets that seemed |

«ug UL ILULD Delorme,

“We beg your pardon,” drawled the
orchids after a long stare, “but did
you come ‘from Brighton's? Are we
mistaken, or did we see you there to-
day? It's so hard to tell exactly; you
lack individuality, you know.”

Rustling with excitement at the
meeting, the violets nodded their fra-
grant heads.

“The same,” they answered bravely.

“Well, of all the luck!” broke in the
winged arlstoerats. “But you'll be sure
to make some break and queer your-
gelves. That's one comfort.”

Just then Ruth entered.

She was so daintily lovely In her
gown of white, ilmy lace. The violets
were sure they saw an angel at last,
Her eyes wera just llke themselves,
they thought, or as they might look if
a star lurked In the heart of each,

In the gloom of the firelit room she
did not see the little blue worshipers
and carelessly plcked up the small en-
velope beside the orchida

“A small thing to secrete such
weighty, apoplectic adoration,” she
thought, wlth a mutinous look, and
rapidiy glinced over the lines, mum-
Dling them half angrily;

“My Dear Miss Delorme—Your aunt—um

| —um—given the privilege of speaking to

vou tonight. You know—um—um—I would
sdy. Wil be there at 8 You will be
alone—um—um—before we leave—opera.
Hope you will wear the flowers—um—um-—
“JAMES ARMBSTRONG.

“Well, Jeemes,” she mocEed, “come
an you will. No doubt you will have
fortitiedd your usual brilliance with an
extra glass for the occasion, Your
burgundy blush will present the deep-
er hue of the plum when you get my

| answer. Ugh! Why can't they let me
alone?”

The mald entered, bringing Ruth's
carvinge shoes, and before putting

dreams, and as Robert Dorset lookea |

wolf sat grimly on my door mat,” he |

the magnate, has just ordered his por- |

showed o |

l

ed the ethics of Aunt Mary's campalgn, |

s Go to the old place in the gallery tonight. |
“No; we make no claims at all,” the | where I've so often sat ¥vith you and Ted |

and Mabel and wlll again. We can make
eve notes about Melba, with the horseshoe
aweeping betwoeen us. What fun to cheat

Aunt Mary! BShe thinks, foelish woman, |

I'm easy to mold because I'm 1lttle; but,

although I've made no fuss over her troat- |

ment of my old friends, I've my own way
of getting my own way. I've glven aunt
her fling with me this wister to pleasa
mother, so for the nonce I'm
my aelf, RUTI

“Does this mean anything more than
chumship? I'll find out tonight.”

Ile took pen and paper and, having
written and destroyed several sheets,
finally appeared fairly satisfledl with
one, which he kissed before folding ir,
his eyes heavy with love.

He put the note, with the flowers,
back in the box, while the violets,
scentlng a romance, fluottered excliiodls
as they were taken from the studio.

On a table In a pretty boudolr on
Madison square a eluster of orchids fu

Ty |

pleasing :

f

| to my little sick

“HE DARLD To IT! THE DARLING—-OH,
THE DARLING !
electirle

them on she turned on the

I Thée clock sfruck 8, and a few min-
utes Iater Mr. Armstrong was an-
| nounced.
[ “Goodhy!" cooed the violets as Ruth
| was leaving the room. “So sorry you're
golng to miss the opera. You'll be gone
before we get back or we'd tell you all
about It.”

“All about what?” snapped the or-
chids.

“Why, the musie, of course.”

“That shows what country things you
are. No one listens to the musie. It's
bad form. Besides"—

But the vlolets lost the rest of the
sneer as they went down on Ruth's
white bosom to witness the discom-
fiture of the man of mlllions with the
bibulous flush.

The orchids, left alone, learned the
lesson of humility hard,

“We'd rather be dead than Ilose
caste!" they gronned. “A tenement
house! ITorrors!"

Had they been able they would have
glven a human slhriek when the foot-
man, after tossing one to Ann, flung
the rest Into a box,

In the mornlng as they looked at the
siek ehlld, felt her hot fingers, saw the
expanse of factory roofs and clothes-
lines beyond the windows, they grow
very blue. As the days went by they
grew bluer and bluer.

But the little girl laughed as the
stems were cllpped every morning and
they were put In fresh water.

“Aln't they changed a pretty color,
mother?’ she said, “They look almost
like violets pow,”

Virtue may be its own reward, but
Bome people malie a trademark of it

Just a Hint.

“John,” she sald softly, “have you
been saylng anything about me to
mother lately "

“No,” replled John.
ask "’

*Because she sald this morning that
she belleved you were on the eve of
proposing to me. Now, I do not wish
you to speak to mother when you have
anything of that kind to say. Speak to
me, and I'll manage the business with
mother,”

And John sald he would.

“Why do you

Not an Episcopalian,

When Blshop Codman wus appointed
to the Eplscopal divcese of Maine he
made a tour of hls diocese and hap-
pened to stroll Into a woodman’s cots
tage. Asking the woman of the house
If there were many HEplscopalians
around there, she replied: "Well, I
don't know., They caught some wild
thing out here In the woods a couple of
weeks ago, If that's what you mean,
but I think my husband sald it was a
woodchuck."”

The Kicker.

“‘Musle hath charms to soothe the
savage breast,'"” quoted the young
lndy with a simper as she seated her-
self at the plano.

“That may be,” muttered a savage
bachelor, “but there are some of us In
this erowd who are elvilized and de-
gerve a little consideration.”

Practicnl.

He—Do you think you could love me
in a cottage? She—Posgibly not, but I
might be able to put up with you till
you could make money enough to buy
A larver honse. —Delroit Frea Prace
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and Flatulency.
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The Kind You Have Always Bought, and which has been
in use for over 30 years, has borne the signatnre of

and has been made under his per=
5 WM sonal supervision since its infancy.
L * Allow no one todeceive you in this.

All Counterfeits, Imitations and ¢ Just-as-good’? are but
Experiments that trifle with and endanger the health of
Infants and Children—Experience against Experimente

What is CASTORIA

Castoria is a harmless substitute for Castor Oil, Paree
goric, Drops and Soothing Syrups.
contains neither Opium, Morphine nor other Narcotie
substance. BEits age is its guarantee. It destroys Worms
and allays Feverishness. It cures Diarrhoea and Wind
Colic. It relieves Teething Troubles, cures Constipation
It assimilates the Food, regulates the
Stomach and Bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep.

It is Pleasant. It

The Children’s Panacea—The Mother’s Friend.

lighit, which revealed to Ruth the vie- i

lets in the shadow of (he orchids' vas

“Where did these come from, Auns”’
che nsked,

“Oh, Miss HLuth, they eawme while
you were ot dinper, not long after the
orehids.
quite forgot them after pulting them
inoawater.”

“Where I8 the card that eame with
them ¥ the girl asked more Iniperious-
Iy than she had ever hefore spoken,

“Why, there was a note. Oh, here it
Is on the floor.”

At sight of the writing Ruth's face
grew radlant, She dismissed the maiil,
and, wlth lps trembiing slightly and
ngeis not quite steady, she broke thie
sonl and read:

“Ruth, you kuow all I would say to you
If T dared. T!» words ‘I love you' and
‘Wil you mai -y me! so poorly express
11 1 feel, but perhaps vour own heart can
put the witchosy upon them. Tonight |
wiil be In the « (] place in the gallery and
ook for my nicwer. If you wear these |
Ntla flowera {t will tell me that I have |
not been a mad, rash dreamer and that
vou love me.
bless you, anyway—but God help me.

“"ROBERT." |

Ruth gave a Nitle shiver of delight as |
she ralsad the note to her lps.

“He dared do it! The darling—oh,
the darling!” she whispered as she |
citugghit the violets to her beart. i

“Will 1 warry him? Ab, will I not? |
And now, my dear aunt, trot out all the |

eligibles you wish, I'll sean them with  Transact a General Banking Business.

comfortable composure,
—loves me—loves me!™ |

Her tingers trembled as she pinned
the tlowers sccurely upon her breast,
and the orchids looked at them with a |
furious sneer, scarcely belleving their |
eyes, !

“It's rank sociallsm, putting you out
of your pluce llke that,” they said
spitefully. |

“You'd like my place, I dare say,”
crowed a violet from Its vantage point.

“What could one expect from a mere
ex-urt student?' they retorted. *“Bhe’s
not like us ‘classy’ people. What does
she menan to do with us, I wonder?’

As If In answer Ruth called In the
mald.

"Tell Willlam to take these eorchlds
zirl on East Seven-
teenth strect, near the river; he knows |
the place. Ray I'll be In to see her to- |

Bob loves me |

an eustern vase and a bunch of wood | morrow.  They will cheer her tonight |
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I Lope you'il exeuse me, 1

. cenuinNe CASTORIA ALwavs

Bears the Signature of

The Kind You Have Always B(;ught

In Use For Over 30 Years.

THE CENTAUR COMPANY, Y7 MURRAY STRCET, NEW YORR OITY,

PIRST

If you do not—well, God |
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EXCHANGE ON ALL PARTS OF THE WORLD HOUGH LT ANDL 20D
Collections made on all poiatson reasonable terma.  Burplus and undivided protits $35,000,
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MODERN CONVENIENCES
ELECTRIC LIGHTED ., ..

Thoronghiy
Renovated and Relfiitted, Bict
Merls in the City.

Vil METSCHAY, Jr., Prop.

|
!

P TR

e T T e IR s i,




