


““ Salome? Oé course !Y§u all want to

know about Salome,)’ said Miss Garden
before any of the reporters had had time
to ask a questimm. “Weoll, my costume is
a dream—a thing of shimmering colors,

embroidered with gold and covered with
rubies and rhinestones. During the voy-
age I kept it in the ship's safe. The de-
sign is from two pictures in the Luxem-
bourg, but I want it understood that
there is nothing suggestive either in it
or in my duancing. I have been practising
my dance with Mlle. Charles in Paris,
and now I can stand on the tips of my
toes with%tne best of them.”

Then Miss Garden added with a smile:

“Not my bare toes, though. I should
find that most unpleasant.’”




