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SAN FRANCISCO,

W
L SRR by

was was
ressed

Her

gown, as nearly as I can describe

vivid though she

in modest brown,

it, was indescribable. It was very
thing, like the dreasses

Nasimova wears when

ong, for one
at Madame
plays the neurotic and murderous
Hedda Gabler. \Its silk
clinging folds swathed her figure,
parting the suggestion of slender
shapelinesa Her snigmatical eyes of a
sort of violet hue looked in a friendly
anner, through the mesh of & heavﬂy
red vell which, drawn tightly over

ole of brown

er features, held a plume surmounted

rhan

of brown (n its place en her
ark halr which was carefully curled—
In the middle of her forehead but
er each eya. About her throat was
bright the

which, disappearing mys-

ed a knot of yellow,

sly 1lks & woman's pocket, re-
ared under her girdle and splashed
her bit of coler at her walst. . The
slipped through a polished horn
carved into the llkenesa of an
From

ng two pendants of pearls,

an's augular countenance.
r ears hu

her finger wa# another about

but seemed to be preclusive of much
matter for the wide dissemination of &
printed interview—assuming, with your
indulgence and permission, the extent of
this interview’s publicity.

So I didn't know what 20 talk about
when ushered into the presence of the
alluring Valeska,’ who awalted me in
her apartments at the St. Francis hotel,
surrounded, I know not why, by a cor-
don of undecorative publicity agents,
who were there, perhaps, to see to it that
their independent and erratic charge
talked enough and yet not too much.
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UT Valeska, being incapable of em-
B barrassment’as befits the herolne

of “The Perfume Fiend,” wherein
she dressed incompletely, and “The Girl
With the Whoaping Cough,” whereln she
was too lavish with the favors of her
kisses, which imparted her malady in‘a
most indecorous manner fo others in the
plot, &and so incurred the police wrath—
Valeska, I say, put me at my ease at
once with a cordial handshake-—she wore
the pearl on the third finger of her left
hand—and an Invitation to be seated.

My eye roamed the room while we

began conversation with  common-
places. No emptied bottles “of ; per-
fume were to 'be seen on. the tidy

writing table or center table or mantle.
Neither did my senses encounter even

'lights in

e size -of a large hazel nut. The
8 from whence that pearl was
1st have lived a long and irri- |
a 14 Thinking of oysters made
r of other shell fish and 1
n o ask er s«
er N n, whort
Rt 4 !
# S nd I had become
etter nted—for it is al-
policy as interviewer to re- |
= o greatest {mpertinences until |
end of interview.
er Miss Suratt's liar-tty;;
e effects of madern French arté
esponsible for her skill to producef
f Iy roseate flush of her cheeks, i
“ wheth®r the glow proceeded from |
alred health, T do not know; for |
veil, as I have sald, was/ very |
eavy and she did not raise it during|

interview, becauss she sald

going cut to ransack more. stores

she

and buy more clothes just as soon 2as

my departure would permit her to in-
Julge her prodigal tastes for clothes. |

tell

Neither can Y

you by

ocess she achieves the splendor of

her lips, compared with the crimson

coral is cold,, granitie

gray. Perhaps she is impellied from =
sense of loyalty to her musical com-
ody, “The Kiss Waltz," to call as much

attention as possible to her qualifica-
ons for the role of the herolne there-

-

as & shoe merchant sees to it that |

$ wife is always well and a
Per-

lined to sus- |

shod

that his teeth are good.

however,

Iam inc
the sagacity of this last observa-
with relation to the lips of ‘.‘a-f
Suratt, because T doubt that they |
ever pucker in response or to !
to a tender salute, but that they

rather

)

a writhe with feminine |
rn at the thought of damaging their |
expensive and extravagant adornment:
esides, it isn’t likely that any one/!
the temerity to sattempt |
such a despolling process with the at- |

nt risk of bearing away from the !

<14

have

mter a scarlet and damning wit-
ss to the deed. However, as to all
this very idle speculation, my state-

n in the pure realm of the
and are without founda-

tangib

le evidences of ex-

* * *

Euess

from this long in-
nothing has
that I was embarrassed
view, The reason why
lso be able to guess
"r'\"]‘t
department or the logical con- |
of her own erratic nature, the
at Valeska Suratt is the most
S 8¢ occupant of the spotlight on
She manages
regularity to acquire
to her scrapbook, and {f not
east she is notorious for her
les. The ;ulw- of New York, not
. 1woral or esthetic pro-
up her show in the New
theater, “The Girl With the
ng Cough,” because they said {t
t fit to be seen. Then they inter-
her at Hammersteins |
name of'
clothes,
multimillionaire she
in order to marry an
nonentity by the name
Norton, who, accord-
busy tongue of rumor, was
ffered $50,000 to give the newly made
fe grounds for divorce; thus indi-
ting at once his devotion to the falr
1leska and his generous confldence in
supply, herself, the
r a Reno decision.
esa and other similar eplsodes in aJd
brief but eventful.theatrical
promised material enough for the
purposes of cautiously imparted gossip,

wherein

of a deliberate

rican stage.
nderful

wved to

with
begged her in the

to put on  some

ng to the

bility to

z ¢
i ewhat

career

1rr;wm'd window, making the place like
{ @an ‘open space in the park, and quite

| tenanted when she granted me the !
| privilege of viewing a neurotic person- |
ality at close range. 1 was much sur- |
]

{ prised, too, that, unlike the Allan apart-

hat | &
wha

| Clarence Mackay

{ much did it cost?

kdx-essmaken; in New York she said she

| the slightest odor of perfumed cigar-

ettes or sandalwood. A crisp invig-
orating breeze warmed by the after-
nooh came freely . through the

sun

different from the heavy scented and

oppressive apartments that Maud Allan |

ments, Valeska seemed unable to get too
much fresh air into them and the eye
not put to the
custeming its vision
mystic shadows
Though
stirred th
ravings,

was

discomfort of ac-
to the darkened, |
of a. sun excluded
Valeska Suratt has!
e tongue of scandal to wildest
she does not exhibit anv of
the qualities of a pervertad petronality
but rather one that, like,
sunshine, ‘
in an Immediate abandon- |
ment to impulse.
During this

commonnlace

room.

animal
air, in

des |
the open
health ang

time the chatter
and

wasg |
the :
her
always that wav in

concerned

weather. of which I teld

course,

mendaciously was

San Franciseo, and then, as though it
there the

leopard

7 o -
ad been bnpnt for purpose
I noted the famous

the huge easy
in a far ecorner,

skin Nwré
that l

iavineg over chair
at B
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T "N wvou talk. about clothes tn
[ Valeska Suratt vbou mention' a
subject she knows =2all about
From the samplé of her taste as ex-
hihited in the gown she wore T should
credit her with a senge far
as Debussy's ‘and
e and
guereau’s
“T think.” she,
duty te make
tractive as she dan.

color a«
wonderful
for

contour as filne as Bou-

sald

“that 1t s 1

woman’'s herself as at-

That leopard skin
coat is the third of its xtnd in exist- |
ence. Tt comes from. Canada. and I‘
was the first to.wear one. The Prin- |
cess Patricia was the second and Mrs. |
was the third. How |
T think it was $804. '

I'm not sure. Itiis not what you won'ld
call an expensive coat, ‘but it is un-
usual.”

“What would vou call an expensive
coat?” T askéd, thinking' of one I saw
in » window marked up to $400.

‘“Well,” she sald, “my chinchilla 1
at $8,000.” .

“Might

“Certainly

value
I see 1t?” T asked reverently.
you may."” .
length and other dimen-
sions I should say that the Andes were |
ranged from Patagonia to the United]
States of Colombia to provide the fur
that went into that coat. It was lined
with sealskin.

“If° vyou . are

From ' its

Interested in gowns,”
s2id Valeska, mistaking my desire for
copy for a persenal curiesity in the
intricate subject of feminine attire,
“Tll tell you a#Bout the dress I think
the most of. It has a history, and you
may belleve it, too, for it ig quite true.
“Jake Shubert was anxjous that I
make a big feature of the waltz In this
plece, and s0 I was anxious to dress
it well. I didn’'t go to Paris last sum-
mer so I wasn't able to find a foreign
made garment and I didn't have any
very clear idea what I really did want
in the way of a dress for the ‘Kiss
Waltz' One day when I was at my

had something she wanted to show me.
It was just from Vienna, she said, and
sent for it for Mrs. John Jacob Astor,
who had ordered a house dress wherein
she could take her ease while she ad-
mired her baby. She brought out a
white affair knotted in. the -middle
like a Turkish towel. When she untied
it the dress resumed its ~shape, no
wrinkles were left in the fabric which
had the elasticity of a sponge, the
sheen of satin and the texture of the
finest silk. It would stretch to five
times Its apparent width and when
released it would coms back to its
original size s though its fibers were
of the finest microscopical steel. I
coveted this dress and said I'd take it

a senge '
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“‘Oh neo you'll not,’ said the mod!ste,
‘its for Mrs. Astor.'
“I don’t care if its for the queen of

England, the empress of China or the |

czarina of all the Russfans, I'm going
to have this for my ‘Kiss Waltz," and
i2 you say ‘no’ I'll never b'qy 80 much
as a street dress from you again.”
“She nearly wept, In her anxiety, and
so to put her out of her misery and to
release her from all responsibility so
far as the new mother was concerned
I ran out of the store with dress un-
wrapped In my hand, and, waving it
at her, climbed into my motor ear and
left her protesting in the doorway. I
never found out how she squared her-
self with Mrs. Astor, but she didn’t
forget to send me a bill for t.ho:own.
It was for '$300, which I thought was

msomblo enough consldoﬂnk what | t

_The only |z
trouble with the gown is that I can't|

she. might have uxgi me -

get anybody who will take the cmu

of cleaning it. The material 'is so- cxg-

ferent from any that ever has reached
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the hands of the cleaners that they|

are frightened at tho !ob u:d won tun-

dertake fit, k
s ' L 3 . L ".. :

T would" appur that Valeska Suutt

I exercises her powu'vof fascination

with the prodigality born‘of an un-|

limited stock of ocharms. She seemed
quite proud of .a conquest lately
achieved in San mm and therein
rested the story of v'ﬁbo carved horn

ern” cit:.
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they :all held & party in the dressing
room of the star.

“We had a fine time,” sald Valeska,
*and Moonlight Joe made some woD~
derful speeches of affection. I didn't
know anything about the laws govern-
ing such matters and so I sent out
for some champagne. The cowboys were
visibly embarrassed when I poured a
second glass for my Indian friend. I
thought perhaps he preferred some
other variety ¢f drink and asked him
if he dldn't 1iks the wine. He answered
between sips, and with & countenance
expressive of celestial delight: ‘Don’t
you hear my toes laughing?”

How is that for pagan poetry?

Next day Moonlight Joe brought his
inamorata the horn he had carved and

% F ¥k .
m{eh with its barbaric suggestion
‘eompleted the cottume of tho vivid

ASKED- her how ghe happeneﬂ: to" :o
on the stage, and she blamed it all on to
“Billy" Gould, who was a member ofa

" party with which Valeska tnvolod to

{ Rosge™” 'ts,

,vamx-. e _f'-.. 3

London eight years or so ago Gould
was to play an engagement over there,
and Leslie Stuart, who wrote “The Bella
of Mayfair,” backed Valeska's request
that he (“Billy”) give her a chance to
“go on” with him, They rehearssd a
song, “The Maiden and the Jay,” and
Miss Suratt’s success was sufficlent to
induce Stuart to make her an offer to go
in his company, an offer that she refused,
because, since Gould had given her a
chance to get before the footlights and
as there wasn't any place for him in the
Stuart company, Valeska preferred to
remain loyal to the one who gave her
her start as a player. So she continued
as a member of the Gould and Suratt
team, and in that capacity came to the
Orpheum about a year befors ths fire,

: # » @
LL this while I hadn’t forgotten

my impertinent question, No. 1,

adbout Fletcher Norton, dut Miss
Buratt wis telling me sbout the home
she has bullt {n her home town, Terre
Haute, for her father and mother and
was showing me photographs of the
same, likewise assuring me that
had serious views relative to the stage,

she

and that she was going to appear in
a drama that she saw {n Paris—a real,
genuine high art drama, that had been
turned down, she said, by four leading

emotional actresses, but that had been,
nevertheless, a great hit in Paris. She
begged me to believe in the reasonable-
ness of her ambitions to be a serious
actress, and explained that she had a
scene put into ““The Red Rose” in the
first act just to show her competence
to enact an emotional eplsode.

Looking carelessly out of the win.
dow and preparing to leap therefrom
in case the emotional capacity of Va-
leska was turned loose upon my im-
prudent head, I propounded the ques-
tion {n & casual tone,

Bald I:

“What
Norton?"’

For three minutes by the clock T
walited for an answer. The young
woman’'s emotions overcame her. Shea
tried several times to speak, but could
not from excess of feeling. I thought
that she would lapse Into hysterics, so
overwhelmed was she with merriment,

Finally she contrived to gasp:

‘“Heaven only knows why T married
him. I had a kind of a grouch on that
afternoon. For one thing, T had
quarreled with my sweetheart and I
wanted to do something to make him
mad, so T said to Norton, who was mvy
leading man at the Manhattan:
get married.' . He dAldn’t seem (o mind,
and so we climbed into the motor car
belonging to my long time friend Amy
Croeker Gouraud, and all the way over
to Jersey City her chauffeur was trving
to persuade me to change my mind,
Even the justice of the peace, when I
gave him my name, asked me if T was
sure I really wanted to be married. T
asked him what business It was of his,
and called his attention to the fact
that nearly everybody married and so
why shouldn’t I. The upshot of it all
was that we‘were married. My ma!d
left me, she was so mad, and all my
friends rang up to tell me what a fool
I was. That was all there was to it
As soon as we got back to the theater
I sent my bridegroom about his busi-.
ness and that was the end of my matri-
monial eareer.” 3

But. it set Broadway to gossiping =o
that the echoes reached the Golden
®ate, and the multimillionalre whose
i‘séidutty had been so conspicuous and
whose confidence In the stages ability
of his flance so unlimited that he
‘backed her for $50.000 In “The Red, Red
she allowed me to under-
stand, persistent still in his importuni-
ties that she change her picturesque
name to Mrs. Robert Mackaye.

“When I marry again,” said Valeska,
'“1; ‘will be for love. Of course, he
must have lots of money, too”

“I dare say,” sald I, with complete
resignation and thinking of the chln-

ever became of TFletcher

Tet's

chilla foat. R




