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Kitty's Mam 
By Paul Cres wick 

(Copyright, by Joseph B. Bowles.) 

"You have a nice view from your 
windows, Reggie,'' said Kitty, as she 
seated herself in my, best chair, and/ 

pulled it round to the fire. 
"It's very delightful having .you 

here," said I, earnestly. 
Kitty favored me with a gracious, 

little nod. "Personally, I don't think 
it quite nice of Sophie and Mr. Deben-
ham to have dashed off in such a vio
lent hurry," she complained. "I have 
played gooseberry' to them, patiently, 
a score of times. Now, because they're 
married— How happy they are, those 
two people," she sighed. "Sophie 
adores him; and he—" 

Talks, thinks, and dreams Sophie 
overy moment of his existence! How 
lon.ir can it possibly last?" 

I trust it will never end," said 
Kitty, at once. "They are our friends, 
Reggie." 

" A fire that burns too brightly sel
dom burns long/' 

"You mean," interposed her lady
ship. with spirit, "that there are peo
ple who forget? It is, unfortunately, 
true of a small minority. Cynical per
sons who foolishly ignore the many 
quiet little happinesses which, thank 
heaven, are still left in this money-
grabbing world! I know a Man . . 
Hut I shan't tell you." 

This  is the ^chance of a lifetime," 
said I. promptly. "I am in the mood 
to entirely remodel my views concern
ing Sophie, Frank, and the married 
state generally." 

"He was a Man of 50, then," com
menced Kitty, "and he considered that 
life had used him badly. I picture him 
turning out one cold night after a driv
ing day at his office. As he walks 
homeward, these are some of his 
thoughts: 'I'm an old man—older 
than my years. I have worked like 
a horse; yet I'm poor—and my circum
stances are mean. Have I failed in 

Don't Find It Strange That I 
Should So Dearly Love You." 

endeavor, or endurance, or self-re
straint? The few pleasures I have 
known have been paid for monstrous
ly • . Other men, with no bet
ter brains than mine, have succeeded 
—' He calls them to mind, and finds 
this a very bitter thought. Yet he is 
not altogether discontented, so much 
as disappointed." 

"Hope is to seek—when one grows 
old." said I. 

Kitty's dear voice went on: "A curi
ous chance brings him sharply against 
another man, at a sudden corner. The 
two encounter • so . breathlessly, that, 
for a while, they stand face to face 
struggling for words. Then each one 
sees and recognizes the otheV They 
exclaim heartily; and then laugh both 
together. It is a meeting of twc old 
friends." 

"I heard of the oddest meeting, once 
—" I interpose. 

"Listen to the finish of this," re
quested Kitty, imperiously. "It comes 
out in conversation that one of these 
two old schoolmates has done as well 
as the other has fared badly. Some 
envy comes into my Man's heart, as 
he hears the tale of the continuous 
prosperity of his friend. Everything 
gone right; everywhere lucky. My 
Man shrinks into himself again. He 
had had an idea of asking the other 
to come on home with him. But now 
all his pride forbids." 

"Stupidity forbids." 
"In his place, Reggie, how many 

would have acted differently? It comes 
to the parting—'And how have you 
fared, old fellow?' demands the pros
perous one. 'I have been so full of 
myself, as usual—Tell me, you have 
found something good in this life?' 
And tii'e other, being an Englishman, 
answers, off-handedly: 'Yes, of course, 
of course! Nothing to grumble at 
Plenty of work—and not too much 
pay!' He chuckles, grimly. 'Good
bye, I'm delighted to have run across 
you again. It's a breath of youth. 
But now I must be getting along 
"home.'" 

"My Man has become aware of a 
change in his friend. 'Home?' says 
the second man, a little blankly. 
'You're married, then? Of course; 
you wrote me about it at Barbadoes. 
Home, eh?' He repeats the word, in 
a subdued sort of way. 'I'm staying 
fet. the Metropole, for the present,' he 
adds; and then my Man, to round off 
the business, cries, 'Married? Why 
I've a boy as big as you! He's with 
Tyson's, the shipping people. He's my 
great Hope—' And there stops short, 
awkwardly. In that instant he begins 
to remember." 

I rustled my papers in a business
like manner. I fancied that I also re-
tmembered. 

"The second man had lost his wife, 
in the years a£o.. /Site had—run away 
frota him. There had been a scandal 
—then that merciful conclusion which 
death brings. My Man feels himself 
turning hot and cold: 'I must be go
ing; it's getting late—' he hears his 
own voice continuing, dry and indis
tinct: 'Goo^-bye; you must come and 
see me. I'm at the same place—no 
change. Should like to ask you home 
—but'we're only modest folk; and 
dull, I fear, at times.' He seizes the 
other's hand, shakes it—and tears 
himself away." 

Again a brief pause: "You may 
think that I am becoming prosy, as 
well as sentimental in my old age, 
Reggie," Kitty remarked. "But, some
times, one likes to think quietly of the 
past. It helps one to be honest, 
and—" 

"Tolerant?" 
"I was going to say—humble," con

fessed her ladyship. "Well, my Man 
reaches home, and lets himself in with 
his key. In a small, neat front room 
sits a small, neat woman; with the 
dearest, truest face in the world. She' 
is knitting quietly; and turns her head 
with some quick, bright word of wel
come on her lips. One sees—" 

Kitty held up a little hand, as if to 
shield herself from the blaze of our 
fire. "One sees," she added, gently, 
"that the small, neat woman—is 
blind." 

"Why do you talk of it, Kit?" asked 
I, softly. "It hurts you; and there is 
no need. One should reread only the 
pleasant pages in Life's book." 

"It helps me to be honest," persist
ed Kitty, slowly. "There are moments 
when one so nearly forgets . 
My Man asks abruptly for his son; 
and learns that he has not yet come 
in. 'This house is almost an hotel,' 
says the father, gruffly and a little 
unfairly. 'A shabby one—but it.serves 
for him to sleep in, and eat in.' He 
draws his chair to the fire and sits 
there moodily; whilst his wife, putting 
away her knitting, noiselessly busies 
herself getting the supper. The door 
opens, and the mother smiles as she 
hears her daughter enter. Such a 
queer little girl, Reggie, with a pig
tail of mouse-colored hair! She glances 
shrewdly towards her father, and notes 
the tired, pinched features; the scars 
of the many wounds that Time has 
dealt upon a gallant, if rather impa
tient fighter. She crosses to him, and 
coming behind his chair—" 

"I can see you, Kit," I interrupted. 
"And pig-tail and all. I don't find it 
strange that I should so dearly love 
you." 

"Hush! I ought not to remember 
these things, aloud. But you, Reggie, 
are somehow different from all the 
folk I meet. Please don't mistake my 
meaning. I get into a way of speak
ing very intimately with you, I am 
afraid." 

"You make me very proud, Kit." 
"Proper pride, let me believe," an

nounced Kitty, deciding for us both. 
"But now—supper is ready and we all 
sit down! Well, halfway through sup
per,etherp sounds a knock at the door." 
The son presently comes into the 
room. He takes the mother back to 
her chair—she had gone to the door 
to meet him—and he stoops to kiss 
that dearest face. 'Sorry to be late, 
Dad,' says he, a wee bit nervously. 
'But I got kept at the office. An old 
chum of the guv'nor's turned up, just 
as I was leaving.' He waits to see 
if the frowns will reappear, ere tell
ing us the rest of a marvelous tale. 

. The clouds have lifted, in
deed! The boy had stayed late to 
good purpose. He had been summoned 
to the guv'nor's room so soon as the 
'old chum' had left it. Had been of
fered a grand post, a tremendous lift-
up. But—abroad." 

Kitty turned toward me. "You cyn
ics will say that that's the way of 
things," she declared roundly, as if on 
her defense. "It's not true! Perhaps, 
sometimes the good is hidden away 
like the kernel in a nut—and we have 
to crack a hard shell to get it out. 
It's there, Reggie, though . 
You will have guessed that my fath
er's 'schoolmate' and Mr. Tyson's 'old 
chum' were one and the same? He 
had gone straight to Tyson's, and 
whilst my brother was fidgeting at his 
desk, the two men had been discuss
ing matters, weighty enough for us 
all, in the end." She smiled whim
sically, at another thought, which must 
have arisen then. 

"My father grew younger and young
er as we all talked of Philip's future; 
so assured, so dazzling in its many 
possibilities. 'It was good of old 
Frazer; it was splendid of him,' cried 
my father, in his best and biggest 
voice. 'He wanted to help me, I could 
see it. And I resented it, too, sir! 
By Jove, he has stolen a march on me. 
I never should have credited any man 
with having such fine instincts. Our 
friends, mother, eh? To-night, as I 
was coming .along, I was nearly for
getting—oh, a host of things . . 
But, save us, woman, what's there to 
cry about? Aren't you glad, mother 
mine? For our boy's sake—isn't it 
crying for joy you are?" 

Kitty faltered on those last words; 
and hid her face from me. But I knew 
the rest of the story—how Philip had 
gone valiantly forth; how blind eyes 
had wept uncomplainingly, and un
selfishly. What blessed women there 
are in this world! I do not find it so 
difficult to believe in angels, for I 
have known them on earth. 

I called to mind how Philip had 
prospered; was prospering. I had had 
certain information that Frazer had 
not been kept out of his old friend's 
home— 

Ah, the years and years ago it must 
seem to her!. Never had Kitty shown 
me so much of those past days; nor 
had spoken so directly of poor Frazer. 
But I had always known that;' inevita
bly, he must have been a good man. 

For he, toof had loved Kit • «. , 
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NAUGHTY LA BELLE OTERO 
HAS FOUND A HUSBAND 

Will Her Gay Rival, Cleo de Merode, Follow Her in 

Staid Matrimony for Fear of Being Eclipsed? 

La Belle Otero wills to wed. . 
All Paris is betting that Cleo de 

Merode will follow suit. 
The rivalry between these two beau

ties of the Parisian stage is so great 
that one never permits the other to 
enjoy an achievement without immedi
ately attempting-to eclipse it. 

It has long, been a' favorite joke -of 
the French capital that if Merode got 
a hat worth 500 francs, Otero "would 
immediately spend twice that sum for 
a hat of similar design, only manifest
ly finer in quality and more luxurious. 

If Otero got a dress, Merode drew 
from her enormous profits in the 
Congo ventures of King Leopold of 
Belgium, enough money to enable her 
to cast the creation of Otero's modiste 
into the shade. k 

Some years ago an admirer of Otero 
presented her with an automobile 
worth 25,000 francs. Shortly after, 
Merode startled Paris by appearing 
with two automobiles. The first of 
these was an exact counterpart of the. 
one Otero had recently acquired. It 
was the identical make, colored the 
same and furnished in every detail so 
as to be a perfect reproduction. 

In this rode Merode's maid a;nd dog. 
A few yards back, in an infinitely 

finer machine, in fact in which has 
been said to be the costliest one Paris 
had at that time turned out, rode Me
rode. 

Otero was so angered by this inci
dent that she sold her automobile for 
only half what it cost, and with the 
proceeds bought a dog of the same 
breed as Merode's, only a finer speci
men. 

These instances are fine illustra
tions of how the two beauties have 
vied to outdo each Qthen 

It is not difficult to understand ho^r I 
in the first place the contention began. 
Both made the same bid for popular 
favor, being dancers and famous beau
ties. Otero was the first to flash into 
brilliancy, and she was the adored of 
the Paris jeunesse doree before Me
rode had quit the obscurity of a minor 
ballet place in the Grand opera house. 

But though Merode arrived a little 
bit late, her activities have atoned for 
lost time— 

Her curious style of hairdressing— 
the arrangement of her lovely locks 
by braids, so that they encircled he* 
face, but kept the ears completely 
covered, piqued curiosity. Some of 
her critics whispered that she had 
been born without ears, and produced 
photographs to show that eveij at the 
age of ten, long before she had dream
ed of going on the stage, she dressed 
her hair in the-same bandbeaux. :V 

La Belle Otero3, then in the zenith 
of her glory, is giving credit for 
spreading the report that the closely 
bound tresses of the younger woman 
coacealed a horrible deformity,,which, 
if revealed, would immediately dispel 
any claim that the new dancer had to 
beauty. 

This bit of criticism, whether true 
or false, naturally did not have the ef
fect of endearing Otero to Merode, 

and from that time an unceasing rival
ry has existed. 

A great "artist pictured Otero as the 
spirit Of "Terpsichore." It was , a 
masterful piece of art, and immediate
ly Merode felt a tingling to have her 
beauty reproduced. 

Two famous artists obliged. Alfred 
Grevin put her in his group, arranged 
for the wax works, "Behind the Scenes 
at the Opera,'1 in company with such 
celebrities as Gounod, Rose Caron, 
Felix Faure and other great ones. 

The sensation this picture made .was 

still'struggling along on a compara
tively small''income, Otero reveled in 
wealth, and her wonderful toilette 
were the despair of the younger vnci-
man. 

Merode had admirers, bbt none who 
could maintain her on the luxurious 
scale in which Otero lived. 

None—until the king of Belgium 
came along. 

The venerable monarch was quickly 
attracted by the slender dancer of the 
grand opera, and by a still greater 
marvel continued to show an abiding 
interest in her, even after his visit to 
Paris had ended. 

The king, recognizing her genuine 
business ability, gave her liberal in
terests in his famous rubber ventures 
in thfe Congo Free State, and Cleo 
managed these with such consummate 
financial skill that they doubled in 
value, until "now it is said, she is some
where near being a millionaire in her 
own-right. 

It must be admitted that Cleo, worst-

hlit* 

LA BELLE OTERO DANCING. 

nothing to what folio weH when a few 
years later the eminent* sculptor, Falf 
guierre, almost raised a riot with his 
life-sized nude of, Merode, in pink 
marble, which wasexhibited at a Paris 
salon. 

This was a notable triumph for. Me
rode, which sh$. enjoyed to. the full, 
and the point of it was in no sense 
spoiled by the saying of Otero's that 
she, too, might be similarly presented, 
but that her decency was too great for 
her to consent. 

While Merode, though famous, was 
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LATEST PHOTOGRAPH OF THE BEAUTIFUL MERODE, 

, ed at first, h^d reached a-few weeks 
ago a. point where she had* clearly the 
better of the battle. She is younger 
than Otero, and her fortune is greater, 
therefore her chances of future popu
larity better. Moreover, the prestige 
of her connection with the king of 
Belvium has ever been a thorn in the 
side of Otero. 

But now the situation has under
gone a sudden change, ffl 

Otero has made a new and unexpect
ed play that temporarily puts Merode 
in the shade. 

The older woman is going to have a 
husband. 

Moreover, he is an enormously 
wealthy husband, one Reno Webb, an 
Englishman. • 

And now Otero is scornfully asking 
what man ever wanted to marry Me
rode, especially a man who was fitting 
in every particular, a gentleman and 
a man of wealth and taste? 

Otero will not withdraw from the 
footlights. This might give Merode a 
chance, to. say that the charms of the 
older woman have waned so that the 
public no longer wants to see her. 

Merode faces the most critical stage 
of the long rivalry. Otero is giving out 
all details of the magnificence of the 
new life into which she will pass, and 
insinuating that in the future she will 
only appear in public when she 
pleases, and that the receipts of ,her 
performances will be given to charity. 
"An act of generosity, which other 
dancers are either too poor or too sel
fish to perform," as she puts it, think
ing meantime only of Merode. 

Half a dozen suitors, who have long 
vainly wooed the beautiful Cleo, are 
hoping that to get even she will like 
wise take a life partner. Paris thinks 
she will. 

Made Better Time. 
The bookkeeper entered briskly, 

flushed with the autumn air.-
"How is this, George?" said the 

cashier. "You are earlier than usual 
to-day," 

"Yes, I know," replied the other. 
"There was the usual blockade on the 
B. R. T., so I had to walk." 

.Case, of Apprehension. \ 
In the course of a recent family 

conversation in the presence of the 
children the subject of ground rents 
had arisen. One of the little girls im
mediately began, to ask questions and 
her father in as simple words as might 
be made"' a few Explanations. 

"And," said he, "in 999 years from 
now this house and garden will all be
l o n g  t o  M r .  — — .  

'and shall ire have to move?" 

Raised the Mark. 

A traveler passing through a small 
country town noticed a post on which 
was marked the height to which the 
river,had risen during a recent flood 

"Do you mean* to say," he asked a 
native, "that the river rose as high as 
that in 19——?" 

"Oh, no," replied the native? "but 
the village children used to rub off 
the official' mark, so the mayor or-

Oh, father," cried the child, anx- dered it to be put higher up, so as to 
be out of their reach." 

In Danger.' 
"I have often stood in a, -slaughtei 

house," observed the fleshy!-man from 
Chicago, "while the butchers were 
killing hogs on all sides of me." 

"Oh," exclaimed the tender hearted 
but tactless New Haven girl, "weren't 
you dreadfully afraid?" * - . -

Gloria Mundi. : * 
"Speak of me," quoth the novelist, 

magnanimously, "as frankly as if I 
had been dead 100 years." * V 

"If you had been d4ad 100 years I 
shouldn't be speaking of you at all,? 
replied the. critic, taking prompt ad> 
vantage of the dispensation. 

Still Wfiis Sweet Story 
LOVE STILL HAS ITS PLACE IN 

THE WORLD. 

Marriages of Affection Are as Numer> 
ous as Ever/ Despite Woman's En

try Into tWs Cares of Modern 
_,Bujjtyiess. 

Is sweethearting on the wane? 
It all depei^cls whom you ask, of 

course. The '*g|umpy old bachelor, 
who has forgotten that he was ever 
young, and that at least one sweet 
woman might have loved him, and 
who smokes a lonely pipe by his ill-
kept hearth, will tell you that the 
foolery is out of date, that all the mar
riages of to-day are arranged on a 
basis of pecuniary consideration, that 
the young men are looking for heir
esses and the girls for settlements. 
He will give you statistics to prove 
that love is well lost out of the world, 
and this sphere will be a perfect place 
when every infant Is a ward of the 
state. The spinster who has diligent
ly spent the l^st 20 years in trying 
to "get herself married will doubtless 
agree with him. But she is a woman, 
and she knows that the little maid in 
her kitchen is a happy lass just be
cause heii lad is waiting for her at the 
corner of the lane. 

Sweethearting! The good old word! 
It speaks to you of the days of bro
cade ..and slippers! it tells of lilac and 
the May. 

I am told that in our big towns 
young men complain that they have 
not. the opportunity of meeting girls 
who wquld^make them suitable wives, 
says a writer in the Los Angeles Her
ald. It reminds me of a story of my 
grandmother. A lady was complain-
ilffe to her that, owing to restricted 
means, her daughters could not go 
into society, and that in consequence 
possible husbands did not come knock
ing at the gate. 

"My dea'r," she said, "I should have 
got married if I'd lived in an oven." 

There is something in it; even with 
sweethearting the old adage holds 
good, "Where there's a will there's a 
way." 

It must iat the same time be admit
ted that the day has gone past when! 
any marriage for a woman was consid
ered better, than none. No reproach-
attaches to the unmarried woman to
day who has shown by her business' 
capacity or her adequate income a 
capacity or her talent that she is able 
to provide herself with .an adequate in
come, and can take her place as a-
good servant of the community side 
by side with any man. But to such a 
woman love, when it comes, is deep 
and real—it must be to be worth the 
sacrifice of her freedom—and any 
monetary advantage she may gain is 
amply balanced by all she gives up. 
She marries because she loves, and 
for no other reason at all. 

We hear it on all sides. Life is ad
mittedly more difficult than when our 
grandmothers were young. Then, girls 
marjied at 21; now, though her grand
daughter may be engaged at 19, the 
engagement stretches over years. 
Strephon cannot earn enough for the 
housekeeping, so Phyllis goes out to 
business, foo. She saves money, and 
so does he, and surely the courting 
days are the happiest after all. Life 
is fresh and fair, Phyllis and Strep
hon are newly acquainted. The years 
that pass before their marriage give 
them many happy memories of pleas
ures shared, because each found in the 
other some new taste. 

A happy engagement is the prelude 
to a happy marriage. Sweethearts like 
these have nothing to fear when the 
candle of life burns low. 

It is, then, surely only the senti
mentalist who is dead. From the ashes 
of an inflated romance has arisen love 
deep and abiding, the sweet, true sen
timent of the world that lifts the 
hearts of men higher. Then let not 
the laggard lover lament the lack of 
opportunity for the telling of his tale. 
Love that is real will always find a 
method of expression, and who that 
has seen an entirely contented pair in 
happy solitude on the top of a broken--

down motor-bus, from which all the 
other passengers have fled, can ask 
themselves the question, "Is sweet
hearting on the wane?" 

Soft Slippers for the Bedroom 
Useful and Comfortable in Blue and 

Gray Eiderdown. 

These are made of blue and gray 
eiderdown cut out the length required 
and, shaped like.:a stocking. It takes 
two pieces of the blue for the inside 
and the same of the gray for the out
side to make one slipper. Seam the 
two gray pieces all the way around, 
leaving the top and two and one-half 
inches in the front open, then turn. 
This makes a; boot. The inside is 
made just the same, but a little more" 
seam should be taken in on the blue; 
these are not turned, but slipped in
side of. the gray ones, the boot tops 
turned over and bound with blue rib
bon that can be feather stitched or 
hemmed around and a bow tied in 
front; it requires one-third of a yard 
of each color of the eiderdown a yard 
wide and three and one-half yards of 
a small pair, which are real cute for 
a child. These are inexDensive and 

make a useful present and the chil
dren are delighted with slippers like 

mamma has. Of course any two colors 
can be used. 

White Fur Cleansed at Home 
Process Is Long and Tedious, but 

Economical. 

Keeping white furs clean is like 
keeping linens looking fresh", for both 
need much attention and frequent 
cleansings. Of course, if women can 
afford to have furriers do this work 
they iieed not be so particular about 
preventing their muffs, collarettes or 
ca,pes from getting soiled, but when 
the cleansing must be done at home, 
too much care can not Jbe taken to 
keeF them* clean> for the process of 
cleaning ermine, coney, angora or any 
of the White furs, real or imitation, is 
a long, tedious one, that ta^es much 
strength. 

To begin with, they must be put out 
on a line and well sunned and aired 
for a day or two, then they must"" be 
whipped gently y$t f}rmly with a rat
tan stick, until no dust flies when they 
are pounded. . ' 

When the loose dirt is out the furs 
may. again be hung on a line in the 

sunshine, while a bath of white sand 
and furrier's sawdust, mixed half and 
half, is heated in an oven. When hot, 
the pieces must be put into this 
cleanser and the sand, and sawdust 
rubbed well into the fur. The sand 
when hot loosens the grease and dirt 
from the fur and the sawdust ab
sorbs it. 
, If after one such rubbing the fur 

does not look as clean as is desired, 
the process should be repeated. When 
the dirt is out the garment or muff 
must again be pounded with a rattan 
stick to get out the sand and sawdust. 

Following this beating the fur should 
be placed in a pan filled with corn
starch or plaster of pan's, which must 
be rubbed thoroughly into it. After 
either whitener has been worked well 
into the pieces the furs must again be 
put put of doors and whipped with a 
stick to. get out the' white dust, for if 
not shaken or beaten the plaster of 
paris or cornstarch will rub off on the 
clothing, which is un pleasant. 

, An Easy Mark. 
Howell—Did that fellow who Vanted 

you to invest hare a sure thing* as h« 
claimed? . 

Powell,—Yes; I was it—Judge. -

The Parisian1 fad for shawl-like 
draperies has brought out some ex
quisite shawl scarfs in crepe, in soft 
silk and in lace, the crepe and silk 
scarfs being elaborately embroidered. 

Heavy coarse net .gorgeously em
broidered with gold thread in Egyp
tian fashion is made iff wide bands 
which are inset., most effectively in' 
cloth. • - • • 

Tartan plaids are finding' much fa
vor as trimming and appear in pip
ings, girdles, belts, buckles, buttons, 
etc. 

Colored gloves have supplanted 

white ones in Parisian favor and 
gray or black long gloves are the 
correct thing for street wear. 

Silk crochet buttons are revived and 
are to be had in all the fashionable 
dolors. -

Soutache braiding is used on nets 
and chiffons as well as upon cloth and 
velvet. * 

Foolish Extreme in Fashion. 
A novel liat described by a Paris 

correspondent is simply a big white 
pheasant; with a black head, that sits 
on the hair with widely outstretched 
wings, and looks at you with a vague 
expression in its amber eyes.-"Troub
ling as the Sphinx," was said-of. it; 
but admitting this, it is also atrocious
ly bad art "There is no manner of 
sense," remarks its describer, "in a 
woman having a bird use her hair as 
a nest." 
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