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ON'T you step Ilnto my parlor?’ sald Lilllan
Russell.

It really is * the prettiest parlor that ever
you did spy.” Before | asked the prima donna
to show me through her home 1 used to won-
der why mhe gave up her work on the road to
remalin with Weber & Relds In New York
Afterward 1 marveled that she ever left the

borough of Muanhattan All the king's horses and all the
kKing's mun couldn't drag the average woman from a place
ke that

Mizss Russell's addreas s 1081 West Fifty-seventh street.
The house |8 directly opposite Carpegle hall, and looks so
miuch like the other houses on the block that one Is inclined
Lo compira them all to & row of gigantle bhrown teeth. The
unly Indlgatlon of what Is Inside ls derived from the fine
curtains !mm:llu.{ ut the windows

‘A hasty trip from cellar to garret,” Miss Russell told
me when first I spoke o her about the dwelling, *Is like a
Journey down the Plke at the world's falr, Henrl Duveen,
who planned the house Tor us, arranged for rooms In the
period of Louls XVIL, of the firat empire, and of the Nor-
man conguest, Thord are also an old English supper room,
a Duteh dining room. a Turkish den, and a plaln, comlortahle
American bedroom. It 1s necromantle, except that one walks
over the magic carpet Instead of mercly sitting on I’
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Like a Bit of Fairyland.

No. 181 West Fifty-seventh Is more like fairyland than
the product of ordinary necromancy. It is as beautiful a
lhome aa one could degire. The drawing room representa the
daya of Marlke Antolnette, and there are agller drawing
rooma at Versallles, There la a parquetry floor partly cov-
ered by a deep blue rug. 'The walls are of wood painted
white, and Into this wood have been let various pancis of a
delicate blue wilk. Winter and summer a tiny fAire burns in a
tiny grate, over which s a shelf bearing a bust of the un-
fortunate queen, On elther side of this grate are cahinets
contalning minintures and carved lvory. HBeiween them s
A tapestry screen, and still further to the left and right are
bronge mirrors. A queer old chair with & back shaped ke a
sen shell occuples one corner of the apartment, and a broad
cough laden with plllows stands opposite. Through glass
doors direcily mcross from windows looking on the street
ane catches n view of the music reom and a glimpse of Na-
poleon in bronge glaring at Marle Antoinette on the man-
telplece
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Glimpse of the Music Room.

The muaic room (s & little bit of a place. with a plano
fAlling most of it. On the plano are a magnificent scarlet
plush robe embroldered in gold, with the Napoleoniec beca,
the bronge fgure just mentioned, and the score of * Lady
Teazle,” the opera In which Miss Russell soon i to begin
her soason at the Casino. John Kendrick Bangs, who col-
luborated with Roderic Penfield In writing the lbretto of this
plece, I8 the only unmuslcal person represented by photo-
graph or statuette. There are soveral plagques of Behubert,
Mosart, Schumann, Grieg, and Beethoven, Also, Htem, one
milt music rack. one amall harp. and & quantity of scarlet
drapery.

The musie room has no wall on the side to the left an
ane enters from the Adrawing room. Instead, there la a
foyer and a stalrcase with & landing %0 commodious that It
looks Mke part of & stage sctting. Here uwre & hanging lamp
and more plush covered with bees. This time the plush,
which 18 draped gracefully over thwe balusirade, s purple.
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Dining Room of Oak.

A pungent odor of grapes drew me toward the dining
room, and Missa Russell followed. You know the average
dining room, with Ita stiff sideboard and Its pletures of dead
birde. Well, this ls & dining room that would haye Inspired
Byron to poetry, De Maupassant to gluttonlsm, and Mon-
tesquleu to tears, The apartment Is cut out of cak, or, to
be more aocourste, its walls are all of oak Flemish tiles
bave beon let into this onk everywhere, principally over the
enormous grate on the right—a grate In which real logs lay
on blg andirons ready for the matoh. To match theee tiles
there are blue curtalng at the windows and a shall blue rug
on the polished oak floor. The left wall &8 a sideboard—this
i# no exaggeration—ecarved by hand and glitiering with glass
and asllver. On top of the sideboard stands a gquantity of
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blus pottery. A ponderous oak table, set as for guests,
takea up the middle of the room. Around It are carved chalrs,
upholstered with leather on which Misse Russell's Initials
have been stamped In gold. At one's back a marvel of &
Dulch clook. six feel tall, could be heard measuring off the
scconds. It measured them a0 glumly and so insistently that
it might have taken the place of the skeleton st a feast in
Pompell. Miss Russell did not In the least suggest Arhaces,
however, and the heavy caken beams vislble overhead hint
atl Rotterdam much more than at the Clty of the Dead.
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Where She Reads Sometimes.

The Hbrary s to a house what the pulse is to a patient
Miss Ruseell and 1 walked up the stairs to see hers, which s
over the drawing room. En route she told me how she Arst
heard the seript of * Lady Teaszle,”™ * Mr. Bangs and 1
slipped away from a number of guests,” ahe replied, " and 1
#at on the slepa while he read the lbretto to me Fuany,
wasu't L
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* For the sake of the publie, 1 hope 80," I replied.

Bide by side on Mis: Hussell's library table I found George
BPernard Shaw, Halph Waldo BEmerson. Bir Edwin Arnold,
Sir Francis Bacon, Jerome K. Jerome, Omar Khayyam, and
Mooksee, who lsn't ap author, but a particular ugly toy
spanlel. Mooksee's full face s astonlshingly like that of a
dowanger at the horse show

The llbrary s old English., One wall 18 hidden behind
ghelves of booka, most of which look as though they wers
there to be read. Dumas was positively dogeared. *“ The
Rritish Essaylsts, i forty-two volumes " seemed suspicloun.
All in all, however, T should sany that Miss Russell is 4 wom-
an who enjoyvs reading. On the opposite wnll hang Munox's
little pleture, The 8py." Lejeune's " The Defense." and
fhotographs of Alie# Nielson and Edna Wallace Hopper,
These last bear endearing messages and are signed ** Alice **
g Y Edna This room is In a pale groen, tempered by a
dark green carpet. There are several cahinets of curlos, a
ghelf of amphor!, and 4 large phonograph
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Keeping Tab on Her Weight,

Miss Russell's own room s In pink and gold. It eontaine
a8 handsome brass bedstead with a cover and pillowslips of
Irish lace. At the head of the bed Is & amall table bearing a
telephone, a reading lamp, and various push buttons, by
which the mald may be summoned or the lights extinguished,
The lamp is of a Pompellan glasa. At the bhack of the apart-
ment Is a glass dressing table under a eanopy of lnce, and
a French bureau bearing a et of gold tollet articles. Through
A narrow door one seea & buthroom, and, In the bathroom, a
ecale on which she may welgh herself dally. Apparently the
end of Miss Russell's fight over her walst line s not yel,

On the next fMloor up are a dream of a spare room and a
den. “ Men and bears are supposed to have a monopoly on
dens,"”” sald Miss Russell, * but this ls my favorite part of the
house.'"
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Her Cosy Oriental Den.

The apartmént is oriental in nature, its prominent fea-
ture being the Inevitable cozxy ecorner. This cosy oorner,
however, Is as attractive as a cogy corner can he. The walls
are upholstered with Persian rugs and the ecelling s a tent
top of cloth of gold. The lighting I8 nccomplished by the
ald of open lmmps suspended from thin celling. There s &
cublinet full of carved Jewels, there are & half a8 dogen heathen
gods, there are several tabourets Inlald with pearl, and
un top of these things—a card table and an assortment of
iutographed pen and Ink sketchos by Outeault, O'Nelll, Me-
Cutcheon, Martin, Btanlaws, Gibson, Remington, and Archie
Gunn “Did M, Duveen approve of these?™' | asked

No," replied Miss Russell, " but one must have civilized
comforts even In an orlentnl room."

“Meaning Outcault

“Meuning the card table.'

We looked about for a few minutes and then 1 hegan
putting on my gloves. I had notlced that among all the plo-
tures In the house there wan not one of Mine Russell, 1 asked
her about it, but she only laughed. * It's & potion of mine
ahe said. * After awhile I may have a photograph of myself
s Lady Teazle” Perhaps Mias Russell finds hor most flat-
tering likences framed in the gold border of the mirror In
that delightful Marle Antoinette drawing room. For, beau-
tiful as the house at 101 West Fifty -seventh street undowbt
edly 1s. the queen of comic opera was the most Attractive
thing I saw in it Cuawying PoLLoOK. .




