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“MyPathLeads::Morque ~ThentoPotters Field”

The Career of Miss Florence Schenck, Who Realized

THE MORGUE.
The Last Road House of the “Gay Life.”
T is only a few days ago that Florence

Bchenck, the gay, wilful Virginian
beauty, whose escapades made her
notorfous In two worlds, dled the day after
she nrrived at her old home,
Three days before her death, she dic-
tated {he article that appears on thia page.
Florence Bchenck thought that she bad
at least a year to live, and she had de
termined to devots every working hour to
waming other girls of the path ghe had
taken—ithe gay primrose path, whose end
Is the unpamed gmve of Potters Field.
This article was to have been her first
move in her fight

The lesson she would have taught in it
has bean vised by Death, and it la more
important now perheps than It would
bave been with Its writer still alive.

Miss BSchenck, It will be remembered,
was the daughler of Dr. Powhattan
Bchenck, a retired surgeon of the United
Biates army and member of one of the
“First Familles of Virginia,”

perienced killed her.

She lod the gayest of lives in New York,
in London, in Berlin.

Here follows her story, her warning to
other girls, who may be tempted to tread
the puth she

(1

the Fatal Folly of Her Misspent Life
When It Was too Late---And the

Lesson It Preaches to Women

Florence Schenck at the Height of Her

Gay, Misspent Life.

ware the Path I Trod!”

By Florence Schenck.

KDictated by- Her Three Days Before Her Death.)

my father, In answer to my
Ings, came to see me in my
room at the hospital, 1
bim through my tears. I
k for the mob In my throat.
. thinking: “Poor father!
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He b seen many o shipwreck down home,
but never one more terrible than this of his
daugbtor's life.” I stared up into his face
thut was very stern and sad. I whispered:
“Kias me, father,”
He pressed his lips upon my forehead and
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‘tor to her own best interests

people who belonged to the smiling world,
where tbhere is no fenr mingled with the
thought of paying next mooth's bills, !
had forsaken the work world where I had
been a stenographer, working in the Falr
Grounds at the Jamestown Exposition at
soven dollars a week, and had entered the
play world, where | had nothing to do but
ook pretty and be gey spirited.

This slone would not have seemed jusil-
fcation to me for leaving my home, But I
had at my elbow and figuratively nt my foet
a man with whom I was lnfatoated, Charles
Wilson, whom I had met at the Horse
Bhiow, while I was adwmiring the Vander
it horsen. I saw that he ndmired me and
I was flattered. When he began to make
love to me I belleved him. When 1 got
aboard the Waylarer 1 belleved that he
would marry meé whon we roached New
York.

Tustead he took me to his home at New-
port when a sweet fuced, graybhaired woman
greeted me kindly and called him Charlie
When I asked him who she was, he sald:
“Don't make a fuss about It. She's my

gy

I left thelr home in Newport and came
to New York He followed me here I
threatensd to go home and tell my father
everything.

“You'll npot stay Jlong"” he msneersd.
“They'll kick you out. Do you suppose an
F. F. Y. will bave such a girl as you now
are under its roof?"

Although he spoke In anger, I knew he
told the truth. 1 had always sdmired
and loved my father, but | knew him as
he was, a proud, stern nan with little
sympathy for the weaknesses of human
nature, I bad been very weak snd fool
Ish. That | loved this man who had
strewn my e path with wreckage when
1 was only seventsen years old would be
Httle sxcuse to him. BSoutherners are hot
headed as well as high-spirited, 17 1 told
father the truth he might follow Charles
Wilson and kill him. Befors that thought
I qualled. Often a woman's heart s tral
I remained
in New York. Wlilson told me he would
divoree his wife and marry me,

1 tried to belleve him and I walted. I
I and prayed for the time when, re-
habllitated, as his wife, 1 could pay a visit
to my home. But walting 15 a dangerous
pastime In New York. Especlally it you
are young and beautiful.

If 1 went out for & walk my appearance
attracted attention. was always ao-
costed, or was followed home, by some
man, ususlly one with eruel eyes and a
predatory mouth. Often | reached home
just In time to slam the door in his face
If | dared to go to & play In the after
noon, it was the same. .

I was very_lonely. Charles Wilson's
travels with the Vanderbilts' horses and
his care for them at the stables in New
York and In Newport kept him busy. 1
saw him seldom, and then for enly a short
time. If you are very clevar you can
amuge yoursell. You can study and read.
Your thoughts are excellont companions.
But if you are only preity and dependent
the hours you are slone are hours of tor
ture.

I bave heard a girl Uke me say: “Peo

The Sad, Aged Face |;l Florence Schenck a Month Before
Her Death—A Broken, Miserable Old Woman at 25,

le have different Ideas of hades.

Just belng alone.™

When you are alone, if you are such a
girl, thoughts assall you. You mee your-
self desorted, starving, dying and salone.
You think of & way out. You plan sui-
elde but you are afrald. In those long
hours alone while I was walting for
Charles Wilson 10 keep his promise 1
learned to drink,

A girl who was blue and lonoly lke
myself advised it. “It will drive away the
blue devils. You'll think you are a priu-
cess—for a little while,” she said.

Twvo glasses of champagne made my
head whirl, made me dance and sing,
made me laugh, made mo build alr castles
of the Ume when 1 should go home and
introduce my husband and when my
mother should take me In her arms and
say, “Daughter, I forgive you."

The next time | was alone and blue 1
drank sgain, this time threo glasses. 1|
kept on comforting myself thus in secret.

Once Wilson came to call and found me
unconsclous, with the empty bottle and
glass beside me. He was very angry. We
quarrelled. He stayed away. 1 enireaied
him to come back: It was the beginning
of many scenes between us.

Whether he would have willingly kept
his words had | not in those months of
walting formed the habit of drinking, |
don't kpow, 1 have never been sure. But
of this I am sure. It gave him an sxcuse
for procrastinating. It gave him reason
to tell me that his love was gone because
the girl who had come from Norfolk with
him was gone.

My mirror lold me that this time he told
the truth. I was not the same girl. My
figure was losing its sllm, youthful lines,
My features were bloated. My eyes were
smaller and the lids were heavy. My
fresh color had disappeared and bhad given
way o & gray, pasty look. 1 was sober
the morning | looked Into the mirror and
saw the truth that all 1 had. my beauty,
was vanishing. 1 threw myself on the bed
and cried for hours. | promised myself
to stop drinking,

But that evening some gay [riends tele-
phoned me of n party that was bheing made
tp at & rathskeller to watch the old year
out and the new in. 1 konew 1 should be
alone. I went |1 alept all of the next
day. When 1 awoke 1 kpew what that
heavy torpor meant, | had drunk too
much, far too much.

I had become a slave. Let me tell you
what it is to become a slave to drink. 1t
is to become utterly hopeless. It Is to
become incapable of effort of any kind,
even effort of the will. Friends tried to

Florence
Sehenck
As She
Was When
She Ran
Away
From Home
with
Charles
Wilson,
Vanderbilt's
Horse

_ _'{_1 Prarerangd Trainer.
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martre. I went to London. 1
handled the Vanderbiit horses
now and then, and the papers
talked of the Virginia beauty
who was g0 clever a whip. But
all the while & volee whispered
to me when I was alone, “You
are not beautiful. You are not
happy. You are not gay. You
only seam to be, You and your
kind are apples of Sodom, beau-
tiful outside, but ashes within
—the ashes of despalr.’

Charles Wilson's mood to-
ward me varied, Sometimes he
was kind. At others cruel. He
sacured Mis divorce. There
was & ceremony, I have brought
a sult to prove that I became
his legal wife. That sult is
pending.

But te afterward married an-
other. A young, lovely girl,
with such a face of Innocence
as | had when | first met him.
The news drove me frantie, I
watched for them one day, and
when they drove up to the sta-
ton I threw myself in her path
and told her my story. “He Is
not your husband. He's mine,”
1 sald, pointing at him. A crowd
collected. He had me arrested.
1 served & term in Holloway
Jall, with my golden halr, that
fie had often sald was my chief
beauty, cut off,

When I had served my term 1
searched London for frilends and help. I
went to Paris and was arrested at the sta-
tion for disorderly comduct. Thirty days.
When 1 spoke people looked at me with
contempt and drew away. My story was
written in my bloated festures, In my
eyvesn, that betrayed my secret. [ was a
drunkard.

One night I sat all night while the cold
gray fog came up from the river and
wraped me round, on one of the benches
on the Embankment, with other human
wrecks, -

Once I tried to kill myself, but in that,
as In everything else In my life, 1 falled.

1 drifted back to America, balf of my
passage pald by charitable Americans. I
told my story to those I had known in my

" POTTER'S FIELD,
The End of the “Primrose” Paths

“Spend it for food, not rum, Florence.”

I didn't follow their advice. A charls
table woman wrote my pdrents, My own
mother answered, saying her heart was
broken, but that they had given me up,
that my case was hopeless.

A kindhearted woman placewr me with
the good sisters in a convent near Har-
rison, New York. They were kind to me
but they would give me nothing to drink.
I craved drink: 1 went mad for it. I
climbed the high convent wall, ran to the
station, found a dollar on the station floor
whers some one had dropped It and pald
my fare to New York, When I arrived 1
went straight to & cafe. I asked the pro
prietor, who had known me in prosperous
times, to trust me for the drinka. I tele-
phoned a woman friend who came and
paid for them, though she did grudgingly.

“l suppose I'll have to get you out of
hock, you fool,” she eald.

“That's 1t," I sald. "I'm a fool. T am
fillad with the folly that you pour out of
a bottle.”

Singe then I've lived about, on the boun-
ty of former frienda who plitied me. My
health and strength were gone. I lay in
bed all day, awaking only to drink myself
into & stupor. To be sober was to realize
the depths to which 1 had fallen and that
was torment for then the fine sensibllities
I had inherited from gentle folk awoke in
me and lashed me as with whips.

Then came this last terrible {llness that
sooner or later will prove fatal. There is
no hope for me. Drink caused the ab-
dominal walls to become encysted. It
hardened my liver. 1 am dying, though
tediously, slowly. There is no hope for
me. But there Is hope that I may say
what will warn other girls from a fate
like mine,

I have seen other girls slip slowly down
to perdition as I have done and even more’
rapldly, That dreaded dlsease, "swift
consumption,” is not quilcker than drink
when It devours some bodles and blights
soméa souls.

“Do you drink?" I heard a physiclan ask
e besutiful young actress.

“No," she repliad, her clear ayes looking

into his, corroborating her story. “Why
do you ask?
“Because,” he replied, “if you did you

would be dead or insane In three weeks”

Hers, he explnined, was a dellontely
organized constitution upon which liquor
would work havoe, rapldly destroying her
nf;rven and putting out the lamp of her
1ife, :

I know a girl who s beautiful as the
dawn, her beauty of the fresh, deliclous
sort of dew-klssed violets. Yet that girl
sits all day in cafes, drinking brandy and
finishing the day with doses of cocaine.

The doctors say that at most she can
live two months,

Drink is the greatest danger that threat-
ens a woman's footsteps, for it Is the be-
ginning of all other pitfalls. Avold the
first glass and regard the friend who offers
you a first glass from that time as an
enemy,

0ld men give the advice: "“Keep your
head.” You cannot keep your head with
demong of brandy or grean devils of ab
sinthe dancing In your brailn.

0ld women tell you to guard well your
heart, for that way danger lles. You ean-
not guard your heart whila fumes ol
strong drink are muoddling your ideas. At
puch time every one seems a friend and
avervone is enwrapped Iin romance,

e greatest safeguard a girl can have
is a fear—a hatred—of strong drink and of
the drugs that follow

Drink and drugs are sign posts on the
path whidh leads by way of the Morgue o
Potter's Fleld. My way, your way, the
way that%begins In foreed gayely and ends

“pull me up.” They suggested Parls. But first days In New York. They doled out In despalr, the way nol of mirth, but of
I felt only the ecall of the cafes in Mont- money to me a little at a time, saying, misery, abject and hopeless

The Dowager

London, Jan, 24,
OR some time past Queen Alex-
F andra's financial affairs have been
the subject of a good deal of talk

among those in her immediate eatourage.

Her Dowager Majesty !s perhaps one
of the worst wo menof business who ever
had the unfettered control of a conslder
able fortune. Her income from the state
is 3350000 per annum and her private
fortune in the way ol charges on the es
tate of the late king and interest from
invested monles amounts to about $800,000

This income, properly managed. would
far more than have sufficed to mest the
neede of Her Majesty after King Ed-
ward's death, and would have been suf-
ficient to have kept her in the dignity and
state which the widow of the soverelgn
:nml. have naturally desired to bave
maintained.

But her expenditures have been steadlly
increaning untll during the past year, it
has exceced her income by several tens
of thousands, a

The catering bills and wages at Marl
borough House, which Bir Dighton Probya
considered should not excesd $100,000 per
annum, last year amounted to $200,000,

MCoprright, 1014, by the Btar Compuny. OGreat Britaln*Rights Neserved.
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Queen Who Is Alway§ in Debt

while Her Majesty's living expenses and
the wages at Sandringham amounted to
$400,000; thus in living expenses alone
Queen Alexandra last year spent $260,000
more than the sum which she recelves
from the nation, which was supposed to
cover the cost of her maintenance and the
upkeep of her two establishments,
Before Queen ilexandra went with her
glster to0 Balmoral she ordered a special
through tradn from London to Hallater,
and then almost at the last moment,
altered the hour she had arranged to
leave London at from 230 p. m. to 345
p. m. The siteration in the special serv-
lee paturally caused great inconvenienca
to the rallway company and put an ad-
ditional $1.500 1o the cost of the special,
and the only reason why Her Majesty
miade the alteration in the hour of her
departure from London was in order to
allow her time to see some new designs
for the papering of one of the rooms st
Mariborough House, which could have
easily been sent on to her at Balmoral,
Queen Alexandre's expenditure on gifts
o reiations and friends is lavishly ex-
travaganl. Her Majesty paid §14.000 tor
a gold vaze which she presented to the
Duchess of Fift for a wedding presentl

Her Majesty, when at Balmoral, orderad
& pearl and diamond necklace as a pres-
ent for the Princess Mary to wear al the
royal wedding. Four necklaces were sent
from London to Balmoral by special mes-
senger for Her Majesty's approval. One
of these was valued at $15,000, and this
she would have given to the Princess, but
Queen Mary would not allow Her Majesty
to do so.

A couplea of months ago Queen Alex-
andra was forced to face the faot that her
expenditure was exceeding her income by
& notification from her vankers that her
private sccount was overdrawn by nearly
§75,000. To meet her bankers' overdraft,
Queen Alexandra has had to resllzse some
of her securities, and at the urgent solict-
tations of King George. Her Majesty has
allowed Mr, Leopold de Rothehlid to go
into her financial affairs.

Only last week, on the suggesilon of
the ohie! groom at the stables at Marl-
borough House, she allowed an order to
be sent out for three motor luggage
WagonS &t a cost of $2,000 per wagon,
which will put & commisaion of at Jeast
v 100 in the pocket of the Eroom, and the
wigons, which are not required, will prob-
ably never be used.
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