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RICH YOUTH HAS
“GONE THE PACE”

Picturesque Career

of Young Man with

Plenty of Money

What Has Happened to Frank Snowden Ridgely Brown,
Son of Maryland’s Former Governor, Who Is Now
Facing a Suit for Divorce, With Many Charges
of Cruelty

EW York Give an av
orige American with
out the restraining Influ
ence of a mother, $10.000 a
yoar at the age of 14 and a
million when he reaches his
mafority, and what will be
his foture?

This Is the story of such a boy
whose young wife s about to hale
him into the divoree court at the ten.
der age of 24, na relnted by the Bun-
day World. This boy has faced many
chargegs—homicide among them-—but
it In extromely doubiful If he hans
ovar passed through an ordeal po dis-
tagteful ar that which awslts him
when he answers (o the many charges
of cruelty, BFutality and Infidelity his
pretty girl wife mentlons In her bill of
particulnrs,

Frank Snowden Ridgely Brown, son
of Maryland’s former governor, Is the
unhappy youth who has sacriflced his
brief and once happy married career

hoy,
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of the Baltimore American In his
beautifully appointed stanhope, with
coachman at his saide and footman
seated on the rumble  His horses,
Hrandy and Soda, wore blue ribbons,
and Frank was justly proud of his

turnout The “milHonalre reporter”
wal told to accompany another and
humbler reporter on his rounds
through Baltimore's East side, but

when he saw that his protege intended
to drive through the ghetto in his
beautiful equipage, the mere re
porter balked and told Frank to mest
him at & deslgnated police station, as
the street ears wore good enough for
his. The policemeén in the station
houses visited that day by Frank and
his mentor stlll possess souvenirs of
Frank's first day as a reportor, for he
ncattered golden gifts with a* lavish
hand,

Champagne for G, A. R, Veterans.

That evening Frank was assigned
to “cover” a banquet given Dy a loeal

on the altar of pleasure. “Young
Frank,” as he s famillarly called In
Baltimore, has been  pleasure-bent
since he “was a boy of ten, and his
pleasures, more often than uot, have
been purchased at terrific cost. He
has had his fling, and when. a boy of
17 he was blago and 4o satiated with
the gayetes of the Old World that he
cast about for new sehsations and
new flelds to conguer. Life for him,
even then, was one mad whirl, and
what he did not know about the “but.
torfly Hfe” wasn't worth knowlng.

At Ostend he was the petted darling
of women of title, and otherwise, and
It was & prank that he played on one
of thess while In her bath house nat
this gay resort that made It necessary
for his father to spirit him out of

France and back te Baltlmore. The
hoy abhorred books and rarvely
studied, He had the cholee of any

university in Ameriea or Europe If he
would but say the ward, but Instead
he preferred to run wild, do as he
pleased and give little, If any atten
tlon to the studies prescribed for him
hy the tutors his (ather engaged for
him.

« Btarted Werk as a Reporter,

About this time his fatbher and his
slater, May Brown, who later married
(Gordon Hughes, 8 New York lawyer,
and since his death marrled Alfred
Dietrich, whose former wife had
eclopad with Benchley, one of Alfred
(3. Vanderbllt's siable managers,
planned o return  trip to  Burope.
Frank was engaged In paying ardent
court to a Haltlmore girl at that time,
and his father told him If he did not
accompany him to Burope he would
have to go to work.

“Fine,” sald Frank, “nothing could
better sult my purpose.” At dinner
the,same evening he announced that
he had joined the reportorial staff of
the BDaltimore American. Frank's ad-
vent into journalism will long be re
membered in Baltlmore, and to this
duy the soubriquet of “Milllonaire Re.
porter” clings to him,

When Frank reported for his first
day's work he droye up to the office

G. A. R. post. Heer waa the only tip-
ple for the veterans, whereupon Frank
invited everybody to have champagne
with_him. Accordingly a dozen cases
were ordered by the Croesus seribe,
The hotel proprietor later sued to re-
cover the price of the chambagne. As
a tipster to his city editor on the gay
dog doings of Haltimore soclety Frank
bhad no equal. 8o disconcerting did
these tips prove that friends of the
Hrown family in the inner glrele of
Haltimore society eabled to Brown
pore to suggest some olther fleld of en-
deavor for his youthful son, and this
he did. Frank's journalistic career,
while brief, was guite as meteoric as
avery other that he has since launched
out upon,

It was just three years ago
“"Young Frank” saw and met Miss
Mabel Michael of Baltimore., The two
familles do not move In the same sot
and there was opposition from both
sides. The Browns had always moved
In that soclal cirele which was known
far nnd near as the “Brass Rand."
while the Michmels, in every respect
the social equals of the Browns, he
longed to a more conservative ele
ment. Frank's courtship was brief
and ardent. BSerious opposition from
both sides but served to fan the
flame, and when Frank proposed to
Mabel that they elope she with some
hesitation consented.

Elonped in Touring Car.

Just before midnight on October 28,
1906, Frank and his Aancee ‘met by
appaintment. His touring car was in
readiness and was geared up to lis
highest speed Frank was attended
by one of his many chums, while Miss
Mary Grismer accompanied Miss
Michael. The party bundled Into the
automoblile and Frank instructed his
chauffeur to cut out for New York
and “get there as soon as possible.”
Arriviog In this eclty, they went to
the Waldorf-Astorin, where Frank had
spent much tme Iin  the handsome
sulte of apartments his father used to

maintaln there the year round. Frank
was anxious to have Rev. Henry M.
Warren, the hotel chaplain, wmarry

him, and, finding that Mr. Warren|
was then living In West Ninsty-fourth
street, Frank, his fiancee and thelr at
tendants repalted to Mr. Warren's
home and there the ceremony wnons |
performed

Thelr marriage came a8 A great sur
prisme Lo their respective families, but
the young pair was soon installed in
a beautifully appointed home and
many predicted that Mabel would
make her young husband more con
servative, DBut her charges against
him do not confirm this hope.

His wife saygr he never wettied
down. In fact, he became gayer than
ever after his marriage, If that Lad
been possible. His chosen companlons
were as gay as himself, although few
if any of them had the funda to
squander that Frank ever had at com
mand His escapades hecame more
daring each day. and “the governor”
aa he s still ealled, was compelled to
admonish and Intercede more than
onee

Accused of Killing Child.

Automobliling was this boy's passion
and he was never saatisfled anless he
was bowling through Baltimore's ten
derloin at top spesd. His arrest was
of almost dally occurrence, and when
Haltimore awoke about eighteen
months ago to be told that Frank'a
car had killed n negro child the night
previous the "1 told you sos” got busy
It was not openly charged that
Frank's car had killed the boy, but
the newspapers hinted so strongly at
the Identity of the driver and owner |
of the ear that within 24 hours !h--!
trall led to Frank's door and he was |
urrested and formally accused of run
ning over the little pickaninny and
then running away without the for-
mality of stopping to ascertain the
serfousness of the injurles Inflicted

Tha parents of the dead child re
celved $10,000 to drop the case against

Frank., This frightenaed Frank (or
awhile, and he did not break into
print again until his friend Lester

Hresee, who had figured In almost all
of Frank's escapades, was committed
to Mount Hope, a private asylum for
the Insane and Inebrintes,

Lester had been golng the pace for
severnl years and when his mind gave
WAy none was surprised. Frank sore
Iy missed his chum and often motored
out to the beautiful retreat on Charles
Btreet pvenue to spend an hour with
him. In the course of one of these
visits Lester complained of his en-
forced confinement and begged Frank
to devise some means of effecting his
release,

“I've  trled that already, rald
Frank. "but the courts won't stand for
{t, 8o | guess the only thing 1 can do
is to kidnap you”

“Go as far an you Hke,” sald Lester,
“but for God's sake get me out of
bhere. 1 haven't had a drink for a
month.”

Kldnaped Chum from Asylum.

The next day Lester, while out for
his afternoon alring In the hospital

| no matter

! his reputation as a

tomobile, or tooling his coach and four
than of playing rolea upon the stags,
how inconspleuous they
were
Perhaps It

war the Inconsplenony.

| nens of thase roles that induced Frank

after n try at a part in “Cyrano de
Pergerac” to abandon the stage as n
profession, His wife was deeply ho
milinted at this venture, and she did
all ghe could to dissuade him when hLe
told her that he wanted to be an Ac
tor. This, she says, brought down his
wrath upon her pretty and youthful
head, and from them on trouble rame
thick and fast for her.

Wife Tells of Midnight Orgies.

It ta the alleged midunight orgles at
her home ithat Mre, Prown most bit
terly complained of In her bill for dJdi
vorce, Frank and hls Tenderloin
friends, she declares, would wander
Into the house at all hours of the
night and from then until the gray
dawn make night hideous for her and
her neighbors. It was impossible [or
her, she declares, to make her escape
from the house, aa Frank would In
alst upon her preslding at the table

P and serving him and his guesis with

whatever thelr faney dictated, desplio
the unseasonablenecss of the hour
Then, too, Mrs, Brown oasserts that
Frank preferred her to be at the head
of the table dorlng these bacchanalinn
feansts, Inasmuch as she made a good
target for his ribald jesta or the plats
or glasses he chose to hurl At her
Sometimes, according to Mrs. Brown s
complaint, the glasses were emptly,
but more often they contalned cham-
pagne, for Frank was ever jealous ol
“wine opener”
and he would never for a moment
have It thonglit among his Tenderloin
friends that anything else but ¢ham-
pagne graced his table or his wife's
bathtub, for that matter,

Another sport of which her husband
wan passionately fond, Mrs. Brown
charges, hand to do with a most vil
lainous-looking and savage bulldog
which is ever at Frank's heels,

Mra. Brown asserts that whon
Frunk was especinlly deep In his cups
he would set the dog on her. For
some reason, Mrs, Brown declares, the
dog entertalned a violent dislike for
her and was only too glad to do his
master's bldding,

Finally Driven from Her Home,

It wan the dog episode that proved
to be the parting of the ways. While
in a drunken [frenzy, Frank, it ‘s
charged In the complaint,.set the dog
on his wife, and it attacked her go
savagely that she fled in her night
clothes and never returned. That wan
Inst January and since then, she vows,
Frank bhas not contributed a cent
toward her support and this in tHe
face of hir wife's statement that he
had torn and cut up all her hatgs,
gowns, lingerie and pretty bhoots and
slippers, just prior to having the bull-
doE charge her.

Mra. Brown says it 18 lack of home
influence that s responsible for her
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HIS WIFE CHARGES THAT
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grounds, eluded the climbed

keeper
over the high fence and dropped into

Frank's walting car. Frank was ual
the wheel, and he let it out, and In an
hour or two was beyond the jurlsdie
tlon of the Maryland couris, And onece
more It became necessary for Brown
pere to get busy and sgquare things
for Frank,

Meanwhile Frank's affairs st home
had been golng from bad to worse.
His wife says she was left much to
herself, for Frank was se busy with
hig other friends and associntes that
he had little or no time to devate Lo
his girl-bride, Frank's gay friends of
both sexes were ever welcomed at the
youthful Browns' home—that (8 hy
Frank. Among those, his wife says,
were many actors and actresses, and
then it was that Frank concelved the
idea that he would like to enter upon
N SLage career,

He joined the stock company con
ducted in Baltimore by George Faw-
cett, and was given small parts. The
verdict of Frank's many friends after
witnessing seversl performances In

HE THREW CARODS AT HER HEAD

which he appeared was that he was
far more capable of steering his au
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husband's waywardness, and she
further avows that "the governor' ia
maiuly responsible for this. She de
clures that he has aliennted Frank's
affections, and now she Is suing the
governor for heart balm to the tune
of $100,000,

In the mean time Frank is continu
Ing on his merry way With ample
funds at his command, and with the
prospect of gsharing with hig sgister the
several milllon dollars Gov. Brown i
sald o possess, voung Frank has o
lively future ahead of him,

WHI he reform? Ask his wife,

Use of the Eyes In Reading.

Most people, according to the Optl
cal Journal, belleve that the eyes in
reading follow the letters In a steady
movement clear across the column,
but If the reader's eyes are witched
closely whille in action it will be seen
that they make a series of Jumping
movoiments, oach jump corresponding
to about one-halfl tnch of letters., Thig
shows that reading s done more by
words than letters, and that the words
are rend without having te look di
rectly at them.
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A CHERRY-BUD IN A
FOREIGN HAND

A Japunese

By Adachi

i i ., e e

Love Story
K innosuke

(Copyright, by J. B. Lippincott Co.)

Weatward from the
Nunohiki, through the evershifting
tracery-work of plnes and wild aza-
leas, you can see, if you would climb
a quarter of a mile, on a spring day,
a streteh of land that looks more ke
i dream than the actual solid footstool
of God.

That was her home; there we saw
her. Her environment was common—
her dress, her cottage, the people
about her,—yes, the people eapecially,
But all these common things, because
of her, seemed to me as if 1 saw them
on the canvas of Millet or Rembrandt,
She was a part of the landscape, and
it we say of the ensomble that it Ia
Just like a picture, 1 do not Know
whether the Higher Artist would take
It a8 8 compliment or not.

Describe her? DBetter ask me Lo pat-
rify & dream. Her lips? Oh!—one
folds hia hands on his left side when
he apoaks of them -

Not satisfied with her success In
this, her falr masterplece, Nature
placed her in the rustic surroumding |
to heighten all the charms of the girl
throngh the touch of that potent ma-
gleian called surprise. Yes, candidly,
1 was surprised, and so was Mr. 8id-
ney White, who was with me. Mr.
White is an American who has spent
more years of his life In Parls and
abroad than under the roof of his |
mother. He was an artlst—an ar-
tist who, as he confided to me once,
was (rying his best to fall as much

Cagcade of
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That Was Her Home;

Saw Her.

There We

in love with a woman as he was with
Art. Take my word for it, he had
that something that goes into the
making of a true artist, that all-ab-
sorbilng something which made him
by turns a fool and a god; he had
that ldolatrous adoration for the beau.
tiful; that contempt of everything
common. In order to plcture his
meeting with the girl, you must fancy
an artist facing Art made flesh and
beating In & woman’'s heart. In addi-
tlon to this, you must take into ac
count that polgnant sense of surprise
as keen as that of a man who finds a
diamond tn the dirt

O Tome was her name. O Tome
became an objeet of study to Sidney.
Then, a short time afterwards, the
object of study—not only artistic but
also—From the very start O Tome
was a thing of beauty to him, and in
the course of time a joy forever as
waell. When, therefore, about a
month afterwards | went up to his
studio 1 was not surprised to see it
converted Into a huge multifaced mir
rop.of O Tome —every pose of her
figure, every expression of her fea
tures, the Innumerable blendings of
her many moods, were caught In all
the concelvable cunning of colors.

“Am 1 really as prelty as that,
White-san 2"
“Very, very mueh more beautiful,

mademolselle!™

“And my halr—and oh, but my eyes,
are they softly dreaming as they are
vonder?"

“That? Why, that Is nothing but
n shadow; that is nothing but a ple-
ture, ke a pleture on a temple wall,

a pleture of a goddess, you know.
One can look at a pleture, not the
goddess—the origlnal 18 too daz-
zling!"

O Tome, who was not sure whether
she underatood this poetie amhlgult_\'l
of the artist, smiled as If to sav.
“The best thing | ean do for you Is to

pretend that 1 belleve all that you
sny."

“But, really, White-san, does vour
humble mald please her master,
then "

"Hush, sweet one; you should rath

ér say that your slave worships his
ldeal.” |
—_— -

“What Jdo you think 1 have found

now, old man?" he asked mo one day
ns he burst into my den. Dropping
my brush st the suddenness of his !
entry and Interrogation, | answered: |
"Hello! you? Why, I have not the
slightest ldea.”

"Well, she I8 not a beantiful study,
but she Is as bright
ayes—1 mean her mind
to come and see her”

Yes, | found out that she
learned miny an English word.

“Say the first sentence | taught you
for us, O Tomesan" White sald Inl
Jagpanese,

a8 a Budidha's
You

anght

had

| the other side

|nnw 0 Tome

Then the olive velvet of her cheeks
beccame a warmer color, and a smile
made her lips llke an opening bud.
Then slowly she sald,—

“I—~=love—you,~—8ldney."

The last syllable was In the merry
ring of her laughter.

I saw him often teaching her Eng-
lish and French, In those happy
hours he looked like a male mother
mad with ecstagy over the first [alter-
ing words of his baby. He wnas very
proud of her; and day by day she
rewarded him with the discovery of
the hidden treasures of her simple
heart,

Twice winter chalned water; twice
spring set It free and gave it songs;
twice chrysanthemums decked thelr
Httle garden; and they fanned away
two summers. They were too much
in love to think of marriage—if that
woere possible,

Those were happy days for him—
for her,

Then there came a little plece of
paper into that studlo—to that nest,
to speak more correctly, of Art and a
couple of spring buds., Upon that
paper wns a4 message that came [rom
of the world. Since
the receipt of it Sldney White was
paver the same man, And poor O
Tome only wonderad. It was rude,
to her Japauese way of thinking, to
ask many things of A man, and then,
if he loved her, he would tell her all
she ought to know without her ever
nsking. So she was sllent—sad, be
cauke he was sad,

“"Come with me, O Tome-gan," he
sald to her one morning,

“Where are we going?”

“1 have found a nest for you. And
I want to see if you Hke It or not."

And they walked up the hill side of
Kobe City.

“You see, sweetheart,” he .ex-
plained to her, "1 have always thought
that you would likoe to have a cottage
all your own. And [ think I've found
it. We'll furnish It as you like, and
there you can do whatever you want.

I will come and see you there very

often, and we won't be bothered witn
people who come o my studio; for
I am golng to keep my studio as it is.™

They saw. the cottage, whose ver-
anda laughed fulllmouthed towards
the entrance of the famous inland
Sea of Japan.

O Tome was delighted with ft. It
was arranged that everything would
be put in order within a week, and
at the end of that time O Tome was
to move Into it,

“But why don't you move your
studlo, too? 1 miss the pletures so
much,” she sald to him

“Oh, sweetheart, you will have all
the plctures you want. You see, |
don't want any of my studio friends
bothering us at the coitage.”

It was mbout seventeen days since
Sidney White recelved a cablegram
stating that his parents would bring
out his wife with them to join him in
lapan, where he seamed to be mak-
ing such a prolonged study. Sidney
expected them seven days anhead. O
Tome was to move to her new cottage
four days hence.

She could speak English fluently
now, and nothing charmed the artist
as the honey words from her lips,

Her head nestling In his breast, her
left arm around hils neck, and the
fingers of her right hand golng astray
In the maze if his hair, making the
long, wavy locks ripple like the golden
surface of a sunlit sea, she was mur-
muring: :

“Dear, you have such pretty hair;
it’s like the halos of salnts you paint.”

There was the sound of many steps
in the hall, The housemald never al-
lowed anyone to enter the studlo
without seeing If the artist were ready
to recelve a visitor. But thig time the
steps came gteadlly towards the door
of the studio. Just as O Tome leaped
off the lap of Slduey the door flew

open

There was a vigorous swish of a
skirt.

“Bidney!” exclalmed a steonger

voice than the dreamy melody of O
Tome's throat, And he wag logt be
hind the flutter and whirl of foreign
millinery, A resounding kiss,

“Oreat Heaven, Kate!™ gasped a
husky volce,

A surprise party, my bhoy!" shouted
his father in the door-way. "“"We did
surprise you'!-—ha'! ha! ha'*

Mre, White released him at last
She turned round to signal the old
people to follow her example. The
slim figure of O Tome stopped her
eyes, At once they flashad back ab
Sidney and found bhim ashy, all In a
tremor. Something hard entered the
blue of her launghing eyes.

“Pray, who ls that, SBidney?"' Her
volee sounded like the breaking of an
felele

HSidney was a human flame in an In-
stant. He stammered,

“Husband, for Heaven's sake—"
eried the lady, and then, turning to
O Tome roughly: “Who are you?"

“I am just his model, madam,” she
sald quietly in English with her head
down, Mr, White wanted to paint
me

She walked out nolselessly

That was the last time Sidney White
Yed, he Is hunting for
her pow-—-ever hunting. But I think
he would find an insane asylum loug
before ha would find O Tome.




