The Grave of Quentin Roosevelt,
Near Fismes, France.

romance of fashionable society has

come to the surface for years as
that of Miss Flora Whitney and young
Captain Roderick Tower, whose engage-
ment hag just been announced by the
bride-to-be’s brilliant mother, Mrs. Harry
Payne Whitney.

For Miss Whitney—those who are sup-
'i;cmed to know, have always,sald, nor has
it ever been denied—was engaged to
Quentin Roosevelt, and the announcement
of their troth was to have been made by
Mrs. Whitney on the eve of that heroic
young fiying man’s tragic death in France.

NO more -interesting and unusual

And to young Tower—the son by the way .

of Charlemagne Tower, formerly Ambugf'
sador to Germany, Austria and Russia—
Quentin Roosevelt was not only one of the
nation’s great heroes, but a dear friend
and also his preceptor in his first stages
of the flylng game. It was one of the real
sorrows of Tower’'s life that he could not
follow Quentin overseas. Instead, he was

forced by the War Department to remaim_

in America as an instructor.

To - the Texas tralning camp, where
Captain Tower was assigned came
Vanderbilt, the brother of Miss Whitney,
for instruction.

A strong friendship developed between®

the two, and when the heiress of a con-
siderable section of both the Whitney and

Vanderbilt fortunes dropped down to visit,
the three were thrown together. Quickly
Miss Whitney and Captain Tower discov-
ered their mufual interest in the gallant
aviator abroad. The girl's trips were fre-
quent, and when in July of 1918 news was
flashed over the cable of Quentin's death,
the two mourned together.

For hours upon hours they talked—
minds strained to visualize that little -
grave near Fismes, in France, where lay
all that was mortal of him who had been
the lover of one, the ideal and friend of
the other.

‘What more natural than in this hal:mony:
of intepest the pair should have been more
and more drawn to each other; should
have found out more and more in each
other to admire and at last to love?

The lonely grave was the connecting
link between their two hearts, and out of
it grew romance. It was as though the
epirit of the dead hero arose from it and
drew :hem together —the girl he had
hoped tn marry and the fine, clean, cour-
ageous lad whose metal he had tested
among the perilou- forces of the air.

There will have been few marriages
which have unifed such interesting families
or mating of two young persons so filled
with such unusual potentialities, Flora
Whitney is one of the greatest heiresses in
the country, destined, as has been sald, to
inherit a large part of the Vanderbilt and
Whitney fortunes representing an enor-

mous accumulation of railroad property .

and real estate in New York. Through the
Payne side of the house she will, also,

receive a share of the Standard Oil mil-
lions. She is a charming young girl who
fnherits much of the cleverness of her
mother. who is a very distinguished
sculptor and artist indeed.

Miss Whitney was, in fact, mentioned as
one of the possible American brides for the
Prince of Wales during that engaging
young royalty's visit to this country, head-
ing. also, as a matter of fact, the list. She
would be thoroughly at home in England,
where her cousin is Duchess of Marl-
borough and where she has many other
relatives established in high society.

At the time when this matter was being
discussed, Miss Whitney laughed and said
that she “guessed affer all that when she
made up her mind, she would marry an
American.” What she did not say was
that her mind was already made up.

On the Tower side there are many more
millions, and many a mother in the exclu-
sive Rittenhousa square district of Phila-
delphia will recelve with bitter disappoint-
ment the news that young Tower has been
captured by a maid outside the Quaker
City—and especially one of the Vander-
bilts, who for varicus amusing and curious
reasons, have never been accepted by
Philadelphia's fashionable Holy of Holies
as having arrived. Both the mothers, it is
said—and especially Mrs. Tower—are very
happy over the arrangement. The mar
riage will go far toward wiping out un-
pleasant memories of the romance of an-
other son of the Towers, Charlemgne, Jr.,
to them a tragedy which they have never
quite gotten over. This bappened not =0
wany years ago when Charlemagne, Jr.,
was a student at VYale. ~ Thera he maet
“Dixle” Burdick, a very good-looking young
woman, who might have posed as the
heroine for George Ade's college widow.

The news of Charlemagne's wedding to
her shattered the very dignified Tower

household like a bombshell. During the
years abroad Mr. and Mrs. Tower had ac-

guired many European habits and notions

+uot the least of which was that the par-
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ents of a son or a daughter or both had
much more interest in the marriage of their
progeny than their children had, and,
therefore, were the proper ones to arrange
such matters. There was for a time a ter-
rific upheaval in Philadelphia. For some
months young Tower stuck to his fair
bride, but at last he was pried loose,
Mrs. Georgiana Burdic¥ Tower—or
“Dixie"—flled suit for $200,000 against the
former Ambassador,
charging him with
allenating his son's
affections from her.
The Towers main-
tained that Charle-
magne, Jr., had
nev’ar_ married the
lady. The courts,
however, held dit-
ferently because
they granted her
ultimately a divoroe,
and upless they had
been well satisfled
that a ceremony ac-
tually had occurred,
of course they would
not have done this.
Whatever hap-
pened to the $200,
000 suit was never
made publie, al-
though it was ru-
mored that a settle-
ment was made and
that the divorce ac-
tion was one of the
terms of this agree-
ment. An absolute-
ly unique suit was
narrowly averted—
that of the elder
Tower against Yale
University; a suit
that, if it ever had
been pressed, would
have opened up some
amazing questions.
“I sent my son to
college to be edu-
cated, not to be mar-
ried,” was the state-
ment the father
made, and this was
to have been the
nucleus of the suit
—whether in such a
case the college, act-
ing as parents pro
tem, with extra legal
duties of guardian-
‘ship, care and guid:
ance, was not legal-
ly. both financially
and morally, respon-
sible for the conduct
of students and pos-

sible hearteche and
disappointments of

parents!

Young  Roderick
Tower, unlike Broth-
er Charlemagne and
also unlike Brother
Geoffrey, whose love
affairs have some-
times bothered his
parents, - although
never to the extent
of the one just cited,
has never had any
love affairs at all,
apparently. And, ex-

e

cept the Quentin
Roosevelt affair,
Miss Whitney has

never been credited
with -any. She has
been & healthy, nor
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may boys' girl, fond - Mrs. Harry Payne Whitney, the Brilliant Mother

of outdoor sports,
playing round gen-
erally with boys of
her own age and
never showing the slightest interest for
flirtations and romantic affairs. Apd, al-
though Flora inherits, as has been said, a
little part of her mother’s genius in art,
she is, as a matter of fact, largely bored
by it. She likes soclal service rather than
social parties, and picks her friends among
those who are doers—or, as one friend of
the family recently put it:

“There are times when I have thought
Flora shows much of that commendable
spirit of her doughty ancestor, Betsey, who
worked side by side with her husband, the
founder of the Vanderbilt fortunea.”™

It there are those who think that Flora
Whitney too soon forgot her dead aweet-

of Flora, Who Finds the Match
a Pleasing One.

heart, they have an entirely erroneous
point of view. At the time ol that first
romance she was scarcely seventeen years
old. Furthermore, being absorbed in every
phase of America’s entrance into the war,
she was swept without doubt by that same
wave of gmotion which resulted in so
many hasty marriages, of which 80 many,
alas, are now being untied by the courts.
How deep, how actual, her love for Roose-
velt may have been cannot be known. The
glamour of war, the curious magnetie
force of the soldier about to-go forth to
battle has long been a fruitful theme both
for philosophers and novelists. €ertainly,
after the news of Quentin’s death, she
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The Romanco that Grow from QueninRo

How the Girl He Loved and the Friend
Taught to Fly Found in Their
Sorrow for His Death
and Their Tender
Memories of Him a
Great and True Love
. for Each Other

Miss Flora Whitney.

withdrew entirely from social life
and plunged wholeheartedly into
her war work. And there can be °
no doubt that what has come about

fs what Quentin Roosevelt, if he
could have spoken from beyond the

veil, would have sealed wi.h com-
plete approval.

If Miss Flora does not take ad-
vantage of her inheritance of
genius from her mother
it will be a pity. There
is no more interesting

figure in the world of
art than this womdn of

fagshlon, whosge work
ranks with the greatest
of sculptors abroad and
fn America. Incidental-
ly, she 18 the sole ex-
ample of a daughter of
Immense wealth, em-
titled by birth to any
social position she de-

sires, to attain such a
place in the world of

real accomplishment,

And it is a curious
thing that Mrs. Harry

Payne Whitney had
more difficulty in being
taken seriously, or “in
arriving,” as the phrase
has {t, because of her
millions and her posi-
tion than has any sculp-
tor starting out from
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poverty and the garret. - e
She found, in fact, the . . .
s Al it & R Captain Roderick Tower. .

chosen world as bes-t
the poor little rich girl in the famous play
of that name.

Of this struggle Mrs. Whitney has said:
“When I first started ‘my sculptor work
my friends took the attitude of a group of
people watching one of their number per-
form a 'difficult parlor trick. It half
amused them, half interested them, but
few of them took the thing seriously.
However, one {8 always amusing to one’s
friends—that is one of the rights of friend-
ship. And they nelther eould néor would
understand why anybody who didn't have
to work, who dldn’t have to spend a num-
ber of years over a mess of clay should
do so of her own volition: and, what's
more, should do it because she wanted to
and because it meant something to which
to look forward. I had to fight all the
time to break down the walls of half sym-
pathetic and half scornfal criticism based
on no other concept than the ome that jt
wasn't done by people in my position.

“And no sooner had I succeeded in
breaking down & portion of the wall of

prejudice of my friends than I found an-
* other and much mightier one, staring me

in the face. The public at large retused

' to belleve that I was doing anything seri-

ous. The people I met were all very nice
gbout it. Very. In the manner that a
fond parent pats the wayward child on
the . In a8 manner that implied that
everything was lovely and sweet, but that
1 should get over it in time.

“One of the strongest prejudices against
which 8 woman in my position has to

‘fight is working in a studio. Again, it is
Great Britain Rights Beserved.

a matter of convention. It is all right for
a poor struggling artist to seek out a place
of seclusion where he can have his north
light. It is conceded to be necessary to
him. He can't work without it. But let
a woman who does not have to work for
her livelihood take g studio to do the work
in which she is most intensely interested
and she is greeted by a series of horror-
sticken faces, a knowing lifting of the eye-
brows or a twist of the -mouth that is
equally expressive. And much more con-
demnatory. Again I say I am not com-
plaining at the treatment that I received;
I have no cause to complain; I should not
perhaps be doing the work that T am to-
day if it were not for the people that I had
to fight to show that I was not simply
amusing myself. X
“I understand perfectly the attitude that
people take.’ I understand perfectly that
in a good many instances they are justl-
fled in taking that attitude. The renting
of studios has become fashionable among
a number of young women who desire to
be what they call in their most expressive
moments ‘free.' They are free as far as
doing any work is concerned. A good
many of them furnish their studios beauti-
fully. Therein, perhaps, lies their contri-
bution to art. They spend half an hour
daily messing up a palette of paints or a
lump of clay, and therein, I say, lies their
injustice to art. Therein, too, lies the in-
justice to those who are honest in their
desire to devote themselves to their work.
Conclusions are based on experience with
& number of instances. It is natural that
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“It was as though in the memories that
drew them together the phantom

of Quentin Roosevelt’s resting

place drew round them; as
though he who lay there

blessed them.”

the few should be condemned for what
the majority have apparently -proved to
be a triusm.

“To go on, however, about this matter of
breaking down the wall of public prejudice.

Time and asain I discovered that where a
group of laymen had to decide between
two people a question of asslgning a com-
mission to an artist the woman of wealth
lost out And'for no other reason than
because she was a womah of wealth., This
in spite of the popular belief that wealth

can go a long way in gaining fame and
position. It may Iin other fields of work,

but where painting or sculpture is con-

cerned people sternly demand the tradi-
tions of a youth of poverty.”

This fighting spirit and persistency of
her n;mt}_mr Misg Flora Whitney does show
to a gréat degree and exercises, even if
she will not -exercise that other talent
which has made Mrs. Whitney famous in
the world of art. \

All these are reasons which make not
only fashionable society, but those inter-
ested in the manner in which thase pos-
sessed of great wealth use it, most inter-
ested in this romance which grew from
Quentin Roosevelt's grave.

Neither Harry Payne Whitney nor Mrs.
Whitney has -ever restrained; their daugh-
ter in her search for either work or happi-
ness. Flora is an ardent automobilist, and
if she wanted to run about Hempstead and
the Westbury section of Long Island in her
motor all hours of the night her mother

~never objected. Some of the other mothers

thought that it wasn't a good habit, but
Mrs, Whitney triumphantly pointed out
that her daughter never came to any
harm by being allowed freedom.

In fact, Mrs, Whitney believes that
freedom is the essence of real beauty.

“Beauty,” she said once, “‘does not mean
the same thing to any two persons. To
the sculptor it is embodied in the Greek
fdeal and I belleve that this idea]l] has
never been so perfectly realized as in the

American woman of to-day. The sculptors” ~

idea of beauty is very gemerally that of
the Greeks.

“The strong, straight woman, developed
by exercise in the open air, seems the most
beautiful to me, I think that is the gen-
eral conception of beauty to-day. How it
has changed since our grandmothers’ time,
when the woman who was most admired
sat in a rocking chair on the piazza and
perhaps did a little embroidery or crochet
work. To-day the beautiful girl rides,
plays tennis, polo sometimes. All her
muscles are developed. She has the beauly
of strength and freeddm. Whed 1 say
the beauty of freedom, I mean freedom of
mind as well as body.




