(Crash! Goes Aime¢

(ouraud’s Shrine- -
onthe Burma Road

A Jap Bomb Wrecked |4, But

the Memory of the Eccentric
Heiress, W ho Had a Dozen
Husbands (5 Official), a Spirit
Double Resembling Apollo, and
a Pet Python for a Dinner
Companion, Still Lingers On

By IVAN NARODNY

Nicholas Roerich, the dislinguished Russian artist, now

I HAVE just received wurd from my friend, Professor
living in Darjeeling, India, that perhaps the oddest

ghrine in the world has been destroyed.

A Japancse bomb, aimed at the Burma Road, went
wide of its mark a few weeks ago and demolished it

The airmen may have regretted the incldent as a
waste of good metal and explosive, but if they had known
more about their accidental target they would probably

have cheered up,

For thal shrine was dedicated to nn Buddhist saint.
In fact, it had no connection with anybody even remaotely

saintly.

It was a memorial to an uninhibited American heiress

named Aimee Crocker Gouraud.

Aimee, who died last year, cut almast as deep a swath
through the Far BEast in her day as the Japs urc doing

now,

She went there twice; as a young and beautiful woman,
armed with %10.000,000 and & taste for mysticism, and
again in middle age, to revisit the scenes of her youthful

indiscretions,

A Dbricf but edocational sojurn with the
concubines of 8 Burmese prince, & nephew of
former King Thebaw, was one of the high-
lights of her first pilgrimage. When she re-
turned, some thirty-five . years later, that
dignitary had been succeeded by his son, a
young man of the most chivalrous dispoesition.

He chatted with her, swapped reminiscences

of his father and ended up by saying that
since she way dlready ,
4 legend among his peo-
ple she really ought to
have a shrine dedicated
in her henor.

Aimee thought that
would be nice, loo, so,
not  long  afterwards,
Nicholas Rocrich, a
friend, was ecommis-
sloned te do the Job.

He drew up plans, put
sonie natlves to work
and the first thing any-
one knew there was the
shrine, complete with
bells, altar and a pano-
rama of paintings de-
picting  Aimee's  Bur-
mcse invasion.

It is, of course, the
avawed purpnse of the
Japanese to cleanse the
Orient of all signs of
Western  influence, so
the bhomb with the ail-
dress of Aimee's shrine
writlen on it can not he
said to have fallen he-
side the point.

Almee was rich, fan-
Lastically impulsive, heautiful —"a combina-
tion that daes not afien occur in (his world.
Whnn_ it does, it usually minkes a deep im-
pression.

Afmee started making ore when she was
scarcely out of her Llecns. Califorria, her
native Stile, became aware that it had a
problem child on its hands when, in 1882,
& couple of roaring young blesds sal down to
a poker game wilh Aimee as stakes. She
had so agrecd and so sat in and witehed
with undetstandabte interest.

The game was lent added zest hy the fact
that her father, Judge Edwyn B. Crocker, of
the famous railroad-building family, had juslL
died, leaving her the $10,000,000,

The men playing for her were Richard
Porter Ashe, nephew of Admiral Farragut and
seion of the family for whom Asheville, N C,
is named, and Heury W, Cilkiy, past-com-
maodure of the Larchmonl Yacht Club.

They played one haud of stud. Ashe wous
rieall four aces, and that cold hand won him
Aimee's warm one.

But the prize didn't slay his very long.
The split-up came uver the firsi, stiz-r}ngs of
Aimee's yearning for the Easl, expressed
rather modestly at that time in an insistence
on living in New York.  Ashe preferred the
West, Sn, aller the birth of a daughter,
Gladys, Aimee way divorced, sctiled down in
Larchmont, on Long ¥aland Sound, and devoted
the next seven years of single-bleasednesy Lo
prepisring herselt for the great sdventure.

This preparation  consisted largely of
kancking lhe ears off New York society with
a serles of improbable partles, featuring semi-
nude Oricntnl dancers and mystic recitatlony,
She fidled her home with Bohemiana and
some 200 odd statues of Buddha. !

Oeeasionally, when the hired dancers grews
weary, she would entertain the guests with a
few numbers of her own devising,

it was natural that Harry Gillig, her dis-
appointed suitor, should run into her occusion-
slly during this period, for her chosen home
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Yvonne Gouraud, Who Besides Betng Almee's
Adopted Daughter YWas Also Named (o-
respondent in One of Her Divorees,

was also the scene of his
erstwhile distinction as a
commodore, Love had nat
dicd in the Gillig breast; it
had just been banked. Nor
did her present extravagani
behavior extingulsh it.

Apparently the ex-commo-
dore fgured that she had
gone about as far along the
mystieal line as paossible and
that a reaction was due; so
he married her, expecting to
bencfit hy it. Aimee ro-
wearded him, not with the
cexpected reaction, bhut wilh
the announcement that she
had at last decided to visit
ihe eountries of her spiritual
adoption.

Gillig didn't want ta £0,
but there were plenty of
others who did. She set
forth on her travels with a
hizarre company of Bohemians, declasse arla-
tocraty, fakirs and fakers., I.dke Columhug,
suc aimed o reach the Fast by heading weat.

First stop was Hawaii, then under the
sway of a native king named Kalakaita, Hr
was renowned for his fabulous colleation of
jewels.  Almee wanted to get her handy on
thede und set about |4 with simple forthright-
neRs, firsk by offerlng to buy them and then,
when  Lhat had failed, by turning on her
feminine rharrn.

Kalakaua, however, was regreifully forcerl
to inform her that the laws and customs of
his pcople made him less the actual owner
than just the trustee of the royal jewels. TIn
olher words, he was afrald she couldn't have
them, unlesy she wanted (o put the matier to
pupular yote,

In souncthiag of a buff, Almee, and com-
pany, flounced oul of Hawaii.  Samoa, (he
island retreat of Robert Louls Stevenson, was
fier next port of call,

D102, by Anwrean Wreekly, Ine,

It was in 8amoa that Almec's long purenit
of the mystical wnas rewarded hy whatl scemed
a genuinely mystical experience. A ghining
male figure “Hke Apollo,” appeared ta her In
the night, smiled enlgrmatienlly and whinpered
some words dnoa strange language,

Afmee tuok It ag a sign to continue her
jorney, 8o she tore herself away from
Rohart Touis  Stevenson and in «due time
arrived {n DBurma, where there were algo
dome by no rocans despicable jewels. Profit-
ing frum her Hawaltan  expericnice, she

Aimee Wilth Her Pet
Python, Prince Paul,
Whe Used ' to Dlue
With Her, Much to the
Dismay of Her Guests.

Gay VYoung Prince Alexander Gaditzine,
Who, At tho Timoe of His Dlvoree Irom
Almcee, Asyied the Court This Pover: “Haw
Could Thore Be Infldellty Where There
Never Was Love?"

.

approached this loot with more subtlety.

She hought a tobacco shop, stalned her
skin the color of the natives’ and gettled dovwn
for n long siege. Burmese aristaerats, drop-
ping into her shop for a pound of cut plug,
were intrigued; so was the local prince, when
he heard asbout it.  An invitation to the
princely residence followed as a matter of
COUTHE.

Almee nrrived dressed as a natlive Burimese
daneclng girl, and, in fact, performed onc¢ of
those dances with which she had been wont to
enliven her Larchmont partics, It went over
hig In Burma, Loo, so much so indeed that the
entranced prince invited her ta join hiy entour-

Greal Bratain Toghty Ttegorved,
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After "Spending a Month Among the

Concubines of & Burmese Prince Almee

Came Away With So Much Loot It Took
an Elephant te Carry It.

age on the spot. Almee accepfed.

A month laler she emerged laden with
gifta: Birings of pearls, diamond neck-
laces, -hoxes full of assorted sapphires and
emeralds, cloth of gold dresses, etc., ete.
The problem of transporting this hoard
was s0 acuie that the prince was moved
to throw in an elephant, not to mentlon a

palr of bejeweled gates, which he thought
would be & nice memento of her vislt. )

Bvidently feeling that the time had now
come "to put aside worldly things and con-

centrate on the spiritual aspects of her trip, ©

Aimee checked her baggage through to India -

and: spent a month all by hergelf living in a
tent in Tibet, ‘This mortification of the flesh
was rewarded by another visit from the
Apollo-like figure,

She spoke to it, asking who it was, and
this time, thanks perhaps to her diligence in
picking up cnough of lhe native tongues, was
ahle to understand its reply.

“I am you,” said the figure,

“Me?" said Almce, startled.
you mean?"

“¥pu have a masculine soul,”" =aid the
figure (this must have come as a shock,
after hier cxpericnces wilth the prince). “In
your next incarnetion you wiil he & man, just
auch i anc as L”

Then, afler prophedying rather incon-
gruougly that in her present Incarnation she
would be allowed bwelve hushands, she sald,
the apparilion warned her:

“If you take a 13th he will bury yol.”

Ay a parting word, the golden viston added
that he wauld appear to hor once more, just
hefore her death, apd moved off acrosg the
barren Tihetan plains. .

Twelvae husbands seemed to allow so much
acope that in India, Aimee felt sufe in running
through slx more, nons of whom, however,
was taken on with beneflt of Western clergy.
These, plug Ashe, Gillig and the Burmese
potentate made a totnl of nine.

With three stiil to go, she returned to her
fiomeland and wes astonished and pained when
Gillig mect her at the dock, announcing that
he had heard a llttle about her adventurcs—
some of hee original vetinue had drifted back
—and wanted a divorce.

Aimec ohliged him, and spon afterwards,
made Jackson Gouraur, well-known song
writer and man-phout-New-¥ork, her third
Occidental spouse, tenth luternational one.
When Gouraud died in 1910, she awore that
his should bc the name she too wonld die
with and that she would never wed pgein,

As it turncd out, the first of thesc vows
wag fulfilled, but nol the sceond, for in 1814
she celebrated the outhreak of war by marry-
ing a Russian prince named Alexander Mislkin-
off. Miskinoff d!sappointed her, not only in
regpect to his title, which wnas hogus, hul
also by falling in love with a young girl named
Yvonne Gouraud, whom Aimee und hey previ-
ous husband had adopted.

80 Almee divorced
Yvonne corespondent.

With only one hushand to go-——short, that
18, of the one shic had no desive o he huvied
by—she took paing to remain single for the
next ten years, then heenme a bride for the
twelfth and last lime. - :

The lucky man was half her age, unother
Russian prince, genuine and named  Alex-
ander Galitzine, It came out ironlcally enough
at the divorce which followed twe years liter
that ahe had taken every precaution to ensure
the succeas of her laat mutch.

After convincing herseif that his title was
hone, fide, the prince charged, she had drewn
up a prenuptial contract in which she hired
the uge of that aanmic title as well as, to &
limited extent, of his peraon, for $260 a month,

One of the terms of the agreement, it was
alleged, was that he ghould dance with her o
couple of hours each day.

The prince professed himself hurt and be-
wildered when she obtalned a divorce on
grounds of infldelity. How, he logleally
enough asked, could there he infidelity in a
marriage not for love?

Disillusloned, Almee secluded herself in
her Parislan mansion, which she had named
Tha Houre of Fantasy. It waa a surrcallat
ahodn, fDled with Dali-esque touches, such as
& Loy roilrord on the dining room tsble, and
tho preclous souvenirs of her travels: the
jewelled gates, the clothing, the Buddhna,
It was fliled also with Llwenty or thirty feet
of her pet python, Prince Paul, who would
ruin the appetites of guests hy cofling next to
her at dinner,
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