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MOVING CHAPTER IN THE LIFE OF
TRAGEDIAN EDWIN BOOTH

the written drama there la
WITHIN greater than the-- mys-

tery of the heart of Hamlet. Here
"Wo have the greatest Hamlet of modern
times laying bare to us the unsuspected
depths and darkest struggles of his soul

the soul of Edwin Booth. He Is teni
years in his grave, and Tie was 60 "when
he died; his honors have been reaped and
"winnowed .and the clear golden grains
of his fame as a tragic actor and as a
noble man remain. Not, however, with
the Booth of his later mellowed and
lieavlly laureled years have we .to do,
but with the fiery, magnetic, impulsive
and as yet not fully Booth
of 40 years ago with Booth as he was
In 18GJ-Bo- oth in the vigor of his fresh
manhood. In his 30th year, successful as
an actor, the direct heritor of his great
father's fame.

A crushing blow had fallen upon him,
?iot comparable In its message of woe
perhaps with the dread disaster that
came two years later, when Abraham Lin-
coln fell under the pistol of iils brother,
John Wilkes Booth; but how it reached
down to the very depths of the nature
of this young Hamlet will bo seen. Mary
Devlin, the devoted, charming wife of
scant three vears. bv donfl in rnr
Chester, Mass., with Edwin away in New f
York, though her child, Edwlna, a year
and a half old, was with her. Edwin
Booth's wooing of the lovely Mary, who
had been an actress, was an idyl; her
death took on the notes of tragedy:

"O dear Ophelia, I am 111 at these numbers;
have not heart to reckon my groans, but that I
love thee best, O most best, .believe It. Adieu."

This heart cry seems to run through all
That follows. Although no suspicion of a
histrionic side to his grief andthis more
bitter Is apparent. He
quotes but rarely; he Is and suffers. "I
love thee best, O most best, believe It"

Only after JO years shall the world
know the tragedy of that love as revealed
in a mass o'f lotters, now archived in the.
Authors' Club and given to the club by
the late Richard Honry Stoddard shortly
before his death.

A Literary Find.
Of all the rare things belonging to the

Stoddard collection none are so reverently
guarded as these timeworn letters. The
letters were written daily and oftener by
Booth to Richard. Henry or Elizabeth
Stoddard. Hitherto unpublished because
of thoir most personal and Intimate char-
acter, the material Is now loosed to lit-
erature by the death of the last member
of that memorable three. The lettersmay no longer be regarded as sacred to
the correspondents, but as a rich leenrv
to a public which gave to all three a
beautiful devotion and an unfeigned ad-
miration.

The collection Includes but a single let-t-

of Stoddard's, and that was written
under the palnfulest circumstances; but
there are years of letters from Booth to
the Stoddards, and many from Mary
Devlin, written the year before her death,
and her letters, discoursing of naught but
"Edwin." throw marvelous side lights
upon a character dazzingly Illuminated
by his own hand.

Over the Stoddard side of the story
omo yet unfolded mystery hangs. Here

was a warm and Intimate friendship
suddenly snapped. The wreck of it is
mentioned in the only Stoddard letter in
the collection. How or why It came
thus to grief is now told. How complete-
ly the poet had put it from him. may be
guessed In the fact that the "Recollec-tion- r

Personal and Literary, by Richard
Henry Stoddard," published only a weekago, contains no single reference to Ed-
win I

Booth.
It is not possible to discuss here or

quote from all of Edwin Booth's letters.
That which may be written should be
read in the light of some knowledge of
his and Mary Devlin's brief life together
and of its fuller history. "What the shortyears of their marriage meant to both, of I
Joy and happiness, of torture and pa-
tience, love and remorse, is exposed,
nakc-d-, in these strange lines of emotional
abandon, written by Booth In a very de-
lirium of sorrow.

The first of the letters was written the
week after Mary Devlin's death. Com-
pared with those that follow the letter
Is temperate and reserved in tone. Hisagony is betrayed, but not as It is later

desperately, madly. In that first letterhe speaks of the Immediate circumstances
of her death. Certain "d d good-natur-

friends' had carried certain dis-
turbing stories to her, which, in her en-
feebled condition. Booth believed had
killed her. Booth's bitterness is painful
enough without inquiring too closely Into
its cause.

He at first discusses, calmly, the most
trivial matters, his wardrobe, and so
forth, but finally all his
gives place to an abandon of grief. He
tells of handling her "things," of putting
them away, of the value to him of the
least of the articles that she has touched;
of the finding of their marriage certifi-
cate, to which he had tied the key to her
coffin. He pins to paper all the morbid
horror of his mind.

"My child should be a solace to me
out she, alas! was my child, my baby
"wife, and no one can fill her place! Had
Bhe been less childlike in her mannors
you see I had raised her almost from a
baby, and she had grown to regard me as
a. father long before we married had she I
been more sedate and matronly doubtless
the baby would more engross all my
thoughts . . . but now I feel as though
my child was dead and Edwlna's sweet-
ness makes me sad rather than cheerful."

And then he adds, with a simplicity or
that Is plalntivo rather than grotesque:
"Wo had fish for dinner; the Tompklnses I
are gone we are alone." Then "with
startling transition: "What do they put let
people in the ground for? They don't
know. My father planted a penny once,
expecting to find a guinea in the Spring-b-ut

it; wouldn't wash; would to God,
Dlck that you and I could cultivate At
coffins eh?"

Now In the wild discord of the man's
Boul began to sound that weird note of
superstition which presently dominated
nil that ho thought or wrote or did. On
March 5, 1S63, he wrote:

Pathetic Confidences.
My Dear Dick Your good long letter came

resterday. Tou only acknowledge the second of
tny letters; did not the first reach you? I go
to town today for the first time. By the byo,
fou spoke of a piece he had written for one
of the papers; you did not send me that. "Why
tot? I wish to gather and preserve all that In
plates to her. How do we know. Dick, that
Jhat thrill of electricity (for I can think It noth-
ing more) had anything to do with the de-
parted' Was It not rather owing to the high-
ly nervous condition which want of rest and
the terrible nervous shock had produced? No;
I do not think that Mary has yet, or ever nbt
Will to roe, make herseir manifest. I don't
think I'm worthy of It. I think she has aban-fione- d yet

me forever. ... I must see Eliza-
beth's poem on Mollle. Wbn't yon writesomething for her. too? . . . I'm very dull
tnd splrtleEs today, and must give you only a
few hasty lines In acknowledgment of the con-
doling one jou sent me yesterday. Only think
of being invited out to meet company at din-
ner at this time! Are there not people in this
world whose souls are formed of mud as wellas their bodies? I think so. I have declined
an invitation to meet the-- W s and others atdinner tomorrow boorish, ain't I? . . . Ihave upset Thompson work on 'Hamlet," Ihaven't I? A letter from M yesterday says
J Is very kindly disposed toward mo; that
he says he owes me $400, but won't pay it till you
he and I have a talk over matters. etc, etc IDo you not think that I might break the con-
tract obtained when I was not Jn my proper
senses and let him bring suit against me? he

Tou understand how the matter stands; think
It over ana give me your Ideas In reference youf it, I think I can-- do Ut with Impunity. J!uch
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Somebody has called Mrs. W probably
yes, 'tis she, and I must leave you for a
while. Good-b- Dick! Mrs. W Is up-
stairs with baby and will soon be down, so
I must close to entertain her. She tells mo
Wilson is expected to sit up and "tea" this
evening. I hope I'll Keep up. Love to him
and 'Llsbeth. Adieu! I'll write more at
length, perhaps tonight. fi has not writ-
ten. Strange people la this world. arv thorp
not? Love to friends. Write long and often.
My things had better be with me. They
should be hung up during the Summer.

The hero plainly to
perceive his own as well as
his ability to another man's

trick. Is
of and yet this

indicates rather a of
which ever caused him to shrink

from the burden of his faults, rather than
an oblique way of looking at the

In the letter he first re-
veals that fearful for morbid

which was his. When
he projects himself thus Into a hell so

and made by
himself for himself, we may be said to
witness the very extreme of
woe:

He
March 11. 1S63.

Dear Llsbeth: I fancy I hope It Is but fan-
cy that you are a little anr.oyed with me.

Judge from the close of your letter sim-
ply. I suppose I am rooro than usually
sensitive Just now. This morning brought
me a letter from Dick, with your poem. You
know how I Judge of things. What I like I
like, be it great or little. In my poor Judg-
ment, therefore. I must say you have shown
more thought than Parsons . . . although

fancy his may be the more taking with the
mass, because it has a greater Jingle. Is
this true criticism?

Don't be alarmed for me, 'Llsbeth. I am
sure that when I get to work again I shall bo
able to look calmly back on things that were,
nor wish them present. Already I begin to
feel the strong conviction that this Is best.
Mary's love was too deep, too holy for such a
selfish, beastly being as x. When I recall
the many tad trials I have "given her, and
the little Joy, save In hr own devotion, she
derived frpm her with me, I can-
not but think God removed her to save her
from a life of misery, perhaps, for although
my lova was deep rooted in my soul, yet 1
could never show It: I was ever cold, indiffer-
ent, and even have made her weep most bit-
terly when, like a statue, I received her deep
devotion. Yes, It Is right, it is Just. Tho trou-
ble .here, Is like a nightmare to
me; but If In the time to come I should, amid
the excitement of the world and my profes-
sion, cease to think of her, that would bo
damnable. This fear Is as great a burden to
mo almost as her absence Is. I look back
now, but only to my youthful
days, when I lost my father In Just the same
manner; with the same disease he died, a
father most dearly, fondly loved! I look back
without a tear, without a sigh, and it Is dif-
ficult at this time even to recall his features.
Great God! will this eer he the case with
Marj'? I lay awake last night readlnir a book
she used to read, and falling asleep I dreamed. ,
nut ui iicr, aa j. nw Iiopeu X WOUIO, but of
Wilson, I thought he came into my room
pale, but well, and in the act of his
vest, saying, "You didn't expect me. did you?"

thought we sat and "tea'd" together. Is he
well? I hope so.

"Now, I hope Dick will set to work and say
for Mary. It is sweet to know

how deeply she was loved. Poetry conveys to
me a clearer insight of the heart than words

tears or of any kind. Isuppose this Is but fancy, too, but so It Is. Ifwere a poet I could tell you how I loved my
bird; but as it is I can only say I loved, andyou guess how deeply.

"This Is a miserable day. Spring has notyet begun to write my darling's epitaph in
flowers, a cold white shroud still wraps earth
and the winds are moaning Winter's requiem.

least I hope so, for It is time he was gone;
and although the sunshine seems sadder to mo
now than shadow, I shall be glad when I can
reckon this season with the past. God bless
you. Write. Love to Dick. EDWIN.

Tho closing sentences of this letter sound
the only artificial note in the entire

The perfect poetry of the man
was so much greater than tho poetry ofart; and those final lines are the only

of any effort on his part, atany time, to affect the ornate in
It Is his only failure.

A whole universe of tragedy Is revealed
those words: "Little joy, save In herown she derived from her

with me." The words that follow
betray the humble, hungry of
the woman, and the bitter strife of theman against his own which

rejected a love that he could
live without With that

which to him, he wrote
again upon the same day; and even

then he might not cog the wheels of
but added an address to

whose was
but which seems to be but vague.

Jn .this second letter pt March U, wo
behold a of

and
Some

March 11. 1S63.
My Dear Dick: I have Peon in the same

state of mind as yourself, it should eiem, for
have been unable to concentrate my thoughts

upon any one point for several days past, and
even now I eel all astray. Yet I will write

lest you should conclude I am
asked Godwin about his house In Sixteenth

street. Mother says she can furnish a small
house for me. and I want a home for her. but

eays he thinks tho present occupant wishes
keep It on. He asks $1000, Do

think that 1 am green at
ihlnpk JGodwin. L
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have It at the lowest, am only thinking
of my own pocket now.

"I have Just had a row with and
my cook, or rather she has me, so
I must go I fear. Had a beau-
tiful letter from Mat tie the other day which
I answered last night. I got Into such a
dismal time of thoughts last night that I
could not sleep till near daylight, and. what
with bad dreams, lack oNsleep and
with the cook, I am In such a state of ner-
vousness that I can scarcely hold my pen
To this add a heavy cold and an attack of
neuralgia In the knee, and you have a lovely
picture of my condition. I must live In New
York. Its bustle alone can drive away the
demon that is gnawing at my vitals; quiet and
familiar scenes grow distasteful to me. In
New York I can avoid them and drown my
thoughts In the turmoil of a city.

My cook has come to me and asked pardon
with tears In her eyes, and agrees to cook my
meals for the remainder of my term here. She
related to me two dreams she had of me white
I was in New York, which she says my poor
dear wife told her denoted victors--. Victory
again! Yes, death's victory, was It not? I
cannot help smiling at my own good nature.
Alon. I sat for half an hour at the least,
listening to the recital of my kitchen wench's
dreams, and after wishing her at the furthest
for the last few weeks, yielding to her casv

I tears an her at $2 per week.
Tou know the two little lockets, or wirnt-ev- cr

they-ar- . In which you have Mlloc'u
and hair? I want two of tiem.
Get them at Frederick's siop.
Send them to me. I think they are fifty tfonts
apiece. I lncloso ?L If it wilt get but one.
send it soon. I want It soon. God bless you.
I will have something sure for you In remem-
brance of dear Mary before I leave 'here. Hope.
Wilson Is entirely recovered and 'Llsbeth Is
well. I think she Is mad with me because
my letters are all addressed to you. la it so?
Love to all friends. Hope foot
Is well. Ever yours, EDWIN.

Now, then, old Mentor, I will toss a word
at you. You are perfectly right In raking mo
so soundly, but it does no good. I never
could help myself. I have tried. It Is not

I want to do. don't
know how. It is my duty to struggle, to
overcome, you are right; hut If you had the
vacuum in your noddle which la In mlno you
would agree with old Sol and me that alt
Is vanltand sit down lazily and
as I do. I shall be In York shortly and stir
about the town. So no more on that point.

"How good Is Taylor (Bayard) to think of
mel How gentle and beautiful is his letter!
What Is the story of his first Did
ho marry his wife on her deathbed, as I
have heard? Surely, Mary must be very near
God to hav Inspired the of so
many good hearts proves to me what I always
thought of her. Nor can I, Dick 'make her
dead.' I cannot reason myself out of tho con
viction that I shall meet her la New York.
She Is so present to mo that were she to en-
ter the room at this moment I do not think
I should bo startled. I must not begin talk-
ing to her, though, elso I will yield again
to tho fiend of despair, who grips my heart,
and often enough, God knows. It is certainly
a blessed thing to be the recipient of sym-
pathy so sincere and universal. Can I have
a greater proof of God's love for man In
spite of all my and

He still showers goodness. But I
am very bad! I shall write to Taylor soon.
If you write him tell him how I thank him
and what a thrill, Joy, his unexpect-
ed kindness gave me. I nave only a week
longer here, but I may quit before the time.
A friend of mine In New York spoko of a
house in street, which I shall
go on to see. Could I havo had Hatch's, I
should have laid plans to buy it, slnco my
brother will hel& me out in such an

and I ought to have to
leave behind when I go, besides my combat
swords and soldier clothes. Adieu, old friend.
Bo true and cheerful. EDWIN.

Only one day later Booth writes a let-
ter that suggests some slight

between him and tho
and vaguely that bitter

between them which came long
after, when the of such a

leaves the of trage-
dy upon tho mind.

A Rift In th Lute.
March 12th, '03.

Dear 'Llsbeth: I did not think you were so
very sensitive. I should have been more choice
in remarks. I am sorry that I offended you by
saying what I did. I intended you should un-
derstand by my sayings it was not worth
while; that no words or kindnesses could re-
lieve me. and that my grlof could bo only a
burden and nuisance to my friends. I thought
of the trouble It would put you to

Tho blow was struck. I fell beneath It
and none but tlmo can lift me up. Thus I
felt it would bo useless, although I longed for
some one, you or more than flesh
and bones, to drag you on hero while you had
a sick brother to nurse, to offer me In words
what I knew was In your heart; I felt after
Dick had left me that I had done wrong in
allowing him to neglect his business. I did not
think of it at the time, ror my selfishness
blinded mo to all hut my own suffering. I
knew he would have sacrificed business and

to have given me relief, but It was
wrong In me to keep or wish him to stay, and
It would have been as bad had I allowed you
to leave Wilson and your quiet comforts for
this dull place of sorrow. I beg you will un-
derstand my feeling properly and not conclude
too hastily from what I wrote hurriedly and In
despair that I desired no comfort at your
hands. X am glad Wilton will soon ba here.
H must be getting on I wrote
Dick yesterday. Tell him I fear after all my
cook Is gone. I cannot find her. She drinks.

Yes; I did like the verses you wrote on
Mary. I told Dick or Wilson at the time what
I thought of them. I have shown them to
many, and all like them. Theso last are ex-
quisite, too, only the word 'alone in the
last lino seems not so well, bet, of course, I
understand why it Is used in

XtQ 4ha 'auitutr of tho first scena In our lit-- 1

I tlo drama. Only It, seems not rltrht to sav
she Is In heaven alone, where hosts of angels
welcomed her approach. It Is true, and you
have got the spirit of our lives. While read-
ing It I recalled tho far past before I saw
the angel, and I how she wept
when I laid my blackened heart bare to her.

Jhe covered It with her goodness and kissed
way many dark stains rrorn it which now.

I fear, begin to show their damnable dyes
again. You mlrht think that I had been the
author of most horrible crimes when I speak
of my past, might you not? It Is not so.
however, but I have been futt of sin, up to
the top of all that evil associations
and could lead me to, except, of
course, murder, robbing and such petty of-
fenses, although the of such things
have been my I don't think I
am to be blamed for what I may have done,
for I was neglected In my childhood and thrown
(really. It now seems almost purposely) Into
all sorts of and evil society. Be-
fore I was 18 I was a at 20 a lib-
ertine; I knew no better. I was born good; I
do believe, for there are sparks of goodness

flashing out from among the cin-
ders.

I never was at school more than a week
or so at a time. I grew up In Ignorance, al-
lowed by an Indulgent mother who knew noth-
ing more than that she loved her child, and a.

f father who. although a good man. seemed to I
caro what $ourse I took. I was
allowed to roim at latgc, and at an early
age and In a wild and almost barbarous coun-
try whero boys become old men In vice very
speedily; but after satiety remorse set In like
a despair, and jlke tho devil when he was
taken ill I resolved to become a saint and
throw off tho hoofs and horns. I could not
do It. Sin was In me, and It consumed mo
whllo It was shut up so close, so I let It out
and It seemed to rage and burn more fiercely
than e'er. All the vices I had ac-
quired In tho wilds of California and the still
less refined society of Australia seemed to have
full sway ever me and I jlelded to their

voices. I added fuel to the fire until
the angel quenched It and made me. If not a
man. at least a little worthier than I was.
There was one spark, however, left untouched.
It was merely covered, and It
would Ignite; still the angel kept It under. I
dread lest It get full headway again. Through
all this vice L- - of course, suffered tortures at
times bodily, pain and mental agony. These
In time left ma sad mementoes which I mustcarry to the grave.

I do not know why I have said io much about
this, which must appear to others a silly batch
of whlnlngs. Mollle Is the only one I have
rpoken to about It, for I knew she could find
tho antidote, and she did, but she has carried
It away with her. All have had their suffer-
ings, I know, and perhsps mine havo been
less than those of millions now alive and well,
but I fancy you can get a glimpse (or, rath-
er, that you have got It) of the Etate of affairs
within this "wall of flesh." Keep the knowl-
edge to and If possible bury It deep
In It Is not worth lumber
room.

Adieu. Bless you.
Lunch Is ready and Edwlna is calling 'papa

to feed her. She sits beside me at table where
Molllo used to place her. Write often.

EDWIN.
With

This the
Inmost depths of the man's soul. His

Is a ghastly thing. None can
read without a longing to recall for him
his youth, and to give him with it the
light of later days. It Is such a picture of
the as to smito
the heart even of one to aught
but cold justice.

The letter fairly proves that he
the average amount of moral

and proper
and that his cause for regret was

not that he lacked what others have, but
that he much of that which
others so havo not

A good average of other
was well nigh by
emotion, which room.

hcn he wrote "I havo been full of sin
up to the top of all that evil

and could lead me
to, except, of course, robbing and
such petty he wroto with an

clear sense of the rela-
tive of sin. his
deeds done in the body and confessed to
In the great white light of Mary Devlin's
love, in the deep and tragic shadow of
his of her these things make
his moral and (his only relative

of murder and seem
and without

. . . I've been In hell for sevfceal days
past, with only hero and there a gllmpso of
heaven may I ever leave this state? With
the same breath I pray for Ufa and death.
'TIs selfish to crave that which would give
peace (?) to me only, while others suffered by
It, but then what, can I do with life? I can't
bo good. I'm a fiend! I struggle upward as
hard as I can. but down I como plump into
tho sea of evil. I must drown there's no
use with ; my fate. I
think thus, and then I strive to shrink behind
some excuse, as all devils do; I fancy some-
times I am a little insane, and then befrete
mr errors are overlooked but evfen this proves
that I have at least sense enough to bo
damned.

In that letter speaks the man whom ten-
der women love and some men tolerate

On April 17 there follows a most
letter. It Is only in

tho light of the picture it
He writes:

. . . Last night, whllo I was reading and
tho stonn without raging, "there "came a tap-pin- s"

at the window frame. Opening it I Ifound a poor little bird to get in.I gave him but tho llttlo "rin"
behaved of jny

LETTERS RICHARD
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bosom, as I coaxed It to do. It kept on the
w lng. until It dropped exhausted. I con-I- ts

eluded from wlldness it came not as an
omen. It was too natural and birdlike In Its
behavior. . . . But when It first camo In I
yielded to tho superstition, and well, you may
guess all sorts of stupid ihlngs, but none more
so than what I Imagined.

Unquiet Hours.
Recalling his wild prayers for some man-

ifestation of tho spirit of Mary Devlin,
what a moment this letter suggests! Ed-
win Booth, opening his window to let In
from the storm the reincarnate spirit of
her whom he had loft His momentary
ecstasy, his pursuit, his pleading that tho
little bird como rest with him, the wild
love words and soothings and heart hun-
ger poured forth at the fluttering bird;
then the gradual return of judgment, the
sharp despair when the little bird became
to him only a little bird! He tells of plac-
ing a tablet to "Mary's" memory:

Dick, how long before another will be placed
besldo It, and who will do it? You know I
never had any sort of experience at this before,
so can't well understand the strango feeling
that I constantly have: it seems to me as a
matter of course that I am to dlo ery
soon."

Then he falls into a whimsical associa-
tion of ideas.

Do you think that smoking Is softening my
brain? I believe 'Llsbeth thinks so, and I half
believe it myself. I can t stop. I've tried it
every day; half an hour, or an hour at most

b as long as I can go without it. I wish to
God, Dick, I was not an actor; I despise and
dread the d d occupation; all Its charms
are gone, and the stupid reality stands naked
before me. I am a monkey, nothing more.
D n. d n, d n!

His irritation hero is childish petulance,
while his humor is as the outbreak of a
umunut uiiuu nuu iius ueen long re-
pressed, rather than as the wit of an in-
tellectual man.

. . . Would to God I could write. If I
had the brains I would devote my whole tlmo
to If, It must be splendid! You don't think
so? You'd swap with me, maybe, would you?
Bye-by- e. I'm silly, sick, stupid. D rj jj

! Love to 'Llsbeth. ,
In the face of facts, tho man's honest

humility endears him. Those letters are
real contributions to literature. He does
not know it, simply because to him theyrepresent no conscious effort of his artisticnature. Nevertheless the artistic result iscontinually present. Much of his writtenexpression admits of being scanned andreads as blank verse. All Is simple, direct
and forceful. The letters are marred only
by the most superficial faults. Certain ofare due, obviously, to
his hysterical condition or to his

wlthhl3 which results'
now and then in the careless Inditing of
his thoughts.

On one of the many occasions that he
refers to his abortive efforts to make a
home for himself and mother, he writes:

I've tried a thousand times to get a house.
suppose I'll havo to wait till my grave Is

dug. . . . I'm busy settling up tho various
bills against me; they come in like rain storms.
Gue ru bo squeezed pretty.-fir- before I get
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through. The only security I can give In tho
house business Is to pay In advance. D n the
houw! D n me! D n the wwrld! D n.
d n, d n! BOOTH.

And all this is ended with wondrous
Spencerian flourishes, quite contrary to
his custom. Again his disturbance is
caused by that confusion of mind likely
to be Induced in a little child who has
thrust upon It a problem wholly unfa-
miliar to It and outside its capacity.
Stoddard must have smiled tenderly upon
receiving such riotes as this, and longed
to fly to Booth's assistance with a prac-
tical and lucid thought.

Half the melancholy charm of these
letters lies In the appearance of them. The
writer's emotion Is so frequently betrayed
In the faint tailing out of his words, in
a tremulqusness of line. In omitted words,
where his squl has leaped ahead of his
mind and pen.

On another day the man is made thtr
moro extraordinary by his ordinary mood;
that mood which makes the whole world
kin: "Baby's bully! How's my Abner?"

Pathetic Delusions.
"Again, the wind in the east; if there Is any-

thing to make a id man forget his duty and
pray for death, it Is the moaning wind and
misty atmosphere and melanchoI, drizzling
rain which seems to be the doom of Dor-
chester. ... I can cease to grieve for
her a being beautiful in eternal Joy but I
can necr cease 'to mourn my sins toward
her; they are not to be forgotten, if for-
given, and the recollection of them will b
(a) yawning gulf between us In the other
world." At another time atmospheric condi-
tions brought upon him a madness of emo-
tion that nearly destrojed him. He tells that
In other dais when he and Mary were together
he heard In the wind a menace which he
Interpreted to her as they would crouch to-
gether during the storm. He recalls the in
cident and writes that he ever heard the
"souls of tho departed screaming in agony or
in grief perhaps for the sins of the poor mor-
tals left behind. The wind Is whistling now,
frightfully, and I dread to think of what I
used to say there may be a voice In this
wild-mus- ic calling on me. Why doesn't Mary
come to me Can bhe so soon have forgotten
all our oast? I have called on her, prajed
to her have Iain all night awake and strained
my ejeballs In the darkness for her, but she
glvea no sign and yet Stoddard pays she has
been with him. Am I too baso? Does she
hate me. or does she fear to tell me she Is
unhappy? Oh, God! If I could but have some
knowledge of her state; could I but feel sat-
isfied tfiat she Is eternal. r . but there
Is a damned, unholy doubt keeps bubbling up
In my boiling brain as to what .we are; would
I either did not believe at all or were con-
vinced heyond all doubt. This half humanity
is a hellish state to be In. This dangling
between the fiend and God Is worse agony than
to be damned outright. So much for my
early education."

Yet, again, with strange, strabismal in-
tellect: "This Is a fearful day. I hope
Moiye is now in heaven. It must be cold
out there at Auburn, the cemetery where
Mary lies. Oh, Dick, only to think I've
locked her up in a box and have the key
of it; It doesn't seem as though she were
in a.coffinz does It?" jThus he fearfully

raved of those thoughts of material doati
which must occur to us all.

He wrote of the resting place he had
chosen for Mary Devlin, and wrote thus:

"I selected a spot which will, a year from
now. be beautiful. Such a spot I think as shf
would have chosen for me; near Cory an
overlooking a valley in which a fountain it
being erected; where the setting sun will klsa
her good night. ... The spot Is also
near Margaret Fuller's (Ossoll) family lot.

And then he resolves with pitiable effort
after a brave spirit, to "look forward
for the baby's sake." "It's hard for a
selfish being like me to do anything for
another even for my baby; but I will.
I'll struggle I'll fight I'll conquer, too,
with God's help. . . . I'm black black
as hell within, and I hate tp look there."

In a moment of enthusiasm for his
friends he wrote: "Dick and Lizzy! Joy
(with a big j). When will It be seeable?
When may I shake your fist and say
Benedlclte?' Joy, joy, Joy! What Is the

young 'un's name? A. B."
This was at the birth of Ijorimer Stod-

dard, the only and well beloved child of
Richard Henry and Elisabeth Stoddard.
The "young un." too young to have a
name and thus greeted by the very empe-
ror of genius, was destined to do a pleas-
ing part in the two arts which were his,
and then to die and leave behind no mem
ber of that splendidly gifted group whose
lives were so close knit. Booth Richard
Henry Stoddard, 'Llsbeth and their son.
AH, all gone to solve the question that
so vexed the greatest of them the ques-
tion of this "half humanity."

(Concluded next week.)

Bride Got a Million in Lieu of Dower.
Chicago American.

By an ante-nupti- al gift of $l,000,CO0 to
his- - fiancee. Miss Emily Hutchinson, tho

daughtei of Mr. and Mrs. Dil-
lon B. Hutchinson, of 3S21 Langley avenue.
Millionaire Richard T. Crane, the

president of the Crane Elevator Com-
pany, won the consent of both families
to the match and the marriage took" placo
Wednesday.

By the agreement by which the brido
rejcelves the gift she also signs away her
dower rights, and this is the cause of the
friendly attitude of Mr. Crane's family.

Charles R. Crane, eldest son of Mr.
Crane, is believed to be the only member
of the family who Is still opposing tho
marriage. He is now in Russia. The
match i3 approved by Mrs. Herbert P.
Crane, a daughter-in-la- who has been
making her home with Mr. Crane. As a
token of his appreciation of her approval
Mr. Crane Is reported to have given her a
handsome present.

That Richard T. Crane, Jr., approves is
shown by the fact that he acted as best
man for his father at the wedding cere-
mony, which was at Trinity Church.

"But," said the heiress, "how am I to
know that you are not marrying me for my
money?" "It Is an even break." replied theyoung man who was addicted to the elo
'habit. "How am I to know that vou ar
not marrying mo to reform, me?" Chicago,
Now -.- . ,.--. rj
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