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MOVING CHAPTER IN THE LIFE OF
TRAGEDIAN EDWIN BOOTH

TOLD IN LETTERS TO RICHARD HENRY
STODDARD, THE POET

T = —

ITHIN the written drmma there 18
W no mystery greater than the mys-
tery of the heart of Hamlet. Here
We have the greatest Hamlet of modern
Times laying bare to us the unsuspected

depths and Aarkest struggles of his soul |

~the soul of Edwin Booth. He &= ten
Years In his grave, and he was ® when
he died; his honors have boen reaped and
winnowed and the clear golden grains
of bis fame as a traglo actor and as a

noble man remain. Not, however, with
the Booth of his later mellowed nd
Beavlly laurelod years have we .to do,
but with the flery, magnetic. impulstve

End as yet not fally self-disciplined Booth
of # yearm ago—with Hooth as he was
in 183—Booth In the vigor of his fresh
manhood, In his 3h succtsaful as
an actor, the direct heritor of his great
Tather's fame

A crushing blow had fallen upon him
compurable in its message
ips with the dread

Year,

of woe
disaster that

came iwo years later, when Abraham Lip-
coln fell under the mstol of %ils brother,
. John Wilkes Booth; but how it reached
down to the wery depths of the nature
of this ung Hamiet will be seen. Mary
the devoted, charming wife of
years, lay dead In Dor-
with Edwin away in New
hier child, Bdwina, a,year
! ¥id with hee Edwin
Booth's wo Ing of the lovely Mnary, wha |
had been an actre WS idyl; her
death tock on the notes of trageds

1 at these nambers:

ny groans, but that |

sot, Qelleve jt Adieu *

*me to run through all

igh no susapicion of &

histrionlc =idé to his grief smdghls more
bitter ch s Nt He
Quotes he Is suffers 1
Jove thes belleyve 1t.*
Q the world
know th s revealed
ina = of letters, now archived in the
CAuthory’ Club and to club by
the lawe Richard Hq Stoddard shortly

flore his dentk
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Eives plaee 1o o
tells of handling
them away
Jonst of the ar as L hed ;
wof the T & certifi.
cate, to which he haid tled the key to her it is @if-
coffin pins to paper all the morbid e ,mm""
borror of hls mind Ciriad will this ever be tha tase with
“My eh should be a solace to me— y? I loy awake last might readioe & ho---".
but she, alas! was my baby | uwed rend, wad falling wsloep | dreamed
wife, and no one can fad ped T would but of
she been less childlike re— Ame loto my room

niseé 1 had ratsed
and she had grow
et we

you
Baby
‘ fﬂ{l-(‘r F”-‘\'
been more =
baby woul
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her than cheer
with & stmplicity

er than grote

e Tompkinses
Then with

nkes me

And then he
that is plaintive
“*We hod fish for ¢
fire gone—we 1
slartiing trs
pecjile in the
know. My [at
expecting o

but It wou God,
Dick, that uld cultivate
coffins—sh T

Now in the wild dispord of the man's
poul began 1o t welrd note of
superstition w semtly dominated
all that he 1) L wrote or did. On

p— ety

March b, 1883, Le

Pathetic Confidences.

My Iwac IMck
pesterdny. You
my irtters; &)

o town today for
U epoke

one
send me that W

preserve all

wTilten

she

ust

oy write
. I'm wory dup)
t ust give you only a
few huawt) n aokoo ixment of 1
poling one Fou &LL e yesterdny. Omnl
of being In ] to meet company af din
Der At this i - Are thers Ptopia In this
world whose souls are formed of mud as well
as thelr bodles? Y
lan lo

gt

IT A let
s vary kind rpomed (oward
he szye he oves me BN "
e and 1 have & talk o ete

o you bot think thet I break the con-

tract oblair ot my proper
woniere and it agninel me?
You und bow the matter stands; think
it over and give me your ideas In recorence
g it 1 think I oan do it mmmr.‘

week

and ofltener by |5
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probably— |

I must leave you for a
Iveck! M W s up-
and sy e 1, o |

her She me |

» up and *‘ten™ this
keep up Love 1 him |
3} I'll write |
|

—
this
friends Write |
1 better be with me
ung wp during the Bummer
abillity hero plainly expressod to

per ¢ his own responsibility, as well ns
| his abllity to appreciate anot man’s
| #ommercial trick, Is painfully character-

Istic of Booth's limitations,

mtes rather

and yet this
uf tempera
m to shrink
rather than
the morall-
letter he first re-
capacity for morbid |
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wias his Wnen
t lato a hell sa
laborately made by
imself, we may be sald to |
the very extrems of juxurious
He Tortures Himself.
Murch 11, 1882
1 I fane I hope 1t ja but fan-
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What
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taking w
Jingile

or such &
reacall
wr, and

ehe
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toning his
a1l you ™
2" togother Is he

v, I hope IMek will set to work and Ny
¥ hing for Mary. It s sewest 16 kmow
wow deeply she was oved Pootry conveys 1o

learer insight of the Beart than words
protesistions of any kind. 1
ils s bul fancy, too, It s It
e & poet 1 could tell you how I lowed my
Blrd; but as 1t Is I can only say I Joved and
et you guess bhow deeply,

““This i= & mi hie day Hpring has not
yel begun to w thy darling's eplingh in
flowers, o cold white shroud siil wraps sarth
and the winds are moaning Winter's requiem

I bope »a, for 1t is time he RS gone;
the sunahine seems sadder to me
now than shadow. I shall be giad when | can
meckon this season with the past. God bless
FON. Write. Lave to Dok EDWIN.

The closing rentences of this letter sound
the only artificlal note in the entire col-
lection. The perfert poetry of the man
was 80 much greater than the poetry of
art; and those final Nnes are the only
Indications of any‘effort on his part, at
any time, to affect the ornate in ltera-
ture. It is his only fuliure.

but =

o

A whole universe of tragedy ls revealed
in

those words: “Little joy, save In her
devollon, she derived from her con-
with me.” The words that follow

l--ir:u’ the humble, hungry patience of
the woman, and the bittér strife of the
man againet his own obstinacy, which

continuaily rejected a love that he conid
not Hyve without. With that genlus-rest-
lessness which belonged to him. he wrots
¥el agnln upon the same day. and even

then he might not cog the wheels of
thought, but added an address to “Meun.
tor, whose ldentity was possibly Stod.

dard's, but which seems to be but vague,

In this second lettér gf March 11, wa
behold a grotesque assembling of inter-
estn, irritations and superstitiona

Some Domestic Prcblems.

March 11, 1562

My Dear Ddek I have bewn In the same
tate of mind as yourself, It should seem. for
I have been unahle to concentrate my thoughts
upon any one palnt for severh! days past, and
even now 1 fee]l all ustray Yet I will write
you lest you sheuld ennclude ! am mexiectful,
I neied Godwin about his bouse In Sixtesnth
Blrhed, Mother says she can furnish a small
house for me. and | want a home for her but
he mys he thinks the present occupant wishes
katp It oo He asks $1000, unfurnlabed. Do

you think thet reasonable? 1 am green st
| such things, Godwin, 1 know, wouid lot mue

Lio the ‘mwitual’ of the frst soems In our Ut-

bave the lowest. T nm

of my

" st
own pocket now

only thinking

“T have Just had & row with and -1:h'hnl':r--1[
my fook. or mather ahe has discharged me, po
I must g0 dinperiess, I fear. -FHad & bean.
tfal Jetter from Mattie the other day which
1 answered last night. T got iolo such a
Qismal time of thoughts last night thai I
eould not sleep till mear daylight, snd. what
with bad dreams, k of-sleep and guarn
with the onok, I am o such a sate - |
vousness that I ean searcely bold n
To this add a heavy coold and an »
neurdigis In the knes, and you have sly |
pioture of my condition I must live 1 w
York I'= bostle alone esn drive away the
deraon that s gnawing at my vitals; quie! nnd

familinr scenes grow distasteful (o
New York 1 can awvoid th and
thoughts in the turmoil of a city

My cook has ¢ to me and asksd
with tears in her eyes, and agrees to ecex
mealn {or the reeratnder of my
related to me two dreams she had

me in

my

drown

ter

I was In New York, which sbe sajys
dear wite told her denoied victory
again! Tes, death’s vie mas
cannot belp mmiling &) wWn Er
Alorw, 1 sat for half pur At

listening to the recital of my kitchen

dreams, and afier the
for the las=t o }
tears and e 2 par weelk
You know he twe lttle Jockots or 1
ever they “mare n whicth you have X w |
mnd Washington's balr? | want two of them
J them at Frederick's p ETR
Send them to me. 1 think they are

aplece, 1 ose §1. If 11 will ge

. I want soan. CGod |
1 wething sure for you i
brance of dear Mary before I leave b |

Wikkea s entirely recovered and

wall, 1 think she s m with o a

my letters are ail sdoressed 10 you. Is It

Love to ail frienda Hops Th paon’s oot !

In well, Ever yours EDWIN
MNow, then, old Mentor, T will tose & word

at you. Y re perfectly right 'n raking

o soundly., but 1t doss oo good 1 be
rould help myself. I have tried

disstmulation, I want to do, but'ca

know hew, It s my duty to

evercome, You are right; but

vacyum in your noddle which
would agree with old Bal and
is vanity and sit down lasily
ar | do. 1 shall b In York = iy
abuus the town. So no more Ga that po

‘Mow good s Taylor (Bayard) fo
me! How gentle and beautiful Is his lette
What i the story of hils first marrisge?
he marry his wife on her deathhe ax I
have heard? Burely, Mary must be verr near
God to have inaplred the admirations of so
many good hearis—proves 1o me wha alwayw

aht I, Dick ‘maks har
sson miyself out of the ¢
1 shall mest

i »o presant ©

her I

Bhe

ter the room moment 1 da hot think
I shigld be martled | must pot be talk-
Ing to her. though, else I will yield again
to the flend of despalr, who gripsa my beari.
and often enough, God Enows. It is certalnly
a blessed thing to be the reciplent of sym-
pathy so sincere and universal Can

& greater proof of God's love for In
spite of all my Ingratitude a: X 1.
complaints He stlll showers goodness. Hut 1
am very bad! I shall write to Taylior scon.
If you write him tell him how 1 thank »

and what a thriil, resembilng Joy, hiv unexpect
ed kindness gave me. 1 have obly & week
longer hers, bul I may quit before the time.
A friend of mine In New York spoke a
bhouse in Twenly-third sireet, whlch I sball
e on to see. Could I Bave had Hatch'a I
should have ladd pluns to buy It, since my
brother will help me out I=m such an unde:-
taking, and I ought to bave something 1
leave bebind when | po. besides
ewords and soldler clothes. Adleu,
Be true and cheerful

Only one day later Booth writes a jot-
ter that suggests some slight misunder-
standing betweén him and the stoddards,
and vaguely foreshadows that hitter dif-
forence between them which came long
after., when the destruction of such
friendship leaves the impression of trage-
dy upon the mind,

A Rift in the Lute.

Maroh ilth, "63
I @1 not think you were so
very senuitive. I should have Leen more cholee
in remurks, 1 wm sorry that I offen
saying what I Q4. I intended yo
dersiand by my sayings It was
-
Ileve me, and that my grie! could e only a
burden and nulsance to my friends. ] thought
of e trouble it would put you to uboecsss-
rily. The blow was struck. I il bepeath it
and mone but time canm Hft me up. Thus I
felt 1t woulld be uselssa, althowgh 1 Jonged for
®wme one, Fou or samething mwore than flesh
and botes, to drag 30U on hers while you had
& sick brother to nurse, o offer mo in words
what I knew was In your hesrt; I falt after
Dick bad left me that 1 had dona wrong In
slicwing him to neglect his bustness. I &4 not
thing of it at the time, for my selflahness
blinded me to all but my own suffering |
knew be would have sacrificed business apd
everythlag to have given me rellef, but It was
wrong in me to keep or, wish him to stay, and
it would have been as bad had [ allowed you
to lsave Wieson and your quiet comforts for
thia dull plase of sotrow. 1 beg you will un-
darsiand my fealing properly and not conciude
too hastily from what I wrote hurriedly and In
Gespalr that 1 Jdesired po comfort at your
I am glad Wilson will soon be here
;‘ must be getting on splendidly. T wrote
Dick yesterday. Tell him I fear sfter all my

cook ia gona. I cannot find her. Ehe drinks.
Tea; 1 did Jike the verssa you wrote on
Mary, I told Dick or Wilson at the time what
1 thought of them. 1 bave shown them to
many, apd all ke thein. These last are ox-
guisita, oo, only the word ‘alone’ the
iast line seems mot w0 well, but, of course, 1
understand why i1 Is used in somtradistinction

of

EDWIN

Dear “Lisheth:

mat

that no words or kindnesssa comid re-

worth

ile}

drama. Only it seems not right 10 say
she is In Beav™wn alons, whers hosts of angels
witloomiesd approach. It §s trus. and you
have got Lt of our llves we read
ing It I the far past before 1 saw
the angel. and 1 remembersd hiow she wept
when [ ald my blaskensd heart bare to he
She coversd it with her goodness and kis
Away many dark stalns from it which nd

I frar, begin 1o show their Hle
3. You might Ink that 1 been the
r of moat horriblé I wpeak

Yy past, might

however, but | Lave af = up to
the top of all that Jdiesip . 2vil amsociations |
and sensoality, could Jead me to, except, of
COWrwe, ing and such t of-
Tense=, although the perpotrators of so. g
Eave been my companions, 1 dom't think I
am 1o be blamed for what | may have done

for I was neglected In my chliidhood and thrown
irenlly, It now seems almowt I¥) in
all sortia of temptations and evil society.
fore 1 was 18 | was & drunkard: at 20 a 1ih-
ertins; I knew no better. 1 was harn good: [
for there are sparks «of goodpness
fAashing out from cln-

purg

ntly

mmong the

I nover

was at » ]
< n 1 grew
iowed by an Indulgont mot
Ing mare ithan that
fath w b, althoukh
rery _litts what
s rogm At
age and in & wild and
try where Why: becom
speadily; but

n

0o at

& R
PArS
m Inwed larp .
BRIt

e

despalr,
taksn
throw
it

)clely of Aust

full swny over me and 1 yie |

Halizing valees. 1 added fuel o Lk fire until
the angei quenched It and made me, If not a
man, st least u litle worthier than [ was
There was obe spark, however, left untouched
It was merely coversd, and it occasionall
would ignlie: il the angel Kept under. |
dread lewt it get full headway Through
all this viee L-of course, suffered tortures at
times bodily, paln and mental agony. Thess
in ¥ loft me pad mementoes which [ niast
CAT the g

I do mot know w
thia, which must app
of whinings Maolle Is the
rpoken to about It, for I Wne
the but

abe

has carr
J All bave had their sufr
and perhups mine have e

of millions pow alive and well
you can get a gll {or, n
i have got [t) of the state of affa
all of feah Keen the k
le bury it
worth Jur

-

Hiess you.
unch is ready asd Edwina fs calling ‘papa
to fead her. Ehe sits beside me at table
M used 10 place her, Write of

48
EDWIN
Struggles With Himself.

This appalling document llumines the
Inmost depths of the man's soul, His self-
Inventory s n ghastly thing. None
read without a longing to recall for him
his youth, and to give him with it the
light of later days. It is such & picture of
the Irrevocable as desperutely to smite
the heart even of one indifferent to aught
but cold justice

The letter falrly proves that he possessod
the average amount of moral strength,
Judgment, benevolence and proper ambi-
ton, and that his cause for regzret was
not thut he lacked what others have, but

van

that he possessed much of that which
others 80 froguently have mot—tempera-
ment, A pood awver of other estimable

qualities was well nigh destroyed
periative pmotion, which demanded room
When he wrote *]1 have been full of sin
up to the top of all that dissipation, evi]
associatione and sensuality could leud me

by #u-

to, excopt, of ocourse, murder, robbing and
1] petty offences,’” he wrote with an
extraordinarily clear sense of the rela-

tve wickedness of min. Consldering his
deeds done In the body and confessed to
in the great white light of Mary Deviin's
love, in the deep and traglc shadow of
his treatment of her—thess things make
his mornl standards and his only relative
damning of murder and robbery mseem
right-minded and without prejudice.

. » Ive been In Ball for seviml days
past, with only heare and there a gilmpwe of
hoaven—may I ever jeave 1t sateT With
the same breath 1 pray for lfe and deaths.
"Ths seifish. to crave that which would gty
peace (T) to me only, while others suffersq by
ft, but them what can I do with life? ! can't
bs good T'm a fandl 1 struggis upward as
hard as I can, bul Sowp 1 come plump into
the sea of evil I mud drown—thers's no
use struggling with  my fate. Sometimes |
think thas, and lhtu'l strive to shrink behind
somme excuse, aA All dovils do: I fancy sorme.
times 1 nm & Mitle insane, and then bellove
my errors are everipoked—but evem this proves
that I bave At jsast sense esnough 1,
damned

In that letter apeaks the man whom ten.
der women love and some men tolerate.

On April 17 there follows a most ro-
markable Ietter, It Is remarkeble only in

bty

the t of the extrwordinary pleturs it
presen He writes:

T Last night, whila I was reading and
the storm without raging, “‘there ‘came o tap-
ping” at the window frame. Opening it ]
found 8 poor litle bird struggling 1o get in,
I gava him boussrosm, but the [itile “rip™

mm&n—w«m,mw

v led to the »

Etiots all sorts o .

# than what 1 im 1
Unquiet Hours.

Recalling his wild prayera for som AN
ifestation of the spirit of Mnry Devlin,
what n moment this letter suggests! i
win H openlng dow to let In
from the storm the amate snpivit
her whom he had lost. momentary |

His
"

ecstumy, his pursult, his p ing that the

little bird come rest Im, the wiid
love words and soothings and hoart hun-
ger poured forth at the fMluttering

bird;
then the gradual return of judgment, tha
nharp despair when the Uttle bird becama
to him only a Hitle bird! He tells of plac-
ing a tablet to “Mary's"” miemory:—

. an

will be placed

tha strange
i seoms to m
I am to dis

>

tion of ldeas,
4 R

that smoking s softening my

¥y
r ¢ "Lisbeth th

believe It welf. I ean’t stop,
every day: half an hour, or an
i a8 long as [ can go» witd
Dick, 1 waa oot an a
the d—-1 occupat

ara gooe, And the stupld r
befors me. [ &m mohkey,
D—n, 4 -0,

His Irritation here is childish petulinecs
while his humor Is as the outbreak of a
mirthful child who been Jong re-
pressed, rather than as the wit of an in-
tellectual man,

5

Would to Ood I ecould write. If T

bratns [ would devote my whole timeo

endid! You don L

®, maybe, would you?

wlly, slok, stuph D—D—Dn
"Liwbeth. i

In the face of facts, the
humility endears him.
real contributions to literature. He does

not know it, simply becnuse to him they

man’'s honest

represent no conscious effort of his artistie |

nature. Neverthelesa the artistic result is
continunlly present. Much of hin written
expression imits of being scanned and
reads as b K verse. All Is ¢im direct

and forceful. The letters are marred only
by the most superficial faults. Cortain of
thelrgincoherenciea are due, obviousty, to
his hysterical condition or to his familtar-
Ity with’his correspondent, which results
now and then In the careless Inditing of
his thoughts.

On cne of the many oceasions that he
refers to his abortlve efforts to make a
bome for himsell and mother, he writes:—

Ive tried & thousand times to get & Bouwe
1 suppose I'll have to walt till my grave Is
dug- . . . I'm busy settllag up the various
bills against me: they come in like rain storms,

CGuess I'll Do squeesed pretty. &ry before I got

1
of

Then he falls Into & whimsieal associa- |

Theke letters are )

| In

writer's i
the

Bride Got a Million
ME0 A
(48

Mary 1 . Dick,
ocked ber up in a box and
of it; It doesn't seem as though Wy

in a coflin, does 1t7* Thus he fearfully




