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he worked persistently in his little den under the

roof until past midnight.

One morning in spring he left New Utrecht in a

mood of perplexity, for to-day his even routine

was in danger of interruption. Halfway across

the bridge Stockton paused in some confusion of

spirit to look down on the shining river and con-

sider his course.

A year or so before this time, in gathering copy

for his poetry articles, he had first come across the

name of Finsbury Verne in an English journal at

the head of some exquisite verses. From time

to time he foimd more of this writer's lyrics in the

English magazines, and at length he had ventured

a graceful article of appreciation. It happened

that he was the first in this country to recognize

Verne's talent, and to his great delight he had one

day received a very charming letter from the poet

himself, thanking him for his understanding

criticism.

Stockton, though a shy and reticent man, had

the friendliest nature in the world, and some

underlying spirit of kinship in Verne's letter

prompted him to warm response. Thus began a

correspondence which was a remarkable pleasure

to the lonely reviewer, who knew no literary men,

although his life was passed among books.

Hardly dreaming that they would ever meet, he


