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WhatI Thing of My WivesByNatGoodwin

st No, 1“Like a Mother,” No. 2 an “Obligation,”
et srtoprn, o e st o Maxine Elliott a “Roman Senator,” Edna

Goodrich an “Error,” No. 5 His “Life
Preserver,” says America’s
Champion Husband

ost and best beloved (except by his wives)

of Ameriean actors, has long been promising
to write g book which would set forth his rich store
of stage and matrimonlal experiences.

He has written his book, and In It, If he has
not made perfectly clear just why beautiful women
marry him, he has made perfectly clear why he hae
separated from so many of them.

The book la brilliant, full of fascinating anecdotas
upon the great and lesser folk of the stage with

MW. NATHANIEL GOODWIN, one of the great-

to grave astrologers, he glves no present thought
He la living, three months after his fifth marriage,
on a littly Island of content.

The following articls, taken from the manuscript
sheats of the book, Is printed by the courtesy of
Mr. Goodwin himesif. Here ls how the five-wlved
whom Nat has come In contact with In his decades fascinator balfes his soul and alre the troubles of a
of scting. 1t will be published during the Fall, and five-ply husband In the book “I Wonder.”

By Nat Goodwin

In His Forthcoming Book of Memoirs.

HAVE been censured, someotimes

bharshly, for my vermtllity ia

the choloe of wives, and many
nave marvalled at my fortunate—or
unfortunate—selections. I have al
ways been long om the market of
home sod wives.

I truly beliove that no home 1is
complote without a wife, providing
she is of the ¥Mind that enjoys the
company of honest and iIntelligent
people. Some men only leaso thelr
mates and then prate about respect-
abiMty., If I bave decided at differ
ant times to tear down any of ‘the
Ephesian domes which 1 have
arected, Is the fact of my destroy-

being known, as was Alaxander, as
the fool that razed (or was It ralsed)
thom?

The three saddest events in my
lifo were the burial of my son, the
child of myself and the formér Mrs.
Nellle Baker Pease; the death of
my wife, Hliza Weatheraby, And in-
specting Her Majesty's Theatre, Lon.
don, with Bir Heary Irving, under
the guldance of Besarbohm Tree,
then the lesses and manager,

The three happlest events ware
the birth of my son, the presentation
of n loving cup to me by the Lambs
Club, and my first night's perform-
ancs of Bhylook In ‘The Merchant of
Venice.' ™

iog them eonough to warrant my Hilan Weathersby was one of the
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lovellest women [ ever saw, and
without doubt the most amiable and
capable of the deepest devotion., A
superb artist she entered burlesque
to the surprise of all who knew her
And to the deep regret of many.
The reasons for her entry into the
burlesque fleld was that the salary
offered enabled her to support her
widowed mother and five sisters,
who were left In want by the death
of their father. Bvery week, afler
our marriage, a certain sum was
sent aocross the ocean out of our
Jolnt salarfes to the widow and or
phans left in London, and, one by
one,” sach sucoseding year one of
the five sisters would come over to
Joln our happy family.

I was only a wstripling when I
married this beautiful creature.
Moreover, I was unreliable and, I
confess, unappreciative of what the

fates bad been so kind
as to bestow upon me.

ton neglect. | may

Many have accused me of wan-
have mneg-
leched ber, but only for the com-
panionship of men. She never com-
plained, and during the ten years of

our happy married life there was

never one discordant note, She was
ten yoars my senlor and troated me
more ke a son than a husband, but,
llke the truant boy who runs away
from school now and then, 1 was al-
ways glad to return and seck the
forgiveness that an {ndulgent mother
always gives a wayward child. Our
own house noar Boston was a little
paradise. A loving sister, & dutiful
daughter, a loving wife, she is rest-
Ing In Woodlawn and the dalsies
grow over her grave.

[There was a brisl matrimoaial
hiatus, Of the resumption of bis
marriages he saye: )

About this time I began to weary
of the polltude of single Mfe, Liv.
Ing with dear old John Mason, In
our fiat on T'wenty-elghth street, lite
bacame to me a burden. We were
veary respectable persons, Joha and
L ot that time and led a most
axemplary iife,

It was during thess disconsolate
hours that | became interertsnd In &
Mrs. Nellle Baker Pease, wife of &
dilettante living in Buffalo. Sha
was desirous of enteriag my poe
fession, and asked me If | would in-
troduce heér to Mr. Steela Mackuye,
who was teaching the Delsarte sys-
tem in Nsw York. Durlng wmy
week's sojurn in Buffalo | was in-
troduced to her mother, wslster,
brother and husband. The brother
must have smansted from the same

pod an the husband, Pease, or per-
haps on some ocoral resf whete
sponges predominate. He proved
s most absorbing person. 1 wired
him once to apend a few days in
New York. He wired me that he
was coming for a cup of tea—and
stopped two years.

1 noticed during my visits to her
house that she bestowed no love
nor even respect upon that dilettante
hu ~ Ty sod her to assist
he meat Mackaye, and after bind-
fng myself with this obligation 1
took my departure.

1 met her afterwards in Boston,
where she told me she was suing for
& divoroe, and in a few days I was
perved with papers from the hus-
band, who charged me with allenat-

"ing his wife's affections. When the

summons came ahe took it as & joke,
saying, “What a great rellef from &
Hitle locubus 1 tallv?l to see the
jokp and suggested that she furnish
some solution for escape from this

me. It was I who began the sult.
I was very much embarrassed dur
ing the trial when the judge asked
me to glve him the name of my wife
before I married her. I told him I
thought £ was Hall. He gsald:
“Think? Don't you know?" I sald,
“That's the name of her brother,
who had previously played under
my mapagement. When the papera
were returned from her attorneys
she gave her malden name as Mo-
Dermott. I sald, “That’s the name
of her ex-husband.” We afterwards
discoversd that her name was Me-
Dermott and that she had married a
man of the same name. Hence
“rose the awkward situatfon.”

(He gives to Edna Goodrich but a
few lines. Indeed Number Four
narrowly escapes the oblivion of =i
lent contempt so far as her former
husband is concerned.)

My marrisge to her was one of
the great errora of my career. |
realized we were mismated. I had

“There is an expressive verb ‘to pan’—its meaning is “to roast.’ ‘to criti-
“They’ve always handed it to me,” says Nat. ‘But even an ex-
husband will turn.  It’s quite a “‘pan" for his ex-wives, this book of Nat's.

cize.’

most embarrassing altuation.
realized the publicity snd scandal
that must surely come. She had met
my. mother and father in the mean-
time and they were greatly upset
about the matter, 1 reallzed tho
publicity and scandal that must

surely coms. o put the question di-
roelly to her: “What shall I dot™

Bhe gald: It Is very slmple, Go to
Buffalo, Buy them off. Coma back
to Boston and marry me Your

molher has become guite fond of me,
Hkewise your dad. 1| am passion-
utely fond of art. 1 think you are
the most charming of men, and 1
know 1 can make you superiatively
bappy.” 1 fell for this. What else
could & true born American do?

It was at & banguet given by Mr,
Tim Frawley, in San Fraocigoo, 1
firet met - the Juno-like Maxine
Biliott, one of the most beautiful
women then I had ever sesn. Her
raven-black hair and eyes In delight-
ful contrast to the red hues that
formed an sureole, as it were, above
her head were wonderful. Thare
she sat, totally unoconscious of the
appetites she was destroying. ab
sorbing the dslicata little compli-
ments pald her by that prinece of
good fellows, Johm Drew, Serene
and superjor she reminded me then,
As many times she has since, of a
Roman Benator and upon Ber [ after
ward bestowed that sobriguet

During my marriage to Maxine
Elllott she purchased a house on
Duke street, London, without my
knowledge. 1 had previously placed
my fumpiture In a astorehousa to-
gother with the contents of my wine
cellnr, which she quletly confiscated.
1 dd not mind the furniture =so
much, but to tickle the palates of
her English friends with my expen-
slve St. Emilions and Veuve Cliquot
was rude, o say the least. Besides
1 was never imvited to her Duke
stroet bhouse. After I bhud tried so
herd o enterialn her at Jackwood,
my Euglish home, | think her con-
duct was most disoourtoous,

A greal many peocple bave Lhe
ides that Maxine Kiliott divorced

fallen in love with her while trying
to save her from a scoundrel, My
seal outran my discretion, Her
mother was a jarring ohord. In
short the avenues of our lives did
not run parallel and the milleu she

created in our home became cne of
trylng ordeals rather than domestic
felicity, She was marvelously beau-
tiful—so they tell me. But, to quole
from James Whitcomb Riley, “Pretty
is what pretty does,'"

{Aftar his third divorce drama, Iy
which she played the heroine, Miss
Goodrieh had little to say of him,
only: “When a man 1§ fat and past
fifty ha would better stop his pur
sult of romancs,” and, when in softer
mood: “K is a great pity. He was
onoe puch a fine actor, What a
waste of life!")

In May, 19813, 1 again startled the
world by marrying Margaret More
Iand, and set the hussards and the
possips to  wagging thelr ears
[Nature query: Does & bussard wag
its ears?] and lashing their tongues
in spasms of splean. Irreapective
of my love for the lady, her davo
tion to me during my Iste liness
was worthy a crown of rubles. |
only wish 1 possessed one to place
upon her brow. B8he saved my life
and 1 owe it to her. The trouble
has been that [ have always admired
beauties and they have handed it
to me.

I bhave constantly referred to fate
while writing my book, taking my
cwe from Homer, but had I koown
ha simply used the word fate to
save time, and since my course
through life was direcied by “fates™
rather than fate, I should not have
marvelled at my many disappolat-
ments in the matrimonial feld
With those “Three Little Malds from
School"—Clotho, Lachesis and Afro-
pog—leading wme through iife with
thedr silken threads through my
nose, allowing me to go and then
realing me buack again, as one toys
with a game fsh, 1 have felt like
Eiviag up the game long ago.

Young ladies, you certainly have
made it very warm for me.
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Margaret Moreland, Wife No, 5, the Latest Myrs, Goodwim‘




