




























































































in San Andreas ;\and they were unable to keep her for more than a 
month as she still is under the L.A.County. They arranged for 
her re-transfer to L.A. and I took her there last Thursdav. 

"One could almost say she was falling apart, anyway: she 
needed 24 hours attention. Mildred Burlingame , is attendina to 
some of the formalities in L.A. - we want to try to get her 
transferred to the same home where her sister, Mary K. is, and 
she would like the idea." 

Then on April 7, Karl wrote again: 
"Jane died Saturday, March 29, at 12:20 p.m. from sheer 

exhaustion in the home where she had been (and where Mary K. has 
also been transferred, I believe). Mildred has been attending 
to matters there. We all considered it as a great blessing to 
her, as her life had become continuous torture o f late and she 
had expressed it to me several times that she wished for the end. 
She has been cremated." 

FINIS 
Jane Wolfe, March 21, 1875 to March 29, 1958 
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THE VALLEY OF TRAGEDY 

We walk ever in the valley of tragedy. 
The great Muse who rules over that place, 
Brooding sadly, her eyes dimmed with tears, 
Gli tter.· .ing raindrops of pellucid brightness, 
Slowly'Tormed and wrung from a heart in pain, 
Walks in cloud-formed shadow and brushes by. 

Glittering raindrops on a pallid cheek; 
A figure shrouded in clouds of dark brightness, 
Traqedy in the clouds that hang low; 
Clouds that shoot forth gleams 
From under the passing of the dark figure 
Ever brooding over her valley. 

And this is our valley of tragedy. 
The dark mists rise to meet the clouds; 
The forms approach and depart before ever 
They are seen . Dark forms wrapped in mystery. 
Ah, perhaps there goes a bright light, 
A soul holding a candle of brightness. 

But no, this is the Valley of Death, 
And the soul departs before ever it is known . 
Now the yearning one reaches out a hand 
To break through the barrier of mist. 
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But there is nothing to touch, ) 
Only a swirling and retreating cloud . 

Hear how a hollow lauqh ; .. rings out wildly 
And a drop of moisture falls near . 
Still there is silence in the waitinq heart. 
The silence grows and a question is whispered low, 
But nothing answers and there forms 
Another shining drop from that broodinq mist. 

Meral 
Dec. 14, 1956 


