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Wilkes’" Booth Mygtery
Is Re'called by Niece

Strange Call at Enid and
London Episode Told
by Blanche de Bar.

The narrator of the following
reminiscences, known:.on the
A;merioan stage for many years
@s Blanche De Bar, is a daughter
of Junius Brutus Booth 2d by an
carly marriage. Miss De Bar
was born in  Philadelphia in .
18:4. Her mother was Clensen-
ting De Bar, an English actress.
< Last Sunday'e instolment de-

5|

scribed the assassination of Pres- |

ident Lincoln by John Wilkes
Booth, en uncle of the writer,
T'his concluding instalment takes
up the narrative at that point.
By Blanche De Bar Booth.
MINNEAPOLIS, Minn., Jan. 17—

[ My first part was Kate Hardcastle

in *“‘She Stogps to Conquer.””  We
played an ajterpiece, ‘““The Honey-
moon,’" also. |

George De Vere, an actor knowan
then, but whose name, perhaps,
means little to present day audiences, |
if anything at all, was the leading
man. My uncle, Ben De Bar, played
the leading comedy role and another
| member of the company, a great ac-
tress, was Mary Maddern. She was
an aunt of the famous Minnie Mad-
dern Fiske.

When I had: played for months,
and was making my debut in New
York in my uncle Edwin's company, " §
was a mere NOVice Jeast in Shakes-
pearian roles. i
f My next engagement was with a
stock company managed by John T.
| Ford, playing in Ford's Theatre in
IBaltimore.  The  Ford Theatre in
Washington, in which John Wilkes
Booth shot President Lincoln, also
was owned by Mr. Ford. . {

I went to Baltimore, ambitious to!
do something greater. T had a part in
“Foyl - Play,” I remember. There
1 were many others, the leads in all the
plays we . presented. I closed that:
season 2 better actress, but I lacked
stil] that skill which I attained under |
|my uncle Edwin. - ° .
! Joins Booth’s Company.

l

i Then came my opporﬁmlty to join
% my uncle, now back on the stage, and
jlin  his own theatre, Booth's, just

L2

It was during tlta;t time that my uncle,

Edwin Booth, the great tragedian, |

wrote me a letter that I have cher-.
ished all my life. In it he wrote:

“I. would have you, Blanche, if yvou
can believe me true ang worthy of
some share of your affection; to orfeu
your heart to me when care oppresses
vou, to confide in me as your dear
friend and loving uncle, and you will
find me happy to prove that I am
such. b y
“If there is the slightest thing I ead
do to serve you let me know at once.
I am most anxious to show my dear
little niece that old Uncle Ned has
the same soft heart beneath his shirt
£rill that he had béfore the world had
sgorrowed him, though his head is so
much harder.

“*Some thoughtfu! friend of mine
has sent me a few articles sadly
fieéded. God bless her for that. Was
{t yoy? 1 must bring this chapter to
a close. Regards to Uncle Ben and
friends. God bless you.

“UNCLE EDWIN."
1t wae during that week of despair
that the hunt for John Wilkes Booth
was brought home to us. I was talk-
ing to my uncle when the maid came
running io me again, this time ex-
clited.

*Miss Blanche,’’ ghe cried as he-
fore, '‘the Yankee soldicrs are sur-
rounding the house.”

We looked out, and all around {he
house and the theatre, next doo,
were soldlers. 'l
rost us, we believ'e"d, and I think that
that was their purpose.

However. we were not brought to
such straits.

I had a letter, a very priva
ter containing family matters, which
T wanted to Jeep from the prying
eyes of the soldlers who filled the
house. I caught up a portfolio, an
pld-fashioned leather  case,

jammed the letter hard down into thel

folds of it.

‘spened at 23d Street and Sixth Ave-
nue, New York. g -
|| My uncle BEdwin had been plaving, |
with Mary MgVicker as his leading
season before I arrived |
She was the daughter

BLANCHE Deph BOGTH
<IN k) s :

\
-

~overlooked the Letter.
‘ “While they were searching, going lwoman, for a
through my -uncle's effects, through in New York.
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l the letters and papers of the servants
| and searching my room, a young sol-
dier picked up . the portfolio, shaking
A, o ;

I thought my Jettér would be found,
but it remained in the fold of #he
leather, and the soldler tossed the
case carelessly upon the floor in &

|'lof a Chicago manager. I think Mec-
‘Vicker's Theatre in Chicago datesj
from the time. ¢ .
Mary McVicker was a clever ac-
tress, but she lacked the talent for the
roles my uncle gave her. She retired
from the stage early in that year,
1870, and in June was married to my

gorner. o Uncle Edwin. She never played
We were taken, my uncle, myself | again. X
and the servants, to'a building where| [ followed Mary McVicker my

“They had come to ar-;

te let-!

!

andson the stage

' we were searched and cross-exam- ! uncle Edwin’s leaiding woman, but’
ined several hours. My uncle proved | during that summer I supporte.d the
his innocence, and I was nothing more ‘famous Edwin Adams in a long run
than a frightened young girl. of “Enoch Arden.’’ I played Anna !

When we were allowed to return 0 TLee. Mr., Adams had a great fol
our home, I remember, I danced with lowing then in New York 3 :
glee over the saving of my letter. Through my uncle Edwin's coach

I cannot describe, even now, those  ing and thoughtful care I progre l;
terrible days, but they passed. Grad- and was ready fof thep ‘g:tssef
ually we faced our friends, and 1 b2- | Ophelia when Edwin opened It\);lle se:
gan to think again of my debut. MY|son of 1871. I supported Joseph
uncle’s theatre had been reopened, It) jefrerson,. playing the daughter
| had seemed at first that any attemapt | Minna, in the Booth theatre produ}::
 for me to go on the stage would be|tion of “Rip Van Winkle' of that
| a failure. My uncle discussed it with | sjme. 6 a
| Judge Lord, both in New Orleans and |
in our home in St. Louis, where he|
was a frequent guest.

Finally it was decided I should open |

I was in the bills as Blanche DeBar,
and as Blanche DeB: remained to
the end of my stage days. My uncle
ad & vheklir af my tmole’s compally ' Edwin was a kindly man, considerate
In §f. Touis. The name of Booth had | Shmimmnize oL Bid BOHIBEN) S0 NG
been a great asset until the assassi- oAl _their B cuppose 1
4 nation. Now even my uncle Eawifd \?lvas What, woill ae e a star to-
was In retirement., Judge Lord chose R ruvere of
bk v ; the Booth Stock Company. That was

He argued that I h "
3 2 5 MO .
::vff wo(?tlg i x:c;wed Ty g -?I'r:me:?me:‘ many kindly thi v
Booth, an appeared in my | by ¥ WHDES T
first performance as Blanche De Bar. :_:‘.cle esgi;ixtt’?o e (zne "3‘“?”“ xwas
‘n-an efior correct a rather griev-

Booth Return
T.ots THAT Ao Woty o fooRtaRe: ous fauit. He hzd stopped a re-
a year later a Booth Was nearsal and  addressed  me rather

gain, rin |
d?l;o thenl‘)ll’ea‘g;g; ’g?‘;llm sharply, I thought at the time, but
{ ’ St now I know it was a' kindness.

-

having yielde

friends. 1



- “Blanche,
tit’ude, 'but 'hef@re the audience

ences, - 'whdch,s
of my uncie.

Shoe,

noamx' 1
At a perfonpamt:e . Fool's Re-
venge,” :in.

success in

was playing Fiade Iele
the daughter whose lxonor v'he
avenges. trucclo, as you know

Avas g court- jest.er and he wore long,
jointed shoes, with the toes turned up. |
During thls performance one of
Petruccio’s s became broken at
the end, and ped rather em-
barrassingly. As sye made an exit|
and were in. the w!ngs, my uncle held
up this tOG, and danced ‘about’ on the

other foot.'
“‘Blanche,”’ he crled
tomato!"’

"I am a ripe |

in “A Fool's Revenge and many
other plays. I played Pauline to my,
uncle’s Claude Meinotte in ‘“The Lady
of Lyons,” which we did at matinees.
There followed work on tour, in which\
I played in the South.

Then I received a message from a.g
old manager in Chicago, Jack Lan-

gu‘sh. We pla he west sid@
'of the city. [ortimer waq
the\ leading Stonewalg

played mother par /

My next engagement was in leads
with the Shakespeare Club of New
Orleans, where I met many of my old
| friends. y
; ‘A year later I was at liberty. Mw
| mother was a ther estrange@
Ito me. He
widow of
Coast, and
ter, my half

I received an offer as leadmg Wonm-
,@,n from Mrs John Drew, then mqn-

'of my ‘famu,
years before.

.he M strike 2

! which it had been reported. His body,

body, lay in the family lot ai Balti-
i more, and he was but a memory to

| and belleved some member of the com-

{got out and talked in a low tone to
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T ]
‘Recalls “Enid Legend.”

At Inid, Olila., we had arrived late |
it the theatre after a &;m‘“d jump, and
i went to my dressing roomy worn |
out. I had /d,egg.de& to get a little rest
betore it was tim

I was tol '-&man wasaskmg it "1
wanted to see John.”

There never entered my mind at
that time a question of the death of
John Wilkes Booth in the manner in

or what had been accepted as his

me.

I told the man at the door, whoever
it was, that I could see no one, and
Eﬁought— ‘that - A few min-
ttes later\

pany was playing a joke upon me.
At any rate, I tossed the peDer upoﬁ
2 table and forgot it.

At‘terward T heard of the “Enid le-
gend " Before we left Enid I talked
' with meople who believed John Wilkes |

Booth was alive and living in Okla-

- The shoe was a b“ght red, by the |[homa under the name of E, L. George.

The Stranger tn London.

Not long ago I received a visit from
Wilfred Clarke, son of my uncle, John:
S. Clarke, and my aunt, Asia Booth,
and we discussed this legend. He told
me of an fnctdent in London several
vears after the Civil War. He sad
he was in a carriage with my uncle
Edwin, Jphn McCullo my aunt
Asla and my grandr Booth. He
was a mere child. A man approached
the carriage, was recognized by my
grandmother, my uncle and, he
thinks, by my aunt. £

My grandmother screamed and he
heard my uncle Edwin cry out: =

“My God, it is John!’*

My grandmother tried to get out of
the carriage, but was restrained by
 Mr. McCullough, but my uncle Edwin

the stranger. The man walked away
and my uncle returned. Tha.t is all
he knows' of it

‘1the solvlng of this mystery, if mystery
1it is. But I know this: If I had had
an inklmg of the supposed escape of
John Wilkes Booth, I could have

: (?1 g;tled ‘the controversy that day in

y 1
remiere of that well \

| after the
Philadelnhxa en nd pla,yed

aga.in in my_.,ugs

leans. I wa
girl who ha.ﬂ;u
under such

the young
er debut there\

it was all my life faters i
‘We played throughout the South

brought home once more to the scenes
following the Civil War.

I played the leadm_glth&t day, but

If the { ohn WUkes
Booth was he, I could _have asked him
| questions about our chlldhood days,:

Avand his answers would have proved

or disproved his claims.

I always . { tq&q;g' immtlence
opportunity wes
. gone bef@re ~E% hagl realized its im-
portance.’

_————————

Acting had become my- llvellhood a.gl

and West, and during that tour I wasl
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