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- ssassination of Lincoln
Is  Recalled  by  Niece

Blanche De Bar PI.epar--
ling  for  Stage  Debut
I  When Shot Was Fired.

Of John Wilkes Booth\
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Mother Had played With
slayer in Richmond Just;

Before the Tragedy.

The  TrarTa,tor  of  the  foTlowtwg
re`»L4m.8cGtioe6.,      It.?rott7j®      .07.
Amerfuoan  stage  fon`  manly  yea
as  Blaiuehe  De  Ba'r, ts  cb .danght
o| Jirntws i3rutu8 Boatlb fd by i
earliy ` unarqr4age.      Miss   I)a
coa8    bor.n,    i.in    Phi,ladrelaphid
1844.     Her  mother  `i}as   CJzem
Sinc.  De  Bar,  om  Engzish  act
of   .o':Sac  .3ro^.}btlbou+c,6-bofufe
O't`iz  LW¢7..

Her  father,  the  eldest  son
the   fcl"o®is   traged'bam,   went
CatifoJrnii...     IIe;r   inother   pta
6rb the Norit.  Several ucai.s  tl.i
after,   and,  .herr   l,ask    stu(ue
peorowce  iiDas  6'ib  Rivfliroird,
with  Jolun Wtllce8  Boctlb,  81roJ
bef ore the  agsassinati,on of  P
caent  I,incotn.

Mk8s   De   Bar,   who   in   aprtwi
tbfe  has  bedn  lc"]wm  as  Bram
Booth,  now  bives  4n  Mini'ueapo

® colbere  qlntil  receutEu   She  tam\.
a%g#:`e%tisasHaesrtezaafl§:ng%`

an    with    tlre     Sarrfora    Doi
8toclc  comquny, whteh  phayed_
the West  am¢  South.

By Bla]iche I)e Bflr Boot
hlIN,NEAPOI,IS.   Minn.,    Jan.   13.rfe£

My  first  recollectLon

::;oi:;t;'faa::Om¥:t¥
``:ayh¥r,b&Lnni:rspBh#::eLPo3ho{:Lhw2hde,Pwmae'

;bal`ely  twenty-one,   my  mother  about

`;ti];££h°eraE:.dBbe°::p|¥riagthLenr,ffi¥

my  grandrother
more,  M`d.,  when

tfe;#y::t:hoe:tyo,u=r%t]:Cie:r:g¥u¥:g[esdBisu#

and nls brother, Edwin tBooth.            ,  i
My mother was Clementina,

She  came  from  a  family  Of E:gBll?fa!
sotors,  her tor`other.  Benedlck D6 IBar,
being a comedian of exceptional tale.gfa
G}he  was  a  Btralg'ht-laced  woman.   of
groat   mental   alblllty   and   wonderfulTSd##:tier.waBahandsome`maniand

tom,ch  a,ttracted  try  beautiful  womeD.
UELM

ing   an   engag`ement   ln    BostoB,
n  I  was hardly  more  than  an  in-

he becalne. enamored  of an  act-
named II8,rrlet  Mace.JcO-.un y mcther

=iHcO,,:.hl

as_:



L
ittractlv8 woman,<.,rh.flie
fyould  hal.e  her  awn .wri
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:eguo[Sp%S:tg:ft°m¥V£;¥hG6:.thTehe¥:
were  many quari.els and reconcllations
before    tile    actilal    separation    took.
place.

•ii
Ii'btli.er  ln  Gold  Ru.h.

That was  the time of the, great iu,sh
the    California   gold   fields;       My

thor   and    Miss   \Mace    joined   thls
sh.    My   fath'er   was   but   iL  \yoruth,
rely twenty-one, and  temperariiental
the  foarg.aim.  Not  for  noth!pg.  was

;::t#,
t3coth.
On     n'1|'

`the   son   -of   Juni'¢..?`__Bri}
Sfr@ftly    aii~e-r    the-   -sep.i

ffioff

other   obtalned   a   divorce.  (I   know
}thlng  of  the   subsequent  career  bf

riet  Mace.    No  doubt  slie  played-,,JFlth  my  father in his  earlier appear-

ur my grandmot]ier DeBar, at Newark,

ffigtJ.,'.ei:rr£:ill:::{o`;I,S{i's¥fa;?eonftmh%
Dine     of     the     elder.     Booth     near
altimore.-Thei`e  were`at  home  then;  as  I  re-

iember,   my  aunt  Rosalle,'  who  died
nrrra.rled   ln   1885,    my   aunt   Asia,
•ho``  became    the    iv.lfe    of    John    S.
Iarke,  John  Wllkes  Booth,` a  lad  of

ve,   as   my   memory   serves  'ine;`
d  Joseph.

al±1.i  the  fan_{l.y,   my, £a±rQr:!±Lem±
Wllkes Booth,  a lovable ]a,d,  who

to end  his  cai.eer  as  the  assassin
a  President  of  the  United  States

nd shcrok  the whole world by his mad
Then  iho   was  a  handsome  boy,
beautiful  black  eyes  and curling

air.     His  disposition  waLs  as  beauti-
ul  as  can  be  lmaglned.     E`rcn  then
e   gave.  c`'1dence   of   great   di.amatic
billty,  as  1`  know  lt  no`v.
Hlstoi.y    has    given    him

for Canfornfa win  Eriwiri` to ]oin my
fat]ier,  who  liad  made  some  lieadway
there .:is an actor-manager.   I remem-
ber  one  experience   whloh  left  rfue  ln
fear of my grandfather.

S|ielllng  DIEipleale.  7anlu..

|ha¥eas]¥¥dcma:`¥o¥pee[:.°sehv[esras[[dseimapn,:

::oirh;:ehct:,if:c;::p|:c,:;:ill:e:drE::;:evl:;::!iij,

a    place'
erely   as   an   ass'asslp.       Hls   c'a)`eer
a.s   cut  off  at  twent}'-slx, ,when   he
rae  a mere  youth  as life  on  the  sta,ge
oes.    H@d  he  lived,   with  no   terrible
lemlsh  upon  hls  ca,reel.,  I  firmly  be-
leve  he  would  have  r]een  as  noted as
ils  brothel.,   my  uncle  Hdwln.

I  think  .of  all   the   sons   of  J`inlus
}i.utus  Booth,   John  Wllkes  ilinerlted
lore dram.atic talent.`    His  was a tal-
nt   I)/)rdei`injg`  gon{us,    eccentric   ge-
lusi` lf  you  will,   I)ut  lt  was  a  spat.k
ron the great  fire that burned !n  his

I remember little of the elder Booth,
`y  grandf`ather.    rrliat,  also,   ]s  true
f  my iincle  Edwili,  lf you count rec-
Iections  .of  him  as  a  boy.    He  was

ldQr   than   John    Wllkes,    &lmost   a
f   When   I   anlved .at   the   Booth

and   alre?dy   end    ed   ln  dra-
efforts   with   Jbha  `8.   Clarke,

except    .the     rlglit     wa.y,      "8uglr,""8uger''  a,nd  "§ugger,"  when  he  gave
me  up  in disgust.

Istrlking  olie  of his  poses ----he  was  a
vlolent rna,n  when  he  wa.s  crossed ---- he
decl&red   to   my   grandmother  that   I
possessed  no  such  intemgence  ac  was
natural  td a Booth.

My  g.rand father   never   came   back
alive  from  the  trip  to  California.   He
died on a Mississippi Ri`-er steamboat.
His   death,   1n   1852,   16ft®  my   granq-
motr`.el.    alone    with.  her    q~aughtc`rs,
Rosalle   and  Asia,   Who   soofi   wais   to
rna,fry  Mr.  Clarke,  and  her  two .sons,
Jolm  Wilkes and Josep]i.

S'con  after  t`he  dea,th   Of  tthe
Booth  I  was  taken  by  my  miother

home  of  my  uncle,   Ben
in   St.   Louts.     My  uncle  Ben
was  froth   fa,thor  and  mother tl.).Opina:I
and  taught  lne  my  early  lmowledge
Of  the  stage.    I  still  reca,ll  him  as  a
great  actor,   a  gre.at  comedlan',  fully
entitled to his name,  the Great DeBar.

I  u-as  educated  at  a,  convent  near
Sprlngfiera,  Ky.,'and  at  St.  Agnes's
Academy,  acar  Memphis,  Tenn.

My    uncle    Ben    DeiBar.owned    a,t
that  time  two  theati.es.  the  Ben  De-
Bar Theatire ln  St.  I.ouis and the cele-

tertalned  at  the  home  of  Jiudge  I-ord
of  tthe  Supreme -Court  there.     Judge
Lord  w'as  a  close  friend  of  my  uncle
and had been interested ln my coming
stage  career.

Morning  of  Her Debut.        ,
I   re.member   standing   in   my   bed-

rogm,   one  morning  ln   April,  \taking
another   look   at   my   costumes,    all

¥3Ttg:1;i:¥tg;:::r±d=o;get.i:edehffr
surre,ndered,   and
us  sadness,   lt  .had  been  a  relief, `t

although  it   causes:

ere   had   been   disoudglons   ill,'/-
Em trL-~"ch tolt*ennaBt
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mingled  with   resignaLtton   tlnd  a  de-
termlnatlon  to  riake  tlio  best of  what
was  to  follow.  -

You  must  remember  that  we,  aB  a
family,   were  of  the   South.    All   our
interests  were  there.   especially  those
of my uncle, Ben De Bar.    My mother
had   been   in   the   Sout!h   during    ttrye
yea,rs   of  `t,lie   war,   nurESing   Southern
soldiers  and singing  in  Southeim  hos-

#tals.    All  her  sympathies were withe  South,  from  the  con.ceptlon of the
Confederacy to  its bitter defeat.

All  members  of  the  family,  I  say,
wore  for  the` South,  except `my  uncle
Edwin.    His  interests;  -flnanclally  and
in  other  ways,  were  with  the  N,orth.
I  think he thad a clearc`r  vision,  or,  at
learst,   fie  w.as  ln  `a  diffeient `envlron..
ment.    He  was_  living  ln   New  Yorqc,
acting  there,  engaged  ln.the  bus|nes8
of   theatre   owning.    His   wife,   Mar}'
®evlln,  who  died  in  1863,  had  lived  ln
the North  and had ')ee,n  on  t.ne  stage
there.

But  at  that  period  ln  our  lives  we
±l_t   d±ffLs±ientl}'.     We   wer._e   §ege±±igLn_-i

i:tgs' bfaut:lee a:°,E:eddetraa[::ri. and  griev-

b£JnyaunTC:faeJn:h:oL¥#g:Sop?t:teh'c:#
fedora,cy,  and  t,he  wa,r  had  disturtye`d

.:;i.:i..i-h,ia  bu
had  pl
mond,

Career  on  the  stojge.    He
an  erng@genent  at  Rlc(h-
shorily  before  this  hevp®y

day of m'ine,  with .my mother a mem-
ber  of  the  company.    ELrller.  before
the   war   began,   he   .h&d   shown   his\

::i'£E;yt|°of¥ret£]£rg:inhR¥he:oke
to go tu Ha,rper''s Ferry at the time of
the  John  Brown  natd.

FlrBt New! of Tragedy.
I  hat?,  examined,  over.  and  over,  my

cos.tunes,   every  one  of  which  re,pre-
sented ,  hour.s   wltih   the   need,le,   and
in.y  tth("gthts  were  Of  my  ccmlng  de-
tout  in  my uncle''s  commny,  when  our
lfttl6  Irish  maid,  as  Southern  ln  her

:n¥L\¥:f;u£S#n¥:`g.yictisf:B:a::h:::.A:::
cried.   `11   t}an't   tell   you!      Something

`torrdhl®,  has  ]`'appened! ','

I  LTa;ugtht  her  ln  my  arms  and  She
11  on  her  knees.
I.Jo7]n   Boot]h   has  4[illed   Lincoln,"
e  filially  sobbed  out.    "Joha  Booth

•.hds\` Eznot  Ijlncoln."
!'       _                  .   -'-I   cou'ld   not   `be.lleve   it.     I   pressed

her   ff,r   more,   but   cue   could   say
noqtlpg'    more    than    "It's    in    the
r\^.r\,+,tb   ,,, _`

BocthB _had  played
`:on  th-e  sti`ge.   -All- ch

n,   had   nyed

:enise  ©,cenes
othis,  except
rh   the,wcar

rtffli 'its  tense  moments,  its  sufr`erlng,
Qraugih. hours' when  hopes  arose  and
|ctory  seemed  certain,  and  they  had
pgive,  to  the  wrack  Of tlhose  hopes.
Ni}w  the  Booths  were  playing pa,rts

rtya drama of their own making.   Not

8£{  ]th:rfefa:° a::in::y ,tfen t¥S!:g::
waa` condoned `for o moment by

££LE!±£££m+!izL.NuroLfasL=§=

gretted the terri.ble tragedy more than
we.   I think I am sure that was true
of  a,ll  the  lsiouth.

But  a  member  of  ori'r  family,  that
family  which  had  gained  a  foothold
on  the  stage  in  America  never  to  be
challenged,` had  sh'ot  down  the  Presi-
dent   of   the   United  istates  and  was
being   hunted   a.s   an.  assassin,   with'erir, hand tuned &galnst  him.

I   do   not   know   what   would  'have
happened    had    Jchn    Wlim{es    Booth
won  through  the  lines  of ®ursuers  to
a  ternipora.ry  haven  among  his  kin  ln
tli®  South.    Human  nature  fights  for
its  own  in  the  face  of  everything.    I
have  lived  long enough  to know  that
lf  every  }lfe  was  a  booik  many  pages
of every volume would t}e torn.

Three ln One Pelform-nee.
I  only  know  that  a  young  wcrman,

on  the   threshold  of  happiness,   vac
plung.ed   into   the   depths   of   despall..
•Tohn  'Wllkes   Booth   hold   been   like   a
ibrother to me,  and  I  remembered rhin
as  a loving  brother  more  than  as  an
uncle.    To  be  sure,  our lives ha.dbeen
sepa,Iated.    I  had  beeD  in  a  convent
in  the  South,  he  making hls first ap-
pearances   on  the  stag`e.     Before  the
war   there   had   come   to   me   letters
telli.ng   `of   triumphs,    small   enouch

fa:geF{;yo£:`VeH?seemnot{£drt,hfy]¥Fatn::
mother  Booth,'  had  witnessed  a  peir-
foTima,nco  in  which  three  soi`s.\ Edwln,
Junius   Brutus   2d,   my   fatiher,   and
Jolin  Wil,kes  had  appeared.

P`'ow  this  terrfole  thln|g  had.  hap-
pened.'My first  thought was for my Uac]e
T}en   De   Bar.     I  6eemad   to  sense  at
once   that  the   Booths.   and  all   who
wore  of  the  BoothsL.   woruld  `be  under
8usplclon

My    uncle    came    to   .,the    house,
st,ricken  O>iy  the  news  as  I  hnd  been.
We   waited   for   moat.e  news.   and  the
word that John `Vllkes had  been` cap-
tured.    We  never  for  a  moment  be-
Ileved  he  Would  escape.

During  the  long  hours  whlle  John
Wilkee was Jbeing h.unted.  was `canght
tl`ylng  to  escape   and  shot,   we  were
prisoners    ln    our    OWD    home    pr.a.a-
tlcally.     St.   Ijouls  at  that  time  had
many    Southern    sympathizers,    but
`none   who   defended   the   act   of   my
ullcle.

C'rime  Blow  to  F.mlly.        /
'M.y Uncle Ban De Bar's theatre wds

closed.     Althoug.h  no  blame  was  at-
ched  to  that  kindest of  men,  it  was

Lat.ural  that  the  family  of  the  ass'as-
{n   would   bear   the  fourden   he   had
ilaced  upon  it.
The  news  of  Llncoln.a  death  added
our  mlsBry  and  made  our  position

ardor  than  ever.
In  the  North,  my Uncle Edwln,  al-
ays  loyal  to  the, Union  cause,  -was
llged  to  retire.   "Indeed,   there  had

JbeeD   n'o   hesitancy  on   h`is   part.    He
suffered   more   t`lEin   any    one   could
know.

I:3o::t
contlnuing    instalment    of    Mi®.

h*eo:,adrroa:!Vs°u#I:y?Opubli.hedby

r--                -g2-3¥ -i,


