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named J. W. Booth. ifi-
cate of his marr'iage to my mother
proves that. From what people in
Tennessee who knew my father tell
me, there is every indication that
he was a man of parts. His famil-
farity with Shakespeare strengthens
the belief that he was also familiar
with the stage.

There has always been some
doubt as to whether the body iden-
tified as that of Booth by the Fed-
eral soldiers was in reality the
body of the actor. There is every
reason to believe that Booth may
have escaped into the South. The
Federal soldiers would have been
likely to palm off an alien body as
that of Booth in order not to lose
the reward that had been offered
for him.

My mother often told me that I
was the daughter of the man ac-
cused of the assassination of Presi-
dent Lincoln. My father deserted
my mother several months after
their marriage—of course, before
I was born. This fact, to my mind,
is still further evidence that my
father was Booth. My mother al-
ways believed that her husband
had received sudden information
that made him apprehensive of ar-
rest on a charge of responsibility
for the death of the President. My
mother never heard of my father
again after he left her. She was
always reticent about discussing my
father. I believe that my father
confided his identity to her prior to
their marriage, and that she always
respected his confidence.

My attention was attracted
to the Oklahoma suicide by
a report in a newspaper that
because of his familiarity with
the clessical = dramas he was
suspected - of . bheing the actoy
assassiff, even before his confessicn
was found after his death. I have
corresponded with a number of peo-
ple in Oklahoma who knew the
recluse, and the statements of all
of thesé have borne out the theory
that he may have been Booth. The
likeness between the pictures of the
two men is most striking. I have
also been told that I bear a strik-
ing resemblance ;to both of them
To my mind my case is complete,
but it is very hard to break down
a theory that has passed into his-
tory.

I have' much documentary ev’
dence to substantiate my eclaims
The marriage license sued  to
Louisa J. Payne and J. W. Booth
speaks for ‘itself. That the mar-
riage was celebrated is attested by
court records. There could hardly
have been two J. W. Booths. That
my father came into the Tennessee
mountains a stranger shortly after
the assassination of the President
is established. His signature upon
the Franklin County Court records
is similar in every detail to au-
thentic signatures of Booth. The
signature of the Oklahoma suicide
to his confession, ascopy of which
I have, is also the Booth signature,
My theory will bear close scrutiny
at every point. It would almost
stand the test of a court of law.

My mother Wwas a'
widow at the time of
her marriage to my
father. She remained
true to his memory to
the last. Whatever he
may have
his previous his y Wi

buried with her when she died. She
told me upon her death bed that
he was the man accused of the
assassination of the President.

Of how he managed to escape
after that terrible night in Wash-
ington and of why he'chose the
Tennessee hills as a hiding place
I do not know. That he did so
escape seems borne out by the evi-
dence I hold in my possession. -If
that be true, then T am certainly
his" "daughter. If the Oklahoma
hermit and J. Wilkes Booth are one
and the same, then I am the heiress
of the former. e
“"TBut above all other cons:derations
I wish to clear the matter up be-
cause “of its historical importance,
and its importance to me as an in-
dividual. I want to know who my
father was. He came into Tennes-
see, wooed and won and married
my mother, and then deserted her.
I cannot believe that he left her
of his own volition. She was not
the kind of woman that a man
would want to leave.

There must have been a strong
outside influence that prompted
him to the desertion of his family.
To my mind it must have been
ever-present fear that the autho
ties were after him. This fear made
him a wanderer over the face
the earth untilgsin desperation,
ended his own life in the It
Oklahoma town.

I shall never rest until this mat-

ter has been definitely settled.

PROCLAMATION SIGNED BY
LINCOLN IS SOLD FOR $515

One of Lot Which Emancipator
Prepared for Philadel-

YORK, Oct

e second day's sale of e l.incoln
tion of the John E. Burton library
on galler e best price
| by George D,

{ emancipation pre
lamation sign Liincoln and Seward,
led by a letter in regard to the

vritten by John Ha

nati . % ][A he cata-
signed, by Lincoln
sold at the sanitar)
in 1864, The John

} for No. 339, The
iptain R 1y
of tt [

Woman’s
Dream of
Lincoln

Saw Him Killed in Vision—
Friends Would Not Let
Her Warn Him.

Special Correspondence of *‘‘The Record,"*
Baker, Ore., April 11.

PRIL 14 would not be a day of
A sorrow in this country had men

only listened to what they called
“merely a woman's dream” in the firm
opinion of Marian Augusta Baldwin,
who is nearing her eighty-fifth birthday
anniversary in this city. Had they
only followed the guidance of this
dream President Lincoln might have
been warned of the fate that ‘was
meted to him in Ford’s theatre, April
14, 1865, and cast the country into
gloom, has been the contention of this
venerable woman for 49 years, espe-
cially as each anniversary of that fatal
night appears.

Those who have heard of her vision
agree with. her that it might have
averted a crime and a catastrophe haa
it been heeded and she been permitted
to go to Washington to warn Lincoln
or had men obeyed her urgings to tell
him when they would not let her make
the, trip. That her dream was a re-
mafkable one in its fidelity to the scene
hat followed months afterward all will

ree after reading her account given

the world in this article for the
first time. One striking feature is that
Mrs. Baldwin had never been in a
theatre when she saw in her vision the
entire scene as it was enacted in Ford's
theatre.. That her first visit to the
theatre was on the night that Lincoln
was shot makes her story even more
remarkable. On that night she saw
Fanny Davenport play the part of
Charlotte Corday at a Chicago thea-
tre.

It was in the fall of 1863 that she
had Rer dream. Mrs. Baldwin is now
living with her son Charles and daugh-
ter Carrie in Baker, Oregon. |[Here is
the story, as penned by Mrs. Baldwin,
of the dream that might have averted
the tragic termination of the life of
America’s most beloved leader:

MY DREAM FORE STING LINCOLN'S
D 1.

By Mariam Augusta Baldwin.

As a young girl I was an ardent
politician. 1 became a strong partisan
of Lincoln, and deeply felt his defeat
in his contest with Douglas for Sena-
tor, but had faith in his idea that
they would mcet in a wider field, where
the results would be different. Then
as time passed Lincoln became Presi
dent, and the terrible civil war drey
to its close when this strange dream
came to me.

In the dream 1 saw myseclf in a
crowded place in a gallery, and in the
paen space before me were many peo-

’!'hvn appeared the President. 1

him as he walked up the gallery

ite and took his seat. T turned

ok at something on a stage be-
't\w‘t‘n the galleries (I had never been
In an opera house or theatre). A short
time passed and then a man appeared
as if from the entrance, walking up
the gallery toward the President, a
man of medium weight, well dressed
and in appearance a gentleman; then
I saw him draw a revolver, tep” close
to the President’s hox and take delib-
erate aim at him; then in, gome incon-

Saw Lincoln Shot in Dream

The small picture shows Mrs, Baldwin as she looked at the time
8he had a vision in which she saw Lincoln shot. The large picture shows
her as she i8 now at her home at Baker, Oregon.

ceivable way my hand stretched out
and caught his arm, and the ball from
the pistol sped on its way harmless.
Then I awoke trembling with the ter-
rible fright and scarcely able to realize
that I was in my own bed at home.

Tries to Interest Friends.

There was no more sleep for me that
night; I felt it to be a warning and
resolved to do all L could to prevent
the crime that T was sure was being
planned. 1 tried to interest different
men, one a personal friend of mine,
Mr. Elmer Baldwin, who had been in
the Legislature with Mr. Lincoln, ana
William H. Herndon, a warm personal
friend of the President for Years, and
others But no one wonld hear my
words, my entreaties; it was only a
woman's dream and they even laughed
at the idea of going to Washington or
sending to have a special guard for
such an occasion appointed. But 1
could not forget, and it was only after
the President’s return from Richmond
that I began to feel that it might, after
all, be only a dream and that all might

well.

Months passed and [ had gone to
Chicago to live. The never-to-be-for-
gotten day, the 14th of April. Fanny
Davenport, then in the full tide of her

success, was to appear in her well-
lgnown role, “Charlotte Corday in a
Chicago theatre. I had never been in
a theatre nor seen the performance of
a play, but I finally decided to g0.
“Charlotte Corday” was to me a
heroine of high order, giving her life
to save her country from the rule of
an incarnate fiend.” I was not carried
away by the play;: it was simply t-
ing, but when she drew the dagger
and disappeared for a moment behind
the curtain to reappear, holding it out
dripping with blood, it seemed to me
I was struck. I saw or knew little of
what followed. My only thought was
“Someone has been struck down rn-'
night; now, just now, who can it be?”
Strange I did not think at first of the
President, but of Secret ry Stanton,
Seward or General Grant. I went
home, but I could not sleep. In the
early morning T fell into a troubled
doze, from which I was artled by
the ery on the streets, “Presic ent I.iu.»
coln has been shot: Secretary Seward
and others Kkilled.” Then I understood;
it was a warning, that dreadful dream.




