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Jirfous days
cold logic were not always heard in the

Picture of the Country Through Which the Fleeing Murderer
Passed While Suffering Agony from His Broken Leg—Stories

Tol

IN THE TRACK OF

JOHN WILKES BOOTH

A “Press” Correspondent Rides on Horseback |+

the Roads Taken by Lincoln’s
sin in His Fatal Flight Thirty-
One Years Ago.

THROUGH MARYLAND AND VIRGINIA.

Places Where the

ugitive
and Aided and Talked with Him.

THE W00D WHERE WILKES BOOTH LAY CONCEALED.

. :

d by People Who Remember Those April Days—The
Nemesis That Pursued Booth and Thwarted His
Carefully Laid Plans, and the Efforts of
People Anxious to Aid His Escape.

Stopped and People Who Saw

to buy provisions, gossip, ge he mal
and talk politics, as they have always
done. The flight and pursuit of Booth
was the great, overwhelming excitement
in the histogy of this somnoient country.
Yoveryone past middle Jife remembers
much about the tt.'r.dy and they have
never ceased to talk about it. Its bale-
ful light eclipses all that has happened
v'f‘nn the memory of living man in

arles County, Md., and in King George
Caroline Counties of Virginia. The
1t which the terror-haunted night
reir tlw- SW U"Lt hid
h, and men
end women '\ho h’d “-nwpn him before
the assassination, etill tell their storles, |

All these things make the journey one |
of the most vividly interesting that can |
be imagined, for it is simply a hundred
miles of living history. And it is plain |
that it should be made only on horse-

ar
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rid
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back, as Booth rode it thirty-one years
ago.
A hasty sketch of the plot and the

actors should precede the track of the
flight. John Wilkes Booth was the leader
of the Lincoln abduction plot, the at-
tempted Instigator of a previous assassi-
nation, and at last the murderer. He
was a fanatical secessionist, and after'
the re-election of Lincoln, he conceived
a scheme to capture the President and
take him to Richmond. He spent most
of the Fall and Winter of 1864-65 inducing
a number of Southern sympathizers to
j him in this apparently fantastic
erprise. In October Booth visited |
Charles County, Md., arranging for
the proposed abduction, studying the
roads, and securing the active interest’
of many promine Southern gentlemen
the sc th promise of their
help, they considering it a legitimate
ertaking.
e road to the South chosen was the '
zrou ' route used by the Con-
secret service for sending the |
hrough the |
and ada. The |
rrhtn was rot ng the Poto-
and running to
the villages of
and Suwattsville.
1 flight because
s knew people along |
nted on help from the

in

from Richmond into
C

thr U"h

ek,

— - f 2 ers who were active
ry for ‘“Vengeance.” The claim the Confe( te secraot sgervice. It
£ some of those who suffered for as from f to twenty miles longer
THF, PLOT AND THE ACTORS. ne that w they and many n the ct road from Washington
) knew of and were in active sym- | to the Potomac, but Booth chose it for

On Tuesday, April 14, thirty-one years with the plot to abduct President | the rezsons mentioned
will have passed since the assassination and hold him as a hostage in | q"m abduction Xn)t q\-ad for the middle
of Abraham Lincoln by John Wilkes y, only J"h‘: v f March, w doned, because of the
lonth: the anniversary of the day on little group of ignorant yp:f‘t..] condit of the country ro:}ds
ohleh the profound thanksgiving and swayed by the force of a | and the failure of the President to -ride
g PRSI 4 ver . BEA0E Eb had !\'20.\1(,1:;': of the jout through a sec cluded part- of Seventh
golemn joy of the nation ov .x ,‘<.:| : n of plan whose end | Street, as was h]; e o, it
tored was char d In one blinding mo- sitiation_this dlaim e e aotces ML ra AN
ment by the nervous presgure of a pis- ven. Yet, all fell spirators consi~'tvr] of Jobn Wilkes
tol tr to a date of awful signifl- nade by the fanati- ith, the actor, of a famous family of
cance, ‘‘to be claimed forever by a crazed by a misguided | plavers; Lewis Payne, a rebel soldier
world-wide sorrow.” Quick Death came otism, and & desire for | from Florida, a stalwart, courageous
n, the « al figure in all the coun- ?'—"'_'fj“-t’)l R fellow, hardly more” than a boy; George
ity 1 fizure of ¢ a Pres correspondent | Atzerodt, a spy and blockade runner
try’s jubilation, the centra’ fed . |rode a horse over the route followed by || {n the Potomac, who was a miserable,
the great and good men of the century. oth 271 his companion, Herold, in icken-hearted actor in the great
}le wes “numbered with the ages,” in }"‘ "“f” fh;';h‘ t“r"”'"h Maryland and | grama; David E. Herold, a Washington
his place among the Immortals Just |Virginia. Ith blanket, saddlebags .\wl drug clerk, who was also of low caliber;
when the clouds were clearing from the jca Y‘If‘Ta_"‘ d on his McClellan saddle, ;_,,mmpl Arnold and Michael O'Laughlin,
black end stormy pathway, along which |the writer = Pf T six days along the | Maryland secessioni John H. Surratt
he had led his people with a God-given country roads that once thundered the | and his mother, Mrs. Mary . :Q.urr.att,
s . it . echoes from the hoofs of the big roan ' who kept a boarding house in Washing-
jom; a courago that l(ur?w not fear, and the fleet y mare which carried ton. Booth was a young man of 28, of
and a vision which pereceived always || 330011 1 Herol through the moonlit remarkable physical beauty, who had
through thickest shadow and darkness gton to the ba of | not met with great success on the stage.
the twin white lights of Rigzht and Duty. /|t On the maps the journey After the snrrr‘nd”' of Lee and the
And he who did the murder v.n'ldo"u] 1 - atre to the Garrett farr : ff‘ai‘.;:re of the kidnaping conspiracy,
with the curses of a world upon 13 "" ‘ 1, 5 B “‘L :‘ about | Booth, in a f!'enzy of rage and disap—
neme, with a prles set upon l‘x head, in f: . Y ";t__t“f" “‘T"‘“l’??w »"“)m]“s-‘* | pointment akin to mz}dness, called his
frightful pl 1 ,pm blighting all upon * -“l "f the SERasuT ﬂ?f‘l .'1"?"""”"?‘?‘1 band together and assigned each a part
whom hi ow fell, whether innocent ", e Beaf LR nade to find ||in the new crime which he had con-
or not, until he died the dcath of a dog . ". - ‘:.I:I H']r hos were Wil- | celved—the murder of President Lin-
in a burning barn on a Vir a f ’\ il e a < l\i“*“” ’-“A'“”rg:’l“ coln, Secretary Seward, Secretary Stan-
The true hlstory, which must be the April \_‘:;LArn the correspondent § ton and Vice-President Johnson. He
whele history, of the assassination of 2 P £ g e reserved Herold to aid in his escape
President Lincoln, will never be written. e rf,"vf;igev_;"phn“f‘nf el af ‘he should have played the most
WWhether all of those whom martial law ol i‘:w‘ ‘.‘”_;:I‘P"‘ (‘..‘,ll]‘n{ e I‘;‘“”_' conspicuous role in the tragedy. Haer-
condemned to death or to imprisonment d R *‘[( "1:r‘hniy v'i"n. 1‘1v1\e lr,l}u.]:\.'/zre;rodt and Surratt had preyvious-
as fellow-conspirators with John Wilkes decav v'1~ t ',([‘Ai]‘qlf," 'iq‘(r.‘hr*[him "u‘u:pr A _.\ '[_f\“"_‘_”.eﬁ f"r use in the ;xhduction
Booth were guilty as charged will not | =y "=, 5 o T ide-pord rapes, f""f“'}ff‘ and ammunitions at a
be revealed until the Last Trump. For " . _ ‘:‘ ,.»m,-:f{ "i, . tavern in Surrattsville, .\"i.‘, twelve miles
a host of doubts t cannot be put fll"‘ Eand o rmr,;,:"l,,‘l( o ‘f,"ﬂ”"n?‘-;_‘_”"“il.l;'t:”lll. '\’v Surratt owned
oy h:u'z: confronted the ert:r:a “l“ gtores and taverns at the crossroads are x“:lm:n.(ll I:ll-,.).l.‘ LS8 s BuR B wak

have set forth the annals of those de- as they were thirty years ago and the

when calm reasoning and

Yarmers ride in from the country round




‘wlngs snd out in the alley.
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that the President was to go to Ford’s
Theatre that night to see a production
of “Our American Cousin,” with Laura
Keens in the leading role. Booth at
once made his plans, had a conference
with Mrs. Surratt, who then started for
 Lloyd’'s tavern, and visited the theatre
where he guarded against interference
while in the President’s box by an ar-
rangement of a wooden bar which he
could place in position to prevent en- |
trance from without while doing the
murder. He hired a horse from a livery
stable, and had it waiting, held by a
call boy, in the alley back of the theatre, !
The story of the tragedy ‘is familiar !
to everyone; how, a few minutes before |
10 o'clock Booth went to a saloon near |
| by, took a drink of brandy, and, entering |
the theatre, passed rapidiy through the
crowd and made his way to the passage
.Jeading to the President’s box; how he|
| entered without disturbing any of the
inmates, .and, holding a knife in one!
hand and a pistol In the other, put his’
Derringer to the President’'s head and
fired. The victim was sitting with his
beloved wife, Major Rathbone and Miss
| Harris, and as Major Rathbone leaped
| to seize the assassin Booth struck him
with his knife wounding him in
the arm. Booth rushed forward and
vaulted from the ralling of the box to
the stage, twelve feet helow. His spur
| caught in the folds of the Union flag
| draped in front of the box, and he fell
| heavily, fracturing his leg. Booth rose
| and turned to the audience, waving his
| bloody knife, ‘and shouted, “Sic semper |
| tyrannus,” as he ran across into the|
He leaped
his horse, rewarded the boy who held
it with a kick and a curse, and dashed
into Ninth Street and on to Pennsylvania
Avenue, only half a block away. |
Payne was the only one of the other

| on grpunds of general suspicion.
{

who was {1l in bed, the male nurse and
an attendant, none of them mortally.
Payne escaped to the woods east of
Washington, when he hid himself for

| two days and was then captured in the

| the theatre;

|
i

house of Mrs. Surratt in Washington '
where he went for shelter. The Florida
boy, a man beside his fellows, Atzerodt
and O’Laughlin, who had been sent to
murder Vice-President Johnson and Sec-
retary BStarton, and had not dared to
maks the attempt, never saw his master,
Booth, again. He had obeyed orders with
the blind recklessness of a savage, his
big, muscular body working at the will
of the man with the brains to sway his |
mind as though he had been hypmotized.
The flight of Booth began at a few |
minutes after 10 o’clock in the evening of
April 14, It was not to end for eleven |
days of torture of mind and body, of the ||
racking agony of a splintered leg, and
the rage and griet of mind that he had |
‘not been hailed as a hero and another
Brutus. For John Wilkes Booth had
stopped to pose, even as he fled from
he was playing a part
throughcut, and even in the depths of
the swamp, where he lay a week later, he |
wrote in his dlary:— !
“After being hunted like a dog through
swamps, woods, and last night chased by
gunboats till I was forced to return,
wet, cold and starving, with every man’'s
hand against me, I am here in despair. |

And why? For doing what Brutus was|
honored for—what made Tell a hero,”

W II.
THE FLIGHT TO DR. MUDD'S
HOUSE.

The moon rose at 10 o'clock that night

loped into Pennsylvania Avenue . he
heard the clamor that swelled through
the theatre and Into the streets after
the first paralyzed stillness of the tre-
mendous shock. Herold had gone with
Payne to the Seward house and held
the horses outside, but, becoming panic-
stricken at the cries of “murder” with-
in, he fled toward the navy yard bridge
across the Potomac, where the conspira-
tors had arranged to foregather. Booth
dashed toward the Capito), whose dome
was touched with the first light of the
moon, rising red and big, and turned
down the long hill that leads to the
river. The mad intoxication of excite-

ment was wearing off and with every!

jump of the galloping roan the broken

| bone of his leg ground and crunched in

the long leather riding boot. The pale
face of the rider grew whiter against
the heavy black moustache and mass
of raven hair that was blowing about

his forehead. But there was no time
now to stop for whiasky or brandy, short |

of Surrattsville, twelve miles away.
It was in the ezrly

left Ford's Theatre, or what was the old
theatre building before the catastrophe
of the collapse which cost many lives.
The structure has been rebnilt, and one
can see the old historic place only in
photographs. The long descent of the hill
to the navy yard bridge is swil steep
for a fast gallep, although it has been
graded and °cut down since Booth clat-
tered down with loose rein. A seniry
was posted at the entrance to the bridge
in war time, and as Booth came near
he must have puiled his horse down to an
easy pace that he might not be stopped
He
wae stopped and told the sentinel his
name and that he was going to his home,
near Beantown, in Charles County., He
was allowed to pass, and a few minutes
later, Herold, who had ridden by
theatre after Booth had left, was per-
mitted to go by. Once across the bridge,
Booth turned up the long, Good Hope
Hill that led through the village of Ana-
costia, on the further bank of the Poto-
mac. He met a teamster and asked hifh
whether he had met a horseman, and
Herold asked the same question when
he rode up the hill. Good Hope Hill rises
abruptly for,a half mile, and the fugi-
tives had to walk their horses if they
hoped to get them through to the Po-
tomac without breaking down.

The *“Press” rider found material be-
fore reaching the top of the hill. Stop-
ping at an ancient country tavern he
fell to talking about Booth with the com-
pany sitting on the wide porch, and was
introduced to Mr. James Hawley, as

! “the man who knows more about Booth

than any man in the county.” Now, it
must be noted here that at every cross-
road’'s store on the journey there was
to be found a' man who ‘“knew more
about Booth," ete. Mr. Hawley is gray-
haired and weather beaten, and as he
says, “he was no chicken" even in '&
He said: “T knew Augustus Howell and
Mrs. Surratt very well. She was a fine
woman, who had been rich before the
war, Who was Howell? Why, he ran
the ‘underground’ malil from the Mary-
iand side ofthe Potomac through to
Surrattsville, and then John Surratt ran
it through to Canada. I used to ride
with Howell often, and just before the
assassination he got scared that he was
going to be arrested by Federal officers
for his wor a malil agent, and he
hid his m at he had just gotten
‘from Rich in the wall of the Sur
ratt tavern. “wou'll see the hole in the
wall when you go there, where the mail
was hidden and the rifles and ammuni-

| found in there.

and the sky was clear. As Booth gal- Jj P°d De mixed up in the conspiracy that

tion for Booth, When the house was
searched after the President had been
shot, Hqwell’s last batch of mail was
He was so afrald that

he went through by the ‘underground’ to
Canada. He' and Surratt were great
friends, and he would have been arrested
sure.”

Time was too pressing to hear more
from Mr. Hawley, so the writer rode on
a few doors along the village street until
he reached the house of Dr. Thomas D.
Mudd, the son of Dr. Samuel Mudd, who
set Booth’s leg and was sent to the Dry
Tortugas Prison for life. The son has
settled at Anacostia, but his mother |
stil lives at the old place, now famous, |
on the PEryantown Road. It will
easier to understand the .references
the story w young Dr. Mudd
in connection with the visit to hi

he
in

freshness of the|
Spring morning when the “Press™ rider

the |

| could

home, thirty miles further along in
Journey.

From the top of Good Hope Hill
fleeing assassin could see t} 1
Washington almost at his feet, a
moonlight-silvered dome of the €
for the last time. His
toward the South and w
held in store for him.
of the hil

y, with easy
going. Many of the farr
foh-the-wah™ ti
dignified sec
the log and
groes are scattere
in picturesque stages of dilapl
first stages of the journey to
ga a chance for fast riding, but
was suffering more and more fro
broken leg, which probably pre
easv escape into the South. He
toock him on this rcad, for
rozn horse was not fasi, wh
slim bay was built for speec
rode on together in the m
an hc There were
to talk about.
details of his deed with
had not yet been crush
ol the per accounts, and
tell his master of the probable
success of Payne's attack upon Secre-
tary Seward, as the shrieks “mur-
der” had startied the qguiet street.

Had Booth not broken his leg he could
have reached the Potomac shortly after
daybrezk and have been on the Virginia
side an hour later, with a good chanc
of reaching Richmond in a daj
half. Had he taken the str
from Washington to Fort
the Potomac, there would have baen
about thirty-five miles to ge. The writer
rode from Pope™ Creek, on the Fotomac,
to Washington, by the nearest route, on
his return journey, and red the
distance between &30 o'cloc in the
morning and 1 o'clock in the afternoon,
or forty miles In six and one-half hours,
riding the same horse thropgh and bring-
ing him in In good condition. This
shows that Booth could have reached
* Virginia, where he might have gotten
among friends and beyond immedis
pursuit by the Union cavalry,
his plans of escape were feasible.

Fate or Justice ordered otherwise.

It was midnight when Booth and Her-
old rode into Surrattsville, and halted at
' the porch of the tavern. Booth feared to
dismount, lest he could not get on his
horse, and although he was suffering
| torture he waited in front, while Her-
{ old went in, shouting to the innkeeper,
Lloyd, to give him “those things™ Lloyd
knew what was meéant, and brought out
| the two' botiles of whisky, the carbines
| and the field glass, which the Surratt
thad hidden in the walll “We've killed
the. President,” shouted Herold, as he

News

-
of

o

ted, and rode away. Booth refuseq ;
carry a carbine, as he needed his
"hands to keep himself in the saddle in
his crippled condition. 1
Surrattsville to-day s a village of a
dozen houses, with the nearest railroad




at Washington, No one now n

saw Booth on the night when he
through the town. The Surratt house h
not been altered gince '65, except for t
rebuilding of the porch. It has ch

hands twice sin Mrs. Surratt ow

it, and is now the property of J. W.
Wheatley. The writer slept for a night
in the room which Mrs. Surratt used
occupy when she visited the place,
there was an unpleasant interest abe@
this apartment once tenanted by the
woman who died on the gallows in
‘Washington. In a corner of the celling
of the landing, half way up the stalrs
leading to the second floor, there is a
plece of planking, about two feet long,
get in the plaster. This trap door opens
into an attic of cons!derable size, which
was used as a secret hiding place for |
the Confedérate mail over the ‘“‘under-|
ground’’ route, and was where the artl- |
cles called for by Booth .were stowed
by the Surratts. ~ . &

The route from@ Eurrattsville

through the little viilage of
flve miles away, and then to Bryantown,
eleven miles further on. “T. B.” is so
very emall that it really ought not to
have -a name spelled out in full. Threa
roads cross here, and there are four|
houses and a store in gight. This placq
is unchanged. It cannot have grown |
and it could not have shrunk without
disappearing entirely. Bocoth and Herold |
drank whisky very freely as they rode,.'
for they were intoxicated most of the
time when hiding in the days followingy
They were now on a sandy road free
from steep hills, and should have been
pushing their horses hard. THe moon
was bright, both Booth and Herold knew
the country and were in no danger of
being lost., They turned to the right at
“T. B.” and kept on toward Bryan-
town, The pace was getting slower all .
the tlme. It was all Booth could do to
stay in his saddle, and Herold had to
curb his spirited mare and fret at the
dangerous delaying. No doubt they be-
gan to look back at the white stretches
of road behind them and across the
ploughed flelds as the way wound
through the hills. For, if by any chance
the direction of the flight hdd been dis-
covered an hour after the start a squad
of hard-riding cavalrymen could now |
be hot on the trail and within a mile
or two of the fugitives. .
. But the silent night was broken only
by the curses and groans of Booth as
every step of his horse wrenched the
fractured limb that was now so swollen
f that the pressure of the bootleg was|
exquisite torture. When within four
miles of Bryantown the road turned
through @ mile of dense woodland and
swamps, ‘and no doubt Booth thought/
more than once of turning in to find a!
hiding place where he might rest and
find-relief from his 'suffering. It was
mow nearly 4 o’clock .and the gray dawn
was glimmering low in the sky. Bry-
antown wés three miles away, the Poto- |
mac River twenty miles distant, and
Booth was unable to stay in the saddle
longer. They had ridden only thirty
miles in the night when every moment
meant life and death. At this time. a
negro was met on_ the road, tramping
to his work in a distant field, and he
was asked the way to the house of the
nearest physician. The negro said that
the riders had passed the house of Dr.
Samuel Mudd half a mile back.

Booth and Herold turned and rode back
Into the lane that led to the front yvard
and shouted to arouse the doctor. Dr.
Mudd and his wife received the visitors,
while Herold told them that his com-
Eamon had. fallen under his horse and

roken his leg, and that he needed niedi-
cal assistance very badly. Bogth was
Xielped into the house, the fracture was
reduced and -the sufferer was given a
room. It was now Saturday morning,
hand the strangers remalned at Dr.
Mudd’s house until 4 o'dlock in the after-
noon. They had ridden from Surratts-
ville to Dr. Mudd's, thirteen miles, in
four hours, which indicates that'the
horses walked all the way. The writer
covered this part of the journey tn iess
}S,T;-‘ two hours, jogging algng comfort-

THE STORY OF 'MRS. MUDD..
The stoxg of the stay of Booth at the
house of Dr. Mudd is not yet free from
conflicting statements.  Dr. Mudd had
met Booth on two previbus occasions, in
Washington and at the Catholic church
at Bryantown, and on the same day
when Booth called at the house several
months before the assassination. Al-
thoyzh he attended to the injured man
golely as a physician in the line of his
professional ‘duty, - Dr. Mudd was sen-
tenced to life Imprisgonment on the Dry
Tortugas, He was relecased after six
years on account of his hgroic work in
a yellow fever epidemic after the death
of the resident surgeons. He returned
to hi® home, where he- resided until his
death in 1882. He left a sworn statement
of the facts of his connection with
Bocth, which was substantially the story
told the writer by Mrs. Mudd, who still
lives in the old_home. The house is a
comfortable old Southern plantation resi-
dence, but the outbuildings and the h},)lln-
dreds of acres of farm land tell dumbly
of the ruin wrought by the r'atﬂslroptl?
that broke up th family and brought
ruin to its fortun It 9 noon when
the *“Pres rode 'Hlj | |
Mrg. Mudd’'s and w: ly invited in
. hosnitable Southern fashion that has
the wrech f fortune, to di
family, two little negro
ed a barn to look
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survived

i the
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the ho
:, Mudd

been 3

and never will i
torn from her
y v gir

t only 7
what w

antation life o
she suddenly fot
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. and witn her
he swarm of Union ca
amped there during the
Booth.

“We were waked at 4 in the morning on
that ¢ 1dful Saturday by the two men
on ho ack,” said Mrs, Mudd. ‘Y
of them that the other had broker
his leg through the horse falling, that
they were anxious to reach the Potomac
and wanted the doctor to set the.f
ture. I w a fresh scar t
shoulder, and I am sure that
en on the way. The doctor a

w
from
a Southern lady, who has
. structed,”” she says,
When her husband
nd carried to prison
with four children,
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the pleasant

um days, and

the head
she must
devadtated
alry that en-
pursuit of

X nome
band's )ife.

“The doctor was gtopped by a ﬁhntlna‘
this slde of Bryantown, as he went o
after Herold Lad left him, and told that
Prexident Lincoln had bLeen m i
7 . named Booze oot}
tion of the man had hesn
there, and no one Knew who
him.

"tl’])'y‘r'n d'm'q later party of soldlers
and detectiy stopiped at the honse an
the doctor told them that two strangers
had been here on Saturday, and that
they had r Zekiah
swamp. The s overran
the place for
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world 1f not
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It was not until after

wr

that he

in and attended to the injured ma
had met Booth on two occasions months
before, and I him once wher
he came to 10U 1, the Sunc
when he attenc ;s n Chutch
But i whisk ancl
Boyd, and neither of |
us iz He had ery littlie
to say, while his companion, Herold, was
cheerful and talkative and did not seem
at all worrie
“Boyd, or Booth, stayed in his room
all day, while Herold ate breakfast and
dipner in the dining rocom and talked
about the mishap and chatted with the
doctor about people they both Xnew in
Cnarles County. as Herold had passed
some time at Port Tobacco. He asked
the way to Parson Wilmer's, a TUniogn
man living about & i : of us. The
doctor saw Booth in the morning
to look after his and lent him
razor with off -his
i carried
nothing 3
D

ed.

up his meals,

remember. I c:

and cake mys 4 ot 3

and asked for some br: !
some whisky, but he would not toue
it. He told me at this time, the only tim
I talked to him, that his back had been
injured in the fall from the horse and

that it gave him much pain.

“‘Herold seemed anxious to get to the
river that d and as the doctor was
going to Ba town to mail some letters
which he had received from the Confe
eracy by the ‘undergrcund rou 1
offered to let Herold go aion
he would try to get a bug:
father, who lived on the Br)
road. The doctor could not
buggy, as the family wished
next day, and Herold came back
house and told me that ‘he was
to get his friend away on horss
Herold had the horses brough
helped Booth into his saddle.
out toward Zckiah swamp, tl
short distance from the house,
going in. the direction of P
mer’s. This was, the last we
.man who was to_be the.means
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d%urn.iwrtthenf v n} W leth e fleld 18 ‘surfou e .
scribin e fever epicdemic there. @ ['through which he 2
referg’ only once to his ountrageous and ! et
unjust treatment by the United States|leg o Sorouse and info the road. tha b  and
Goverament. 3 Ox’s. At the Hughesville tavérn’ ss the Potémac,
1 the village worthies had many strange| fearfully tryi
vy golg::h t\(\)a;%li of hthet 1excitemem when t {1;5 life 275&8 at stake.

V. ¢ ein un t | men

THE ROUTE TO CAPTAIN COX'S.s |lot, which was _%'ouchee((l foTr}})i'btelf; 3513}3,‘ hoetse. .g‘tnt.ll:;y:mcoulgmmotv:omo o

A ragged darky with teeth that shona | €Ompany, runs like this L‘? Rahy, to guide them to
ike the white slde of a domino blank Old Bill Ecklin wa ' in Bryan- ¥Ine a gully about a 3
pgainst a Dlick coat slecve, brought the OwWn then, an' he h never been to } Of the house. . Swan left them  at the
horse around to the front yard, Mrs, Washington nor now Y, He hadn’t | 8ate. He sw falsely  that they .had
Mudd and her lonely daughter are- TNever seen a theatre in his life. Some | COme into the house, ' and- had drunk
well with careful directions as to the 9ays after the murder of Lincoln he says  champagne with Thy father. But the tes-
Bryantown Road which led through the to,his nelghhor, Rober, ‘Have you heard . timony of the ‘#érvant who ‘had seen
Zekiah swamp, This. swamp extends t& news? The President has done been them ride up and-leave after a few miny
for fifteen miles thward from the 1ated. They tell me Booth was on  Utes’ talk could .nat be shaken. "
vicinity of Dr. Mudd's house toward the the stage when he dun itg I didn’t know ' I watched them ride down the lane
Potomac, and it w he southern end Whether it was Thomps#W's stage that | Lniill they ‘were out of sight, fearing
Bf it that Bootlr an lerold were hiqd totes_The mail to Bryantown or not, | that they might try to take some of our
$or a8 weeok before v We able to em- but I reckoned it was’ You see, olg, horses for theirs. I saw Booth then in
BaLk Por fhes Wirainia . Ecklin didn’t know nothin’ bout a the- | the moonlight. That was the only time
The road leads t e miles over 2ire. ‘An')’ says Ecklin, ‘they say Lin-: 1 ever saw him. ' ,Sunday morning my
the hills to DBryantown through broad COIR W@ in a box. I s'pose they mean f2thér guided the men to a dense pine
fields that ar being ploughed for ©n the box-seat, or in a dry goods box, 'Woods about half a mile south of the
the tobacco pl Booth did not tho' what he'd be doin’ there I dumno, Present village of Cox’s Station, and left
pass through village. He An Booth jumped off the stage, I reckon them in the place an old tobaeco bed,
and Herold through the through the winder, and broke his leg.  R€ar a spring of fine water. They were
atD For' E0 : ind then turnea AR’ he vells, broken leg and all, he vells within half a mile of the main road
ff to tho left, a secluded road, in Latin, *‘Stre, stri, stro, strategem.” |t0-the Potomae, but se.well hidden that
until they met a negro, Oswald Swan, MOy Cod, what a man; what a man, | the Swarms of soldiers, passed .and re-
who guided them to the house of Captain SaVs klin.” : ! %ae‘:sid within  hearing, . for mnearly a

Samuel Cox, twelve miles away and four gr'lvi‘?‘“i,\("'nlpﬂll)' spat solemnly at the’ Captain Cox 5
store in a . ai mounted * gray mare
ided “‘The Prd'iwrit& to
8 lay

miles from the bank of the Potomae. § In an accurate volley, and chorused
Bryantcwn is an- interesting place for — That’s right, I reckon.” It has.beenJ 208 8U
the seeker after Booth reminiscences. Pliimed that Boeoth stepped at a placa the place where the O]
The little town sleeps the deep slumber between Swan's house and Captain Cox's den. The pine wodds ve

Rip Van Winkle community, and but liscovered the loea- | 90Wn, and the Baltimo

air of the place is the essence of 10l ese men who have lived in Railroad runs within b

At the village tavern “The Press” Hughesville all their lives are positive the spot; but the 'ﬂﬂ!3 still

spondent met John R. Nevitt, who that Booth and Herold stopped at the and is used by the nilies }
was sleeping in Captain Cox’s house on Tresidence of Willlam E. Burtles, a. mile borhood. The nearest hoﬂ.;.
the night the owner was arrested by from the village, there procpred - a time was .ﬂml mile distant.
a squad of Union cavalry. He made his P2ir of blankets The Burtles have w»e- lay in this w nd through: B
escape through a back door and escaped, Moved to another part,of the -county, but and fog of a week, his broken.le;
being kept over night in the same tav- Mr. Joy, the undertaker of Hugh |». | Img bim greatly, and with sma O
ein where he was found gossiping be- told1 the writer that Mr. Burfles had ever reaching the Virginia sho
hind the stove by the writer. In this Stated to him the circumstances of ﬁ;’&gm was_blue w&h ge un

tavern Booth passed some time on one Booth's call at his house which seems SCOVH . and et o
gL iets.

of 8 previous visits to Bryaniown, ko clear up this doubtful incident of
BNevitt heard Booth pleading with Cap- journeéy. cident;af; the
tain Cox to be taken in, but could not
catch any of the conversation. . ‘
In Bryantewn was also found Peter W
Trotter, a hale and hearty blacksmith, HIDING IN THE PINE. WOODS
at the » of 64, who shod Booth” A= mLa Atats s g
The distance to Cox's is twelve miles,
correspondent cover-

idle ho some time before the assassina- rhich * s b
tion. Mr. Trotter stopped pounding a Which “The Press
bar of glowing iron in his shop long ©d in two hou But it was 4 o'cicek
enough to say:— Sunday morning when Booth and Herold -
*“Yes, I, shod Booth’s horse for him rods up to the porch in the moonlight ﬂﬂu? post office for the ‘unde
:i\-h(-n l%‘: first eame  through here. Ht; and they hagd taken twelve hours t ,;“ i mTh'” : :
idn't have much to say to me, and e i . 3 men iveive RoUT. o Gger omas A. Jones, a foster
stood around while T was at work. Hte‘l: ,mr‘! of the read. Captain Sammel | Captain Cox, Sr.
'was a dark, handsome man. I'll bet he|“0X Wias one of the most prominent and | called “Hueckl
'was a great one with the women. When (active Southern men iIn Charles County. ¢
the soldiers’ came through here after|He was a weathly plantation owner, and
thim, they made me go out with them fhelonged to one of the best and “oldest
two nights beating up the country. Bul{e, miljes i he c 2
we didn’t find; any tracks of him, and |, . cc I the community. He was an
hey certainly.did drink a sight of whis- |25°nt for the underground mail route,
ky. I was takgn as a witness to- Wash- and’ knew of the.plan to abduet.the
ington becausg.l had heard Dr. George President. But he knew nothing of the
J\ludd1 a gousln, of Dr. Sumfl\!ludd, t.’l}ke |assassination plot. His adopted son
ing with*Corporal Denny of the cavalry |Samuel Cox, J . = - ¢ 10 | tree under which Booth ate
in_the tavern wimder, and teliNg Wim and his story. as onn rorn oy, 08 16 | Cpreakfast—before n
that the men they wanted had been at ;. == SCW. 28 one o the two &uf- | The horses of Booth and E
of the men who hélped Booth shot w!:llohttbowood-'m'
d

r. Sam’s house., Dr. George swore that =
e had never talked to. Denny, so they.In Maryland, tells the incidents better | sunk a quicksand mire,

theld me. thére for ‘three days to testify 'ﬂ'ﬂﬂ they van I described..”Mi. Cox s | trace of them has.ever been
pqmthis 'ﬁ?mt’ toré 38 owned by H. A an educated mmn, a splendid specimen of 7 __of Jomes' guardis
ur:xlerV :f: -\s\;’as 'a"selerk ‘there . thirty- :}3? bml.”wr?. genitleman, and he assisted Herold Is th“'fo 8o
one  year ago. _Bogth hought -&- Mo- .. . L TesS": cofrespondent with® évery e G
lellan saddle of hi his tour through “:P\”?»“}f‘ possible. v e o
fthe couniry, and thi§ was probably the = ~My fiatiiersang I were @wakenad about | g VL
addle that the assas rode in His fitght I o’'clock Sunday imorning. by a Knocke! CROSSING THE RIVER.
fto the Potomac. “I'do¥’t femémbey much ing at the door. " On opening it we saw.| ‘ Booth
about him. I 'was énly d boy then,” 8ald n stranger standing there in the bright |
Mr. Turner. *“But I card remember Booth moontlight, while * waltd B
as a %istlnxgll‘she?‘dowtlnx young' tnhlm was 'm:\‘t.llxl«-r s\'m‘nt:-‘rd onniommb;h;; gb)la
who n't talk un - had some — 8 ¥ with |
4 s - Hec e & negro whom we knew, Oswald Swan, |

o say. I've often wondesed whether he
de my saddle when he came through My father came’through a room on the

ere in such a hurry.” first floor where two servants were gleep- |
From Bryantown “‘‘The Press” writer ihg, and it was the evidence of one gf-
rode to Hughesville,  four miles sway, these girls that saved his life.
in order to visit the sites.eof Oswald “Herold, who had come up to the house,
Swan’s house. Swan was:a half-breed knew my father by sight at least, an
Indian and negro, who had:a-little farm agked him to comé out to the man on
ja mile from the village, Booth and Her- hcrseback. After somg parleying, my
jold met him on the road after they left father sald: ‘Who are you? und'they
Dr. Mudda's ‘and pursuaded him to gulde refused to tell him. y father knew
them to Captain Cox's. Swan had nc| that the count was overrun, with
knowledge of their identity, and was re-| soldiers lookmgr{or the assassin of Lin-
Jeased after being a .short timge3in con: celn, and he’said that he could not take
nement. But there seemed “trange\; Sirangers into his house. Herold did
lack fate over many who had to dq all the talking, until Rooth rode farther
th Booth's escape. Bwan is dbad, hig In the vard, and told my father his name
g ily are scettered, and the plow hag ahd what he had done, showing
passed over the site of their humbje logf.his initials done in India ink “pon h
house. The place is marked odly by Wrist.: Booth said that he had been sent
hite patches in the furrowsed *fleld. by Dr. Mudd, who was a Fme,g
- fath He

the -heais. once were, and 9 r at : Thlsw?..g = s




5

Route of Bogths flight N

shown thus e

thg'werid’s Juss condemuation of his de
‘-‘_‘ﬁ the price that was offered for his

F - On Friday evening, a week after the
‘Resassination, I determined that it must

Bé now or never, as there were no sol-
diers in the neighborhood by - chance.
It had been cloudy and misty all day,
and as night came on the clouds hung
lgwer and blacker, while a gray fog
rose from the meadows. .

“It was dark by the time I reached
the place. I had never before visited the
fugitives at night; I therefore approached
withh more than usual caution and gave
the signal. Herold answered me and led
the way to Booth.

““ “The coast seems to be clear,” I said,
‘and the darkness favors us. Let,us
make ‘the attempt.’

“I then told them the safest way to
proceed was for Booth to ride my horse
and Herold to walk beside him, while
I would precede them by fifty or sixty
vards. When I came to a convenient
place, I ‘would pause and listen, and if
the way seemed clear would whistle. As
soon as I:gave the signal, but nat be-
fore, they were t6 come forward till
they reached the place where I was
waiting, then stop there till I went for-
ward again and gave the signal for their
advance, and thus we would proceed
to the river. If they did not hear my
pignal for their advance within a reason-
able time after I went forward, I told
them to get as noiselessly and as speed-
ily as possible out of the road and wait
till they heard from mie.

“With' dificufty Booth was raised by
Herold and myself and placed upon his
horse. Every movement, in spite of his
stoicism, wrung a groan of anguish from
his lips. The part of our journey which
lay over the public road was most to be
dreaded, and as we journeyed cautiously
on my feelings were terribly wrought
up. When I gave the low whistle agreed
upon as the sigmal that the road was
clear, it sounded in my ears loud as the
blast of a trumpet. “As I walked down
the road I would listen intently, and if
the coast was clear whistle for the
horsemen to follow me.

my place. It was then between 9
10 o’clock. ‘Can’'t I go in and get

At last, after?
what seemed ages of time, we reached| poat up the river,

quest, but new that it would not
be safe. I went in the house and found
my servant, Henry Woodland, and asked
him if he had left my fishing boat at
Dent's Meadow. He said ‘yes,” and after
supper we starteg again toward the open
field toward the river. At last we

| reached the shore, and found the boat
where Henry had been directed by me
to ‘leave it

“It was a fiat-bottomed boat about
twelve feet long, of dark blue color. T
had bought it im Baltimore the year
before far $1S. We placed Booth in the
stern with an oar to steer; Herold took
the bow seat to row. Then, lighting a
candle which I_.had brfought for the

| purpose—I had no lantern—and carefully
shading: it with _an oilcloth coat belong-
ing to one of the men, I pointed out, in
the compass Booth had with him, the
course to steer. ‘Keep to that,” I said,
‘and it will bring you into Machodoc
Creek. Mrs. Quesenberry lives near the
mouth of this creek. If you tell her you
come from me I think she will take care
of you.”

“T then cautioned them to keep the
light hidden and said ‘Good-bye.’

As I was in the act of shoving the
boat off. Booth exclaimed, ‘Walit a min-
ute, ol@ fellow.” ‘He then offered me
some money. I took $18, the price of the
boat I knew I would never see again.
He wanted me to take more, but I said
no, what I had done was not for money.
In a voice choked with emotion he saild.
‘God bless you, my dear friend, for all

ou have done for me, Good-bye, old

ellow.’ 3

1 pushed the boat off and it glided out
of sight into the darkness. I stood on
the shore and listened till the sound of
the oars died away in the distance and
then climbed the hill and took my way
home.”

i
THE DEATH AT GARRETT'S.

“It is well known that Booth did nct
succeed in crossing the river that night.
The strong flood tide, against which 1
had forgotten to caution him, gwe t the
some time during

the night he

a
d rold landed at a
place near Nl:’.fe stores, still in

. Whete in e neighborhoo uring Sat-,
urday and at night succeeded in crossing
to Vi%inia and reached Mrs. Quesen-
berry’s Sunday morning. Here they weare
met by my brother-in-law, Thomas H.
Harkin, and a anan named Joseph Bad-
den, of Prince George's County, Md.,
who did all they could to assist them,
shm-.'mrl them a hiding place, carried
Phens Fand frh-or Srm - Cri heorya iy
finally put them in charge of an old man
of King George's County named Bryan,
WHO wWOK thein neal uldy. wulCu  wes
Monday, on to Dr. Richard Stuart’s Sum-
mer home, Cleydale.

““The course was soon endeéd. At Port
Conway, on the Rappahannock, Booth
and Herold met three voung jnen in Con-
federate uniformy’, They were 1
soldiers; but Herold. imagining that they
were recruifing for the Southern army, |
told them his story with perfect frank-
ness; and even pride, sayving: ‘We are
the assassinators of the President,” a ]
asked their company into the Confeder
afe lines. He was disappointed at learn-
ing they were not going South, but his
confidence laced. The sol-
¢iers took to Port Royal
and tried to get shelter for them, repre-
senting Booth as a wounded Confederate
soldier. After one or two failures they
found refuge on the farm of a man
named Garrett, on the road to Bowling
Green.

“On the night of the 25th of April a
party under Lieutenant E. P. Doherty
arrested, in his >d at Bowling Green,

iHiam Jett, one of the Confederate sol-
diers mentioned above, and forced him
to guide them to Garrett’s farm. Booth
and Herold were sleeping in the barn,
When called upon to surrender Boothf
refused and threatened to shoot young
arrett, who had in to get his
arms. A parley took p :
minutes. Booth offered t
at 100 vards, and when this was refused
cried out in a theatrical tone, ‘Well,
my brave boys, prepare a stretcher far
me." Doherty then told him he would
| fire the barn; upcn this Hercld came out
and surrendered. The barm was f§
and while it was burning Booth, wheo 3
clearly visible by the flames through the

iilding, was ghot by Bos-
sergeant of cavalry.
the back of the neck.

Corbett,
was hit in

President. He lingered
hcurs in great pair
inarticulate,

o

about three
conscious, but nearly
and died at 7 in the morn-
E.

The old Garrett farmhouse that over-

coked the tragedy that ended miserably

ied life of John Wilkes Booth,

1 that April night when

1 panes glared red with - the

flames of the barn in which Booth stood

when its solid walls re-

whip-like crack ¢f Boston

volver that rang down the

curtain on one of the greatest and black-

»dies that this world ever

T Yot a trace is left of the barn.

For many vears one blackened post stood

as a sormber monument, but it was chip-

ped away by relic-hunters and crumblegd

2T H assault. And

restige of that

blotted out, and that the

smile over spot where

3ooth » death that
it Abraham Lincoln.

It was not far from the village of Port
Royval that Booth met hiz fate, about
twenty iles from the Potomac River

d acn the ppahannock. The

rett house sets back a few yards

ym the gate and a narrow path leads
un to the broad peorch which runs along
the entire front of the old building whose
every timber from cellar to garret is in-
separably linked with the history of the
assassination. The ancient roof-tree gi
time-streaked and decaving. It was
once painted white, but negligence and
necessity HMave prevented the coating
being rendwed, and the elements have
made deep furrows updn every shingle
of the gable roof as well as upon e
weather boarding. The glass panes In
the windows are small and irregular,
denoting years of sérvice, and the two
great brick chimneys, built broad upon
each end of the house, tell of the ample
fireplaces which heat its four large
square rooms, two up and two dowm
stairs. A slanting roof, llke a Summer
kitchen, slopes down from the end of
the house nearest the road, otherwise
the building is almost square. It eits
upon a somewhat prominent knoll, which
slopes down from the back of the house
into a low gully clad with a wealth ¢

grass
Res

sorub

of your hot coffee,” said Booth.

It cut
me to the heart to retus his

Maryland. _Fhey stayed hidden some
piteous




VIIL
VIVID STORY OF A WITNESS.
The members of the Garrett family
have scattered since that awful night,
and some no longer living., Mr. Jack

Garrett lives a few miles from his old
home, but he was absent when *“The
Press' it called. A number

of year R those events wer

much f 3 > memori of the
witnes are .to-day, Mr.

Willla f the sons of th

house, told writer the stor

of Booth death, i

1ot proba

will ever i

Y He in part:

‘tween ind 3 o'clock in the after-
' the 18th of April Captain
Booth to r place. He d

hat Booth was a wounded Con-
soldi that he bhad surre

, and that he had
M ‘land, where

I¢
de
gone to his
had deman
of allegian
and he we 4
to join J army in
Carolina. Fa - said that he
s e could for
I came home
was wit Booth
nstantly he was shot.”
L never alluded to the nation
of the Pre nt. He reiterated the story
that Captain Jett had told my
ar 3 y saild he had been engaged
in riots in Balti re, when
Massachusetts troops re fired upon.
Although : d so much of the war
I could 1 rtain what regiment he
belor 1
£ ere you the one who hrought
n announcing Lincoln's a

the
sina-

that was my
all at dinner when
T Brother Jack that the Pre
dent hz been sho that one hun
dred thousand do reward had been
offered for the apprehen
- 1T said ‘Gracious

that o

a

me, and said

him for §100,000,

would, indeed,’ replied, *$100,000
lot of money
ed away and becamec
f had v little to say
aftar that. Some time after Harold came
from: Bowling Green, api they went
“away to the woods togeth Before they
| returned father had determined that they
uld not remain in the house over
night. He had become convinced that
nd of suspicious char
that they wer
Cang, and might
When* he told them
ep in the house they
1 not under the
said that would not
would get after them.”
into one the out-
1id Booth. Father finally con-
, and they went out in the
was filled on one side with
on the other
side with fr and a lot of
furniture helc ugees from Port
Royal S the ban
the door with a padlock
they could not
When
exactly
and s

of
ho
not

our
could
i g0

“ ‘Let
buil
sented t
barn, whic
corn blade

d to t house 1 wa
satisfied with that precaution,
to Brother Jack ths we would take
our pistols awgl go to sleep In the corn
barn that we might more
revent any at‘empt on thei
1 +he harases. About 2 o’cloc
re awakened Db
and Jack and
possible, and
clothes in the
who were threat-

readily
part to ste
in the mo ng

a4 commotion at the e
‘.I both ran up as fast a
found father in his night
custody of the soldie
ening to kill him if he did not reveal the
whereabouts of the two men. hen
Brother Jack came up he said to the
| soldiers:—

“ ‘I will show you where the men are,’
and the officers released father and took
Jack and me into custody.

“‘“The men are in the barn,’” said Jack,
| and the officers ordered him to lead the
| way there.

4 _moment later the soldiers had sur-

Fas to

father, |

the |

rounded it, and Jaek'and 1 were
under arrest. One of the detective t
manded Booth that he surrender, d,’
then unlocked the door and pyshed:
Brother Jack in with the command that
he go and tell them to come out andi
give themselves up. My brother ap- !
Fr‘nnrhm] the point where Booth was |
ving on the corn blades, and said;:—

‘““ “The soldiers are here after you and
they want you to surrender. If you don’t
come out they threaten to burn the barn
and destroy- all our property.’

‘“‘Get out’ of here, young man,
whispered Booth, desperately, ‘or I'll
ake your Ui You have betrayed me.’

“Brother Jack tried to argue with him
the uselessness of resistance and

rpealed to Booth to prevent the destruc- |
tion of our property. Booth became- very
viclent, and my brother came out and
epeated to the officer that Booth's only
eply had been a threat to kill him. The
officer then took my brother and me and |
placed us a short ¢ nce from the barn, {
and set a light d :'tly in front of us.

wo men were placed to guard us with

tructions that the first time Booth

d upon any of the party they should |
immediately shoot us. Booth, who' had |
been watching the -operation through .a
crack in the barn heard the order of the
officer for our execution, shouted at the |
top of i

de-

unfair; those men are inno-
people do not know who I |

» officer then revoked the order he

and Colonel Conger, one of the |

detect ordered me to pile dry brush

ain corner of the barn so that it

could be fired. 1 had piled but little wheny
Booth called to me and said:—

“ “Young man, you had better stop that,
If yvou put any more against this placé
I will shoot pou.’

“Colonel Conger then ordered me to
p, and Lieutenant Baker began a
‘ley for the surrender of the fugitives.

3ooth was determined from the first that

he would not be taken alive and he 80
informed Lieutenant Baker. Harold, how-
ever, wanted to give himself up, and
Booth after calling him an arrant cow-

" ard, virtually drove him out of the barn

into the hands of the officers. There was
quite an extended parley between Baker
and Booth, during which Booth begged
the officer to draw his men off fifty yards,
then twenty-five yards, and then he
came down to ten yar and give him
ance for his life.
3e fair, Captain,’ said Booth, ‘and
give me a sho I could have killed you
a dozen times to-night, but I took you
be a brave man. Now give me a
for my life.”
must surrender,” replied Lieu-
.t Baker, ‘we came to take you
S not to kill you.’ el
“ I will never be taken allve,’ retorted
Booth, ‘you may make up your mind
will fight to the death.” " :
“Hardly had the last word died wugen
his lips before a blaze shot up among the
fodder. Colonel Cepger had during
the talk slip around to the back of
the barn, and lighting a handful of dry
straw had p it through a crack in
thé boards fired the building. The
3 inside the barn
a moment the
ie of the building was a blaze
in the middle Booth could
.aning upon his crutches with
arbine in his hand, trying to get a
and a shot at his enemies. He
see beyond the light which sur-
rounded him, ile those outside could
see him plainly. At last, when the fire
was fast 'aproaching him, he started for
the door, as if about to take his last
desperate chance for life. He had only
advanced a step or two when the crack
of a carbine was heard, and Booth fell,
wounded, shot through the
one of the soldiers who had
to capture him.
Jeutenant Baker and myself were
first to reach him after he fell, and to
him the burning building.
t that he had shot
and I am n et convinced that
ot. He attempted several times
but his words were incoher-
possible we bore him
aid him upon the"
thing possible to
E ving moments. The story of
the d ccene ig the same as that of
thousands of other men who died in the
war from gunshot wounds. He suffered &
great deal. After his death he was sew-
ed in a blanket, and they got Ned Free-
man, an old colored man, to
body to Port Royal in his ricket

and
materia
tinder, and in

sight a
could not

ease

and myse ere
shington and kept In prison
vs, We were never called
although our written state-
taken to Colonel Baker, the

wagon. Brother Jac
taken to
thirty-one
to testify
ments we
chief detective.

“Tell mother I died
T did what I thought was for
Then as he tried to lift
moaned, ‘“‘Usele usele These were
the last words of John Wilkes Boofth.

o0se body now rests inJBaltimore. 'This
v he end of the flight of Pooth from
P‘w Theatre to Garrett’s, one of the
mosi “Batrowin: ever made by
man. ““The Prc er felt as one
r)()r%n"r into the pure air of heaven from
the ck depths of a tid mine as he
turned from Currett’s and left- the track
of . John Wilkes Booth and the associa-
tions that had da 1ied every mile of
it

for my country.
the best.”

is hands, he

the other conspirators is
Surratt,
ere hange | &
ind O Langhlin were
imprisonment
Spangler,- ¢
Theatre, wh
complieity, was years
in jail, and John H. Surratt, captured in
! rot off through a disagreement of

The fate of
well n. M
old

kno
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