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JOIHN WILKES BOOTII.

By ('LARA MORRIS.

[0 3= "N glancing back over two
Voo 7 crowded and busy seasons,
GO Bic sl one figure stands out with
5 NN ) clearness and beauty. In his
9% d_|; { case only (so far as my per-
1 sonal knowledge goes), there
{'\jf it ¥3  was nothing derogatory to
AR ; dignity or to manhood in be-
t ; t) ing called beautiful, for he

was that bud of splendid
promise blasted to the core,
before its full triumphant blooming—known
to the world as a madman and an assassin,
but to the profession as “* that unhappy boy”

-John Wilkes Booth.

He was so young, so bright, so gay—so
kind. I could not have known him well ; of
course, too—there are two or three different
people in every man’s skin ; yet when we re-
member that stars are not generally in the
habit of showing their brightest, their best
side to the company at rehearsal, we cannot
help feeling both respect and liking for the
one who does.

There are not many men who can receive
a gash over the eye in a scene at night, with-
out at least a momentary outburst of temper ;
but when the combat between Richard and
Richmond was being rehearsed, Mr. Booth
had again and again urged Mr. McCollom
(that six-foot tall and handsome leading-man,
who entrusted me with the care of his watch
during such encounters) to come on hard!
to come on hot! hot, old fellow! harder
faster ! He'd take the chance of a blow—if
only they could make a hot fight of it !

And Mr. McCollom, who was a cold man, at
night became nervous in his effort to act like
a fiery one —he forgot he had struck the full
number of head blows, and when Booth was
pantingly expecting a thrust, MecCollom,
wielding his sword with both hands, brought
it down with awful force fair across Booth’s
forehead ; a cry of horror rose, for in one
moment his face was masked in blood, one
eyebrow was cleanly cut through there
came simultaneously one deep groan from
Richard and the exclamation: “Oh, good

GGod ! good God !” from Richmond, who stood
U3 .2 . g b e v - . I - .
= “no like a leaf and staring at his work.
faint

ooth, flinging the blood from his eyes

with his left hand, said as genially as man
could speak : “That’s all right, old man !
never mind me—only come on hard, for God’s
sake, and save the fight !”

Which he resumed at once, and though he
was perceptibly weakened, it required the
sharp order of Mr. Ellsler, to ““ring the first
curtain bell,” to force him to bring the fight
to a close, a single blow shorter than usual.
Then there was a running to and fro, with
ice and vinegar-paper and raw steak and raw
oysters. When the doctor had placed a few
stitches where they were most required, he
laughingly declared there was provision
enough in the room to start a restaurant.
Mr. McCollom came to try to apologize—to
explain, but Booth would have none of it ; he
held out his hand, crying : “ Why, old fellow,
you look as if you had lost the blood. Don’t
worry —now if my eye had gone, that would
have been bad ! and so with light words he
tried to set the unfortunate man at ease, and
though he must have suffered much mortifica-
tion as well as pain from the eye—that in
spite of all endeavors would blacken—he
never made a sign.

He was, like his great elder brother, rather
lacking in height, but his head and throat,
and the manner of their rising from his shoul-
ders, were truly beautiful. His coloring was
unusual-—the ivory pallor of his skin, the inky
blackness of his densely thick hair, the heavy
lids of his glowing eyes were all Oriental,
and they gave a touch of mystery to his face
when it fell into gravity—but there was
generally a flash of white teeth behind his
silky moustache, and a laugh in his eyes.

One thing I shall never cease to admire
him for. When a man has placed a clean
and honest name in his wife’s care for life,
about the most stupidly wicked use she can
make of it is as a signature to a burst of
amatory flattery addressed to an unknown
actor-—who will despise her for her trouble.
Some women may shrivel as though attacked
with “ peach-leaf curl,” when they hear how
these silly letters are sometimes passed about
and laughed at. " No gentleman would so
betray a confidence !” Of course not : but
once, when I made that remark to an actor,
who was then flaunting the food his vanity fed
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upon, he roughly answered : “And no lady
would so address an unknown man—she
cast away her right to respectful consid-
eration when she thrust that letter in the
box.” Thatwas brutal ; but there aré those
who think like him this very day, and oh,
foolish tamperers with fire—who aet like
him !

Now it is scarcely exaggerationsto say
the sex was in love with John Booth—the
name Wilkes being apparently unknown to
his family and close friends. At depot res-
taurants those fiercely unwilling maiden
slammers of the plates and shooters of.coffee
cups made to him swift and gentle offerings
of hot steaks, hot biscuits, hot coffee—
crowding about him like doves about a: \grain
basket, leaving other travelers to. wait: upon
themsel\ es or go without refreshment. At
the hotels maids had been kmown to, enter
his room and tear asunder the already made-
up bed, that the “turn-over” might be
broader by a thread or two, and both pil-
lows slant at the perfectly correct @ugle
At the theater—good heaven! as the sun-.
flowers turn upon their stalks to - follow the
beloved sun, so, old or young—our faces
smlhng— urned to him. Yes; old or young;

@ daughter of the manager, who
Buke of York in Rlchard

o

0 ‘the theater each day, ‘each
he engagement, arrayed in her .
best gawns, and turned on him fervid,

that #might well have served for J:l?
The manager’s wifegwhose sternly aggres- .

sive virtue no one epuld doubt-or que tlon
with aid of art waved and fluffed her)

and softened thus her too hard lime of mw,
and let her keen black eyes fill with friendly -

JOHN WILKES BOOTH.

me watching him at his work one morning:
“They,” pomtmg to the pile of mutilated
letters, ““they are ha#mless now, little one
—their sting lies in the tail!” and when a
certain free-and-easy actor laughingly picked
up a very elegantly written note, and said:
““I can readit, can’t I, now the mgnatureéis
gone"” he answered shortly “The woman's.
folly is no excuse for our knavery—Ilay the
letter down, please"’
I played the “Player-Queen” to my greal
joy, and in‘the"“ Marble Heart” I was on
the group of three statues in the first.
We were supposed to repregen Lais,
pasia, and Phryne, and whes
cast I glanced at the other
not stmkmgly handseme) .-
gravely: “ Well, it’s a com
we look s’hke‘ﬁ&e th
cians.” ;
A laugh at our backs
suddenly to fage\Mr. B oth;
“You satirical little 3
come to know
haps you' have ¢
being all- beautx

" answered.
have thm

sparkles for us all-—yet, ’twas because of.;;v '
him. And when the old woman made to

threaten him with her finger, and he cgught”
her lifted hand and, uncovering his honnie
head, stooped and kissed itythen came the
wanton blood up in her cheek, as she had
been a girl again.

His letters then from flirtatious women,
and. alas! girls, you may well believe were
legion ; a cloud used to gather upon his face
at SJght of them. I have, of course, no faint=

est idea that he lived the godly, nghteoug"

the 3

and sober life that is enjoined upon us all, J§
but I do remember with respect that this

idolized man, when the letters were many
and rehearsal already on, would caréfully
cut off every signature and utterly destroy
them, then pile the unread letters up and—
I don’t know what their final end was, but.
he remarked with knit brows as he caught

" Then Mr. Booth ca%such a plc-
ture dp his Greek garments as matle even the
men exglaim at him—*and began 6 pose us.
It happéned one “of us had very good hmbs
one medium good, and £hé third had, appsr -
ently, walked on broq;!»-stleks. Wher

o
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Edwin.
Hamlet

You see, between ourselves,
l|n

melancholy and all!

That was an awful time, when the dread
news came to us. We were in Columbus, Ohio.
We had been horrified by the great crime at
Washington. My room-mate and I had, from
our small earnings, bought some black cotton
at a tripled price, as all the black material
in the city was not sufficient to meet the
demand ; and as we tacked it about our one
window, a man passing told us the assassin
had been discovered, and that he was the
actor Booth. Hattie laughed so she nearly
swallowed the tack that, girl-like, she held
between her lips, and I, after a laugh, told
him it was a poor subject for a jest, and we
went in. There was no store in Columbus
then where play-books were sold, and as Mr.
Ellsler had a very large and complete stage
library, he frequently lent his books to us,
and we would hurriedly copy out our lines
and return the book for his own use. On
that occasion he was going to study his part
. first and then leave the play with us as he
passed, going home. We heard his knock.
I was busy pressing a bit of stage finery.
Hattie opened the door, and then I heard her
exclaiming: “Why—why—what!” Iturned
quickly. Mr. Ellsler was coming slowly into
the room. He is a very dark man, but he
was perfectly livid then—his lips even were
blanched to the whiteness of his cheeks.
His eyes were dreadful, they were so glassy
and seemed so unseeing. He was devoted to
his children, and all T could think of as likely
to bring such a look upon his face was dis-
aster to one of them, and I cried, as I drew
a chair to him : “Whatis it? Oh, what has
happened to them?”

He sank down—he wiped his brow—he
looked almost stupidly at me; then, very
faintly, he said: “ You—haven't—heard—
anything ?”

Like a flash Hattie’s eyes and mine met.
We thought of the supposed ill-timed jest of
the stranger. My lips moved wordlessly.
Hattie stammered: “A man—he—lied
though—said that Wi-lkes Boo-th—but he
did lie—didn’t he ?” and in the same faint
voice Mr. Ellsler answered slowly : “No—
no ! he did not lie—it’s true !”

Down fell our heads, and the waves of
shame and sorrow seemed fairly to over-
whelm us ; and while our sobs filled the little
room, Mr. Ellsler rose and laid two play-
books on the table. Then, while standing
there, staring into space, I heard his far,
faint voice saying: “So great—so gocd a
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man destroyed, and by the hand of that
unhappy boy! my God! my God!” He
wiped his brow again and slowly left the

house, apparently unconscious of our pres-
ence.

When we resumed our work—the theater
had closed because of the national calamity—
many a painted cheek showed runnels made

‘by bitter tears, and one 01:1 actress, with

2
quivering lips, exclaimed : “One woe doth
tread upon another’s heels, so fast they fol-
low !” but with no thought of quoting, and
God knows, the words expreSSed the situa-
tion perfectly.

Mrs. Ellsler, whom I never saw shed a tear
for any sickness, sorrow, or trouble of her
own, shed tears for the mad boy, who had
suddenly become the assassin of God’s anoint-
ed—the great, the blameless Lincoln.

We crept about, quietly. Every one winced
at the sound of the overture. It was as if
one dead lay
belonged to us.

When the rumors about Booth being the
murderer proved to be authentic, the pollce
feared a possible outbreak of mob feeling,
and a demonstration against the theater
building, or against the actors individually ;
but we had been a decent, law-abiding, well-
behaved people—liked
were not made to suffer for the awful act of
one of our number. Still, when the mass-
meeting was held in front of the Capitol,
there was much anxiety on the subject, and
Mr. Ellsler urged all the company to keep
away from it, lest their presence might
arouse some ill-feeling. The crowd was im-
mense, the sun had gloomed over, and the
Capitol building, draped in black, lcomed up
with stern severity and that massive dignity
only attained by heavily columned buildings.
The people surged like waves about the
speakers’ stand, and the policemen glanced
anxiously toward the not far away new the-
ater, and prayed that some bombastic, re-
vengeful ruffian might not crop up from this
mixed crowd of excited humamty to stir
them to violence.

Three speakers, however, in their addresses
had confined themselves to eulogizing the
great Dead. In life Mr. Lincoln had been
abused by many—in death he was worshiped
by all ; and these speakers found their words
of love and sorrow eagerly listened to, and
made no harsh allusions to the profession
from which the assassin sprang. And then
an unknown man clambered up from the
crowd to the portico platform and began to
speak, without asking any one’s permission.
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He had a far-reaching voice—he had fire and
go.

“Here's the fellow to look out for!” said
the policemen; and, sure enough, suddenly
the dread word * theater” was tossed into
the air, and every one was still in a moment,
waiting for—what? I don't know what
they hoped for—I do know what many
feared ; but this is what he said: “ Yes,
look over at our theater and think of the
little body of men and women there, who are
to-day sore-hearted and cast down ; who feel
that they are looked at askant, because one
of their number has committed that hideous
crime! Think of what they have to bear of
shame and horror, and spare for them, too,
a little pity !”

He paused. Ithadbeen a bold thing to do—
to appeal for consideration for actors at
such a time. The crowd swayed for a mo-
ment to and fro, a curious growling came
from it, and then all heads turned toward
the theater. A faint cheer was given, and
afterwards there was not the slightest allusion
made to us—and verily we were grateful.

That the homely, tender-hearted * Father
Abraham ”—rare combination of courage,
justice, and humanity—died at an actor’s
hand, will be a grief, a horror, and a shame
to the profession forever ; yet I cannot be-
lieve that John Wilkes Booth was the
leader of a band of bloody conspirators !

Who shall draw a line and say: here

HOME.

genius ends and madness begins? There was
that touch of—strangeness. In Edwin it was
a profound melancholy ; in John it was an
exaggeration of spirit—almost a wildness.
There was the natural vanity of the actor,
too, who craves a dramatic situation in real
life. There was his passionate love and sym-
pathy for the South— why, he was * easier to
be played on than a pipe.”

Undoubtedly he conspired to kidnap the
President—that would appeal to him ; but
after that I truly believe he was a tool—cer-
tainly he was no leader. Those who led him
knew his courage, his belief in Fate, his loy-
alty to his friends; and, because they knew
these things, he drew the lot, as it was meant
he should from the first. Then, half mad, he
accepted the part Fate cast him for—com-
mitted the monstrous crime, and paid the
awful price. And since

“ God moves in a mysterious way,
His wonders to perform,”

we venture to pray for His mercy upon the
guilty soul who may have repented and con-
fessed his manifold sins and offences during
those awful hours of suffering before th
end came.

And “God shutteth not up His mercies for-
ever in displeasure!” We can only shiver
and turn our thoughts away from the bright
light that went out in such utter darkness.
Poor, guilty, unhappy John Wilkes Booth !

HOME.

By PAuL KESTER.

I WANT to go home

To the dull old town
With the shaded streets
And the open square
And the hill

And the flats

And the house I love
And the paths I know—
I want to go home.

If T can’t go back

To the happy days,

Yet I can live

Where their shadows lie,
Under the trees

And over the grass—

I want to be there

Where the

joy was once.

Oh, I want to go home,
I want to go home.




