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out to overhaul these. The task was a
long one, and countless papers were sorted
and destroyed, or classified and filed.
When I was nearing the bottom, I picked
up a letter which had a strip of paper flut-
tering from it. There had been humidity
and the slip of paper had become attached
to the gum of the envelop. 1 pulled off
the strip of paper. It had evidently been
torn from the margin of a newspaper and
sent in that form. On it I read, written
with a pencil :

“Dear Mr. Grover, Tad and I will oc-

" cupy the box to-night. A. LINCOLN.”

-— 2

Because of its unique character, 1 had
preserved it.

Then 1 opened the letter to which
the strip had attached itself, and found
that it was a letter from John Wilkes
Booth applying for a starring engagement,
written and sent by him from Cleve-
land.

Almost immediately afterward, 1 re-
lated the circumstance to Mr, Stoddard,
who had had a clerical position in the
White House, and was then connected
with the New York “ Evening Post,” and
he published the coincidence in that paper
at the time.
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LINCOLN AND WILKES BOOTH

AS SEEN ON THE DAY OF

THE ASSASSINATION

BY M. HELEN

Y first introduction into Washing-

ton life was in the autumn of 1804.
While it was not an uncommon sight to
see President Lincoln on the street or in a
box at the theater, I had never et him
face to face until, at the Inauguration
Ball, March 4, 1805, passing in line with
the multitude, I received a kindly grasp of
the hand that I again held on the dayv of
his tragic death.

The fall of Richmond, Virginia. on
April 3, 1865, and the surrender ot Gen-
eral Lee on April o, virtually closed the
War of the Rebellion. T'here was great
rejoicing all over the land.  Plans tor the
celebration of the event were being made
in every city of the Union.  As
home was then in Washington, 1 was
naturally interested in the great celebra-
tion that was to be there on April 14
Business houses and  government  build
ings, as well as most private residences,
were gorgéoushy decorated with thags and
bunting.  The theaters were brillianthy
draped, extra attractions were put on the
boards, with flaming adverticements to at
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tract the multitude that would be abroad
that night.  T’he two principal theaters,
the “National”™ (sometimes called * Gro-
ver's”) and “Ford's,” were vving with
cach other to secure the Lirgest patronage,
for thev had alwavs been great rivals. A
private box had been specially decorated
in cach theater, with the hope of having
the President and his tamilv occupy it

J. Wilkes Booth, an actor ot little
|mnnf|||'|u‘l' except oas the  brother ot
the great tragedian, Edwin Booth, but
who. having once been a member ot the
National Stock Company, was well -
quainted with  the  managers, Leonard
Girover and Co Dwight Hess, having the
night betore called to see it an invitation
wis to be sent to the President to occum
their box, came the next morninge to learn
the answer.

It the President went to the National
Theatre, he was ta be shot while alichting
trom his carriaee, as Booth had tound no
one connected with the theater to ossist
him ;s consequentlo, he was very anvions
"I.l' maorninygy to Lll"\\ \\'\7! '| ill\”.”'\“”
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was accepted, Grover's or Ford's, and had
early made his appearance at the office of
the National to wait the return of -the
messenger who had been sent with the in-
vitation.

Mr. C. D. Hess was my brother-in-
law, and consequently I enjoyed great
privileges at the theater and often at-
tended. .

Wallack and Davenport had been play-
ing a series of Shaksperian plays that were
a joy to the President, who dearly loved
tragedy. Mr. Hess had counted on hav-
ing him at the performance of “Alad-
din,” and naturally was as anxious as
Booth to learn the result of his note.
It was a glorious morning. Bands were
playing all about: everything was in
gala attire. Mrs. Hess and I decided to
take a walk, the objective point being the
theater office, for we, too, were curious to
know whether *‘the boys,” as we called
them, would have the honors.

On entering, the first one we saw was
J. Wilkes Booth. I can see him now,
handsome, with piercing black eyes, rather
long, wavy hair, as black as night, a fas-
cinating theatrical air of self-conscious-
ness, as if he were only to be seen to be
admired, and wearing a long, light-colored
overcoat which capped the climax of style.
We were much flattered to take his hand
in greeting. T'he messenger boy returned
with a note written by Nlrs. Lincoln, who
usually responded to the President’s per-
sonal notes. In effect it said: He sends
his regrets that the invitation was not sent
carlier, as he much preferred the Shak-
sperian play Wallack and Davenport were
giving to the comedy of “Our American
Cousin,” which was being played by Laura
Keene at Ford's: unfortunately he had ac-
cepted the invitation from Ford's.  An-
other time he would be glad to avail
himselt of an opportunity to hear them:
but his son T'ad and his tutor would be
L!l:ll' to accept.

Of course this was a great discppoint-
ment to the management, but it was re-
ceived with jov by Booth, who soon after
lett to complete his plans for the attack at
Ford's Theatre. Ny sister-in-law and my -
<elt lett soon after Booth, and finding our-
<«elves in the neighborhood of the White
House, it ocenrred to us that we had a
standing invitation to vVisit o its conserva-
tory, and <o decided to make our call then.
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Stepping into the White House, we were
not surprised to meet the President in the
corridor, as we had noticed his carriage at
the door. He courteously turned to us,
shook hands, and asked our names. Rec-
ognizing that of Mrs. Hess, he again
expressed regret at his inability to accept
her husband’s invitation. Wohile talking,
he had turned with us toward the con-
servatory, as we had explained our pres-
ence and destination. Asking us if we had
seen his favorite lemon-tree, he conducted
us to it. It was indeed a beauty, a perfect
mass of fruit and flowers. In answer to
the question whether he was not feeling
very happy over the glorious news, he re-
plied, “Yes, Madam; for the first time
since this cruel war began, I can see my
way clearly.” Such a tender look was in
his deep-set eves as he uttered those words!
Poor man! we little knew that a few min-
utes before we had shaken hands with his
murderer. After requesting the gardener,
our old Scotch friend whose invitation we
had accepted, to gather us some flowers,
and picking us a lemon from his favorite
tree, the President left us. Those flowers
we were wearing that night at the Na-
tional Theatre when the dreadful news
whas announced. The lemons were kept for
vears. One was finally lost; but the other,
shriveled like a nut, is still treasured.

Tad and his tutor were early on hand,
and were seated well in front, as all the
boxes had been sold. :

Our seats were somewhat in the rear.
After the play had fairly opened, during
some scene-shifting, and while the stage was
deserted, a messenger came to us from the
management: “Leave vour seats quietly,
and stand back by the door. President
Lincoln has been shot at Ford's Theatre.
Mr. Hess is going before the curtain to
announce it, and close the house at once.
Stand back lest there be a rush for the
door.™”

Shocked as we were, we managed to
withdraw to the rear unobserved, while
Tad and his tutor retired, they having
been asked before the announcement was
made to return home at once, as the Presi-
dent was ill,

Mr. Hess, after Tad's  departure,
stepped to the front of the stage and said
he had a verv grave announcement to
make. " President Lincoln has been shot
in his private box at Ford's Theatre. The
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audience will be dismissed at once, and
the house closed, but every one must move
out quietly and orderly without excite-
ment.”

T'he house was as still as death.
could have heard a pin drop.
look upon the taces!  All were simply
stunned tor a moment. Then they rose
as one body, and passed out toward the
door, as 1t in the presence of death.

T'he doors were thrown open.  Sentries
were stationed there with crossed bayonets
to prevent a rush, but there was no rush.
We stood in awe and watched the people
file out one by one into the full moonlight.
Giroups gathered at the corners of the
streets, speaking in hushed breath of the
terrible thing that had happened.  Such a
tenseness!  There were no loud outeries
or rough words, but only the tenderest
expressions tor our beloved martvr —the
same stillness evervwhere.  Soon came the
pounding ot the hoots of cavalry horses
on the and  the rattle of
swords, tor it had just dawned upon the
awakening people that a foul deed had
been done and the assassin was abroad.

Shall T ever torget that night! Tt was
<o light that one could see tor blocks, the
little groups becoming one line ot march
toward the house to which the President
had been taken.  Our escorts, wishing
to join the throng, quickly took us home,
leaving us frightened women to console
cach vither.

One
T'he dazed

cobblestones,

I'he night was warm.
ness too catch

In our cager-
sound, we huddled
about the windows, not diring to have a
hieht, lest we be made targets ot by “the
Rebels

A horsemuan would go dashing past, and
down heads would  duck

cavery

oul until we
thought the danver past. Then we leaned
tar out to catch the first sound ot news
from  the passers by, Some man ot the
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with “The Rebels e

tao our terron upon
us. Iheyv honve surtounded the ™
I'hey have becon then rand We are

shot o made prison
I'he Prestdent <shot, and all or his
until we were simply wild with
Ihere was no leep or rest until

\” s over,

i danger ot bemn
s
cabinet,
tricht
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Not until then did we seek our rooms after
our all-night’s vigil, for it was 7:22 A.Mm.
when the beloved President breathed his
last.

But sleep was of short duration, for
soon the sound of the hammer was heard
in all directions. Flags and bunting gave
place to mournful black on all streets
through which the procession would pass to
the White House with that dear body,
“going home.” As they were to pass our
door, we were up. Such a solemn sight!
The funeral dirge of our President’s own
band, bells tolling mournfully, Lincoln’s
body-guard surrounding that form—a
body-guard that could not shield him from
the arm of the assassin, after all. Then the
colored followers in line back of him, on
the walks beside him, gathering in from
all sides, until it was one black mass,
weeping, wailing. Even the sun refused
to shine. Clouds had gathered, and the
rain came down, not in a rush or down-
pour, but with a steady dropping, as if,
as was said, “the very heavens were weep-
ing.”

After the body was laid “in state,” at
the White House, the next day, 1 with
my friends stood in line from 10 AN
until 2 p.rL that we might see his face
once more,

The crowd was so great that one
moved with the throng without an effort
of his own, our escorts standing “akimbo”
to keep off the crush. At the. entrance to
the grounds, we were met by soldiers who
with fixed bavonets under which
only a few were allowed to pass at a time.
At the door other soldiers, with their
muskets crossed. allowed halt the number
in the house. once in, around the cata-
talque, and out at another door before
others were let in: but in that briet mo-
ment | gazed into the tace that had only
the morning betore shone with such happi-
ness s he said he could see his way
Clearlv, Surely evervthing is clear to him
now, | thoughr.

It is only ot Late that it has occurred to
me that T stand i unique position— the
only Living person, probabhv, who clasped
hands on the day ot the assassination with
the assassin and his victime My companion
i that walk has Tong since passed away.

stood







