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Of J ohn Wllkes Booth & e s nes

more. Md., when I was a small child.

I was born in Philadelphia, when my
father, Junius Brutus Booth 2d, was
barely twenty-one, my mother about
the same age. Both my father and
my mother had been playing in Bos-
to®. Later my father managed suc-
cessfully the tours of both his illus-
trious father, Junius Brutus Booth,
and his brother, Edwin Booth.

My mother was Clementina De Bar.
| Bhe came from a family of English
actors, her brother, Benedick De Bar,
| being a comedian of exceptional talent.
She was a straight-laced woman, of
great mental ability and wonderful
education,

My father was a handsome ‘man, and
much attracted by beautiful women.
During an engagement in Boston,
when I was hardly fhore than an in-
fant, he became enamored of an act- |
ress named Harriet Mace. My mother
has told me that Miss Mace was an |
atrractive woman, a fiery woman who
would have her own way, one whom |
I would assume to have been the di-
rect opposite of my mother. There

were many fuarrels and reconcilations
Hefore the actual separation topk
place.

Father in Gold Rush.

That was the time of Ihe great rush
to the California gold \{lelds My
father and Miss Mace Joined this
rush. My tfather was but a youth,
barely. twenw-enepandierépemmental
in the lbarg]ain Not for mothing was
he the son of Junius Br atus Booth.

Shortly after the sevaration my
mother obtained a divdérece. I know

nothing of the subsequent career of
i BLANCHE Harriet Mace. No doubt she played
' De BAR with my father in his earlier appear-
"BOOTH. at ances in California. I know there was
1S, from

no marriage, and at the time when his
second wife appeared in hig life there
was no mention of Miss Madce.

My mother took” me to the home
of my grandmother DeBar, at Newark,
N. J., for a short visit, and then my
first real recollection, as I say, of the
|l home of the elder Booth near
' Baltimore,

There were at home then, as I re-
member, my aunt Rosalie, who died
unmarried in 1885, my aunt Asia,

T“ who became the wife of John 8.
52%4-500 Clarke, dohn Wilkes Booth, a lad of
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f ¢ e Tra ed ' ~Of all the family, my favorite was

' Be ore th g y' the famous tragedian, went to John Wilkes Booth, a. lol!v_a.hle lad, who

J ; California. Her mother played was to end his career as the assassin

The narrator of the following in the North several years there- of a President of the United States

reminiscences, - known on the after, and'"her last stage ap- | 2" shock the whole world by his mad

) . act. Then he was a handsome boy,
American stage for many years : peamnce was in Rwhmtmd Ya., ;

with beautiful black ey€s and curling

as Blanche De Bar, is a dawghter | with John Wilkes Booth, shortly || hair. His disposition was as beauti-
of Junius Brutus Booth 2d by an | ‘before the ‘assassination of Pres- ‘ul as can be imagined. Even then
early mur‘nage, - Miss De Bar tdent Lincoln. he gave evidence of great dramatic

hility, as I know it now.

i Miss De Bar, who in private History has given him a place
w8 L DEs | life has been known as Blanche¢ | merely as an assassin. His career
tina De Bar, an. Eng h act"r‘ess - Booth, now lives in Minneapolis, was cut off at twenty-six, when he

~of som& prommence ‘before the f’whe_re until recently she taught was a mere youth as life on the stage
Civil War. dramatic art. Her last public goes.. Had he lived, with no terrible




ﬁolemlsh upon his career, I firmly be-
lieve he would have been as noted as
his brother, my uncle Edwin.

I think of all the sons of Junius
Brutus Booth; John Wilkes inherited
more dramatic talent. His was a tal-
ont bordering genius, eccentric ge-
nius if you will, but it was a spark
from the great fire that burned in his
fathet.

I remember. little of the elder -Booth,
my grandfather. That, also, is true
of my uncle Edwin, if you count rec-
ollections of him as a boy. He was
older than John Wilkes, almost a
‘'man, when I arrived at the Booth
farm, and already engaged in dra-
matic efforts with John S. Clarke, |
who afterward became my uncle.

My grandfather was at home very
little and soon after my arrival he left
for California with Edwin to join my
father, who had made some headway
there as an actor-manager. I remem-
| ber one experience which left me in
| fear of my grandfather.

Spelling Displeases Junius.

He had-called me to his side and
had asked me to spell several simple
aords, which I managed, I think,
without too much trouble. Then he
| asked me to spell the word ‘‘sugar.

I recall that I spelled it every way
except the right way,
“suger’’ and ‘‘sugger,” when he gave
me up in disgust.

Striking one of his poses—he was a
violent man when he was crossed—he
declared to my grandmother that I
possessed no such intelligence as was
‘natural to ajBooth.

My grandfather mever came back |
alive from the trip to California. He
dxed on a Mississippi River steamboat.
His death, in 1852, left my grana-
mother alone with her daughters,

"ﬁ ord that the war was gver.

20 4

Vi . .. - 18ts, for the Confederacy, and gnev—;
. Buglr,” |

 Rosalie. and Asia, who soon was to
marry Mr. Clarke, and her two sons,
‘J ohn Wilkes and Joseph.

Soon after the death of the elder |

Booth I was taken by my mother “to

the home of my uncle, Ben DeBar
in bt Louis. .My uncle Ben7 DePRar
was both father and mm
and taught me my early knowledge
of the stage. I still recall hin ag a
great actor, .a great comedian; fully
entitled to his name, the Great DeBar.

I was educated at a convent near
Springfield, Ky., and at St. ljsness
Academy, near Memphis, Tenp. |

My uncle Ben DeBar owked at|
‘that time two theatres, the B&n De- |
Bar Theatre in St. Louis and the cele-
brated St. Charles Theatre in New
Orleans.  He ma.naged botl{ ‘and
played in both. had inherited
talent, naturally, and after I bad fin-
ished my studies I was a) ‘to fol-
low my mother on the' sr.age To this
my uncle a.ssented This was in the
spring of 1865.

I had visited New Orieans two |
years earlier, soon .after T returned
irom the convent, and had been en-
tertained at the home of Judge Lord
of the Supreme Court there. Judge
Lord was a close friend of my uncle!
and had been interested in my coming
| stage career P
’ Motnina ot Hér Debut.
etk remember sta.ndmg in my bed-
room, one mornng m April taking |
(another look at my eostumes, ali
J‘ready tor my debut. 1 was the hap- |

piest’ girl i the world. We had had
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Lee had
surrendered, and althbugh it causeu
us sadness, it had been a relief, too.
There had beén discusstons in our
home, in which bitvternesm and chagrin
a. the deteat of the South had been
mingled with resignation and a de-
termination to make the best of what
was to follow.

You must remember that we, as a
family, were of the South. All our
interests were there, especially those
of my uncle, Ben De Bair‘.'( My mother
had been in the South)during the
years of the war, nursing Southern
soldiers and singing in Southern hos-
pitdls. All her sympathies were with
the South, from the conception of the
Confederacy ta its bitter defeat.

All members of the family, I say,
were for the South, except my uncle
Edwin. His interests, financially and
n other ways, were with the North.
I think he had a clearer vision, or, at
least, he was in a different environ-
ment. He was living in New York,
acting there, engaged in the business
of theatre owning. His wife, Mary
Devlin, who died in 1863, had lived in
the North and had been on the stage
there.

But at that period in our lives we |

telt. differently. We were secession-

ing because 1t had fallen.
My uncle, John Wilkes Booth, had|

been an ardent follower of the Con-{ 1’

federacy and the war had disturbed
his budding career on the stage. He
had played an engagement at Rich-.
mond, Va., shortly before this happy
day of mine, with my mother a mem-
ber of the company. Earlier, before
llthe war began, he had shown his
feelings toward the North when he,
suddenly left a rehearsal in Richvmond*
to go to Harper’s Ferry at the time of
the John Brown raid.

First News of"l‘rusedy.

I had examined, over and over, my
costumes, every one of which repre-
sented hours with the needle, and’
my thoughts were of my coming de-'
but in my unecle's company, when our|
little Irish maid, as Southern in her':
sympathies as myself, came running
into the bedroom. sy

“‘Miss Blanche, Miss Blanche!'' she
cried, “I can't tell you! Something
terrible has happened!’’ = =

I caught her in my arms and she
fell on her knees.

“John Booth has killed L‘lncoln,
she finally sobbed out. *“Jehn Booth
has shot Iincoln.” Aoy

I could not believe it. I préssed
her for more, but she could say
nothing more than - "I't' - In - ‘the
papers.”’’

Booths had played m tense scenes
m’ the stage. All the Booths, except
Edwin, had lved through the war
vith its tense moments, its suffering,
through hours when hopes arose and
victory seemed certam, and they had
come to the wreck of those hopes: * :

Now the Booths were playing parts
in-a drama of their own making. Not
that T wish to convey the thought
that the mad act of John Wilkes
Booth was condoned for a moment by

| know. i

members of his family. No one re-
gretted the terrible tragedy more than
‘we..-I think I am sure that was-true
of all the South. :

" But a member of (mr tamily, that

_t‘a,mﬂy which had gained a foothold

on the stage in America never. to be
challenged, had shot down the Presi-
«dent of the United States and was
being hunted as an assassin, with
- cery hand turned against him.
. I do not know what would have
happened had John Wilkes Booth'
won through the lines of pursuers toi
a’' temporary haven among his kin in |
the South. Human nature fights for!
its own' in the face of everything. I
have lived long enough to know that
if. every life was a book many pa.geé
of every volume would be torn. - &
Three in One Performance, |

I only know that a young wuman,f
‘'on- the threshold of happiness, was |
plungéd into the “depths of despair.
Tohn Wilkes Booth had beeti like a |
brother to me, and I remembered him |
as a loving brother more than as an
uncle. To be sure, our lives had been
separated. 1 had been.in a convent
in the South, he making his first ap-
pearances on the stage.. Before the
war there had come fo me letters
telltng of triumphs, sma,ll bhough
they may. have been in the light of
stage history. His mother. my grand-
mother Booth, had witnessed a per-
formanee in whieh thr@e semt Edwin,
Junius Brutus 2d my  father, .and
John Wilkes had appeared..
- Now .this terrible thlng had hwp-
pened.
My first thourg:ht was for my chle
Jen De Bar. I seemed to sense. at
once, that the Booths, and all- who
were of the Booths, would be under
suspiclon

My uncle came to the house,
stricken by the news as I had Been.
We.:waited for mere news, and the

word t] that John Wilkes had been. cap-

tured. « We never for a moment ‘be-
lieved he would escape.
© During the long hours while. John
Wilkes was being hunted, was ca.ught
trying to, escape and shot, we were
prisoners. iﬂ our own home prac- |
tically. St Lo'uls at that time had |
many Southern ,sympathlzers. but[
none who defended the act of my |
uncle.
Crime Blow to Family.

My Uncle Ben De Ba.r's theatre 'vas

closed. Although no blame was. at-

| tached to that kindest of 'men, it was

natural that the family of the assas-
sin would bear the burden he had
placed upon ft. |

‘The news of. Lincoln 5 death added

-to our misery ‘and made our pusition

harder than ever.

In. u.he North, my Uncle L‘dwin al-
ways loya.l to the Union cause, was
obliged to retire. Indeed, there had
been no hesitancy on ﬁis part. He.

suffered more than any one (:oulcl'I

A continuing . instalment of Miss
Booth’s narrative will be. pubhshed by .
The World on Sunday. =, ~ ..
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