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THE     John   `Drlnkwater'     dramaL."AbraLham     Llncoln,.}     wab     th+e

means  6£  `brlng.lng  togo`ther  two  fa-
mous  old-t.Iine  players  after  a  lapse
o£  40  years  the  other  atternQoni  ln
a-hi:;g.o:-'-i;;-ri   -had   long   b6i
the   other   gone,   and   their  rerinlon
was   dramatlc   and   touching.     Th`e
player   in   question   are   William   J.\.
I.erguson,   still   a   domlnant   figure
am-ong  the  first-fllght  coriedians  of
the  stage  despite  his   70-odd  years.
and  Mrs.  Kathryn  Evans,  whose  re-
tlrement  from  the .boardEi  was  made
long  ago.    Both  had  been  members
cf    the    company     that    supporterl
I,aura Keetl6 irt. .`Our American Cous-
in"  at  Fol.d's   Theater,  Washington.
``.-hen  Llnco]n  was  assas`Binated,  Mr.
Ferguson   having   been   an   e`+-e-wit.
r..ess   of   I.he   tragic   event.     Inciden-
tally.    Mr.     Ferguson     ls    the  .so]t\
a.urvlvoT   c.I  those  who  were   on   the
stage  a.t  ..he  preclst}  moment.  while

rmHrmid=E  +     =fflH
the  only  other  llving
comprny.   Mrs. Evan8:

did   not   r.a.ppen   to-be   on    at   the
`instant   `)I `  the   Bhootlng.   but   from.`
he_r_dr®aslng  rogm  heard  the  tumult
th-at  followed  and  ot  course  rushed
cl]t ln  terror to  know  the  cause.

A  special  Invitation  matinee  per-
£ormance  was   given-at   the   Black-
s'tbne  Theater, Chicago, for  600  mem=-
bers   ot   the   Grand   Army   of   the.
Repub`Iic  and  for  a  like   number   of
wounded   men   of  the   A.   IE.   F.,   aod•`--LEg.i:-¥:-=
G.   A.   R.,   happened   ln   the   theater
office   a   day   or   so   before   the   p`er-
formanc®  and  ln  the  casual  conver-
satlon     sc.meone     mentioned     that
FerguBon    was   comlng.      The    Ber-
gea,nt's blue eyes gleamed.   "There  ls
cinother   member   of   that   company
allve,"   he   said.     "I  know  her.     She
|s  ||v|ng  ;n  retirement  at  thejEBis.-
j±'on  quickly  proved  the
I.ruth    of   I.I-S    statement,    and    Mrs.

:;}`aan}gday,br*gyhftu,:;da:::[pgthe+afu:n]!tjt::
vitation.    i;he  wa,s  so -nervous  about
lt  that  she  inslsted`'on  appe&rlng  at
11:30'  for   a   2.:30   performance.      She
knew  notliing  of  Mr.  Fergu8on,  for
lt   has   been   many   years   since   she
had   even   read   about  .-the   theater.
After  a  time  Fergusch  came  in  and
the   two   faced   each   other   in  `the
upstairs    cfBce    of    the     playho.use.
Mrs.  Evans  stared  long  and  hard  at
her   old-time   friend,- then   suddenly
the  light  of  comprehens]on  came.   '"Wllly!       Wllly     Ferguson!"     she
exclalmed.     Tlien,   characteristica.Ily
I.emlnlne      tears      came,      and      she
hugged   a.nd   kissed   the   astounded
Ferguson,   who   waus   so   taken   ba.ck
by   the   onslaught   that   even   when
she  told  hlm  who  she  was  he  c'ould
scarcely   grisp   lt.     Then   the   two
went  to  their  box  as  happy  as  chil-
dren.   while   af tor   the   performance
tliey  both  went  back  to  Frank  Me-
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their   romantic  ee


