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The spur on his boot- caught in the
draperies of the box, and he fell to the
stage. He dragged himself upon one
knee, and was slashing the long knife
around him like one who was crazy and
desperate. It was then, I am sure, I
him say: ‘The South shall be
free!” 1 recognized Booth as he re-
gained his feet and came toward me,
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“When I realized that Booth was not
after me, I ran back to the stage, and,
as I came on, Col. Steward, who had
been seated in a box opposite that of
the President's party, jumped to the
stage and grabbed me,

‘“ *Where is t man?’ he demanded.

“*What man?' I asked in turn, in be-
wilderment.

* “The man that shot the President.’

“‘My God!” was all I could exclaim.
Then I saw in the upver box the Presi-
dent leaning forward, unconscious, while
Mrs. I'[I(um supported his head. The
members of the company syrrounded me.
‘Who did it? they were asking.
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““Although the incidents connected with
the tragedy followed one another with
the greate rapidity, every movement
and the action of those about
me are stamped o my mind So that the
plcture stands before me as vividly as
though 1 had seén it yesterday, I can
see Lincoln unconscious in the box, the
doctors being pushed up to him over
the backs of two men, who had made a
sort of bridge of their bodies, as it was
fmpossible to reach the President by the
passageway. I can see the look of mad-
ness on the of Booth as he jumped
to the stage, and that wild ecry still
rings in my ears. The excitement and
uproar were followed by a gudden funer-
eal hush, as the President was carried
out of the thelitre to a house on the op-
posite side of the street. It was truly a
night never to be forgotten.
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““Mrs. Lincoln sat at the head of the
bed, and Robert Lincoln sat on the bed
near the footboard. I remember. seeing
the surgeon-general and the members of
the cabinet there. I was asked if I rec-
ognized the President as the man who
was shot by Booth, and I answered as
correctly as T could.
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