ilkes Booth as an Actor.
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a smile) throw a little more fire into the part
than at rehearsal. Lady.Anne (Mijss Gray)
was gently admonished; Richmond, who was
Jim Collier, was bluntly told to look out in

Jim, who was (and prob-

a great

the combat scene.
| ably is now) something of an athlete, smiled
|a sickly smile at the idea of anybody

getting the best of him in a combat scen.e,
K =ep

and in a sotto voce said to Jim Ward, *

your eye on me to-night.’

‘*“ The evening arrived, the house was fair
only, and his reception was not as warm as his
deserved. The soliloquy over, then

and break-

merils
came the scene with King Henry,
ing loose from all the old orthodox, tie-wig
business of the Richards since the days of
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to the fight and death of the tyrant, originality
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he was aware of it, the doughty
was discomfited—beaten; and
back in the orchestra, whére the mdddened
Booth had driven him.

‘. The fight over, ‘the curtain descended, but
Boglh could not rise. Many believed him
deéad, but no! there was the hard breathing
and the glazed open eye. Could it be possible
‘this was the man who only a few moments
before nobody could “withstand in his fury;
now a limp mass of exhausted nature, his

jnerves all unstrung, and whom a child might
conquer ?

“*Well, the piece, as may be imagined, was a
success—a positive and an unqualified success,
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“* Some months after I was awakened one
morning from a sound sleep and told that
President Lincoln had been shot. Half dzzed
I inquired when, and where, and being told,
asked who was the assassin? Wilkes Booth
is thought to be, but it is only a supposition
that he is the guilty one. I felt it was but too
true, for I could see him in my mind’s eye as
upon that day in the old
would have undertaken any
ever bold. A few hours after proved the
rumor to be true. The last ‘act of the tragedy
all are familiar with, and one day standing at
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is mortal of father and
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JOHN WILKES BOOTH.

A Touching Letter from ilis Widow in
Reply to an Inquiry.

Several weeks ago an item appeared in the
HERALD relative to some person in Birming-
ham, Ala., who had written a vook, in which
he attempted to show that John Wilkes
Booth, the assassin of Presidept Lincoln, was
still alive. It is not generally known that
Booth, at the time of his death, left a widow
and two children, yet such appears to ¢ he
fact. A gentleman in this city who is well
acquainted with the widow of Booth reeently
addressed her a letter, inclosing the HERALD
paragraph, ana suggesting that anything she
might write in relation to it n t prove in-
teresting *to the public. Subsequently the

entleman received a reply from the widow,

n which she makes the following statement:

“An item in the BosTOoN HERALD has just
come to- my notice of some man, tnknown, in
Birmingham, Ala., who has a desire to resar-
rect Johu Wilkes Booth. Whoever this man
may be, let me warn the public that his only
motive must be to make money, for, as sure
as the sun shines in the heavens, so sure is
John Wilkes Booth dead. I, myseli, saw him
buried; saw and, examined his body before It
was laid in its final rest place. He carned
marks upen his body known only to his fam-
fly and intimate friends, and these marks
were identified by his family. We all know
that the last act of his life was wrong; we
also know that we should not judge. Wa
know not the why or wherefore, but
my opinion that those of us who
long enough will yet learn that, althouch it
was John Wilkes Booth’s hands that siruck
the fatal blow—that ended a good man’s life—
yet 1t was those in high author
the head of a diabol conspir
Johuson, leader,) the result of which steeped
several families in the deepest of woe and
left a pation to mourn. Although not gen
erally known, J. W. Booth leit a family, &
wife and two children—a daughter and a son,
now grown to womanhood and manhood.
This Emn!)' has lived in seclusion and under a|
false name for 20 vears. For these innocent
ofes’ sakes let their dead alone and let them
sorrow in peace. 1 beg for the sake of the Booth
family, now mourning over the death of the|
mother of J. Wilkes Booth, that the public
will show some little charity, and leave the
wrongs that some one has done in the hands
of a higher power, who, in his own good time,
will make aYI(lhmgx right. Let the dead rest
tor the sake of the living and the mnocent.”
W.S., Findlay.—John Wilkes Booth made b

rance on the stage in 1855 as Ri

IL" for the benetit of J. 5. Clarke, at t St U
Theatre, Baltimore, Md. He - first appeared in Phils
delphia, Pa., under the name of Wilkes, at the Arch Street

eatre, AE‘ 15, 1857, as second mask in “The Belie's
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THE DEATH OF LOOTYH.

George Alfred Townseond’s Graphic
Account of the Tragedy.
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