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Secret ,Service men,  sixty years  ago,  took

£Eoe:ethpehp°::g::€ESBo°ofth?ekaiFi€£ua]fte¥:s::s:
sinating Lincoln, and put them in War De-
partment files. ,Now they've come to light. .

/

Who remeinders cmy of these  faces cimangold-tine dctresJes?   Write Colher' i

WO  guards  stood  over  me  in  the
dusty  attic  of  the  War  Depart-
ment  in  Washington  last  July  as
I  fumbled through masses  of yel-

lowed  documents,  over  sixty  years  old,
which had to do with the plot to assassi-
nate   Abraham   Lincoln   and   with  the
part  which  Jchn  Wilkes  Booth  played
in the assassination.

An ancient legend in the world of the
stage, that John Wilkes Booth's mother
had wi.itten him a letter. shortly before
the  assassination, took me to that attic.
This _letter, it  was  said,  showed  that  in
her mother-mind she had a premonition
that something was wrong with her son.
It was this  letter  I  was  seeking.

I found it, with  several other letters.
These  letters  throw  a  new  light  on

Booth's escapade ; they show that Booth
had to struggle against his mother and
his  best  friends  to  commit  his  crime.
His  mother   and   some   of  his   dearest
friends  had odiscovered that he had lost
his old  self.    HeTHTadi;HTanged,  and  omi--`
nous  fears  in  regard  to  him   and  his
future filled  their minds.

The  letters,  so far  as  records  in  the
War  Department go, have  never before

been  given  to  the public.    They  were
not even used in the trial\ of the conspir-  1

%to°ortsi,sTrhoeoymw±enret£%uEdai:uJfhnH¥:ikf;I
Baltimore   after   Booth   had  been I sho,t
and killed  at the  Garrett  fat.in in  Vir-
ginia.    Secret  Sei.vice  men  of the  arrriy `¥'
turned  them  over  to  the  military\ au-
thorities  and;  as  they  were  not  consid--
ered evidence in the trial of the conspir-
ators,   they   were   placed   in   the   files
where  I  found  them  after  sixty  years.

In a yellow envelopf3 lies the yellowed'
letter from Booth's mother.    A nervous
hand opened that letter.   The teal. along
the  end  is \irregular.    Half/  way  down
the edge there is a deep indentation,  so
that   part   of   the   letter,   a  thumbful
along its side_ edge. fio|nL±:iazaEL__Hal

EH6--reading  is Tost;   only  the
figures  showing  the  year  in  which  the
letter  was  written.    The  date is  March
26th ; it was on April 14th that the same
hand that opened this letter took the life *
o£   Abraham   IJincoln.  -  From  the  con-
tents it is safe to assume that the letter'
was  written  in  1865,  about  two  weeks  I
before .Lincoln's  assassination.    It  was  `
sent  from  New  York:



¢6,  (here the
J. Wtlkes  Booth, Fordis Theatre,
WcLslriqigton,  D.  C.
My  Declr Bog :

I have got your.s.    I was very glad to
hear  from  you.    I  hope  you  will  write
me  often.    I  did  part  from  you  sadly,
and I still feel sad, very much so.   June
has  just  left  me.    He  staid  as  long  as
he  could.    I  am  now  quite  alone.    Rose
has  not  returned  yet.    I  am  miserable
enough.   I have never yet doubted your
love and devotion to me ; in fact, I always
gave  you  praise  for  being  the  fondest
of  all  my  boys,  but  since  you  leave  me
to  grief  I  must  doubt  it.    I  am  no  Ro--man mother..  I love my dear ones before

country or any'thing else.  Heaven guard
you,  is my  constant  prayer.

Your  Loving  Mother,
M.  A.  BooTH.h\

And well she might have prayed.   In-
deed,  the  only  woi.ry   of  her   life  was
John  Wilkes  Booth.    At  the  time  she
wrote  this  letter  she  was  visiting  her
son  Edwin  at  his  home,  28  East  19th  ,

8l:.:y¥£¥soi3:.ksg¥.ads::rewda:ixs±cX*]y]:ii
dren.    Only  five  months  before  the  CaL|i;I
tastrophe  of  her  life   she  had  passed .
through  the   gratifying   experience  of
sitting in  a box in the  old Winter  Gar-
den Theatre in New York City and see-

*8hth;:en{Sfnsa:]a.Yc±:s;`:,¥,]£uEsdcw?1:nsar;':"Brutus,"  and  John  Wilkes  as  ``Marc
Antony."     Financially,   she   was   more
than   content.     Her   husband,   Junius
Brutus  Booth,  had  died  thirteen  years

_J2Lefore   and   ha_a__1efihe]r__an   estate   of_
150  acres known  as "Eel  Air"  in  Hart-
ford `County, Maryland, near Baltimore,
the   I amily   home   where   the   childi.en
were reared.

But  at the time  she i_vrote__±bis` lett_er,_
with her son Junius absent, as she sa5}5,
and ``Rose," her spinster daughter,  also
away  from  her,  there  was  nothing  for-
her  to  worry  about  except  the  utter
recklessness of her son John.    Iie would-
not act.    He would not remain at home.
He  traveled,  it  is  believed,  to  Canada,
wb.ere  Southerners  wet-e  spying  on  the
North   and ` plotting   against   Lincoln.
Next he would be heard of in Washing-
ton,  consorting  with  Southern  sympa-
thizers.     There   was   danger.   f oi-   him,
morally  and  otherwise,  in  almost  every
act  of  his  life,   and  this  unspeakably
sad letter shows beyond any doubt that,
his  mother,  in  all  her  suri.oundings  of
comfort, knew his plight,  and had tried
to save   him.

Advice  That  Went  Unheeded

FOR at least two months before the as-sassination of Lincoln, friends noted
a  strangeness  about  Booth's  demeanor.
Here  is  a  letter  written  to  him  by  a
friend  in  the  Pennsylvania  oil  country.
Oil  was  new  then,  in  America,  and  in
the  world.    The  industry  was  only  be-
ginning  and  fortunes were  waiting  for
those  who  would  build  up  the  new  en-
terprise.     If  Booth  had   aiiswered  the
pleading   of   this   friend,   the   history
of  America  might  have  been  consider-
ably  changed.    The  letter  written  two
`months  before the  assassination,  runs :

F a b .  0~ 1 ,  1 8 6 5
Frcnd$1tib, PenlLsylucbiLia,.

Your strange note of the 16th received.
I hardly ]mow what to make of„you this
winter.   so   different  from  your   usual
self.    Have  you  lost  all  your  ambition
or  what  is  the  matter?    Don't  get  of-
fended  with us, John, but I cannot but
think  that  you  are  wasting  your  time
spending the entire winter in Washing-
ton  doing  nothing,  where  it  must  be
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room  at oui. house now.

yo"rs,  JOHN  H.  SIMONDS.

seF.qyso._t.Ls%o#eeT.hettMroufrb3mwyzff:a8#8e%%ds
Tegcbrds.

tjie_pgl.g_b of  the  Garrett

F!vREnaf;h?ae;:Ia;ioF#:J:.i!ogn.it:t#F
itriefb°6v±efgftue.Caw±Ct°hmffaheernrJyci#:£sat:
mas  and  a  Happy F,e%Ygr,Yfiacrv|cKER./ *

In Booth's pocket, as he lay dying on
farmhouse,

Seven weeks  after receiving this let- ,

:i#o¥:t,:!s¥aafi!`i;:.:aii:iEgm:!houvnetrtiE?I
There  are  more than  a  dozen  letters

from   Simonds  to  Booth  telling  of  oil

;::n;gi:§nEi:eiire]E:;eo:t:h:e:;£ve¥ne:r:fTt%rleE!;Tf
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Decor Friend John:

I have been so devilishly unfortunate
as  to  be  drafted the  other  day.    I  am

:__--_i:-i:_----:_i-i_-_i_--___:

¥ore°K;£n£££if£:trgftig.th:t:£trEoa;.three.NVI:I:1::gs:i:i
only, John, induces me to make this re-

s:ers:ine#baerryed.W£]Shtersustp§:tu£C#i?irLiyav::
me with an early reply and oblige, yours,
as ever, in friendsh£P'T,  H.  ¥ouNG,

Sun  office.
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PpLt±i_ng  to  those  of  the  young  man  of

Friend Booth :
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one of them lmew that there was  some-
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packet with the letter by Booth's mother :

5%:¥]¥yoogu6.u=v¥:nati§j.:t;;::i;;:tt,,:;i:¥:.I:E;id¥
sake,  come !

Washington,  Fob.,  1865.

Prio&£:hyr.i  gou  WQttiI  mob  dome,  avrite  8e.

#teLe£S#h:afo::fimo±]s:%:n¥t#:lie:%:'ga€i:in:io:s:t:
grievous   crimes   in   American   history.


