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ilkes` Booth
Is Recalled. by Niece:

trange Call at Enfd and\
London Epjs6de Told
` by BIamclie  de Bar.

The  narrat\or  of  the  joltoaving
ren67.{6c€"cgs:      Jc7®oto7i      a"     £fue
American  Stage  ior  4!rranu  uear8
¢a Blanche  De Bar, bs  a danghten.
9f  Junb4bs  B.rutve8  Booth  8d, by an
early   rmrrtwge.     Miss   I)a   Bar
•un8    born    in    Phtlad,elphiv    4n
18|4.     Her  mother  uses  C:Zemen-
•drra  De  Bar,  an  ET®glish  u!ctre38.,\

Ijcl8t   S\ul.quu'8   in8tolmeut   a,e-
®eri,bed,.the  ars8a,S§inat6ott  of  Pre8-
laeut    Lvi.coin   bu   Jolu\  \ivhilces
Boo±h,   cue   uncle -of   the   wrSker.
This  conotwd¢apg in8tabmeut  takee8
up  the  irarrative  a* `that  poiut.

|re£:gE%:fj:o:t!;;:t:=:Pet:ht;Bt:.ii:,gc;i:
ggp.e:q  all  .TTy`  life. I   In` it  he  wrote:would  have  you,  Blanche, `if  you

believe   me  `true   ann   worthy  of•:tan
`#o¥,re?S:haa:rt::;}fd¥ye°L¥hi:ee¥:r°eny;oP:Ere:S:S::

ygE:gild:
;hick

and  lovinig  uncle,  alid  you will
me   happy  to   prov`e  .that  I  am

•`,u"1.\=   `1f  tliere  is thesnghtest thing  I can
serve  you  let  me  know  at  once.
most  anxious  to  show  my  dear
niece   th8,t   old  Uncle   Ned   has

e ,Same  soft  hear.t  beneath'  his  shirt
ill  tl`at  ]iQ  had  bef.ore  the  world  had
irrowed  t\im,   though  his  head  is   so
ueh l`arder.
"Sorme    tpotightfu] I  f`riend    of   mine

sent    ine    a   few  `artlcles   sadly
eded.    God  bless'her  for.  that.    Was
you?   il  must  bring  this  chapter  to

Regards  to  Uncle   Ben   and
God  bless  you.S"urvcLE E.I)wlN. "

It wals dindn.g  that  week  of  despalz.
hat  the  hunt  for' .John' Wilkes  Bootl] .

¥£r°mufhut;hct°em:ht:nu€ie]m¥fds::[±;'l
linnlng   to   me   a-g.aim,   this   time   ex-I
[ted.                                                                                       I
"'+mss   Blanclie,''   she   cried   as.  be-I
)re,    !`the   Yan.kee   soldiers   are   sur-';
)undlng  the  house.".

®¥%]:°nkdedt]:eut'thaenadtr::I:::[nddotohr:t|
ere  soldier.s.     They\  had  come  to  ar-

Opt  us,  we  believed`,  ahd  I  think  that
halt  was- their  purpose.

we  were[  no.t  brou¥ht`, to
I,                     .        i-.`.:

e>LANF|E P5?£R e>coTH

I   wanted   to   keep   fr`om   the   pry

£¥:Sse.°f  [thceausg°i€{eurs  :t¥or:LfL::ida.  ti]£
Old-fashloned   `  / leather      ,ca,se,       and

LSrtmined
Olds  of  lt.                  `

O`'erlooked  the  I.etter.
WhiiQ  ,,they   wei6``seanehing,   going

thlffimrg`h,„`my   unQle's   effects,   through
the.`letters  and  papers  Qf the  servants
and  8€archlrig  my  room,. a  young §ol-'dier  Plcke9  up  the   pot.tfollo,   shaking

lt.
Ii thought  my ]ette,I. would be  found;

but   lt   i'emalned-in   the   I.old   of   llie
leather,    and   the    soldier   tossed   the
case   `carel,essly   upon   the   floor   in   a
Coiner.

We  were  taken,   my  uncle',   myself
cnd  thf servants,  to a  building where
wo   wer\e   searched   and `-cross-exam-
ined  several  hours.    My  uncle  proved

i+Sain£°%[%CLet;e:gad;oWu:§gnftr¥:ngmore
.When we were  allowed  to  ret`ir.n  to

:Ferohoovgre'tEer:=v€i=gbeorfi:al:::gr,.with
I'cannot  describe,   even  now,  those

terrible, days,  but  t,hey  passed.    Gtrad-
ually  we  faced  our friends,  and `1  be-
gan  to think  aga,ln  og  my  debut.    My
uncle's thealtre  had 'been  reopened.    It
had  seemed  at  first  that  any attempt
for  m`e  to  go  on  the L'`stage  would  be
a fal]ure.    My  uncle  {TLscussed  it  with
Judge Lord, both ln New Orleans and
ln  our  home  in  St.   Louis,  where  he
ms a rre`quent. guest.   I

qunaliy it,w¥ decided I shouidr£}riin

±ha, lette.I hal.d  ¢o.w+n  into  the

w+:F.B!FPP.qLFf:il¥SR!!Li===F£E=!!E±.I

1n  St.  Louls.    Tl}e  2iame  of  Booth.
been  a  great  asset  until  the
nation.     Now   even   <i'ny   uncle`tEdwiffi.
was  in  retirement.    Judge  Loi`d  t;h6Set
my   stage  .name.     He   argued   th,a\t   I
never  would  be  I`e¢eived  by``the  people
as   a   Booth,   and,  I   appeared   in  ,m}
first  perform.anc'e  as  BIanclie  De  Bar.,

BobtlL  Ret`uThs,to  S.t&ge.      `
Less than  a `year  later  a  Booth  was

on  the  stise  again,  my  uncle €Edwin
has.ihg  yielded  to  the  pleadings  of  his
friends.

M3;.  firL5t  pal`t  was   Kate  Hardcasstle
in    "She    Stoops    tQ   Conquer.''`    We
played   a]i   afterpiece,    "The   Honey-
Inoon."  also.

Cleorge   De   Vere,   an   actor   known
then,     but     whose    nanie,     perhaps,
means  little  to  present  gay audiences,
if   anything   at   all,   was   the   leading
main.   jMy  uncle,.   Ben  De  Bar,   played
the  leading  Comedy  I.ole  and  another
member  of  the  company,  a  great, ac-
tress,   was  Mary  Maddern.I    She  'was
an  aunt  of  the  famous  Minnle  MadJ
dern .Fiske.

When^   I   ha,d   played    for   months,
and   was   making   my   debut   in 'New
York in,my uncle Edwin's  company,  I
was a mere not.ice,  at least ln  Shakes-
pearian  roles.

My   next   engagement   was`.with   a
sto`ck  comDany\  mama.ged  iby   John`  T.

E#i'|nop::.y]n8T,i¥  FF°orrd:a  TThheea¥rree  i:
Washington,  `in   which^  John   Wilkes
Bdoth    shot-, President`   Lincoln,`   also
i`nas  o.wned  by  Mr.t` Ford.

I  went  to   Baltlmpre,   ambitious,  to
do something greater.    I had a part  in
"Foul    Play,"  `1    remember.   `   There
were  many  Qthel.a.  the leads  ln  all  the
p}ayS-we   presented.:   tl   closed   that
seasdn` a-better  actress,   but  I  la€ked
Still  that  ¥f5kill
my  tincle\tEdvi

Jolns  Boofh!B` Comti+ny.    I
Then  cane  in;\ opporturilty  to  joh>

my  tincle,  now `hack  on the 'stage,  and
ln'   his    oiv.n'-theatr.e`,     BQoth'g,     just
opened  at `23d  Street  and  Sixth  Ave-
nue,  New  York.`

•My, uncle  E}dwln  had  been  pliving,
with   Mary`  Mcvicker.   as   his   leading
wctman,  for  a  season  \before  I  arrived
ln  New  York.. ,  Slle  was  tbe\ datlght8r
Of  a  Chicago  rna,nager.    I  thlhk JMc-
Vlcker's    Theatre    ln    Chicago   dates
from  the  time.                   .

Mary  ,Mcvicker  was   a  clever  ac-\
tress, but ire lacked the talent for the
roles  my  uncle  gave  hel``.    She  retired

:r8:# at:: i:taTgueneea¥ inar:iat tge:I;
Uncle    Edwin.       She    inever    played
•?8aln.

riT#£~¥:in,¥a]ri¥igv];kcri=*
during  that,summer  I  supported  the
farnotis  Edwln  Adams  in  a  long  run
of ,"Enoch   Arden.-.'`'     I   played   Anna,
Lee,  ,  Mr.  `Adams   had   a   great   fol-
lowing then\lnNew  York.     .

Throug`h  my_ uacle  `Edwin's  coach-
ing, and  thoirghtful  Care  I `pr.ogressed
and    was   ',ready    for     th`e     part`    of
Ophelia  when  Edwin  opened  the  sea-
apn    of    1871.   .  I    suppqutect   Joseph,
J€,fferson,      ptay{ng danghter`>



E=
i':                  .                   .          .'                    -                          ,''

in  tt?,a  bills, 2s  Bla,nche DeB'ar,
and  as  B]anche  DeB,|r  I  retnalned  to
the  end  of  my  stage  days\.   .My  uncle
`Edwln  was  a  kindly iman,  considerate
Of .members  of  h`1s  company,  no  mat-
ter   what   their   parts.     I   suppose   I
Was  what`would  tte  called  a  star  to-
day,   but.then  we   were   members  of
t,he Booth  Stock Cpmmny.    That.was
hohor  enourri.- ±`` rome:nber  inany  klndiy  things  my

rincle\  said  to  me.     Oiue   remark   was
':ln\7^an  effort  to  correct  a  rattler  griev-
`¢us   fa.ult.      He   hid   stopped   a   re-
ht3arsal`   a,nd,   addressed     me    `Tather
fiharDly.  `T   thotight   at   the   time,   but
n  .r  I  kz]ow  lt  wa.s  a  kindness,"Blanche,"   he   sa`id,   "you  \st,rike   a
gb.Qa  attitude,  'hut Jbefore  the  audience
appreciates   it  you  lose  lt.     You  are
like, a''  ch`ambermald.      You    di.op    a
curtsy,  Instead  of  glvtng  lt  grace,  as

i iTg#.e  ¥t:u:t;veY:°surgo¥dad:i8 e:Sue=}: )
t,ion  as I,  perl]aps a better  one.   ,I  find
p®  fault  with  your  reading,   btit  you
rfuust   culti`>attoe   grace.w

There   were  many
ences,  which  showed
of  my``.uncle:.

t::Pgpoy:degteur::

'B®oth I.o.e8 Hi. Shoe.
-At `a  performance  o£  ..A  Fool's  Re-

venge," in  which  my  uncle  made  a
success   in   the   part   of   Pe'truccto,   I
was  P}aylng Fiadeli6la  ln  his  surypbrt,
the      daughter     whose     honor     he
av€ng.e§.        Petrucclo,   hs   you   know,
was  a  court  jester,  and  he  wore  long,
j6inted  sl,loos, `with  the  to.es  tut.nod, up.

During   this   perforrhance.  one     ot.
P6trucclo's   sh'oes   became   `broken   at
the   end,   and  `it   fla,pped   rather   em-
barrassingly.     As   -we   made   an   exit
and were  ln  the wings,  my  uncle  held
up  this  toe,  and  danced  about  on  the
other  foot."Blanche,"  he  cried,   "I  am  a  ripe
tomato !.' '

The  shoe  Was  aL  bright  red,  by  the
vey.
_:`_I.±!±ppgrted  m`y , u_p_QLe  i_nat  season
ln    "A    Fo6-1-'-3

:tnhc::i\sPL8|yasjderMpe]ianyoet€e::u,I.£Eiet°La¥¥
of  Lyons,"  which  we  did at\_matinees.
There followed  work ori tour, in\whlch
I Played in the  South.

Then  I  received a  mess\age.from an

:}udi'shT?n3;g:rpi:ye:h{o:g:ieJ;CekstLs:a:
of   the.city.     Johnhy   Mortiquer   Was
the    leading    man.    Mrs.     Stonewall
played  mother  parts.

My  next  engagement  was  ln  leads
with   the   Shakespeare   Club   of   Newi
Orleans,  where  I  met  many of my  old
f riends.'         `

Wllkes  Booth  RIystery  1g  Reoallod  by  Hlece

~widow    of   _ari-   actor I,On the   Patifi¢-
coast,  `alid  there  was`another  daugh-'
ter.  my  half -sister.

I  received  an `offer  as  leading  wom-
an  from  Mrs.  John  Drewi.  t'hen  man-
ager\ of  the  famous  Arch  Street  The-
atre  ln  Philadelphia.    An  the  players
oi.   my    family``  had  `appcared    there
yfears  before.     I  joined  the' company^
at  Philadelphia  and `play`ed  there  one
season. I  Mi`s.  Drew,` the  widow  of  tile
famous    mq,nager,    wrac    the    grand-`
mother  Of  the  13arrymores  Of  to-day.

Play\S  Witll  Flunk `MfLyo.
It  was  during that season the  elder

Frank Mayo  created the part of Davy
Cr`nekett,  ±n  the  prem.iere +of, that well
known   play.     I   played   the   leading
womch I pazt.

I   returned  to   St.  ,I.oulB  after  the
I.hiladelphla   engagement  .a,hd   p]apned
agaln    ln    my    unsle    Ben    DeBar's
theatre,   and. later  again  ln  New  O`r-
leans.     I  was   no   longe`r   the   young
girl  who  had  made   her  debut  thel.e
under'    such     tr.ying     clrcumstanees.
Act,ing  had  become  my  llvelihoed,  a8
it  was  all  my  life' later.

We   played   throtighout   the   South
and West,  and during that tour I was
bl.oug.ht  home ohde  mol.e  to the Scenes
following the  Civil War.  -.

me Stranger rn L®nd®n.
Not long  ago I received a visit from

Wilfred Clarke, son of my,uncle,
`S.  Glarke,  and  my  aunt,  Asia  Booth.
a.nd we dlscu8sed thls legend.    IIe told
ire  o£ ` an  lncldent  ln `London' ts-everal,
years  after  the   Civil  War.A   He  sa,ld
he  wds  ln  a  carrlajge  with.my  uncle
Edwin,   John   McC-ullou.ght   my   aJ]nt
Asia, and' my igrandmother Booth.    He
wads  a mere  child.    A mcin approached
the  carriage,   was  recogn}zed  by  my
grandmother.,     my'    uncle    and,     he
thinks,  by my aunt.

My  grandmother  screazned  and  he
heard my  uncle .Edwin  cry  out:
"my`God,  it  lsJobn!"    ,
My grandmother tried to  get  otft of

th'e  carriage,   but  was  restrained
`Mr.  Mccullough,  but my upcle' Edwl
got  out  and  talked\  la  a  low  tone
the  stranger.    The  mah  walked aw
and  my  ur}cle  returned.    That  ls
he   knows   of,.It.
/   I  place  little  credence  ln  either

;i:e::iv::gfao:t=t:h£*:rvye,::£?=iz?q
it  is.   Btit  I  know  this:    If I  ,had  had
an  inkling` of  the  supposed  escape  of
John   Wllkes   Booth,    I   could   have
settled _ the   conti.oversyi  that   day   ln
Enld.

ne.ullrl  `.REnid `Legend."            `
AL  EI`id,  Okla.,  iire  had  arri`-ed  late

Lt  the  theatre  a,fter\ a, hqrd jump,  and
I   we,nt  .to   my   dressing   rooni   worm
o[]t.    I  had  decided  to  get  a ut,tle  rest
i)el.ore   it`  tw'as   tim.e   to   go   on,    when
there  was a knock at the door.

I  was  told  a  man  was  asking  l`t  `''1+
wanted,to see John."

Thel.e   never   entered   my  `mlnd   all
that  ti`me  a  question,  of  the  dea,th  o£
John  Wllkes  Booth  in  the  rna,nrier  tnt.

;Vtor;*.£;tyh¥:d:hi::;e::]c;£T:.:¥:S¥b:I:i;\

I  told  the marl  at  the door, whoever
it  was,`  that  I  corul,a  see  no   que,   and
t,i::g[hatteihattheer=defa:t.anoih:frFk:::i
`nd I was handed a slip  of papel. with.
the  name  "John  Wilkes`Booth"  writ-
+-en  upon  lt.

I  was  deter)nlned  to,  get  so`me  rest
un`d believed sdme 'member Of \the com.•pany  was   playing  a  jok.e-  tipon  me.
At  any  rate\.  I  tossed  the  pauper  upcm
a  ta,tyle  and  forgot  it.

Afterward  I  heard  of  the  "Enid  ie-

:::9q.iopi:i:rfo¥:LLLee;:dETn::n)+##.
iapLfrREas

_      .H    illEEffi    u+HH+EH    If    E;ffi.ELH+ELtHffi+tlHmH   #FF   i

I;fJhe  man  poslpg  as.'John` Wll
Booth waThT=,i

kegriiri5==e-dFriT
qtiues.tlons   ab\out`` 'our   childhood   day±.i
a'nuq.,.pis`apd*_e£`a;:;aura---h~a~,"vve--pr-o`v'£`£i
or -dlBproved  his  claims.         \

I   always  iregret±es' my  lmpat

£:todfy£€:3f:ut[,thha°aREn{:i¥a
portan¢e.   -^-_ _`.

The  New  York  World
Sunday,  January  18,   1925

2


