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Mr. Chairman,
Ladies and Gentlemen:=-

The story you are to hear this evening 1s not to be embelllshed
with flowers of rhetoric or gems of poetry. It 1s to be a plain story
of a plain man, who chanced to be an actor in one of the most thrill=-
ing tragedles that has ever been enacted upon the stage of our national
history.

It seems almost a c¢rime to ask thie happy-hearted audience to
roll back the scroll of time and stand again amidst the storms and
the darkness that beat upon and shadowed our great country a little
more than a qguarter of a century ago. Those of you who are older need
no rehearsal of the perils that beset our Shlip of 8tate and threatened
to engulf 1t in eternal ruin.

Fresh in your memory are those disgtant murmurings of discontent
that came stealing, rolling, thundering northward from a rebelllous
South. Tonight we can almost hear agaln the booming of that flrst gun
upon the walls of Sumter, the first call for troops, the confused
mutterings of dlesension all along the border. Tonlght we see again
Kentucky under Governor McGoffin swinging pendulum like between
"Seceselon and Union;" Tennessee coquetting with treason, sister
states parting hands and ranging themselves upon opposing sldes;
senators hurling thelr officlial crowns at the feet of a treacherous
president and hastening hence to come again at the head of an armed
rebellion; the deepening conflict, the erash and roar and recll of

pattle.

~ One hundred and ninety thousand slave owners, nearly an egual

number of slave brokers, a mock government and a mock presldent, felon

rights founded on the wrongs of a race, intimidation, treason, treachery;

Mote. This lecture was delivered in meny places in Michigen snd Chic in 1886. (Cver)
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all were to be met and conquered in order that we might reach the
supreme heaven-ordailned result,- the making of an Amerlcan natlon.

And amidst that wonderful constellation of namee that shone,
gtarlike, upon this night of our national hope, the one glorlious
light around which all others seemed to cluster and revolve was the
immortal name of Abraham Lincoln. George Washington and Abraham
Lincoln today are separated in our country's history by three-
quarters of a century, but before another century rolls around thelr
monuments will stand side by side in the glorious temple of our
country's history,- Washington, the father and defender of his
country; Lincoln its martyred savior and liberator of a race.

It is a striking fact that the greatest benefactors of the
'human race have had thelr birth and childhood amldst lowly surround=
inge. 8o Lincoln's earlier years were passed in humble 1ife, in
quietude and retirement, but there was nourished that grand simplleity,
that gentle firmness, that unswerving integrity and unselfish devotion
to humanity and country that so signeslly characterized hls maturer
Years and at the last crowned hls life with greatness and with glory.

He made no mistakes in policy, always working in harmony with
the common sense and patriotism of "the great people," never crowding
public sentiment; alwayalleadlng it. Educating and inspliring until
Union and Freedom were a single word, he swung the natlon round the
critical point of its whole hlstory, and saw 1t like a glorlous planet
gaweep grandly forward to take its predestined place in the political
heavens.

Europe had said "Amerlca 1s an experiment, a child in nonage;"
the slave was proclaimed a free man; the old world resounded with the
conflict of opinion, the new with the tramp of "Liberty's leglons.”

The hands upon the face of "time's old dial" pointed to tne high hour
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of noon, and the hour of America's manhood was struck. The days of
struggle were over; the jJubilee had come. The nation wae fllled with
rejoleing; the liberator of 4,000,000 slaves had been re-elected
President; the centers of commerce and trade were centers of gladness
for the financial clouds were drifting by; the sunlight of prosperity
had appeared,

From ten thousand churches arose prayers of thanksglving. The
national capltol was a ecene of galety. Stare and stripes waved high
on tower and dome; the alr vibrated with the songes of liberty. Concert
halls and theater were crowded and to one of these, as a brief resplte
from labor and care, 'the "nation's chief" resorted. Recelved with
reverence and honor, he was ushered into the private box prepared for
him. A great orchestra 1s before the footlights; music floats on the
perfumed air, rises and falls like the waves of the sea, winde in and
out among the chords of the soul. Suddenly hundreds of gas Jets re-
double their brilliancy, flocding with light the vast auditorium,
crowded now with the grace, elegance, wealth and beauty of Washington.
The music ceases and the curtain rises on the first act.

But all happiness haeg 1ts counterpart of misery; all Joy its
possible corollary of despalr. The spirit of the rebellion was
overcome, not conguered. The phantom nationallty of the South had
vanished, but treason at bay, wae still resolved to turn from no foe,
to relect no weapon. All was loet but it would not yield. It could
still ally 1tself with the torch, the dagger, the hiselng, murderous
bullet, and it would, though gibbets should creak with ite reputation,
and hemp be heavy with its honor. And so within view of the shimmering
lights of that theater, so near that the rippling waves of ite music

floated to the ear, a band of desperadoes was asSsembled. Glasses rung

upon the counter. Soon half-intoxicated men retired for consultation
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to a more secluded den behlnd thle "glittering hell;" then stole out
lnfu the darkness upon thelr various miesione of murder. One, the
megter spirit of the gang, hastens to the flower-decked hall where 1t
is known the president 1ls llstening, reat;ng. He threads hls way along
fhe crowded alsle almost to the footlights; then pauses to cast upward
a glance of affected carelessnesg at the face of the man whose 1life he
geeks, sitting now calm, dignified, unfeariné, as becomes the ruler of
a great nation.

Who would have guessed that thls lndilvidual had murder in his
heart? A gentleman in appearance, of fine physlque, a face of unusual
manly beauty. For a moment he leans against the wall at the end of the
dress circle, hat in hand, taking in at one view the vast audlence,
the ataée with par&p@ernalia, the lights, the musiclans at hls feet,
the whaie gplendid scene of pleasure and beauty. For s moment only he
stands thus. Then pushing open the door at hles side, he passes through
and closes it behind him, feele for a bar of wood left there for his
uae,.places one end of i1t in the niche in the wall made by an accom-
plice to receive 1t, the other end agalnst the door panel, bracing
it firmly against help for his intended victim.

Now on tlptoe along the little hall behind the pregident's box,
he reaches the door that opene directly into 1t. A beam of light shines
through 1t, through a gimlet hole smoothed and whittled larger with
hies own pocket knife, ae a provlded means of ascertalning the exact
position of the man he 1s to kill. Crouching liké a tiger preparing
for his spring, he places hls eye over the aperture and can scarcely
repress & tigerllke growl of satisfaction at the evident sense of
gecurlty, the utter helplessnegs of his prey. Now, one hand to a hip

pocket for the carefully loaded weapon, the other to his belt to

draw a gleaming dagger. Is the door bolted inside? What 1f it 1s? The
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gcrews that hold the fastenlngs were loosened with the other prepara-
tions for this sccursed business. He could throw a bullet through the
little opening and do his work in a moment, but that would necessitate
a retreat through the audlence, ensuring hils capture, and no dellberate
murderer ever forgets to provide for his own eascape. No, he will enter
the box stealthlly, and standing behind the president, dlscharge hils
weapon at the shortest poesible range and leap to the stage in front.
The people ﬁill suppose the report of a plstol simply a prelude to the
rise of the curtain on the second act of the play, and before they
comprehend the situation, he will have time to cross the stage, gain
the outside actors' door, which 1s belng guarded by his accomplice and
tool. A fleet horse is pawing the earth in the alley back of the
theater, the bridle is being held by & man ready to assist him in his
flight, and on his own heels are firmly clasped the ready spurs to
goad the animal to hig utmost speed.

Suddenly a loud report! A startled cry from the wife of the
president! The assassin is leaping over the ralling to the stage nine
feet below. But the front of the box is draped with the stars and
gstripes, the spure are tangled in the national colors, that seem
instinet with 1life and which, clinging to him, cast him headlong on
the stage and into the orchestra below. There ls g fractured limb that
will lead to his capture. The old flag has done its work!

But the man is an athlete and it 1s 1life or death. He springs to
the stage with the agllity of a panther, darts across it, flourilshing
the dagger still in his hand, but pauses at the further end with the
actor's instinet for "effective tragedy," to utter the motto of the
state of Virginia-"Death to all tyrante." Then he is gone, out into
the darkness, to the alley, is guickly mounted, sinks the spurs deep

into the sides of the astonished animal, which leaps forward at the
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unusual bidding, and the wlld race for life beglns.

He 1s out of the city before any measures can be taken for his
capture, but he is not alone. A young man, Davld E. Haﬁ@ld, almost a
boy, his tool for months, was of a respectable family but, like many
other boys, ruilned by hies own will and refusal to heed advice from
parents or friends. This youth is the murderer's tool and companlion,
and slde by slde they dash along the country road, ten, twenty, thirty
miles, It is not yet daylight and hours of darkness are preclous. But
the fractured limb requires attention, and at lgst they have reached the
residence of a surgeon, a friend and accomplice. Dr. Mudd 1s aroused
from sleep to set the broken bone. It 1s splinted with pleces of a
pigar box, tightly bandaged, an old army shoe 1s substlituted for the
poot that ls now too small for the swollen foot, and which when cut
therefrom has been thrown over the garden fence to be found days after-
ward and finally ueed in court as damning evidence against the
garden owner, for the full name of the murderer ls inslde of 1t.

Agaln the two are mounted, again they are epeeding southward in search
of friends and safety; on and on, to see the sun rise and set, to lle
for days in the Jungles of the marsh, to be driven out by hunger and
thirst, to cross the Potomac after seven days and nights of hiding, but °
under cover of impenetrable darkness, to beg of a poor woman for break-
fast, and to be sent by her to tne still poorer "white trash" they =so
much desplsed; to approach the Eebel Colonel Stewart, expecting enter-
tailnment and friendship, but to be "turned like dgge from his door" to
seek the wretched hut of one of the poorest, blgckest of the desplsed
race. To be met at last by friends upon the Rappahannock and placed

in supposed safety, but even then not daring to reveal their ldentity

to those upon whose hospltality they have imposed. Suspected even

there, they are denied the sheltering roof of the Garrett brothers,
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and are glad to rest in a barn, an old tobacco house, even though
ldcked in and closely watched lest they should steal the horses as a
means of conveyance further into rebeldom. And ‘there we will leave
them while we go back to Washington, and to those employed in thelr
capture.

And now, my good friends, if I tell you this part of my story
as 1t actually occurred and enter into particulars as you have been
" led to suppose I would do, I must speak more directly of myself than
would ordlinarily be considered 1n good taste.

I had been a Lieutenant in the First District of Columbia cav=-
alry, but the war was over and I had been mustered out of the service.
E. J. Conger had also been an officer in the same regliment,- a lleu-
tenant colonel- but having been wounded early in the war, had been
compelled to forego very active service and, at the time of which we
speak, he too had been mustered out, and both he and I, not as soldlers
now, but as private citizens, were in the employment of the Government
under General L. C. Baker. This Baker was a cousin of mine, he at this
time being at the head of what was known in Washington as the ‘
"Detective Bureau of the War Department" and reporting directly to
Secretary Stanton. On the day previous to the assassination General
Baker was ordered to New York City to iook after a scheme he had there
set on foot for capturing "bounty Jumpers;' On this expedition I
accompanlied him as an assistant. We had reached the city and were
quartered at the Astor House. At half past eleven o'clock on the same
evening came a telegram from Secretary Stanton, saying the president
had been murdered and he wished us to return to Washington at once.

At slx o'clock next morning I draped the whole front of our office
on Vesey Street in mourning, and I had the honor of being the first to

hang crape in New York, as an expression of grief because of the Na-
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tion's great bereavement. Then speeding back to Washington, we began
the search for the men who had not only murdered Lincoln, but half
murdered Secretary Seward and plotted for the murder of the whole
eabinet, including General Grant and Vice President Johnsone.

I was set about procuring the photographs, not only of Booth and
Harold, but of the entire Confederate cablnet as well, for 1t was sus-
pected of having 1nst1gatéd the whole murderous business. With a half
dozen active men to help me, I was sent intc lower Maryland to scatter
all over that regilon these pictures and aleo descriptims of Booth
and Harold together, with flaming handbills advertlesing large rewards
of fered for their capture, and 1f possible gain some clue as to the
direction the fugitives had taken. We returned to Washington, having
accompliehed nothing apparently, and all this time the men we wanted
were hiding in the swamps of that very localipy. General Baker felt
certain that this must be the case. The large reward offered ($100,000)
filled the Qhole country between Washington and Port Tobacco with de-
tectives. They would not work with us or give us any information they
may have obtained. They preferred rather to throw us of f from the trail,
hoping to follow it successfully themselves. And so over ten daye
had gone by and*the murderers were etill at large.

We sald to General Baker, "The assassin has not gdne south. He has
taken another direction." But the General held firmly to his original
theory. "There 1s no place of safety for them 6n earth" saild he, "ex-
cept among thelr friends of the still rebellious South, Booth knows
it and will try to reach them for his life depends upon it." The old
detective was right in his theory, even in general detail as I realized
most completely when it was all over and I had been sent (as I was)
over thelr entire route to gather information for use upon the trial

of Booth's accomplices.,
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But now one of our detectives was ordered to take with him a
telegraph operater with instruments and go into lower Maryland,
attach the instrument to the wires at any convenient point, and act
as a reliable medium of communication with the capitol. These men
discovered a voluble negro who told them that two men answering
to the description of Booth and Harcld had crogsed the Potomac the
Saturday night before in a fishing ﬁoat. Thie colored man was taken
to Washington without delay and questioned. He'was shown a number of
likenesses together and at once pointed out the plctures of Booth and
Harold and sald "These are the men." It was belleved the trall was
found, aﬁd now for action!

An order was ilmmedlately sent Generzl Hancock by the secretary
of war, directing him to furnish twenty-five mounted men to serve
as an escort and guard to whomsoever Genersl Baker might see fit
to send upon the expedition. I was sent to the Quartermaster's
‘department to arrange for transportation down the Potomac. On my
return to the office I was 1nforméd by Genersl Baker that I was to
have charge of the party, and now the General explained to me
fully his theory as to the whereabouts of the men we wanted, and
instructed me up to a certain point, beyond which he sald I must use
my own Jjudgment. '

Ag T hurried out of the office to make some hasty preparations
for the trip, I met Colonel Conéer. "What is up," sald he. "After
Booth again® sald I, "We have a clue." "Get me on the party, can't
you?"® P"Are you strong enough to stand the ride," I asked. "I think
so and I want to go." I returned to the office to requeet that Col.
Conger go with me and the chief said "All right." -

A half hour later Lieutenant Dougherty of the 16th New York

Cavalry had reported to General Baker for orders and was directed
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by him to go with us wherever we should order and protect us to

the extent of his power should protection be needed. Conger and

I, now mounted our trusty horses, ordered the guard to follow, and
we were soon at the 8ixth Street dock and all aboard the Government
Tug "John S. Ide." The whistle blew and we were steaming down the
Potomsc., It must have been about three o'clock in the afternoon
when we started. AU ten in the evening we were at Belle Plain
landing. There 1s a sharp bend in the river here, and our chlef

had advised us to leave the tug at this landing, take to our horses
and scour the country. Lieut. Dougherty and his men remained 1n the
rear, but were orcered to keep us in sight. Conger and I commenced
the work of the night by calling at fha regidences of the more
prominent rebels. Assuming names of some well-Kknown rebel blockade
runners and mall carriers, and with little regard for the truth,
welsaid we were belng pursued by the Yénks, and ln crossing the
river had bDecome separated from two of our comrades, one of them
being lame; had they seen them, etc. etc. All nlght at this kind of
work, and no clues.

At daylight we threw off our disgulse, halted for an hour for
rest and refreshment; tThen again in our saddles. We had decided to
change our course and strike across the country in the direction of
Port Conway, a little town on the Rappahanncek, southwesterly from
Belle Plain. Between two and three o'clock p.m. wWere near there
and stopped at a planter's house half a mile out, arranged for
dinner and feed for our horses.

Conger was nearly exhausted and lay down for a rest, as dld
also all tha command with the exception of ohe man whom I took with
me to the ferry, as I wished to "steal the march" before 1t became

known that a searching party was in the nelghborhood.
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I found a fisherman slitting at the door of his hut, whose name
was Rollins. I asked him if a lame man had crossed the river there
within a few days. "Yes," he replied, "and there was another man with
him." I snowed him my photographs. He at once polnted to the plctures
of Booth and Harold and sald "These are the men, but this one," re-
referring to Booth's, "had no mustache."

I cannot describe to you the thrill of intense satisfaction
that came over me when I heard this statement. I wae poeitive I had
struck the trall; that I was the fortunate one among all the eager
thousands engaged in the search. But not a moment was to be lost!
My corporal was sent back to the farm house with orders for Conger
and Dougherty to come with the command to the ferry without delay.
Then alone with the figherman, I plied him with questions. "When
did you see these men?" "Yesterday." Where did they go?" "I do not
know certalnly," he sald. "They had hired me to take them across the
river, but two men came up who seemed to know them and they four went
across the river together." "Who were thege men who came up?" "One
of them sald he was Cap. Jett and the other Lieut. Bainbridge. They
haed Jjust been mustered out of 'Mosby's Confederate Cavalry'." "Do you
know where they went?" "Well," drawled the fisherman, "thls Capt.Jett
has a ladylove over at Bowling Green and I reckon they might have gone

there. Bowling Green is about fifteen mile s south and west from here.

It 1s a watering place, a big hotel there and not much of anything else.
It would be a good place for the lame man to stay." "Well, Rollins,"

I sald, "you must go with us to Bowling Green and show us the way."

He sald he did not wish to go, as but few people around there favored
the Union cause, and it would not be very pleasant for him if they
thought he was willing to help the Yanks. "But," sald he, "“you might

put me under arrest and then I should go because I had to."
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Of course Rollins was put under arrest. Conger now came down
to the ferry with the command. After a short consultation it was de-
. clded to follow thls lead at once. We could not now be far from the
object of our gearch; and if they escaped us, 1t should be no fault
of ours.

Booth was now falrly in rebeldom and among hls friends. He
had managed to evade all pursuers, crossed the Potomac and not less
than 40 miles of cointry between 1t and the Rappahannock; and had
been taken across the river at this polnt only yesterday.

The ferry boat was halled and all iere now impatient to be
going. The boat was old and shaky, and 1t took three trips to get
us across. The people there were very curlous to know who we were
and what we wanted. We told them we belonged to the 15th New York
Cavalry and wanted to Join our regiment at Fredericksburg,

It was nearly sundown vefore we were really on our way to
Bowling Green. Winding up the road from the river we saw two mounted
men on the brow of tne hill. They seemed to be watching us. Who could
they be? Why were they so much interested in our movements? Booth's
friends without doubt! We must have them 1f possible. We signalled
to the men to slow up and Conger and I gave them chase, and it ﬁgs
a lively one, but as we were about overhauling them, they dashed 1into
the pine woods and we did not think 1t best to follow them farther, but
to get to Bowling Green as soon as possible a they might be there
first. These men we afterward found were Balnbridge and Harold, and
Booth was at that moment only half a mile from us at the farm house
of the Garrett brothers. We passed the place a few moments later and
he saw us, as we learned afterward; but we belleved him to be at
Bowling Green, fifteen miles away, and so we pushed on, leaving be-

hind us the man we so much desired to capture.
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Near the Bowllng Green hotel we stopped and dismounted. It
wag near midnight, dark and cloudy, but no rain. In the yieldling
sand we approached the place undlscovered, untlil the building was
surrounded and thoroughly guarded, front and rear. I was at the front
door. Conger somewhere in the rear had aroused a dog, which by his
growls awakened a darkey, who came to a back door and opened 1t, let-
ting Conger in, and at the same time a frightened woman came down
gstalrs and to the front door, where I was pounding for admlssion,
and opened it. Conger, coming through the house, met me in the hall.
We told the woman it would be necessary for us to see the two men
who were her guests. "There is but one man here," sald she. "He 1s
upstairs with my son." "Show us the room." She did so. We found the
son, and the man with him was Capt. Jett. "What do you want," he
demanded. "We want you. We know you. You took Booth across the
river and know where he is. You must tell us everything you know."
"You are mistasken in your man," sald he. "You 1lle," said Conger,
with a revolver close to his head. '"We know what we are talking about.
We are golng to have Booth. You can tell us where he 1s and you must
do 1t or prepare to die'". The man qualled. The men were crowding into
the mom. He saw they were Union soldiers. He gald "Upon honor as a
gentleman I will tell you all I know if you will shield me from com-
pliclty in the whole matter." '"Yes, if we get Booth." "Well," sald
Jett, "Booth is at the Garrett brothers' three miles this side of
Port Conway. If you came that way you may have frightened him off,
for you must have passed the place." He was ordered to get up and
dress and go back with us and was told that his life would be the
forfelt if hé misled us in the search.

In thirty minutes we were doubling back overAthe road. No

moon, no sgtarsg; half choked by the dust 1t was too dark to see. The
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sand was deep over much of the rpad and made 1t hard for ocur Jaded
horses, but they were urged forward. Jett had a splendid animal,
stronger and faster than ours, and fresh from the stall. We feared
he might make a break from the party and try fto escape, and perhaps
dash on in advance of our weary horses and glve the alarm to Booth
and Harold, so he was ordered to ride in the center and the men were
directed to shoot him without halting if he made one move to escape.
At half past three a.m. we were back to the Garrett place. The house
stood back from the road about twenty rods, with the usual gate and
lane. Here we halted long enough to put Jett and Rollins under
guard and to stimulate our men with the promise that if they could
hold out a short time longer, we would have our man. I opened the
gate, was quickly mounted and we made a dash for the house, which was
immedistely surrounded. I leaped from my horse to the plazza and was
at the door in a moment rapping vigorously.

A window near the door and opening into the porch was tThrown ﬁp
and an old man's volce asked what was wanted. I stepped to the window,
selzed the man's arm and sald "Open the door and get a light and be
quick apout 1t." He opened the door, I went in and shut it. A moment
more and the old gentleman appeared with a lighted tallow candle in his
hand. I took the canale from him before he could think of obJlecting
and sald, "Where are the men who have been staying here for the last
day or two?" "Gone to the woods," sald he. "Don't you tell me that,
they are here," my pistol in his face. A door at the side of the hall
now opened and a woman sald, "Here, father, are your clothes; dress
yourself." Conger now came in, followed by young Garrett.

"Don't injure fatner," sald the young man. "I will tell you all
about 1t. The men did go to the woods last even when some cavalry

went by, but they came back and wanted us to take them over to Loulsa

court house. We could not take them before morning if at all, Besides
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we had become gusplelous of tnem‘and would not let them stay in the
house. Then they wanted to stay in the barn until morning and we con-
sented, but were afrald they would steal our horses to get away with
in the nignt, and my brother is now in the corn erib watching them. We
have locked them in the barn." Evidently the Garretts did not know
who the men were, who had been imposing upon thelr hospltallty.

Conger lost no time in stationing the men around the barn, and I
gald to Young Garrett, "Show me the barn." He led the way. I followed,
candle in one hand, revolver in the other. About half way he atopped
and said, "My brother in the corn crib has the key, I will go and get
it." "No, you do not leave me for a moment; I will go with you." But
now the brother came up and gave me the key.

On reacning the barn, I said to young Garrett, "We find these men
in your custody, and you must go 1nto the barn and lnduce them to
come out and give themselves up. We want them and will have them, dead
or alive, but we do not wish to inJure them if we can avold 1t." The
young man did not 1like thls proposition and said so. "They are desperate
fellows," gald he, "and are armed to the teeth." But I kept him well
under my revolver, which fact he seemed fully to appreciate, and lost
no time in obeying my orders.

Conger, who had just been mustered cut of the gervice and was
therefore but a citizen in author;ty over soldiers, seemed to have
overlooked the fact, in his excitement and earnestness, and ordered
the men in regard to thelr positions around the barn, which assumption
of autnority Lleut. Dougherty resented and made us feel it by keeping
himself in the background afterward. But there was no tlme now to
consider wounded official dignity.

We could hear volces in low conversation in the barn, and a rustling

among the corn leaves. Thle barn was slmply an old tobacco house, and

had quite g quantity of corn fodder or corn blades, as they called them
4 »
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stored at one side.

I now unlocked the door and told young Garrett to go in and get t he
men to surrender if he could, but at all events, bring out thelr arms.
He thought 1t best to go in, though not without a protest. I closed the
door after him. There was a low conversation and we heard Booth say,
"Damn youl You have betrayed me; get out of here or I will shoot you."

I now called to the men in the barn and saild, "We send this
Young man, in whose custody we find you. Glve him youf armsg and
gurrender or we shall burn the barn and have a bonfire and a shooting
match." Soon Garrett came to the door and sald, "Captaln, let me out.

I will do anything I can for you, but I can't risk my life in here.
Let me out." I opened the door; he came out with a bound.

All thls time I had been hold'ing in my hand the candle brought
from the house. Garrett said "put that out or he will shoot you by
1ts light." I set tne candle down at a little distance from the door,
but so that 1t would still light all the sﬁaee in front of the barn.

All the men had their stations back in the shadows, for men who will
tight like demohs in an open field do not like to stand as targets.

But duty kept me by the door in the circle of 1light, as now 1f I should
"go down" The rest would not be left in darkness that would favor the
assassin in a dash for l1life and liberty.

Now again I called to those inside to surrender. In a clear, full,
ringing voice Booth replied, "There is a man here who wighes very much
to surrender." And soon we heard him say to Harold, "Leave me will you?
Gol! I do not want you to stay." Harold was now rapping at the door,
saying "Let me out. I know nothing of tnis man in here." I said,
"Bring out tne arms and you can come." "I have no arms," he answered.

"You have," said I, "you brought a carbine and a pistol across the river.

Hand them out." Booth then sald, "He has no arms. They are mine and I
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shall keep them." Harold was evidently afraid of being shot by Booth.
He felrly prayed to be let out. I opened the door a little and told
him to put cut his hands. I grasped them, pulled him out, and turned
him over to the soldlers. The poor fellow wag badly frightened, and he
kept protesting his innocence and lgnorance of who Booth was until Conger
told him to stop hls nolse or he would tie and gag him.

I now sald to Booth, "You had better come out too and surrender.”
He answered, "Tell me who you are and what you want of me. It may be
I am being taken by my friends." I sald "It makes no difference who we
are. We know you and want you. We have fifty well armed men around
thie barn. You cannot escape, and we do not wish to kill you."
There waes & little pasuse, and then Booth said, "Captain, this 18 a
hard case, I swear. I am lame. Give me a chance. Draw up your men
twenty yards from the door and I will fight your whole command."
"We are not here to fight," I ssld, "but to take you. You are now
free to come out and surrender." "Give me a little time to consider."
"Very well, you can have two minutes." Presently he sald, "Captain,
I believe you to be a brave and honorable man. I have had half a
dozen chances to shoot you. I have a bead drawn on you now, but I do
not wish to do 1it. Withdraw your men from the door and I will come out.
Give me this chance for my 1ife, Captain, for I will not be taken alive."
"Your time is up," szid I; "we shall walt no longer; we shall fire the
barn." '"Well then, my brave boys, you may prepare a stretcher for me,"
And after a slight pause, he added, "One more stain on the glorious
old banneri!

Col. Conger then came up and said, "Are you ready?" "Yes" sald I.
He stepped around the corner of the barn, str;ck a match énd drew gome
of the dry corn blades through a crevice. In an instant it was light

inglde, I was at the door and the moment the light appesred I partly

opened 1t and peered in and could see Booth distinetly. He gseemed to
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be leéning against the mow, but in the act of springing forward with
crutches under hile arms and carbine ln hand, toward the flre, as '
though he would sghoot the man who lighted 1t, but the sudden light
must have blinded him so that he couldn't see into the darkness outside.
He hesitated, then started forward as if to extinguish the fire. An olad
table was near by. He caught hold of it as though he would cast it, top
down, on the fire to extingulsh 1t, but the fire was too quick for him
and he saw that thls would not do.

He now turned, dropped me crutch? and with the ala of the other
came toward the door. About the center of the barn he stopped, drew
himself up to his full helght and seemed to take in the entlre situation.
I wish I could make you see J. Wilkes Booth as I saw him now. He forgot
that he was lame; he stood erect and deflant, though one crutch was by
his sgide. Hie hat was gone, his dark hair was pushed back from a high,
white forehead; hles lips were firmly compressed and if he was pale, the
ruddy flrelight‘concealed the fact. There was a carbine on one hand, a
revolver in the other, a belt held another revolver and a bowie knife.

I can give you no ldes of the expression of the features. It was the
ferocity of the tiger. It was the defiance of the lion, hunted to his
lair. The full, dark, expressive eyes that had been the admiration of
lovers of the theater, were glittering now and rolling wildly with
hatred, mingled with terror. Booth, as an actor, had been sald to have
the "form of an Apollo." Now 1t was the picture of an Apollo in a frame
of fire. The 1little flame Conger had kindled had swept upward to the
roof, widening as 1t rose, driving a cloud of smoke and burning corn
leaves before 1t, now rolled like a billow across the roof to the oppo-
silte side and to the floor below. Booth was standing under and within
an arch of fire, curling, leaping, roaring, hissing as in mockery of

his misery. Ah! This was not the brilliant lighting of the theater;




~-19~
the roaring of the flames was not like the swelllng music of the
orchestra.

But for once in his life Booth was a great actor. The curtain had
risen for the last time; the play of hls 1llfe hgd rounded up into one
great moral lesson,- that selfishness and crime can end only 1in disaster,
despalr and death.

He had been denled even hig passionate prayer for one last chance
for his 1life by belng permitted toc fight us 2ll. Only cne thing more
could be done,- make a dash for the door, shoot whoever barred hils
exlt, run the gauntlet of he knew not how many bullets, and in the
darkness beyond hide himgelf from our pursult. Suddenly he dropped
his remaining crutch, threw down his carbine, ralesed hls revolver and
made a spring for the door. In an instant there was a crack of a pistol.
Booth fell forward upon his face.

I was upon him in a moment and caught his arms ta'prevent
his use of weapons, 1f he should be only stunned. Another moment
and Conger wag there. I then turned up the face of the gulvering
form before ue and said to Conger, "It is Booth sure." "He must
have shot himgelf," sald Conger. "No," sald I, "I had my eye upon
him every moment, but the man who did do the shooting goes back
to Washington under arrest for disobedience of orders."

Sergeant Boston Carpltt afterward admitted that he fired the
fatal shot. This Boston Corbitt was a very eccentric character. He
was not consldered to be quite up the normal standard in intel-
lectual capacity, but was unlque in hile religious development.

He was born in London, England, in 1832, and came to this
country when he was seven years of age. Hé was a hat finlsher by
trade and wandered about the country from city to eity, not having

a permanent home. While in Boston he Joined the Methodist Episcopal
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church ané when he wae baptized, took the name of "Boston® in honor

of the place of his conversion. He was well known in New York City
and whille there was a constant attendant on the famous Fulton Street
meetings, and was the terror of thee e having charge of the meetings
because of what was conslidered his fanaticlsﬁ. When anything pleased
him, he would shout in a sharp, ehrill volce, "Amen! Glory to Godl "
All remonstrance was in valn and Corbltt would shout to the last.

He enlisted in the 12th Regiment of the New York State Millitla,
but was perpetually in hot water because he persisted in following
Lhe dictates of his conscience rather than military orders. He was
often seen in the guardhouse with hils knapsack fllled with brlck,
working out the penalty of his dlsobedience and with his Testament
in hand preachingz temperance, 1ifting up his volce agalnst swearing,
and calling upon his wild comrades to seek the Lord.

One day ‘at dress parade in Franklin Square, Col. Butterflield
cursed and aamned the regiment for something that displeased him.
Corbltt stepped from the ranks and, with a salute, sald "Colonel,
do you know you are breaking God's law?" Of course he was put under
arrest and duly punished, but "or righteousness' sake," as he viewed
it. On another occasion he made up hig mind that the time for which
he enlisted expired at 12 o'clock at night on a certaln day. He gave
due notice that he should leave at that time. But he was put on plcket
and as The hour of midnight was sounded, he lald his gun down upon
his beat and marched off to his tent to make preparations for an early
start in the morning. He was arrested, put in irons and charges pre-
ferred, He was tried by court martial for deserting his post in the
face of the enemy and sentenced to be snot untll he was dead. But the
sentence was not executed, as timely application was made by his

Colonel to the great-hearted Abraham Lincoln, who after a patlient
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hearing of the case and lnaquiring into Corbltt's general character,
put his "A. Lincoln" to a pardon, thereby sparing the life of the man
who was to slay his own assassin. But poor Corbltt was drummed out of
his regiment, and the next we know of him he is in Company L of the
16th New York Cavalry, and one of the detall composing our escort.

Aftér Corbltt shot Booth from the rear of the barn and Jjust as
day was breaking, he was crossing the lawn Just in front of the
Garrett place. He was pointed out to Conger as the man who 4id the
shooting. Conger hailed him with some profanity and demanded why he
shot agalnst orders. Corbltt took the position of a soldler and salut-
ing the Colonel, pointed heavenward and said, "Colonel, God Almighty
directed me." "Well," sald Conger, turning on his heel, "I guess He
d1d or you couldn't have hit him through thﬁt crack in the barn."

From this brief sketch of his character, you will see that in
times of excltement and great emergencies he was not to be trusted.

And still later he said that from hls position in the rear of
the barn he could see very distinetly every movement of Booth after
the fire sprang up; and when he dropped his carbine, raised hils
revolver and gprang for the door, he felt certaln that the first
man met would be ehot; that Lieut. Baker was in full sight and would
certainly have been kllled but for his plstol shot f rom the rear.

Some of the men rushed intoc the barn. Young Garrett came with
them, shouting, "Save my property. Help put out the fire." Some feeble
effort was made to do so but we caught up the body and carrled it from
the barn, whieh now was a mas8 of flames, and laid 1t by an apple tree,
and no effort was spared to bring Booth back to life. Water was dashed
lnto his face and we tried to make him drink, but he seemed unable to
swallow. Presently he opened hls eyes and seemed to understand it dl.

His lips moved, and in a whisper he sald "Tell mother, tell mother."
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Then he was unconsclous. Again the heat from the flre made it neces-
sary to move and we carried him to the plazza and lald him on a straw
mattress provided by the ladles of the house. A cloth wet in water
and brandy was applled to his lips. He revived under it a little;
opened hls eyes and sald with bitterness, "Oh, kill me. Kill me quick."
"No, Booth," I said, "we do not want you to dle; you were shat agalnst
orders." Then he was unconscicus for several minutes and we scarcely
thought he would speak again.

But again hlg breast heaved. He looked up and put out nis tongue.
I thought he wanted to know if there was blood in his mouth. I told him
there was none. But almost immediately he sald, "Tell mother I died for
my country. I did what I thought was best." And then I knew that he
wanted 1t understood that the last words hls tongue could speak were
coined into & "qung message" to the mother hg was to meet no more.

Ah! Frlends, shall I lose your respect for me as a soldier when I
acknowledge that tears rushed to my eyes when I heard these words of
The dying Booth?

I thought of a mother's sacred love, of a mother's despaliring
sorrow, and I knew that Booth was thinking of 1t too, with Eter-
nity's wide gate before him; "invisible hands rolling back the
maesive portals;" a Just God to be met and answered. The gentle,
loving face'of the mother of his innocent childhood had come to
him as in a blessed vision and even in the moment of atruggle
with Terror's King,'he knew what that mother would suffer and
sought to leave behind him a message that might serve in some
slight degree to mitigate her anguish.

(I see a beautiful child as pure as a snowflake that drops
from the winter sky. I see a youth sound in body and mind, bright,

falr, happy, the pride of his mother, the boast of his family. I
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see a young man in all the glory of his developing manhood, talented,
cultured, brilliant, refined in manners and falr to look upon, a
rising star in the theatrical heavens. I look agzsin. He has gone
down. The turbld waters of dlssipation and crime have closed over
him. He ig stranded on the dark shores of "oblivion's sea," a wreck;cov-
ered all over with the blood of a great crime. Dead and burled beneath
an avalanche of the disgust and pity of a nation, a world.)

I think 1t was in pity for that mother's love and bitter sorrow
that I lifted his hand with a touch as gentle as could have been her
own, but it fell again as if dead by his slde. He sald, "Usgless,
useless!" gasped a few times,'and Booth was dead.

When hie collar was removed to find the wound, 1t was found that
the bullet had atru;k him in almost the exact locality that hls own
bullet had struck the president. The great nerve of the spinal column
had been nearly severed. Paralysls of the entire body below the wound
must have been the instant result, and probably accounted for hls last
words, "Useless, useless.”

About twenty mlnutes before the fina; gcene Conger had
started for Washington, taking with him Booth's arms, diary and
whatever elsg was found upon his person. The nelghborhood physician
had sald the end was very near. I would walt with the guard and bring
the body. The Garretts were preparing breakfast for the hungry men.
The body was quickly wrapped in a blanket that had been folded and
used as a saddle cloth and strqngly gsewed together, Then 1t was
placed in an old market wagon, with an aged colored mam to drive.

I took my lunch in my hand and only a corporal with me., I told the
darky to drive on and we started for Belle Plaln landing, leaving
the men to breakfast and then follow and overtake us.

We crossed the river at the ferry and drove on at as good
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speed as the old horse before the wagon could make, for Belle Plain
was nearly thirty miles awsy. The river was soon two or three mlles
behind us.

I frequently looked back expecting to gee the guard come up,
but no cavalry appeared. The road dld not seem well traveled. I be-
gan to be anxlous and questioned the negro. He sald, "Massa, dis 1=
all right. I hab been ober dlg road many and many a time before de
war and I am sure 1t is the shortest road to de Belle Plain." But I
sent my corporal back toward the ferry to inform Lieut. Dougherty
what road I had taken, and instructed him to come on at once. I also
told the corporal to return to me after dellvering his message. He
dld not come. No cavalry came in sight. I met few teams. The road
grew more and more forpbldding. I began to meet straggling squads of
men in Confederate uniform. But wﬁat had become of Lieut. Dougherty?
He had Harold in charge. Had the party been surprised and overpowered?
Would not I be followed? Was the darky in league with the enemy? I
knew I wae going toward Belle Plain, but was satisfied I was not on the
proper rcad. The day was grown hot and sultry. I was constantly meet-
ing men in gray, who often looked at the wagon curlously. Some would
ask, "What have you there? A dead Yank?" "Yes," I would reply
cheerily, and they believed me and passed on, laughing and Joking.

I had been in the saddle for two days and nights. I was hungry
and exhausted, but too anxious to be sleepy. I threatened the negro
with lnstant death 1f he betrayed me. The road wound up and down, 1in
and out among the hills and was badly gulllied. I was constantly on
the alert, I half expected an attack from every ravine. Should I ever
get this body to Washington? |

The old horse was tired and began to flag. It was hard work to

get him up the hills. I had nothing to feed him, the darky or myself.
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I dared not stop anywhere for rest or food. Now the king bolt of the
cld wagon gave out and the front end of the box dropped down. The
body slid forward. It emltted a sickening odor. Blood had flowed
from the wound and trickled down.over axle and reach. The old darky
had to go under the wagon to help repair the break. Blood dropped on
his hand and he cried out in terror. "Stop your noise," I said. "That
will not harm you; 1t will wash off." "Oh," groaned he, "it will
neber wash off. It is de bloocd of a murderer." And he looked all
the horror he expfeSSed. |

But now we were off agaln, winding up more hills, threading
more ravines, meeting more Confederates. I was painfully conscious
that I was in én enemy's country with a most lmportant charge on my
hands, and that somehow a mlstake had been made, separating me from
my guard furnished for Just such an emergency.

Looking over all the days of my life, I find no other day so
full of anxiety, so exhaustive of physical strength and mental
endurance. I was glad indeed whenlit grew cooler and the shades
of night were falling to conceal my charge.

But my troubles were not to end with the daylight. We reached
the Potomac at last, but we found no dock, no boat. Sometime during
the war the Government had changed the landing frem this polint to
Aquia Creek, three quarters of g mile farther down. I could see the
"John 8. Ide." lying at that dock, but I had no boat by which I
gould reach the tug. I might shout and make them hear, but to do
g0 might bring me enemies sooner than friends. A greaf bluff reared
its mountalnous head between me and the boat. There was no road over
it near the river, I must ride around 1t and g et to the bﬁat and row
up the river for the boay, for the old horse before the wagon could

go no farther.
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With the help of the negro I carried the body down to the
river and hid 1t under a clump of willows; then told the negro to
stay there and guard 1t. He promised to be failthful and discreet,
and I started bpack nearly two miles over the road I had Just trav-
eled. I struck a road that would lead me around the zpur of the
mountain; then, not sparing my poor, Jaded horse, I was soon at
the boat. All the men were there. I asked the orderly why he did not
return to me. He sald Lieut. Dougherty would not allow him to do so
and had said that 1f I would go off on the wrong road I muat tske the
consequences.

A small boat from the tug was lowered for me, and with two of
the crew to row, we pulled for the upper landing. I found my negro
Just where I had left him, faithful to hls trust. I psid him for his
serviceg and discharged him with thanks. The body waé put into the
boat and a few moments later was holsted up the side and swung upon
the deck of the "John 8. Ide." I saw it properly under guard, and
then the next two or three hours are a blank to me. I sunk exhausted
on the deck and lay there in the sghadow of the smokestack, unobserved,
untll we had steamed up~the river half way to Washington, when we were
met by another boat, having on board Gen. L. C. Baker, Gen. Eciaf&,
asslstant secretary of war, Surgeon General Barnes, and others. As
my cousin came upon the deck he almost stumbled over me, still lying
in a sound and blessed sleep. He got me up and into a better place to
regt, The morning found us at the dock of the Navy Yard at Washlngtan.

The bhody was at once removed from the tug to a gunboat which lay
near by, while I went with Genl. Baker to the office of the secretary
of war. Gen. Stanton then wished me to give him a complete and detalled
account of the entiré metter and I did so. He had Booth's carbine, which

had been brought by Col. Conger, and Stanton sald to me, "Are you
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accugtomed to handling a carbine, and if so, what 1s the matter with
this? It cannot be discharged." I examined the weapon and found

that the ecartridge had gotten out of position, turned partly around,
go that when the lever was worked, the cartridge was not thrown into
position to be exploded. It wag marked in several places, showing
That a number of unsuccegsful efforts had been made to use the plece;
and perhaps 1t was because 1t could not be discharged that Booth
threw 1t down in the barn as he did.

. Late 1n the afternoon of the second day after reaching Washington,
Gen. Baker came from the war bffice and sald to me, "The secretary of
war wishes me to dlspose of Booth's body. He says he don't want the
Rebs to get 1t anc make an ado over 1t. He does not eare'where it 1s
put, only let it be where 1t won't be found until Gabriel blows his
last trumpet.”

"I want you to go wlth me," sald Gen. Baker. We started for the
navy yard. On the way we would pass the 0ld penitentiary which, durlng
the war had been used as an arsenal. Here we stopped and I walted out-
slde while my cousin went in and had a brief interview with the officer
in charge; then on to the navy yard. Booth's body was placed in a row
boat. We put in a heavy ball and chain and did not try to conceal 1t
from the many watching eyes. One trusty man was in the boat to help
us row.

Gen. Baker stepped in; I followed. A few touches of The oars
and we had parted company with the gun boat and were half rowing,
half drifting down the river. Crowds of people were all along the shore.
It went from lip to 1lip that we had with us a heavy ball and chain and
that of course we were golng to éink the body. Many followed as far
a8 they could, but East Branch on one side and the marshy ground on
the other prevented thelr golng far. Darkness came on qulekly and

completely, for 1t was a moonless and starless night. A couple of
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mlles down the river was a place knqwn as Geegeborough Point. The
stréam here suddenly widens and is full of rushes and river weeds.
We quietly ran our boat into & cove in the river bank and rested
our oars. |

Cld, condemned Government horses were being brought here and
killed. We dlda not think any boat that might be following us would
come to this dismal slaughter ground. All was still on the river.
Yes, all was very "qulet on the Potomae" Jjust then. No sounde came to
our sensitive ears but the hoarse croak of the bullfrog and the quick,
heavy breathing of our frigntened boatman. Presently we began pulling
glowly back. Soon against the clouded sky we could discern the grim
0ld penitentiary walls. A few more strokes of the oar and we were
before a door, seemingly let into the solid wall and almost at the
water's edge. The officer in charge was there walting for us. The
body was lifted from the boat and carried through the little door
to a convict's cell. The stone slab which covered the floor had been
lifted and a grave dug under 1t, and down into that black, dismal
hole; into that unhonored grave we lowered the once proud, aristo-
cratic, but now desplsed and hated J. Wilkes Booth. The stone was re-
placed and we turned shudderingly from a sepulchre on which no tear
of sympathy could ever fall. |

It was believed we had sunk the body in the Potomac and for days
the river waé dragged in hope of finding it, and "Frank Leslie's" paper
had a very accurate, full page cut of Booth's body sliding out of the
boat into the water. But the half dozen men who alone knew the real
place of burlal kept the secret well. After a time it wﬁs rumored
that Bootn's body had been taken up and given to his friende, though
I have no positive knowledge in regard to it. I have reason to belleve

that it was removed from the prison cell after the execution of his
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accomplice, and buried in the Jall yard of the old penitentiargfwwith
his companions in erimé€; and etill later I have reason to believe that,
by consent of Presldent Johnson, 1t was gilven to his friende and agaln
removed, and now restalin the family plot of the cemetery at Baltimore. '™
But I always think of him with the much hated U. 8. blanket for a
winding sheet and under the gtone floor of that dark, lonely prison
cell.

Ladies and gentlemen, my story ig told. I might take your time
longer by a recltal of 1nciﬁenta connected with the arrest and trial
and final execution of the accomplices of Booth. I might tell you of
that unfortunate woman, Mreg. Surratt, who you all know was hanged as
one of Booth's accomplices, while her son, John H., who was also one
of Booth's most trusted confederates, sneaked out of‘the cauntry to
" Canada, leaving his mother to her fate. In regard to the policy of
our Government in hanging a woman under the circumstances, I have nothing
to say, but as regards her guilt, there was not a shadow of doubt.

John H. Surratt, after making & most ridiculous effort to dls-
gulse himgelfl by dyelng his halr, eyebrows and mustache, stalning hils
face and putting on glasses, and being carefully concealed for over
four months at Three Rivérs, Canada, by a Roman Catholiec priest, was
finally smuggled aboard a Liverpool vessel and landed in that city.
But fear of detection on account of the magnitude of his erime, and
the large reward offered for hie arrest seemed to have haunted him,
and we next find him under another name in the Italian army, and
stlll later among the Pyramids of Egypt. But he was finally chased
down and returned to this country 1in 1ron§ and immediately put on
trial for his great crime, and while there was no lack of evldence
to prove hils complicity with Booth in the assassination plot, on

gome Technlcallty of the law he went scott free, and still lives
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to enjoy hles infamous notoriety and to curse the U.S8. Government
for hanging his mother, whose 1ife he might have saved by offering
his own 1nstead, and eaved the hlastorian the disagreeable necessity
of addlng cowardice to crime as a legacy to his family.

I might tell you of that brute in human form, Lewls Paln, whose
real name was Powell, the would-be assassin of the sick and enfeebled
secretary of state, Wm. H. Seward, but that is a part of the country's
higtory and you have read it over and over.

I am sure, however, you will pardon me if I hold you yet a moment,
to call the attentlon of the young men present to the great moral
lesson to be drawn from the life and death of Booth. It never pays
to do wrong. Here was a young man blessed with almost unparalleled
opportunities for a career of usefulness and honor, but he falled
mlserably; falled because he lacked moral principle. Misled in opinion
by falee political teachers, his final crowning iniquity was but the
naturzl ending of hls career.

"Evil cannot be long triumphant." "Ever the right comes uppermost
and ever Justice is done." God rules. Nations lie in his hand, and
becauge 1t 1s so, secesslon has been overcome; treason ls conguered;
the stars and bars that Booth so much loved (if he loved anything)
are today without significance except as a symbol of sectional folly.
The very name of J. Wilkee Booth is odlous the world over. While the
Union is established; loyalty is triumphant; the banner of the republlc
ie planted over mountain top and sweeplng plain, and the memory of
the murdered Lincoln is sacredly cherished in the hearts of the people
he served go unselfishly and so well. And so I say again "Ever the

right comes uppermost; ever Justlice is done.”




