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| concealed or known only

MONG the grimmest romances that
arose in the wake of the great civil

war was one that had its origin 1

the greatest tragedy of our history. lt ran
that John Wilkes Booth, the assassin of
Abraham Lincoln, had escaped the frantic
cluteh of justice at the hands of the anger-
maddened people of the North; had
caped the myriad nets spread for him, and
was living perdu somewhere, his 1dentity
to a lew,

(]

says

| the New York Herald ot today (April 20).

* Booth

The world had read and read of the
hunt for the assassin, of his capture in a
barn on a lonely Virginia farm, at night,
pearly a fortnight after his crime, of s
being shot to death when the barn was
tired. of the return of the body to Wash-
ington, of its secret burial.

When, therefore, vears after the terrible
1865 it began to be whispered
it was not Booth who had been
the real

days ol
about that
capiured at Garrett's farm: that
Booth had baffled his pursuers and had
been carried in safety to France, to Can-
] to England, to South America or
wherever the latest whisperer fancied, peo-
ple who heard the whispers asked first of
all, then. had died and beén buried
in the place and #tead of John Wilkes
Others asked, Was not the body
ol the assassin properly identified?
Amazing as was the story, it was found
by all who made investigation that the
identitication of the dead man seemed cu-

ada,

riously incomplete. Not one of his cap-
tors had seen Booth in life. He did not ex-
plicitly admit his identity in the short
time between receiving his death wound
and his death. His captured companion,
Harold, was understood to deny that it
was Booth. Finally the legal identifica-
tion was made when the face was unrec-

ognizable and dependent on the character
of an old scar on his neck
Ihe whisperers said boldly that the dead
was one of ‘the conspirators, but not

Booth

1{ then, one admitted the possibility ot
Booth's survival, where was he? Under
w mask was he dragging out his exist-
en Where on the habitable globe was

great a miscreant screened by those

ut him?

answer came at last in the shape of

sertion that he had lived for years
nta. (za.. not as a recluse, not as a
g wretch stealing out at night in
the shadow of a tion’s curse, but as a

James Armstrong, was,
whisperers said, undoubtedly John
Booth. )

(founding and incredible as the asser-
seemed, it d led

1
kes

ypal church, and in

.Dante permitted the Italian peasants to

| Armsirong’s taste lay not toward the pul-

. E—
at a crisis of his life, %o;'s stormy for
a minister, when asked l.v-'hi;'bish\)p be-
fore an ecclesiastical t court, ‘‘Are
you John Wilkes Booth?” replied, “1 am
on trial as James Armstrong, not as John
Wilkes Booth.” Pressed further, he re-
fused to aftirm or deny.

To account for this attitude on the part
of a minister of the gospel one must search
in the strange byways of the human mind,
The love of mystery is one clew. Beside it
there was something, too, of the love of
notoriety that would rather ‘be marked
apart as the reverend hero of Hawthorne’s
“Scarlet Letter” was marked than pass a
common man; the state of mind in which

say uncontradicted as he passed with the
far-away look in his eyes: “Do not touch
him, children; he is the man who has beer !
in hell.” i

Other and less excusablé hut équally hu-
man reasons there was, Back of the dread-
ful time when the clergyman’s double, John
Wilkes Booth, leaped into.an accursed
prominence the Rev. Dr. Armstrong had
been making a personal history that he
would not care to see unveiled. He was in
the South. Those who might suspect that
ke was Booth would be less likely to delve
into that pastgif they thought that such
delving would wneover the mon who, how-
ever madly and fatally for the South itself,
had risked his life in what he thought
her cause. Policy, therefore, and the curi-
ous bent of an unusual mind conjoined to
let the story keep on its way.

How it grew, how its survival was so
long possible, upon what meat of rumor,
circumstance, innuendo and assumption it
fe malke a remarkable story. Above all is
the extraordinary likeness down to minute
details between the two men—the actor-as-
<issinand ghe clergyman-actor—for Dr.

| pit, but towmard the stage. His voice was

non femanded Investigation,
when lo! a wonder of another kind was§
revealed. Not indeed the assassin, but a
man’ so marvelously like John Wilkes
Booth in body and mental traits that

e wears after his sudden death the
belif i= firmlv held in a hundred quarters
that he was Booth.

And, stranger still, the Rev. Mr. Arm- |
strong well kn s resemblance, and |
in mar vayvs i ywertly sayi 80,
allowed the beli that he indeed

was the man they thought he was. Once

THE PLOT AND ASSASSINATION.

O N the night of April 14, 1865, Presi-
" dent Lincoln attended the production
of “Our American Cousin” at Ford’s The-
ater.in Washington. Gen. Grant, who was
to attend the theater with the president,
left Washington suddenly at 6 o'clock on
the evening of the 14th “to visit his chil-
dren”. at Burlington, N. J. The ‘‘great
conspiracy,” which. according to the evi
dence afterward submitted to the military
nmission. whiest hung four of the con-
spirators and imprisoned others for life
had been hatched in Canada, ingluded in
terrible scope the killing of all the
heads of the government at Washington
President Lincoln, Viee-President Andrew
Johnson, Secretaries Seward and Stanton,
Gen. Grant and others.

An assassin had been appointed for each

its

man. and fo Booth fell the lot of killing
[.incoln Booth had free access to the
theater by al lthe entrances, having played
at the theater frequently. On the night

that he shot Lincoln, booted and spurred.
he rode to the stage entrance and called for

Edward Spangler, the stage earpenter, and
his confederates. to hold his horse
For an hour he walked 1hout the theater

nd visited an adjoining saloon on the sonth
side, calling for brandy to steady his nerves

remarkable and his personal magnetism
great. He organized amateur theatricals
among the young folk of the parish, and his
favorite plays were Shakespearian. Before
he died he went on the lecture platiorm,
and his most remarkable lectures were
“Richard 111" and “Hamlet.”

Circumstantial evidence going to prove
that he was Booth cropped up on all sides
during his life in Atlanta. Years after
the dreadful event of April 14, 1865, when
fldwin Booth, the actor, ventured to pln_v|
Luain through the South, the Rev. Dr.
Armstrong occupied a stage box in the
opera house at Atlanta, Ga.

When these two men looked into each
other’s eyes across the footlights the At-
lantans who were in the audience will tell
vou that they felt the play pause. Ldwin |
Booth stood staring from the center of the |
stage at the likeness of his brother, and |
that night he visited the Rev. Dr. Arm-
strong in a close carriage at one o’clock in
the morning.

Every time he
sought” out the doctor.

came to the town he
They were fast

friends. Kverything he could do to fur-
ther the belief in Southern minds Dr.

Armstrong did. He openly visited E:lwin‘
Booth at the Kimball Hotel, enjoying the §
significant glances which were cast upon
him.

To take the story up in its natural or-
der, then, it is necessary before passing
to the Atlanta legend and its solution by
the Herald to glance first at the appalling’
crime, which put the red seal of ‘as in-

ation on the last page of the civil v
- e — P e

ar.

and to make him feel like a hero ready to
rid the country of a tyrant. At ten min-
utes after ten he reached the doorway of the
passage leading to the president’s box.
Here he stopped, and to avoid attraction
leisurely surveyed the house.

Entering the passageway, he secured the
door by placing a bar of wood against it
and the wall, making it impossible for any
one to enter from without. There were
two doors leading into the box from the
passage, and the gox was divided by a par-
tition, one door entering each compart-
ment. The screws had been carefully re-
moved from the locks to both doors,
that they could not be fastened by any
member of the president’s party. The only
man with the doomed president was Maj.
Rathbone.

Booth, like a typical stage villaing which
was the role he was imitating, knife and
pistol in hand, turned the knob and pushed
the door slowly and silently open. The
noble head of the president rpse betore
him. a dark silhouette, framed in the glow
of the footlights beyond. The president,
unsuspicious of danger, believing in his
great and kindly heart that the rumors
which had reached his ears of the plot to
assassinate him were only idle rumors, was

absorbed in the play. Booth stepped swift-
ly _fnr\\':nvl, pressed his murderous pistol
against the curling ringlets of the noble
leader and fired. Dropping his pistol, he
sprang to the railing, erying:

“The South is avenged!”

The stage, in its glimmering light, lay
nine feet below him. The white faces of
the audience were upturned toward him
as he hovered on the edge gathering him-
gelf for the leap. Many believed that the
short, bitter crack of the revolver was a
part 0f} the play. Booth leaped into the
air. His spur caught in the folds of the
American flag which draped the front of
the president’s box, and he landed on the
boards upon his hands and knees, breaking
his leg.

As he stood upon his feet once more,
still acting tragedy, and with dagger up-
lifted. he shouted above the screams of
Mis. Lincoln, which just then rang through
the house, the motto of the State of Vir-
ginia:

“Sic semper tyrannis.”

ward the stage door, slashing viciously at
every one who appeared to block his pass-
age. He mounted his horse and galloped
away into the night, and none of his
friends in washington ever saw him again.
_ Two hours afterward the military author-
ities at Washingfon were searching for
John Wilkes Booth. They found that at
11 o’¢clock, thirty minutes after the fatal
shot had been fired, two men crossed the
Anacostia Bridge into Maryland. One gave
the name of Booth and the other Smith.
At the first the authoritieg, thought that
the man Smith might be .T4lin Surratt, but
at that time Surratt was rifing on horse-
back to Baltimore, where he took the train
to Montreal and escaped from the country.
Smith, it appears, was none other than the
boy Harold, a friend and devoted admirer
of Booth. ‘the two riders arrrived at the
house of Dr. Mudd, three miles from

.’

Brandytown, thirty miles from Washing-

A»Unmindful'nf his broken leg, he ran to-

THE HUNT AND THE

ELF‘\'EN days elapsed, during which
timeghe country was furious Im its
yrest of the murderer.
t felt keenly the dis-
grace which would attach to it if the assas-
The country was full

the
partm

demands fi
| The war

sin were nit caught. |
of fleeing Then.
the conspiracy,

war ‘department at the
the principal actor in the
summating his dread deed.

diers, returning to
deavoring to escape capture.
war department authorities
low the trail which led across the bridge

given the name of Booth to the sentine
as a decoy. They thought Booth was mak

ington. and that Harold, his companion
had been taken alive.

The body, it was pointed out by
who believed the
titv of the assassin and Dr.
sewed securely in an army blanket,
removed by the government to the r
yard at hington, and secretly bur
The pubMe and the fri f
man weresnot allowed to see him.

Armstrong
w

in_ an advanced state of decomposition

Booth at the time of the

Many were members of
who had assisted in cutting
the thirty felegraph wires leadipg from the
men very moment that
tragedy was con-

Many were disbanded Confederate sol-
3 their homes, and en-

At first the
refused to fol-

because they thought that some one had |2
y 1 | fore.

ing for Canada, and turned their attention

those
tale concerning the iden-

friends of the dead
It was
reported in explanation that the body was

il\‘sil-".\'i“ll'l(‘ll \\'”I'Q:
a mustache, and the official description of
him stated that he had no “no beard and

ton. It took them six hours to cover the
distance. s o

CAPTURE.

noyappearance of a beard,” and Booth was
but 27 years old at the time. “Yet in de-
scribing the body of the man brought back
by the government they say the mewspa-
pers of April 28, 1865, declared that ‘his
mustache had been cut with seissors and
his beard allowed to grow, changing his
appearance considerably. His hair had been
cut somewhat shorter than he usually wore
it

It would seem, they argue, that the body
was considerably changed in eleven days,
so that it became mecessary for the gov-
ernment to identify it" by means of one
of its own surgeons, Dr. May, of Washing-
ton. He identified the body as that of John
Wilkes Booth by a scar upon the neck,
which he recognized as the scar made by
his knife in removing a tumor from the
actor ’s meck some two or three years be-

g e

e

From the time Booth left Dr.
house until he was brought back to the
navy vard at Washington no one who knew

in that direction. But on April 25 the [}im ‘according to the record of the war
country was overjoyed to hear that John | department. saw him. Boston Corbett, the
Wilkes Booth had been shot at (tarrett’s | sergeant who disobeyed orders and shot
farm, seventy-five miles south ~of Wash-|the man in the barn, was never punished

.| for his grave offense against military dis-
cipline. Not a single member of Lieut.
Dougherty’s squad of twenty-six men who
assisted in the capture had ever known
Booth in life. Upon the body was found a
draft on a Canadian bank drawn to the
order of J. Wilkes Booth; but it is also
la fact that a similar draft was found in
the Kirkwood Hotel, in” the room which
was occupied by Atzeroth, uie man who
was assigned to murder An frew Johnson,
and whose courage failed him at the erit-

ical moment. * - !
had been in habit of

Booth, it seems, h hab
handling the money furnisned by his fellow

conspirators in Canada, and upon him fell |
the task of securing and paying the men |
who were to be his assistants. All of
Booth’s effects, his diary and letters were
isecured by the government in Washington
to do with it as it chose. And nowhere
*in the record of the trial which eccurred
atterward do we find the man Harold stat-
ing that his companion who had been shot
in the barn was J. Wilkes Booth, the
actor

_All these things taken together have
caused the persons who came in contact
with Dr. Armstrong to be sceptical as to
whether John Wilkes Booth had ever been
captured. 1If, they argue, it was such a
simple matter for John Surratt to ride to
freedom into the very heart of the North,

why could not Booth, who was the bramns

|

Mudd’s

and the heart and soul of the conspiracy,
have done the same?

1t is not surprising, therefore, that the
residents of Baltimore Block, where Dr.
Armstrong lived, believed that they were
harboring J. Wilkes Booth in their midst,
and jealously guarded the secret. Among
those who used live there who have recent-
ly moved to New York are Mrs.
Reeves, of No. Morningside -avenue;
Mrs. W. C. Lawrence, No. 117 West
Hundred and Seventeenth street; and
Chase, daughter of Judge Stro the
som friend of Dr. Armstrong, now dead.
Although their evideace is all purely cir-
cumstantial, there is no questioning their
belief in the dentity of the Rev Dr.
Armstrong, for the.\' are still under the

spell of his wondertul personality
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MRS. M. A. REEVES’ STORY.

O N the night that Lincoln was shot,s' Aq T look hack on it. it seems to me that |
April 14, 1865, | was in W uahln?'lnn my father, like many other gentlemen o
with my father, at the National Hotel. that time who were strone Sonthern sym-
was then a little girl, about 14 years old. My |, {hizers mav have heen working for
father was there in company with a man the South and may have been rmumct,('dl
named Thompson, a lobbyist. The first|(iil, the first plan of the conspirators to
that I heard of the trouble was in the af: |, duct the heads of the national govern-
ternoon, about 4 o'clock. Thompson came |, ont: but T am sure. judging from the
to my father's room, and said:— warnings of Mr. Thompgon to my father
“Those fellows are all down at the sa- |4, keep off the street or he would be shot [}
loon. They are crazy drunk, and well |}, the'drunken ruffians jn the tavern. that
guarded. ~ 'he had refused to have anything to dor
was out about an hour ago,” said fa- (ith the conspiracy when it proposed to
ther, “and met two or three of the gang tike life.
on the w:_ to the saloon.” 1 As no one was allowed to leave Washing-
“Keep oso of «ze way,” Thompsondre-{ ton without a pass from the war depart-
plied, “for they would sgtet you at th®| nent. it was three davs before my father
drop of the hat. Johnny Mrratt has sent| was able to come to New York., We left
home to his mother for a gun.” onr baggage behind us, and sent for if,
“Rash boy!” said my father. *“He is|after the excitement aws‘over.
going to get that unfortunate woman into
trouble.” A NEW JOHN WILKES BOOTH.

he res ec 7ersd is indistinet| . :
| rest of the conversation is indistin t | he next thing that I remember was in
in my mind, but I remember that promi-

nent names were mentioned, such as *“An-| Camden, N. J., f”_l" yhats later, at a hnt‘el
dy” Johnson, McClellan, Grant and Gen. | there. During dinner father engaged
Rosecrans. | conversation with a gentleman whom ho“
\bout 6 o’clock in_ fhe evening father| knew, from the South. I heard the con-
ind T went out on Pennsylvania avenue. | vopsation.
\\," went almost to the steps of the capi “Well,” said the Southerner, *“I under-
tol, where father met several gentlemen.| .+ .4 Booth is flourishing in Paris.”
He joined them and they took him aside | ™ ) qeed!” replied my father. “Who told
and talked with him in low tomes excited- |\ . that?"
ly, while 1 stood on the outskirts. One “My brother Gilbert, the actor, talked
of the gentlemen, noticing me, said to my | \jth him there; and you know Gilbert is
father, loud enough for me to hear:— | not given to fairy tales.”
“You's better take the child and go “Well”* said father, “Booth better be
home.” careful or he will be marched back.”
Father and I returned to the hotel, and “No, he won't. His friends are pow-
after dinner he and 1 went to our room | apfyl.” i
and*father told me in a very earnest man- Then they laughed, and called attention
ner not to leave the room, no matter what| {5 the extradition laws which existed in
happened. He seemed so earnest that be| the United States, which it seemed to them
frightened me by his manner. Child though | were fashioned to return a horse thief, but
T was, 1 felt that something dreadful was| yot a political murderer.
going to happen, and though 1 went to bed In the meantime, as time went on, my
I did not go to sleep. Some time in the | father died and I married and moved South
early night, after ten o'clock, there came | \vith my family, ten years ago, to Atlanta,
a dreadiul knock on the door and Mr.|Ga. We were Episcopalians and attended
Thompson rushed in, exclaiming to my fa-| St. Philip’s church. Among the church
ther in a horrified voice: people who called to make us feel at home ||
“Mv (GGod, they have done it! in our new surroundings was Mrs. Arm-
“What have they done?”’ asked my fa- Fstrong, the widow of the Rev. James G. |
ther. ; Armstrong, who had died two or three
“They've shot Lincoln.” years before. She was a very pleasant
“My Ciod, they've shot the wrong man!” ¥ woman, about 50 years old. When I re-
said father, . turned her call, some days later, and was
“Poor. Abe! Poor Abe!” they both said ushered into her parlor, I was th‘\!ndgl'-
together . | struck to see upon an easel a life-size
“What velse have they done?” asked | crayon of J. Wilkes Booth. He was dressed
father. ) | in a long black ecelesiastical frock coat and
“They've killed Seward, too, and the fool | wore a white collar around his neck after
who shot Lincoln was so drunk that he | the fashion of that time, Mrs, ;X_rmstr:)gg
has broken his leg.” = entered and found me looking wild-eyed at
“How did he do it? | thatpigture <
“He hasn't had a mouthful all day, M bt 48 B ok o ol 7
g i b RV icRor and ‘Where did" you get thls,plg-tum. I ex-
and they had to fill him with lq -claimed, greatly excited. ‘““I'his is the last
m.«.l'\«_- him do- it; and he ff‘l‘!.' it Siace il Ahe fvorld where I expected torfind
..”“'” they've got him, ""? 'm_\. "3 a portrait of Ji vvilkes Booth.”
L7 they haven't, “rszi they r.\\lnn - She Jaughed@ather nervously, I thought,
How can he escape?’ said father. |and said, with®@ip looking at me:
| “So many have made that same mis-

|
|
i

”

“That's all right. Everything is pre-
i pared all along .the line, and omce he [{4 . ¢
rosses Harper's Ferry he's safe.” | ragt . Y] p
CTOSSe ]_‘ R Clrant 2 Mistake? Mistake?” I said.
Fde RS 1 Yea-—lo \."“""\: g ! *“Yes, for that is a picture of my hus-
Y CoN ”:',’ 'J'T,‘.i. m'ri ‘.'“l o3 ,‘A'[ ol band, the Rev. Mr. Armstrong, as he ap-
How was that?"’ said father. 10ughit ) peared when a young man.”

[ he was going to the theater with him.’ Qi o 3 ! s A i
W es he VB to:. hut Beetaeh minitea hm\:l].” looking at the picture, I shook my

before the time he sent a telegram that |
he was called to New York.”

“Somebndy will have to pay for this,”
said my father, |

“Oh, don’t yon worry,” said Mr.
Thompson.  “Thpy’re in hot pursuit and|
theyv will bring a dummv back.” |

“What do yvou mean by a dummy?”’ |

“T mean they won’t get him, but a dead
bodv will come back.”

“What has become of Surratt?”’ asked
my father.

“He is not far, and I'm afraid they’ll
get him hefore morning.”

“And that poor woman! They’ll make
her swing for it.”

“Yes, and Garfield will do it,” said Mr,

“Did you know him?” she asked, sadly.
“Yes, I saw him often in Washingtos,
and my father knew him and loved him.” }
“Dear, dear,” she said, sighing. “This

is such a small world, after all.”

In a few moments the door opened and
a4.young woman of about 24 years of age
came into the room. She had dark brown
hair and big, blue gray eyes, and I was
struck with her remarkable resemblance to
the Booth family. She looked and acted
and talked in every way like a Booth. She
was Mrs. Armstrong’s only daughter, Mrs.
Glenn.

Mrs. Armstrong repeated to her daugh-
ter mg exclamation about the picture.

g “Oh!” exclaimed the daughter, clasping
Thompson. her hands and looking at me  with a bright,

Their manner of talk was so teénse and eager, anxious expression. “Did you take
sn vehement. and their words so strange, him for J. Wilkes Booth? That man 'ig
that T sat bolt upricht in the next room| . ='ideal.” Did )'Ol.J know higad%
and began tn soh aloud. and my father, nodded. X

hn;n-iv_w me. left his companion and came ‘Voa ré the sedohd onp T°have spoken
to quiet me. He questioned me as to what || 1, who knew him. and they all spealk ‘so
T had heard. put his head on the nillow Kindly: of him “'w‘ai verysghe.”

until T went to sleep. and then ]r‘.ft me.” “Oh. if m\,' f;l(/hcl‘.Wf‘l;i"y‘;l]i\';' now, % &
The next mornine when T woke it was said. Naturally my interest was aroused,
to hear fhe hoofhents of the horses onfl] 54T determined to find out who the Rew,
{the cohblectone pavement up ‘and downll My Armstrong whs. 1 talked with Judge
Pennsylvanis avenue. The eries of the Strong, who had lived in Atlanta, (ia., all
people and the noise in the street broughtl Fhis Tife, and was best fitted to  tell e,
the scere of the last nicht back'to. mefl| At first he would say nothing, putting me/
very vividlv, and thoumh'T did not realizef| fSwith 41 ety & .
what had happened. Ffremember 1 kept 0 wy e remark:
saving over to myself while T wag dress-
mg:

‘:"l')nl-_\-'\-:- killed him! They’'ve kil
him!"” '

Before we went down te. breakfad
remember my father  eame. to me.t
Hooking into myv eves, mate me pr
that T would never ftell a soul or
my mother or sister what T had heard the
might hefore® Tle sdid that if I ever
bregthed a word of it to any one I would
loge my father. And I never have forgot-
teh hig words, and T have never said any-
cthing about. this until this moment. and
even now &will not tell who my th(-rJ
was, !

ou know, Mrs. Recves, that
Southerners have our little secrets.”

ARMSTRONG'S ADVENT 1.« ANTA.

But when he found that my father was
a@ Southermer, and had done so much in
horses and money for the South during
the war, he talked more freely.

“You know,” he said, “the Rev. Mr.
Armstrong wasgmo meve fitted-to be in bhe
pulpitethan I am. He came to us about
| nine years ago from Richmond, Va., bring-
{ing with him his wife and daughter. We
needed a pastor in the churcn, and he
preached a trial sermon, .No one knew
who he was or where he game from, but
the sermon was magnificeht. The man’s
 wonderful personal magnetism - chiarmed
us all. From the moment he opened bhis
mouth until the close of the service he
held us spellbound. We. secured “him and
he preached-in,the church for many years.

“The first thing he did was to get®™up
Shakespearean classes and amateur theat-
ricals among the young folks. It wass dur-
ing a rehearsal of the first of these per-
formances that I had my suspicions
aroused. I went to the rehearsal and
heard the Rev. Mr. Armstrong instructing
a young man in his part. The minister be-
came an anctor for the boy and showed him
how to put fire inte his lines. The mo-
ment he opened his mouth and strode upon
that stage, with the cumous lgup. which
he always had, 1 fuc\v that J.""Wilkes
Booth was before us.”

1t seems that the Rev. Mr. Armstrong’s
life was not altogether- a peaceful one.
About two years after he took charge of
the flock he mysteriously disappeared irom
Atlanta and was gone two weeks. When
he came back he was haggard and worn,
as if from the effects of dissipation. But
his term, of repentance lasted only six
months. At the end of that time he again
disappeared, but was later seen by a mem-
ber of his church in Charleston, 8. C,
When he came back to Atlanta he was
tried by his bishops for conduct unbecom-
ing a clergyman. During the course of the
trial one of the bishops asked him, point

lank:

“Are you, or are you not, J. Wilkes
Booth ?”

The eclergyman showed no signs of em-
barrassment, but looking his questioner
straight in the eye, calmly replied:

am not being tried as J. Wilkes
Booth; 1 am being tried as the Rev. James
Armstrong.”

This did not satisfy the bishop, and he
pressed the question further, whereupon
the dominie refused either to deny or af-
i firm it. The findings at the trial did not
favor Mr. Armstrong.
|  Another significant incident which still
| further went to confirm my suspicions was
that Edwin Booth, the actor, brother of
J. Wilkes Booth, visited the Rev. Mr.
Armstrong on the first occasion, and on
every occaxion, that he played in Atlanta,
Ga., or vicinity. The actor, after the cur-
tain had fallen, would drive to the rectory
in a closed carriage, arriving there at 12
or 1 o’clock at night. He would remain
closeted with the minister when all the
house was asleep, and return to his hotel
as ‘quietly. and, some said, as stealthily
as he caem
| These facts in Mr. Armstrong’s career
were told me by Judge Strong and others
I afterward learned a great deal from Mrs
Armstrong. She said that one day, while
she and her husband were on a train com:
ing from Chattanooga, Tenn., a strangel
passed and repassed in the aisle, looking
intently at her husband as if he knew him
Finally the stranger put his hand on her
husband’s arm and exclaimed:

“Why, Wilkes Booth, can it be possi-
ble that this is you? She heard her hus-

band say, “Hush!” and then, rising, add:

“You are mistaken, sir; I am the Rev
Mr. Armstrong. This is my card. I will
be glad to see vou at any time.”

The stranger took *he card and passed
|down the”ansle, and Mrs. Armstrong said
|that when her husband sat down he was
trembling violently. That was the first
time that she had her suspicions aroused as
to the identity of her husband. When

about it, but he would give her no satis-
faction. She herself told the bishop of
the occurrence, which was why he asked
the question at the tmal later. Indeed, it
was said that after he had left the church
Dr. Armstrong in a moment of excite-
ment had said:

“Never forget that you have Wilkes
Beoth for husband, and Lincoln’s blood is
still on his hands.”

Whatever truth or imagination there
may have been in this story, it is certain
that ‘mother and daughter remained loyal
to the man they loved.

thle 1 was in Atlanta, I became very

{J

fri I:& with the daughter. She seemed
jto e a fancy to me because I had
ccognized J. Wilkes Booth in  her father’s
icture. She often asked me about his
areer in Washington and what people
aid about him. Col. Glenn, her husband,
as @ lawyer, and at the time T speak of
L t hecome involved in some legal
0 His wife, greatly exercised, fled
for comfort in her trouble. She
§ Rysterical and so much excited that
ad lost control of herself. After I
ard Judge Strong’s story and knew
ughi*about it, T determined to find out
T ‘could from the daughter. T asked
tell me the truth, Then it was that

roke down. . -

she got home she was continually asking .
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“What qu @2 she eried, “Thera
is nothing 1n this world for me but sor-
row. T don't know who my father is, exe

cept what he told me that dreadful pight.

I can never forget it. You say that he is
i Booth and others say sogtoo. And
he ﬁ;i‘l thing my husban®gasts into
o, hen we Siiighpiionst be

B — W
o 1

frue. My only happiness in thig world |
now lies in leading the same .ue that he
lived—I mean that 1 must go upon the
stage t6 suppart mvself. My little girl
will be safe here, for mother 1s more of a
mother to her than I am.”

About three months after that she came
to New York, -where she studied to go
upon the stage. She had a beautiful voice
and was a thorough musician. L do not

——————————————

know what her stage name was nor wh:llt
played in New York. She was only
: when she died. *As

she
on. the stage a year g .
(f:ir us‘l know Mrs. Armstrong 18 still h\;-
ing in Atlanta, Ga., with hw\: grand-
danghter. 1 believe thate the |‘u'\'. Mr.
Armstrong is, or was, J. Wilkes lmnll‘h.htl])g
1 1 “of . incoln, and there
murderer of Abraham Lincoln,

are many people in Atlanta, Ga., who hold

the same, belief.

MRS. LAWRENCE BELIEVED IT.

I LIVED in Baltimore Block, Atlanta,

(ia., for a number of years and was
intimately acquainted with the Rev. Dr.
James Glasgow Armstrong and his family.
In faet, his daughter, Miss Miriam Arm-
strong, afterward Mrs. Glenn, was my
most intimate girl friend in he South. I
believe that Dr. Armstrong was .John
Wilkes Booth. Why, everybody in Balti-
more Block believed it, too. 3

My father was Gen. M. J. Collier. He,
you will remember, was famous for hav-
ing led the Morgan raid. 1 was a little
girl when President Lincoln was assassi-
nated, but little as T was, T remember
that there was a great deal of doubt In
the minds of my father’s friends, who
were Union officers, as to whether the

overnment had really captured Booth. I
requently heard my father ask:

“I wonder if that really was Booth?”

One day 1 asked father as to what I
should say if anybody asked me whether
Booth had really been captured and killed
in Garrett’s barn. He shook his finger
at me and replied:

“If they ask wou, daughter, you tell
them that you -don’t know.”

Consequently, when I moved to Balti-
more Black and saw Dr. Armstrong T
was not at all surprised. My own first
suspicions, it seemed to me, were further
confirmed by the curious talk which went
toand fro and up and down Baltimore
Block. T 'lived with Judge Strong and
his family. At that time his house was
a sort of an apartment house or bhoarding
house, and we all met around the table
in the evenmings.

The Southerners were very slow about
expressing their belief in the identity of
Armstrong before me, because I came from
Cincinnati, O., and was considered a
Northerner. They guarded the secret care
fully. One day at the supper table, in
the course of the conversation, I asked
of the entire room whether it was true.
Needless to say, T got no direet reply. But
I noticed a significant look passing from
one to the other, which was more con
vincing to my mind than any réply could
have been.

Dr.. Armstrong was of the same height
and build and temperament as 'the infa-
mous actor. He walked with a dimp, and
there was a scar upon his neck three

inches below the left ear, which nobody
knew about until he was dead. Only ong.|
woman knew of the scar, and that wis
his own wife. She did not know of
until alter she married him,

When she did learn of it it made such
a terrible impression upon her mind that
it marked her child, for in the same spot
on Miss Miriam’s neck appeared a dupli
cate of her father’s mark. 1 have often
seen that mark on Mrs. Glenn’s neck, and
on account of it she never wore a low-
necked dress, except with a band of dark
plush or something around her throat.
After Dr. Armstrong died and the dupli
cate mark was discovered upom him we all
understood how the daughtér came by it

I do not believe that Mrs. Armstrong
knows where her husband came from ov
who he was. I know that when I asked
her she did not know. also know that
Miriam believed her father to be John
Wilkes Booth, because she was afraid to,
come North and go upon the stage for fear
that it would be found out,cand that she
would be made to suffer. When she did
finally leave home she went upon the stage
under another name. For her sake, 1 will
not tell what her stage name was. She
married her husband to please her father.
C'ol. Glenn was a remarkably brilliant man.
His one failing was a fondness for opium
Dr. Armstrong was given to drinking
brandy, but he became familiar with the
effects of opium through association with
his son-in-law.

Col. Glenn died in a sanitarium, it said,
from opium poisoning, and Dr. Armstrong
died on the sofa in his study at Baltimore
Block from an overdose of morphine. Ilis
daughter was about to make her debut on
the stage at Washington, D. C., when she
received a telegram which made her hasten
to her fathers bedside. He was dead |
when she arrived. {

inere are a great many things, signifi
cant things, which happened when the |
Rev. Mr. Armstrong was laboring under
the excitement produced by stimulants,
such as confessions of his real identity,
which make me positive in my statement
that the rector was John Wilkes Booth
In my mind there is no doubt. He rather
led us to believe he was the actor and he
appeared to like the air of mystery which

surrounded him.

JUDGE STRONG’S INUVESTIGATION.

DO not believe the story at all, and I
think that my father did not believe

it either. Dr. Armstrong was a wondérful
man. in many respects, and we all loved

him down at Atlanta. His wife and daugh- |

ter were very lovely people and moved in
the best society. Naturally, a man like
Dr. Armstrong, in public view continually,
would make a number of enemies, and they
would start, if they could, such a dreadful
rumor. 1 know that many people did say
that he was John Wilkes Booth, and noth-
ing that his friends could do would pre-
vent them from intimating it.

The rumors become so loud at one time

ithat my father, Judge Strong, instituted
| an investigation into Dr. Armstrong's
i record, and I feel sure that when he got
through he believed Dr. Armstrong to be
what he represented himself. Ie never
| mentioned to me the result of his investiga-
tions, but 1 am sure if he had found Dr.
Armstrong to be John Wilkes Booth "he
would have quietly withdrawn our family
from sintercourse with his, although he
would never have told a living soul. But
our families after the investigations re-
| mained on the same friendly footing as be-
fore. Through it all my father remained
his friend.

ARMSTRONG’S TRUE HISTORY.

WIH- N Dr. Armstrong died a record
of his life was made public. Ac-
cording to it he was born at Ballymena,
Ireland, on July 24, 1828, and was educated
at Queen’s College, Belfast, under the di-
rection of his uncle, the famous James
Glasgow, D. D., after whom he was named.
He came to America in 1856 and prepared
for the Presbyterian ministry in 1857 and
1858 at Xenia College, Ohio. His first
charge was at Sidney, O., where he mar-
ried Miss Alma Hitchcock. She is still liv-
ing in Atlanta, Ga. " i

From Sidney he moved to St. Louis in
1863, where he had trouble with the Pres-
byterian church and resigned to become an
Episcopal minister. He attended St.
Paul’s Episcopal College and worked his
way through as instructor in Hebrew and
metaphysics in 1870, and wns.nrd.um:d as
an Episcopal minister by Bishop ©. F.
Robertson at St. Paul’s church, Palmyra,
Mo., in 1871. 3

From Palmyra he moved to Hannibal,
Mo., in 1871 to 1874; then to Wheeeling,
W. Va., from 1874 to 1878; then to Rich-
mond, Va., from 1878 to 1884; then to At-
lanta, Ga., from 1884 to 1888, where he
again had trouble with his_hbishops. He
gave up the ministry and Jeetured from
1888 until 1891, when he died suddenly.

Tt is necessary to prove Mis career only
prior to 1865, the year in which Lincoln
was killed, to show that Dr. Armstrong
was affecting a pose in permitting the ru-
mors about him to be circulated. And a
telegram to any one of the places men-
tioned in the above history would be suf-
ficient. The following comes from the
Rev. Dr. William G. Moorehead, president
of Xenia College, where Dr. Armstrong,
according to his l'l’(“nrf!. PT(‘DaI‘L‘_d for the
Preshyterian ministry in 1857, eight years
hefofe Lincoln died. Dr. Moorehead knew
I)r. Armstrong in IR??, and speaks of his
esemblance to Booth:

! “i find in the records here,” he says,
“that James G, Armstrong was a native

of Ireland, born at Ballymena ir 1828; that
he graduated from Queen’s College, Bel-
fast; studied theology in the Xema Theo-
logi Seminary; was licensed to preach
in ); settled at Sidney, O., in 1859; re-
moved to St. Louis in 1863, and was after
ward conmnected with the Protestant Iipis-
copal church and settled at Wheeling, W.
Va. He wus rector of one or more |
churches in the South, the last being at
Atlanta, Ga., I think, where he died some |
years ago. He married in Sidney, O. He
was somewhat lame, walked with a cane,
but had a wery handsome and attractive
face. He 8o closely resemhbled Wilkes
Booth that*he was actually mistaken for
the actor, amd one or more papers of the
country-seme_ years ago coffounded him
with Boothe He was gifted as an orator,
clear and keen of intellect, but erratic and
opinionated, as I knew him in 1862. What-
ever became of his family I do not know.”
From Sidney, O., comes the following:
“The Rev. James G. Armstrong married
iss Alma Hitcheock at Sidney, O., in
3. He died in Atlanta, (Ga., in 1891. |
His wife is a sister of A. B. C. Hitchcock,
a _prominent citizen of Sidney. The Rev.
Mr. -_..ostrong was stationed in Spring-
field, O., for a while, and is remembered
by the older ministers. From here he was
called to Hannibal, Mo., and from there
to St. Louis. Later he received a call
from .itlanta, Ga., where he died sudden-
ly. His widow now lives in Atlanta with
her' granddaughter, Alma Glenn, their
only daughter, Mrs. William Glenn, and |
husband, having died several years ago.”
All of which proves conclusively that the
. Dr. Armstrong lived in the western
part of* Ohio at the same time that J.
wilkes Booth was living at Baltimore and
Washington. There is, therefore, only one
supposition remaining, and that is that
the Rev. Dr. James &lasgow Armstrong
was the Rev. Dr. James Glasgow Arm-
strong and not J. Wilkes Booth, the as-

sassin of President Abraham Lincoln,
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