Winter Quarters of ‘‘Booth,”’ 1938.
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Historians of the old school
allege that John Wilkes Booth
was killed in Garrett’s barn in
Virginia on April 26, 1865,
twelve days after he assassi-

nated Lincoln. Partisans of
John have another version.
They say that Booth escaped
from Garrett’s barn and lived
in Texas and Oklahoma under
the names of Ney, St. Helen,
Ryan and George—principally
under the name of St. Helen.
The Texas-Oklahoma Booth
committed suicide by arsenic
at Enid, Oklahoma, on Jan-
uary 13, 1903. Forty pounds
of affidavits say that this man
was the genuine John Wilkes
Booth. At any rate, John, in a
magnificent state of preserva-
tion, has had an interesting
professional life since 1903.
The postmortem career of
this John Wilkes Booth,
whether he belongs to history
or folklore, has been marked
by almost continual failure
and disaster. He has scattered
ill-luck around almost as freely
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REDUCED FACSIMILE OF POSTER

OHN WILKES BOOTH—or “John,” as he is

generally called in outdoor amusement circles—

had his first prosperous season last year since
1864. He earned $20,000 in the year before he killed
Lincoln. How much he made last year is a trade
secret, but it ran well into four figures.

Historians have raised quibbles as to whether John
is the authentic John Wilkes Booth; at any rate, he is
the authentic John Wilkes Booth of the street fairs
and midways. John is not a member of Equity or the
Actors’ Guild because of the technicality that he is
no longer living. He is America’s leading mummy.

ARTMENT.
1SSUED BY THE WAR DEPAR

as Tutankhamen is supposed
to have done. Nearly every
showman who exhibited John
has been ruined. Eight people
were killed in 1920 in the
wreck of a ecircus train on
which John was traveling. Bill Evans, the wealthy
Carnival King of the Southwest, who exhibited
the mummy for years, was ruined finanecially; he
died in 1933, shot in a Chicago holdup.

Finis L. Bates,a Memphislawyer and original spon-
sor of John, died in 1923 after suffering much ridicule
because of a book he wrote on John. The Rev. Dr.
Clarence True Wilson, one of the great leaders of
the prohibition movement, was an enthusiastic
champion of John; he experienced no ill effects,
however, except that his heart was nearly broken by
repeal.
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ay
the House Closed, the Owner Aw

John has had a strange knockabout existence. Heo
has been bought and sold, leased, held under bond,
kidnaped and seized for debt; has been repeatedly
chased out of town by local authorities for not hav-
ing a license or for violating other ordinances; has
been threatened with hanging by indignant G. A. R
veterans. Up until 1937 he has been a consistent
money loser.

John’s present owner is John Harkin, of Wheat
field, Indiana, formerly the chief tattooed man of the
Wallace-Hagenbeck circus. Harkin made a fortune
in the circus and carnival business, invested it in
Chicago residential property and retired. But six
years ago he saw the mummy, was fascinated by it
and bought it for $5000. John appealed strongly to
Harkin because Harkin is a rugged individualist in
his interpretation of history; he holds, for example,
that Napoleon escaped after the Battle of Waterloo
and that a dummy made up to resemble him was
sent to St. Helena.

The Villain of the Piece

FTER making the purchase, Mr. and Mrs.
Harkin set out in a battered exhibition truck
which can be converted into a small amusement pal-
ace. They traveled economically. At night they slept
on bunks on either side of the truck; John, who was
considered practically a member of the family, had a
berth on the floor between them.

Now and then they had streaks of luck. They
struck it richest at Shawano, Wisconsin, which is
near the Menominee Indian Reservation. The Indians
came in droves.

Mr. Harkin made inquiries and learned that, sev-
eral years before, a white schoolteacher on the reser-
vation had stated that the assassin of Lincoln was an
Indian. The chief of the Menominee was so happy
to discover that John was a Caucasian that he
ordered the entire tribe to attend the show. But
Shawano was a great exception. In Springfield, Mis-
souri, for example, John played an entire week to
twenty-five cents.

In the meantime everything went wrong with
Harkin’s Chicago property. Negroes moved into the
block and Harkin’s tenants moved out. John was
seized by the former owner because the last install-
ment had not been paid. Harkin sold his real estate



for $300 above the mortgage in order to raise money
to recover the mummy.

If, as Charles Evans Hughes has said, truth is to
be found even in affidavits, John must be what he
purports to be. When the exhibition truck is packed
for traveling, there is hardly room for the three occu-
pants, so much space is taken up by affidavits.
Harkin complains that he is up to his neck in sworn
statements all the time. These documents have even
silenced college professors, who inclined to the re-
actionary view that John Wilkes Booth was killed in
1865.

Anyway, these affidavits have convinced Harkin.
During all exhibitions he flaunts a banner which
reads, $1000 RewArp 10 ANYONE WHO CAN PrOVE
TaAT THIs 18 Notr JouNn WiLkes Boorn. That re-
ward, according to the showman, has never even
been claimed.
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So confident is the showman of the justice of his
cause that, even when flat broke, he has continued
to hurl his $1000 challenge at the public. He has
been reduced to trading the colored electric bulbs
which illuminate John at night shows for gasoline
to get to the next town; but even in this extrem-
ity, he has maintained the $1000 challenge. He has
been so impoverished that, in order to eat, he has
been forced to go to the hospitable Rio Grande Val-
ley, where the farmers give you all the vegetables you
want for nothing; even in this emergency he has con-
tinued to throw down his $1000 gage to the scholar-
ship of America.

The spell of adversity which pursued John for
many years wasreversed last season, when the Harkins
hecame connected with the Jay Gould Million-Dollar
Show which toured Minnesota and South Dakota.

THE SATURDAY EVENING POST

The Jay Gould troupe consisted of Mr. Gould and
Mrs. Gould, their four daughters, four sons and three
daughters-in-law, plus a trained elephant, trained
dogs and ponies and a collection of midgets. Always
on the lookout for a good cultural attraction, Jay
Gould annexed the John Wilkes Booth outfit last
year. He made it pay. He is the first showman who
had the genius to operate a modern American mummy
successfully. After the million-dollar performance is
completed, Gould steps to the loud-speaker, delivers
a lecture on John, and crowds swarm to see him.
Before Gould took general supervision over the at-
traction, its worst enemies were skeptics who would
look at John and jeeringly exclaim ‘“Wax!” Mr.
and Mrs. Harkin tremble with indignation at the
mere mention of wax. Their $5000 historical and edu-
cational item has for years been up against the unfair
competition of wax outlaws and heroes. Jay Gould
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solved this problem immediately. His first move on
hitting a new town is to summon the undertakers,
admit them free of charge and send them away rav-
ing. Even after decades of rough carnival and side-
show life, John is a masterpiece compared to the
Pharaohs in the museums. He is as tough and leath-
ery as a tackling dummy. One reason for this is that
the Enid undertaker used arsenic in embalming the
body. This is said to be the best preservative, but in
recent years its use has generally been forbidden, be-
cause it may be employed to destroy the evidence in
cases where murder has been perpetrated by arsenic.
The fact that the suicide was by arsenic is said to
have been an additional factor in preserving this
mummy.

Although the ery of “wax’” was a business killer,
other criticisms of John have been helpful. Educators
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who come to show off their learning at the mummy’s
expense are the show’s best advertisements. John

- thrives on controversy of this nature. A hot argument

about his historical authenticity always brings in a
good house.

“There’s nobody,” said Harkin, ‘‘that we welcome
so much as one of these half-wise schoolteachers.”

Another reason for the mummy’s big season in
1937 was the volume of newspaper controversy over
the assassination of Lincoln. The subject was opened
upon a large scale by Otto Eisenschiml’s book, Why
Was Lincoln Murdered ? This author produced a vast
amount of material suggesting that Secretary of War
Stanton was the ringleader of a plot to kill Lincoln
and that Stanton arranged to facilitate the escape of
Booth. The Eisenschiml volume makes it appear
plausible that Booth might have lived for many
years after 1865. Another historical volume published
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John Wilkes Booth,
Greatest Romeo
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Below—This Man
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in 190 33 t he
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Discovered It

last year which may promote John’s future career is
This One Mad Act, by Izola Forrester, a grand-
daughter of John Wilkes Booth, who presents evi-
dence that members of her family were in personal
contact with the assassin for a generation after 1865.
Izola Forrester, however, is not impressed with the
theory that the late St. Helen-Ney-Ryan-George,
now known as John, was her grandfather.

Finis L. Bates, of Memphis, did more than any-
body else to make John famous, but he also did
more than anybody else to discredit him. Bates was
a twenty-one-year-old lawyer in Granbury, Texas,
in 1872. He represented his fellow townsman, John
St. Helen, in an excise case. The two men became
close friends. John St. Helen fell ill. On what he
apparently thought was his deathbed, St. Helen
called Bates and (Continued on Page 34)
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“INGRAM'S IS AS COOL AS A SPANKING
BREEZE—AND JUST AS INVIGORATING!""

“THAT'S THE AS-
TRINGENT IN IT,
MY DEAR! IT
HELPS KEEP
YOUR SKIN
FIRM, FIT,
YOUTHFUL."”

“THOSE INGRAM'S PEOPLE THINK OF EVERY-
THING—EVEN TO THE SKIN-TONING LOTION!"

“I HATE TO FLAT-
TER—BUT YOUR
FACE LOOKS
YOUNGER, HAS
MORE COLOR
SINCE YOU USE

INGRAM'S."

“THANKS! I'M ROOTING FOR INGRAM'S
—FACETONIC AND LOTIONALL INONE!"

“YOU MEN AL-
WAYS WIN.,
IMAGINE START-
ING YOUR DAYS
OFF WITH A
SKIN-COMFORT-
ING FACIAL AND
MASSAGE!"

HAT downright comfort—what

soothing shaves...economical
Ingram’s delivers. Ingram’s is eco-
nomical because it’s concenirated.The
smallest morsel on your wet brush
billows up into cloudbanks of luxu-
rious lather that your blade mows
through, without sting or tug.

But it’s the bracing, refreshing KICK
in Ingram’s that makes the big, face-
soothing difference. For Ingram’s is
the triple treat formula—shaving
cream, face lotion and tonic in one.
Try Ingram’s. You'll enjoy the KICK,
the bracing LIFT,of an Ingram’s shave.

L

INGRAN'S
SHAWEAM

A little goes @ longer way
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(Continued from Page 32)

the warden down with the first blow,
and while the warden was lying uncon-
scious on the floor Phillips kicked him
in the face and head with his heavy
shoes, breaking his nose and severely
injuring him otherwise. I was about
eighteen feet from Phillips when this
attack took place, and I was too
shocked to move. If this was the signal
for a general uprising, it missed fire.
For, in less time than it takes to tell it,
the guards were upon Phillips, beating
him with blackjacks. They did a thor-
ough job of it, and Phillips and the
warden both were then lying uncon-
scious on the floor.

The prisoners milled about in con-
fusion and uproar and, at that instant,
the outside guard broke out the window
glass and stuck his machine gun into
the room. The prisoners, screaming,
broke out of line and seurried to cover
under tables and chairs. “For God’s
sake, don’t shoot! You’ll kill us all!”
screamed one of the inside guards in
the dining room. Had the guard out-
side begun shooting, this story, had I
lived to tell it, would have been one of
wholesale bloodshed.

The convicts were then marched
quietly off to their cells, pale and
shaken at their narrow escape from
death, and the warden and Phillips
were taken to the hospital, where
Phillips, who by that time was raving,
was placed in a strait jacket. Phillips
was undoubtedly emotionally insane
or, as convicts say, ‘‘stir crazy.” He
had been sentenced for life for kidnap-
ing. In robbing a bank he had carried
off a bank employee as a shield. He
was convicted under the so-called
Dillinger law, which makes kidnaping a
Federal statutory offense. What made
Phillips brood until he finally broke
was his belief that the writs which he
had prepared in his cell to present to a
court never got past the warden’s office.
He was still in isolation when I left in
November, and the prisoners were
whispering that the authorities had

confessed himself to be John Wilkes
Booth. Bates says he saved St. Helen’s,
or Booth’s, life on that occasion by
rubbing him vigorously from head to
foot with ‘“‘strong brandy.” St. Helen
made other deathbed confessions and
survived them, but in 1903 he ratified
his final deathbed confession by actu-
ally dying. There is documentary evi-
dence of the honesty of Bates in this
matter. He wrote a letter to the War
Department to see if he could get a re-
ward by delivering John Wilkes Booth
alive. Rewards totaling $100,000 had
been offered by the War Department
in 1865, but they had been collected by
the men who trapped the alleged Booth
in the Garrett barn in Virginia. The
War Department wrote to Bates that
it took ‘““no interest” in the matter.
‘ Years after he had sought to deliver
Booth on the hoof, Bates identified the
suicide at Enid as the self-confessed
assassin of Lincoln. An undertaker at
Enid embalmed the body on the expec-
tation that the Booth family or the
War Department would claim it. It re-
mained unclaimed for years; Bates
finally procured it. This transfer was
sanctioned by an Oklahoma judge, ap-
parently on the theory that the Mem-
phis lawyer would accord decent burial
to his former client. Instead of this,
Bates set out to commercialize his
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even refused his father permission to
see him.

Solitary confinement preyed on the
minds of three men on Sunday, and
they were released when they agreed to
go back to work. Eight more broke
down on Monday and were put to
work. The leaders exhorted the others
to stand firm, but twenty-five men
came out on Tuesday and the mutiny
received a crushing blow on Wednes-
day, when sixty men agreed to behave
themselves and go back to work. This
left forty of the hardiest men in dun-
geons, and these men howled curses at
the guards and screamed reproaches
on the conviets who had abandoned
the strike. But, one by one, they be-
gan to drop off, driven out by hunger,
despair and the terrible stench. Some
of them were really sick. Only fifteen
men were in solitary by Sunday, and
when I left the prison in November,
there were yet five stout souls holding
out. Knowing something of the hor-
rors of solitary confinement, I do not
understand how they stood it, espe-
cially in the face of the knowledge that
the mutiny was absolutely futile.

The plan for the next mutiny at
Alcatraz is diabolically clever. It got
its cue from two things which convicts
observed—the consternation of the
officials when it was found the wild
shooting of the guards had damaged
the mangle in the laundry, and their
frantic worriment when the laundry
began to pile up with work it could not
do when so many men were on strike.
Therefore the men have decided that
the vulnerable spot in Alcatraz is the
shops, especially those having contract
work. If they can tie up the laundry
and other shops at Alcatraz, they will
paralyze the place. And that is exactly
what they plan to do. The mistake of
the other strikes was in refusing to work
and remaining in their cells; this year
the mutineers, if they follow plans
which they.had formed before I left
in November, will begin the mutiny by
wrecking the machinery in the shops.

(Continued from Page 17)

acquisition. He leased and rented his
old friend and wrote a book with the
title The Escape and Suicide of John
Wilkes Booth, and the subtitle, Written
for the Correction of History.

This book is the greatest obstacle
which the present champions of John
have to contend with. Published in
1908, it purports to relate conversa-
tions between Bates and St. Helen-
Boothin 1872. During the years inter-
vening, Bates had steeped himself in the
literature relating to the assassination.
He got his historical reading badly
mixed up with his conversations with
St. Helen. Although probably made in
good faith, many of the statements of
Bates were easily proved to be false.
Even if Bates had established his case
to amathematical certainty, his flowery
and ridiculous style would have made
skeptics of his readers.

Bates hired the body out to show-
men from time to time. At the Waco
Cotton Palace about eighteen years
ago, it attracted the attention of Wil-
liam Evans, the Carnival King of the
Southwest, who started John on his
big-time career. Evans hired the at-
traction at the rate of $1000 for every
twenty weeks, the $1000 to be paid in
advance; he also posted a $40,000 bond
as a guaranty that John would be re-
turned in good repair.

February 19, 1938

The officials will have no warning of
this, because the men plan to report
for work as usual and then begin sabo-
tage. They think they ean gain con-
cessions by this, and they figure they
have nothing to lose. What, for in-
stance, has a man got to look forward
to who has three or more life sentences
hanging over him? Most of them felt
as I did; had I known, twelve years
ago, what I know now about prisons,
I'd have insisted on the death sentence
instead of eighteen years.

As the time for my release ap-
proached in November, I became in-
creasingly alarmed over the possibility
that I had lost my time off for good be-
havior, although I didn’t see how this
was possible. On November fourth I
had served an even twelve years—al-
most one third of my life. I felt I had
paid my debt.

On the afternoon of November
fourth I was summoned to the office
and notified that I was to be released.
I was given the small sum of*money
which I had brought with me from
Atlanta, as I had not spent a penny at
Alcatraz. Prisoners, if they have no
money, are given ten dollars expense
money, plus five dollars per day for
each day of travel back to their homes,
as well as a railroad ticket.

Prisoners are usually released by
way of Oakland, but I was taken to
San Francisco. Maybe it had some
connection with the fact that I was
released under the old law and the
Government could not close my mouth
if I wanted to talk; I was not released
conditionally, as so many Federal
prisoners are.

When I left the prison at six o’clock,
I was hurried to the train by the war-
den’s secretary and the record clerk.
They stayed with me every minute
until the train began to move. ”

As the train began to move, a prison
official leaned over to me and said:
“Conway, the quicker you forget the
joint the better it will be for you.”

Forget Alcatraz? I wish I could!

“JOHN WILKES BOOTH*” ON TOUR

Bill Evans had made his start in the
entertainment field by marrying one of
his own wives twenty times in twenty
towns. Public weddings used to be big
civie celebrations in the Southwest,
and Evans staged his like operas. He
differed from some of his competitors
in that he always married the same
bride, and in later life he used to claim
to be the greatest polymonogamist in
the United States. Evans would begin
by stampeding newspaper offices with
the romantie details of his approaching
outdoor nuptials. Hammering away
at the slogan that “all the world loves
a lover,” he convinced local merchants
that there was no better way to adver-
tise than to give the happy couple wed-
ding presents. From the sale of the loot
of twenty weddings, he obtained a
modest stake and soon had his own
tent. In time he became known as the
Carnival King of the Southwest and
the possessor of the greatest freak-
animal show in the country.

Evans had intended to use John as
the headliner of his carnival, but the
new attraction was a disappointment
from the start. John never paid ex-
penses. In his days on the legitimate
stage, John Wilkes Booth had been a
great actor. Some of his contempo-
raries thought him greater than his

(Continued on Page 36)
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Mr. R. J. McNulty, Treasurer, Kemp & McNulty, Inc., Astoria, N.Y., shows customer
Charles Schaefer that the regular use of Marfak earns a big bonus in actual cash

MR. McNULTY explains why it is
like getting money from home
to go to the Texaco Dealer and
have him Marfak your car:

“I haven’t the slightest hesitation
in recommending Marfak to motor-
ists or in stating that I can allow
more on the trade-in for a car that
has been consistently well lubricated.
Because a car that has been poorly
lubricated is not a used car, it is a
mis-used car. And I can’t sell a mis-
used car. I have to recondition it.
That costs me time and money. So,
I repeat, by all means use Marfak.”

Marfak saves you money for this

one reason. It lasts twice as long.
Marfak is made with heavy-bodied
oil. Through this discovery by
Texaco engineers, sturdy, rugged
Marfak resists the effects of rain,
heat and road shocks that so quickly
use up the lubricating value of or-
dinary greases.

Go to the Texaco Dealer and get
your car Marfak’d. It is a superior
job in every way. It includes many
special, extra services. It takes spe-
cial equipment. The menare specially
trained. No wonder your car runs

. more smoothly, is worth far more

on the trade-in!

8:30 ES.T. 7:30 CS.T.

Tune in Eddie Cantor in *“Texaco Town” every Wednesday night, Columbia Network

9:30 M.S.T. 8:30 P.S.T.

(Continued from Page 34)
father, Junius Brutus Booth, or his
brother, Edwin Booth. John Wilkes
Booth was, however, an almost perfect
ham. Vanity was his ruling motive.
His assassination of Lincoln was an
act of pure vanity. Booth had gone
through the Civil War without fighting;
he could not bear to have the war
heroes towering over him; he killed
Lincoln in the hope of stealing the show
from the fighting men. The poor ham
broke into history, but it might have
given him pause, back in 1865, if he
could have looked forward to 1920 and
could have seen what was left of him
competing unsuccessfully with bulldog-
faced cows and six-legged sheep.

Evans did not blame John for his
poor showing. He chiefly blamed the
American publie-school system for
its failure to make people history-
conscious. He blamed himself for over-
estimating the serious-mindedness of
carnival lovers. He decided that it was
necessary to detach John from the
midway attractions and send him on a
separate tour under more dignified
auspices. Before he could work out his
plan, however, the Evans carnival
train was wrecked en route to San
Diego. John escaped intact, so the
$40,000 bond was saved; but-eight
employees and most of the freak ani-
mals were killed.

When the Carnival King was seek-
ing to reorganize his show, John was
kidnaped. This was a serious matter;
not only was the mummy costing
Evans a rental of $1000 every twenty
weeks but its continued disappearance
would mean the forfeiture of the $40,-
000 bond. Week after week Evans ran
an advertisement in The Billboard, the
Bible of the circus and carnival world,
offering a reward of $1000 for informa-
tion leading to the recovery of John.
One day he met the alleged kidnaper
on the street in San Diego. They had
a knock-down-and-drag-out figcht, end-
ing in jail. The controversy ended in a
stalemate. Evans had little chance of
winning a eivil suit, because it would
be impossible to establish title. The
law is somewhat whimsical on the sub-
jeet. It will back up your property
right in an ancient citizen of Egypt or
Peru, but not in a modern American
citizen. The judge might not only
throw the case out of court but he
might also order the body, if found, to
be buried in accordance with the Cali-
fornia health laws.

Held for Ransom

Tex Rickard, for example, had a nar-
row escape from trouble when he ex-
hibited some stuffed bandits in Madi-
son Square Garden. They were very
bad men from the Southwest and came

| to Tex with the highest credentials.

Tex thought them marvelous and
used to stare at them by the hour, ex-
claiming from time to time, ‘‘I never
seed such a thing.” The famous pro-
moter was notified that the New York
law required them to be buried in three
days, whether they were stuffed or not.
After that Tex ran the show like a
speak-easy; kept two lookouts at the
door and allowed only his personal
friends to enter.

The Carnival King had a whole-
some respect for the courts and saw the
folly of going to law over the unburied
dead. His problem was solved one day,
however, when the kidnaper of John
came in and said: ‘I claim the reward.
Pay me the $1000 and I'll return him
in good condition.”

It was agreed that Evans should pay
$500 ransom money in advance and

February 19,1938

$500 after the body had been restored.
The Carnival King paid the first $500
in cash and the second $500 in a rub-
ber check. His next step was to return
the mummy to Finis L. Bates, of
Memphis, and cancel the $40,000 bond.
Bates died. His widow was disap-
pointed in her first efforts to market
the Booth chattel, but she finally sold
it to the misguided Carnival King for
$1000. It brought Evans nothing but
bad luck. He suffered setback after
setback in the carnival business, until
he finally quit and retired to a small
potato farm at Declo, Idaho. He took
John with him, and in the hope of get-
ting small change from tourists, hung
out a sign in front of his farmhouse,
reading, SEE THE MAN WHO MURg-
DERED LINCOLN.

An Echo of the Civil War

The mummy might have still been
there, casting a mild blight over the
potato patch, except for the fact that
an automobile drove into Declo one
day in 1928 containing J. N. Wilker-
son, a Kansas City lawyer and one of
the leading authorities on Booth. In
the early 20’s Mr. Wilkerson had
picked up a set of books called Mod-
ern Eloquence for $1.50 at a second-
hand bookstore. Turning its pages one
day he had read the oration of Special
Judge-Advocate John A. Bingham
against Booth’s alleged co-conspirators
in the assassination of Lincoln. Among
other things, Bingham had charged
that Jeff Davis had offered a reward of
$100,000 for the assassination of Lin-
coln. Wilkerson, who had been born
in Alabama, believed this to be false.
He first read the transeript of the trial
and then began to dig into the history
of the period. He traced the move-
ments of Booth in Canada, where the
conspiracy against Lincoln was organ-
ized. The first intention had been to
kidnap Lincoln and hold him as a hos-
tage to compel the North to exchange
prisoners with the South; Grant hav-
ing, in the later days of the war, put a
stop to the practice of exchanging.

The kidnaping plot fell through.
Wilkerson collected evidence which
convinced him that the actual assassi-
nation was a Northern rather than a
Southern plot; that Stanton, Vice-
President Johnson and other extreme
haters of the Confederacy wanted to
put Lincoln out of the way because
they were disturbed over his plans for
lenient treatment of the South. These
Northern statesmen, as Wilkerson in-
terpreted his evidence, set the stage
for Booth’s erime and made arrange-
ments for Booth’s escape. Wilkerson
became convinced that another man
had been killed and buried in his stead.
The investigator had gone deep into
this before he heard that an alleged
mummy of Booth had been barnstorm-
ing the country. Wilkerson wrote at
once to Finis L. Bates, the original
sponsor for the mummy, but Bates in
the meantime had died. The Kansas
City historian dropped the subject
from his mind then until, as he hap-
pened to be motoring through Declo,
his attention was attracted by the sign,
SEE THE MAN WHO MURDERED LIN-
COLN.

Wilkerson looked up the broken
Carnival King in his potato patch and
asked several questions that the King
could not answer.

“To tell the truth,” said the King,
“Idon’t know whether it is the body of
Booth or not. They told me it was and
I believed them.”

“If it is Booth,” said Wilkerson,
““there ought to be a cut on the right



eyebrow. When he was playing Richard
in Richard III, another actor slashed
him over the right eye with the sword
in the duel scene.”

The two men examined John and
satisfied themselves that the scar was
in its right place.

“Booth’s right thumb was broken
when a curtain fell on it,” continued
Wilkerson. “It was a deformity that
made him very sensitive and he always
tried to conceal it. Let’s take a look.”

The Kansas City historian and the
Carnival King satisfied themselves
that the mummy had Booth’s deformed
thumb.

“Now this ought to clinch it one
way or another,” said Wilkerson.
“Booth had a scar on the back of his
neck. It has been described by Doc-
tor May, of Washington, who removed
a wen from his neck. The wound was
healing nicely when, in a love scene,
the famous actress Charlotte Cushman
seized him in such a violent embrace
that the stitches were broken. An ugly
sear resulted.”

The two men turned John over.
They found what they considered to be
the scar. This nearly convinced Wilker-
son, but he still wanted to know more.
He suggested a tour through all the
towns in the Southwest where John
Wilkes Booth was supposed to have
ranged under various aliases from
about 1870 until his suicide in 1903.
Wilkerson offered to break off his own
trip and go along as barker for John.
The Carnival King figured that, with a
real historian to gather affidavits back-
ing up the mummy, John might still
have a future.

The trip was historically rich, but
financially unprofitable. Here and
there John was a draw, but usually he
lacked magnetism. After leaving Declo,
the first stop was Salt Lake City. The
historian and the Carnival King took
in $200, but were then ordered to leave
town.

& There has been a eomplamt agalnst
you,” said the policeman. ‘‘ The prinei-
pal of the high school charges that you
are teaching false history.”

Business was good at Big Spring,
Texas, until the local authorities seized
them. They were tried by the justice
of the peace in the back room of his
bakery and fined fifty dollars for trans-
porting a corpse without a license. In
order to avert trouble of this kind,
they went to the state capitol at Austin
and showed their traveling companion
to the chief health officer of the state.

“This is not a corpse but a mummy,”
said the health official. “‘If you get
into any more trouble of this kind, re-
fer the local people to me.”

Barnstorming With John

While at Austin, Mr. Wilkerson took
the precaution of incorporating. He
obtained, for a fee of ten dollars, a
charter for the American Historical
Research Society. This is an imposing
document with the Lone Star seal on
it, and it has saved the operators of the
mummy from trouble on innumerable
occasions. John now travels in a truck
with TeHE AMERICAN HisToricAL Ru-
SEARCH SocIeTy painted on the front
of it. The attraction is advertised by
handbills, the first words of which are:

Tae AMERICAN HisTORICAL RESEARCH
SociETY PRESENTS —
JoaN WiLkes Boorn

For a while Wilkerson and his part-
ner operated successfully at Odessa,
Texas, where there had just been an oil
strike. Everybody wanted to spend
money, and they threw silver dollars
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into the collection plate. John was
hitting upwards of twenty-five dollars
an hour when a woman spectator said
to Wilkerson:

“If you want to know about Booth’s
life after the assassination, you ought
to go and see Judge G. M. Schenck, of
Lubbock. He knows all about it.”

In spite of the rain of money, Wilker-
son stopped the show at once and
started on the long trip to Lubbock,
Texas, where he found Circuit Judge
Schenck. The judge told of meeting a
stranger at breakfast in Guthrie, Okla-
homa, in 1901. They got into conversa-
tion and the judge stated that he hailed
from Meridian, Texas.

“Why, that’s John Wilkes Booth’s
old hiding place,” said the stranger,
who then started to tell of the ram-
blings of Booth after the assassination.
The judge was held spellbound and
spent most of the day and night with
his new friend, who was full of sensa-
tional details of Booth’s escape in 1865
and his meanderings in the Southwest.
From the description of the man, Mr.

Wilkerson concluded that the judge | |!

was hearing the tale from the lips of |

Booth himself. The story cleared up
many points that had puzzled Wilker-

son, but particularly the matter of cer- |

tain tattoo marks missing on John.
Before the assassination, Wilkes had
the initials “J. W. B.” tattooed on his

right hand. They are not found on the |

mummy. The stranger who talked to
Judge Schenck said that Booth had
had the initials removed by a friendly
tattoo remover in New Orleans.

A Texas Tradition

Wilkerson made almost a house-to-
house canvass in Glen Rose, Iredell,
Granbury and other towns in Te\as
where the alleged Booth had been

known as John St. Helen. From scores |

of people Wilkerson obtained descrip-
tions of St. Helen which seemed to fit
Booth. Everybody was particularly
emphatic about St. Helen’s elegance of
dress and courtliness of manners. St.
Helen ran two saloons at Granbury—
the Blackhawk and the Lady Gay.
Wilkerson found old patrons who testi-
fied that drinking men went to those
saloons as to a school of etiquette and
learned the ways of high society merely
by observing St. Helen. One of Wilk-
erson’s witnesses was Ashley W. Crock-
ett, a grandson of Davy Crockett.
Ashley, a Texas journalist for more
than half a century, was a cub reporter
of the Granbury Vidette in the early
70’s. He recalled how St. Helen came
into the Vidette office one day with a
tray covered with choice liquors,
bowed in his most distinguished man-
ner and said, “A treat for the office
force,” then withdrew elegantly before
anybody could thank him. Many old-
timers recalled John St. Helen as the
man who introduced backgammon
into that part of the world. Wilkerson
has found nothing in the literature to
show that John Wilkes Booth played
backgammon in this country before
1865. His conjecture is that the assas-
sin picked it up in England, where he is
believed to have spent some years be-
tween 1865 and 1870. At Granbury,
Wilkerson found Mrs. Eula Carter,
who said that her late husband knew
St. Helen to be Booth.

St. Helen’s earliest known appear-
ance in Texas was at Iredell, in Bosque
County, where he taught school. At
that time he boarded with a man
named Green Williams. Wilkerson here
found, to his dismay, that St. Helen
had confessed, not that he was Booth
but that he was a son of Marshal Ney,
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who, according to some authorities, es-
caped after Waterloo and settled in the
United States. St. Helen went so far
as to tell some of his Iredell friends
that he had called himself St. Helen
after the island of St. Helen and did
this as a tribute to Napoleon—the
- least that a son of Marshal Ney could
do to honor his old commander. This
complicated matters and puzzled Wilk-
erson for some time. His conclusion,
however, was that the stranger obvi-
ously had a past, and told the Ney
story in order to parry the suspicion
that he might be Booth.

Another awkward episode occurred
in Texas. The technique of operating
the mummy was a delicate one. If an
admission charge was made, it was
necessary to take out a local theatrical
license. The license fee was prohibitive,
in view of John’s low average earning
power. Therefore, admission was free.
But, as the spectator filed out of the
exhibition truck, gentle pressure was
put on' him to contribute something
toward paying the expense of the
culture-spreading institution. A plate
was conspicuously exhibited with a few
quarters and half dollars in it. Dimes,
nickels or pennies that got into the
plate were deftly removed to avert
their unfavorable psychological effect.
Wilkerson had made an admirable rule
to the effect that the contributions of
children should be graciously returned.
But Wilkerson was absent for a time
while John was playing in Temple,
Texas. The Carnival King, who had
never approved of the practice of de-
priving minors of the right to contrib-
ute, high-pressured a lot of school chil-
dren for small change. Local indigna-
tion developed, and the entire Amer-
ican Historical Research Society was
run out of town by the police.

The Trail of an Assassin

During his long search for evidence,
Wilkerson uncovered five living John
Wilkes Booths, four of whom were re-
lated to the assassin of Lincoln. All
had changed their names. By personal
interviews and by correspondence, he
made contact with many other rela-
tives of Booth. From many of these he
obtained accounts of meetings with
John Wilkes Booth long after the as-
sassination. Blanche Booth, a niece of
John Wilkes Booth, was in El Reno,
Oklahoma, with a touring company in
December, 1902. She made an affi-
davit that a man called at her lodgings,
gave her a card and said, ‘Blanche,
wouldn’t you like to see Johnny?”
She slammed the door in his face, re-
garding him as a stage-door Johnny,
but when she looked at the card, she
found the name ““John Wilkes Booth”
in what seemed to be her uncle’s hand-
writing. Wilkerson’s researches indi-
cate that Booth—then using the name
David E. George—went to Enid im-
mediately thereafter, stayed drunk for
three weeks and then committed sui-
cide. The historian conjectures that the
rebuff from his niece broke Booth's
heart.

. During his travels in connection
with the Booth saga, Wilkerson stum-
bled on to some interesting historical
material in Beloit, Wisconsin. In
April, 1898, American newspapers had
carried reports that John Wilkes
Booth had been seen in Brazil. This re-
port stimulated Booth history or myth
all over the country. Walter Hubbell,
an actor, carried the news to Dr. Jo-
seph Booth, a brother of John Wilkes
Booth; according to Hubbell, Joseph
exclaimed, ‘‘South America! Why,
the last we heard of him he was in
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Oklahoma.” In Beloit the Brazil re-
port brought two witnesses to light
who testified that Booth had.made his
escape in 1865. The first of these was
Mrs. J. M. Christ, whose story ap-
pears in the Beloit Daily News of
April 19, 1898. In 1865 she was Mrs.
Thomas Haggett, the wife of a Confed-
erate blockade runner. According to
her story, she and her husband were on
board the Mary Porter in Havana six
weeks after the assassination when
John Wilkes Booth came aboard and
sailed with them to Nassau. She
stated that, because Booth was still
suffering from a broken leg, she gave
up her cabin to him, and at the end of
the voyage he rewarded her by giving
her his ring with “J. W. B.”” engraved
inside. Having kept the secret for
thirty-three years, Mrs. Christ now
felt entitled to talk. On the following
day, Wilson D, Kenzie, of Beloit, gave
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mayor and got permission to place the
mummy on exhibition. There was,
however, a feud on between the mayor
and the license commissioner, and the
license commissioner had Wilkerson ar-
rested. The historian had to plead elo-
quently to avoid being locked up. The
judge fined him ten dollars and then
suspended sentence. But Wilkerson
had had enough. He broke up his
partnership with Carnival King Evans,
who, shortly before he was killed, sold
John to the present owners.
Wilkerson’s researches have won rec-
ognition from Lincoln experts. He de-
livered a lecture on his investigations
before the Lincoln Club in Chicago,
and several distinguished Lincolnians
were considerably impressed. Dr. Otto
L. Schmidt, president of the Illinois
State Historical Society and president
of the Chicago Historical Society,
wrote a modified testimonial in favor

‘“Your first false step, old man, was appearing
in the courtroom clad in the stolen overcoat.”’

an interview to the same paper. He
said that he had known Booth inti-
mately at New Orleans and had been
at the Garrett barn in Virginia when
the man supposed to be Booth was
killed. Kenzie said that the slain man
was a sandy-headed fellow who bore
no resemblance to Booth.

Wilkerson later found evidence indi-
cating that Booth had intended to go
to Nassau if he escaped. One of Booth’s
accomplices in the kidnaping plot was
Sam Arnold. After his release from
prison, Arnold wrote a magazine arti-
cle on the scheme to abduct Lincoln.
One of his statements was that delay
had resulted because John Wilkes
Booth had busied himself with arrange-
ments to ship his stage wardrobe and
other effects to Nassau. According to
Mrs. Christ, Booth sailed from Nassau
on the Wild Pigeon for England. Inci-
dentally, when St. Helen first appeared
in Texas in 1870, he called himself a
British subject.

Wilkerson ended his travels with
John at Aberdeen, Washington. He
had gone into the Northwest in search
of more Booth relatives. At Aberdeen,
according to his custom, he went to the

of John, saying that the subject was of
great interest and well worth further
scientific investigation. The mummy
was exhibited on the campus of North-
western University at Evanston; the
faculty ordered it off; Doctor Schmidt,
however, interceded for it and the show
was allowed to go on.

In 1933 John was X-rayed, operated
on and otherwise studied by a group of
medical men and eriminologists in Chi-
cago. It was claimed that the frac-
tured leg, the broken thumb and the
scar on the neck were all verified. The
operation was performed because it
was alleged that the X ray revealed a
metal object deep inside of the old
trouper. After prolonged drilling into
the mummy, which was stated to be as
hard as a rock, a bit of metal was pro-
duced with an engraving that looked
like the letter B. This resulted in the
speculation that Booth, in some great
emergency, had sought to conceal his
identity by swallowing his ring, which
had been gradually digested until only
a fragment was left. The exploration
of John, however, took place under
the flashlichts of newspaper photogra-
phers, and its results failed to gain wide
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acceptance. Further, one medical man
asserted there was no sign of the all-
important identifying scar on the neck.

There is not much conflict among
the authorities on the assassination
and on the flight of Booth into Vir-
ginia. Booth entered the carelessly
guarded box of Lincoln at the Ford
Theater a little after ten p.m. on the
night of April fourteenth and shot Lin-
coln in the back of the head. The actor
then jumped to the stage fourteen feet
below. His spur caught on the Amer-
ican flag draped in front of the box and
he fell heavily, breaking his leg. After
limping across the stage, shouting ¢ Sic
semper tyrannis,” he made his way out
of the theater to his horse. In spite of
the broken leg, he was able, through
Southern sympathizers, to baffle his
pursuers twelve days, until he was
finally located in Garrett’s barn near
Bowling Green, Virginia. The barn was
surrounded and set on fire.

The conflicting theories begin here.
Those who believe in the escape tell it
two ways: No. 1 is that Booth was
warned and made his escape several
hours before the barn was surrounded;
No. 2 is that he escaped by an un-
watched door after the barn was in
flames. Those who believe that Booth
was killed in the barn have different
versions. One is that he committed
suicide; the other is that he was shot
by a Federal, through a crack in the
barn. Credit for the killing has gener-
ally been assigned to Sergeant Boston
Corbett. The orders were to take Booth
alive, but Corbett said that God had
instructed him to kill the man.

The Riddle an Actor Left

The Garretts, who had been with
Booth shortly before he was killed,
identified him immediately after. I..
fact, one of the Garrett young ladies,
who had been smitten with the young
actor, was caught in the act of attempt-
ing to snip a lock of hair from the dead
man’s head. The tattooed initials
“J. W. B.” were found, although wit-
nesses disagreed on the location. Doc-
tor May, who had attended Booth, at
first said the dead man bore no resem-
blance to Booth, but he reversed his
opinion on seeing the scar on the neck.
In 1869 the body was turned over by the
War Department to the Booth family
and buried in the Booth plot in the
Greenmount Cemetery at Baltimore.
The body was identified by members of
the family and by a dentist’s report.

From the very beginning, however,
witnesses appeared, who denied that
the dead man was Booth. The identi-
fiers varied in their deseriptions. Izola
Forrester, quoting from different wit-
nesses, sets forth that one said the dead
man’s hair was gray; another that it
was reddish brown; another that it was
jet black. One of the reasons that Miss
Forrester gives for scoffing at the
theory that St. Helen—now John—
was Booth is that St. Helen was a
commonplace individual. This, how-
ever, flies in the face of all the affidavits
which picture St. Helen as outrageously
elegant and distinguished.

The handwriting of St. Helen and of
Booth have been compared, with neg-
ative results. The experts of one side
say there is no resemblance; the ex-
perts of the other side say that there is.

John’s schedule for the coming sea-
son has not been settled yet. He will
probably open up sometime in May.
The $1000 challenge still holds good.
Incidentally, it is believed to be John’s
centenary. At any rate, John Wilkes
Booth was born 100 years ago this
year.
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REEPING POSTED

CREDIT LINE

HERE’S quite a story in the photo-

graphs which illustrate Alva John-
ston’s “John Wilkes Booth’ on Tour, on
Page 16. It's yours for the reading,
because we think it will give you a good
idea of the problems a magazine some-
times has to solve in getting the pictures
which help tell a story.

The chase for these photographs be-
gan when Mr. Johnston turned in his
copy on the Booth legend. It was sched-
uled immediately, leaving us a week in
which to get the pictures. Alva had seen
the mummy while collecting his mate-
rial; it was, he remembered, in a truck
parked on a small, unworked farm near
Wheatfield, Indiana. He’d driven there
from Chicago in someone else’s car, so
that was all he could tell us.

That seemed a simple assignment. We
called Ben Rawlins, our Chicago pho-
tographer, and told him to locate the
truck and John Harkin, owner of the
mummy, and get his pictures. Mr. Raw-
lins went to work. Several days passed,
and then we received a wire. Rawlins
couldn’t locate Harkin by phone. No-
body in Wheatfield knew anything
about him,

This was a jolt, so we checked back on

the sketchy address and then instructed

Rawlins to getin his car and go on a still-
hunt for the mummy. Another day, and
another wire from Rawlins:

HERE IN WHEATFIELD LOOKING FOR JOHN
HARKIN AND MUMMY OF BOOTH

Well, it seems that Rawlins did quite
a bit of looking. The telegraph company,
the telephone people, the post office, the
stores in town—no one had ever heard

Ben A. Rawlins . .

. He Got the Pix

of John Harkin or his silent partner.
Meanwhile, the deadline for the picture
was approaching. Finally, in despera-
tion, Rawlins started cruising the coun-
tryside. He was just about to give up
the search as a bad job when he passed a
rutted road leading off the main high-
way. Some distance up the road there
stood a small shack, and near the shack
was parked a truck bearing the sign,
AmERICAN HistoricArL ReseArcH So-
cieTy. To the back of the truck was

attached a raised flight of small wooden
steps. The quarry was found.

But, unfortunately, not John Harkin.
The shack was locked and deserted.

We can see Mr. Rawlins, prowling
around that lonely spot, knowing the
pictures he wanted were so near and yet
so far away. And, being acquainted with
the way of a photographer on an assign-
ment, we can also see him in the mo-
ment of final resolve, when he let down
the wooden steps and cautiously opened
the doors of the truck. Somewhere
within the dark and musty interior lay
a mummy. Better not . . . and yet he
had to get the pictures, and get them
right away.

Mr. Rawlins says it was an eerie job,
fumbling around in the half-light with
his camera and flash bulbs and the wrap-
pings of a person who may have once
been John Wilkes Booth. We're ready
to believe him, after seeing the pictures.

And that’s the story behind the credit
line: “Photo by Ben A. Rawlins.” May
John Harkin forgive us our friendly tres-
pass. We're certain the gentleman known
as Booth would. Ever hear of a trouper
who didn’t want his picture in the paper?

—

; “cover line” is the story or article
A title we run on the front cover under
the picture. If you'll look at this week’s
over you’ll understand why we couldn’t
run’the cover line we’d planned. It was,
Twenty Months in Alcatraz.

Note to authors in search of story
édeas: If you want a good two-part
gtory, start writing a novel and then
i’l‘ange your mind. Mr. Benedict and

e Madagascan Lion is the result of
just such a volte-face on the part of
Walter D. Edmonds. He started a
novel, changed his mind about the open-
ing, and found himself with Mr. Bene-
dict and said lion on his hands. That, it
happens, was our gain, but not the book’s
loss. Mr. Edmonds is off on another
opening more to his purpose.

With the fourth and concluding article
on education by Doctor Hutchins, presi-
dent of the University of Chicago, we
present a letter from a Chicago reader.
“It may interest you to know that
Doctor Hutchins’ articles in the Post
come with particular timeliness to the
Chicago area. Recently, Dr. William H.
Johnson, Superintendent of Schools in
Chicago, announced a drastic program
of revision in the ecurriculum of the
Chicago high schools. Doctor Johnson’s
plan proposes that henceforward the
high schools will devote 80 per cent of
their attention to vocational education
and only 20 per cent to academic educa-
tion, reversing the present proportion.

“Doctor Johnson’s proposals have
aroused considerable controversy in
Chicago. Doctor Hutchins, of course,
in his articles, attacks the growing vo-
cationalism in American schools.”

Soee

NEXT WEER

Richard George=Ann

Captain (Fahib) Carlyon

Marmy

THE GAY BANDITTI, by I. A. R. Wylie

May we introduce the Carlyon Banditti? The Carlyons
faced a pukka crisis (which means the whole family was in
a jam) one January dawn on a station platform on the
Riviera. The Carlyons were hungry and sleepy and cast
adrift (Sahib, a nonpaying hotel guest, should deal cards
more carefully); the Carlyons had a few lonely shillings
and tickets to London (thrust on them by their late
hostess); the Carlyons had no income and no future, a repre-
hensible past and no careers (Richard had the choice of two,
but the femme de chambre was poor and the heiress
boring); but the Carlyons had been in scrapes like this
before (sh-h-h, in deference to The Regiment—to which the
Captain did not belong); and the Carlyons will emerge
from this one triumphant and well-fed (they’re four such gen-
teel, lovely people that even Fate cannot resist their charm).

For on the P. L. M. Express the predatory Carlyons meet
a sweet old lady with money and illusions and no one to
guide her. The Banditti go to work. In six installments, and
the train leaves next week.

HE SHOT THE COLORADO ALONE

by Robert Ormond Case

Others had died trying it, but that didn’t stop Buzz Holm-
strom. In a homemade boat he set out to do what no man
had ever done before—run, alone, the rapids which make
the Colorado River a killer. The story of a great adventure.

INTERVIEW, by Brooke Hanlon

This tells you what happened when Ancell Hunt, sports col-
umnist, interviewed Ellen Charles, the young golf sensation.
Ellen, you see, typified all that Ancell disliked most in
women athletes. And yet

BROOKLYN MICK, by Eddy Orcutt

The Mick, sparring partner to six world’s champions, talks
shop. The poignant story of an honest fighting Irishman
who was caught in the dope-racket web.

THE POINTING BONE

by Albert Richard Wetjen

When old Ferguson disappeared from his ranch on the edge
of Never-Never land, the South Australian Mounted Police
tracked his horse to the wild black’s camp. It was there
Sergeant Rainse defied the curse of the pointing bone.

OTHER ARTICLES AND STORIES by Edward Shenton,
Catharine Brody, Walter D. Edmonds, Guy Gilpatric, and

Fanny Heaslip Lea.

February 19. 1938




