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     In  1907,  an  attorney  practicing  in  Memphis,  

Tennessee  wrote  the  following  preface  to  this  soon-
to-be  published  original  work  (hold  up  book)  entitled,  
The  Escape  and  Suicide  of  John  Wilkes  Booth—
     “In  the  preparation  of  this  book,  I  have  neither

spared  time  nor  money—since  I  became  satisfied  that

John  Wilkes  Booth  was  not  killed,  as  has  been  

supposed,  at  the  Garrett  farm  in  Virginia,  on  the  

26th  day  of  April  1865—and  present  this  volume  

of  collated  facts,  which  I  submit  for  the  correction  
of  history,  respecting  the  assassination  of  President  

Abraham  Lincoln,  and  the  death  or  escape  of  John  
Wilkes  Booth  (set  book  down).
     Personally,  I  know  nothing  of  President  Lincoln—
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and  knew  nothing  of  John  Wilkes  Booth—until  my

meeting  with  John  St.  Helen,  at  my  home  in  Texas,

in  the  year  1872.

     The  tintype  picture  which  John  St.  Helen  left  
with  me  (show  tintype)   for  the  future  identification  of  
himself  in  his  true  name  and  personality,  was  first  
identified  by  General  David  D.  Dana  of  Lubec,  Maine,  
as  John  Wilkes  Booth,  on  January  17th,  1898.

     The  second  time  by  Junius  Brutus  Booth  the  IIIrd
of  Boston,  Massachusetts—he  being  the  oldest  living

nephew  of  John  Wilkes  Booth,  on  February  21st,  1903

—at  Memphis,  Tennessee.

     And  the  third  time  by  the  late  Joe  Jefferson—the  

world  famous  ‘Rip  Van  Winkle’—at  Memphis,  

Tennessee,  on  April  14th,  1903—thirty-eight  years  to  
the  day  (14  April  1865 – 14  April  1903)  from  the  date  
of  the  assassination  of  President  Lincoln.   I  here  
make  mention  of  this  identification  because  of  its
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importance.   

     Among  the  personal  acquaintances  of  John  Wilkes

Booth,  none  would  know  him  better  than  Mr. 
Jefferson—who  most  closely  associated  with  him  for  

several  years—both  having  played  together  on  the  

same  stage.   I  know  of  no  man  whose  knowledge  of

Booth  is  to  be  more  trusted,  or  whose  words  of

identification  will  carry  more  weight  to  the  world  at  

large.

     While  there  are  many  other  important  personages

equally  to  be  relied  upon  who  have  identified  his
pictures,  there  is  none  other  so  well  known  to  the

general  public—having  identified  the  picture  taken

of  John  St.  Helen  in  1877  as  being  that  of  John

Wilkes  Booth—thus  establishing  the  fact  of  actual

physical  proof  that  John  Wilkes  Booth  was  indeed

alive  in  1872,  when  I  met  him  under  the  name  of

John  St.  Helen—as  also  when  he  had  his  picture
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taken  (point  to  tintype)  and  left  with  me  in  the  late  
winter  or  early  Spring  of  1878,  twelve  years  after  
the  assassination  of  President  Lincoln.
     It  is  well—in  this  connection—to  call  attention  to

other  physical  proofs  of  the  identification  of  John 

Wilkes  Booth—by  referring  to  the  deformed  right  

thumb,  just  where  it  joined  the  hand,  and  the  mis-

matched  eyebrows—his  right  brow  being  arched,  and  

unlike  the  left.

     The  deformity  of  the  thumb  was  caused  by  its

having  been  crushed  in  the  cogs  of  the  machinery

used  to  hoist  a  stage  curtain.   The  arched  brow  was
caused  by  Booth  being  accidentally  cut  by  McCullom

with  a  saber—while  the  two  were  at  practice  as

Richard  and  Richmond  (in  Richard  III)—the  point  of  
McCullom’s  sword  cutting  a  gash  through  the  right  
brow  which  had  to  be  stitched  up,  and—in  healing—
became  arched.
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     And  especially,  attention  is  called  to  the  identity  

of  these  marks  in  his  pictures—more  particularly  the  

one  at  age  64—taken  of  him  while  he  was  dead,  and  

lying  in  the  morgue.   During  life,  Booth  carried  a  

cane  between  the  thumb  and  forefinger  of  the  right  
hand  to  conceal  that  defect.   Observe  this  cane  in  

his  hand,  in  the  picture  taken  of  him  at  age  27.   
These  physical  marks  on  Booth’s  body  settle—without  

argument—his  identity.   However,  in  all  instances  of  

investigation,  I  have  sought  the  highest  sources  of  

information  and  give  the  conclusive  facts  supported  

by  physical  monument,  and  authentic  record.”

     The  attorney  turned  author—Mr.  Bates—continues,  

“I  have  long  hesitated  to  give  to  the  world  the  true

story  of  the  plot  first  to  kidnap,  and  finally  
assassinate  President  Lincoln  by  John  Wilkes  Booth

and  others,  as  related  to  me  in  1872—and  at  other  
times,  thereafter—by  one  then  known  to  me  as  John
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St.  Helen—but  in  truth,  and  in  fact—as  afterward  

developed—John  Wilkes  Booth,  himself—in  person,  

telling  this  story  more  than  seven  years  after  the  

assassination  of  President  Lincoln,  and  the  supposed  

killing  of  Booth  at  the  Garrett  farm  in  Virginia.

     This  story  I  could  not  accept  as  fact  without

investigation—believing,  as  the  world  believed—that

John  Wilkes  Booth  had  been  killed  at  the  Garrett
farm  in  Virginia  on  or  about  the  26th  day  of  April,

1865,  by  one  Boston  Corbett—connected  with  the  
Federal  troops  in  pursuit  of  him,  after  he—Booth—
had  been  passed  through  the  Federal  military  lines  
which  formed  a  complete  blockade  surrounding  the  
City  of  Washington,  D. C.  on  the  night  of—and  in  
the  days  after  the  assassination  of  President  Lincoln.
     But  after  many  years  of  painstaking  and  

exhaustive  investigation,  I  am  even  now  un-willing—
and  yet  inanswerably  convinced  that  it  is  a  fact  
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that  Booth  was  not  killed,  but  made  good  his  escape  
by  the  assistance  of  the  officers  of  the  Federal  Army  
and government  of  the  United  States,  located  at  
Washington—cooperating  with  Captain  Jett  and  

Lieutenants  Ruggles  and  Bainbridge  of  the  

Confederate  troops—belonging  to  the  command  of  

Colonel  J.  S.  Mosby,  encamped  at  Bowling  Green,  

Virginia.”

     In  the  Spring  of  1872,  Finis  Langdon  Bates  was  a  
practicing  attorney  in  Granbury—the  county  seat  of  

Hood  County,  Texas—near  the  foothills  of  the  Bosque  

Mountains  (45  miles  southwest  of  Fort  Worth).   He  was  
hired  to  represent  a  resident  of  nearby  Glenrose  
Mills—who  had  been  indicted  by  a  Federal  grand  
jury—seated  at  Tyler—for  selling  tobacco  and  whiskey  
without  a  license.   His  client  had  since  sold  his  
mercantile  business  to  John  St.  Helen—who  continued  
to  operate  the  store—selling  tobacco  and  whiskey  
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without  the  Federally-required  license.

     So  Bates  sought  out  John  St.  Helen  to  testify  in  
his  client’s  behalf.   If  St.  Helen  was  operating  
without  a  license—and  wasn’t  aware  said  license  was  
required  by  Federal  law—then  Bates’  client  could  
argue  he  had  not  knowingly  broken  the  law—and  he  
would  likely  be  let  off  with  a  fine,  rather  than  a  jail  
sentence.   But  St.  Helen  refused  to  travel  to  Tyler  
and  appear  before  the  Federal  judge  and  prosecutor—
offering,  instead,  to  pay  Bates’  fee,  all  expenses  for  
the  trip—and  any  fine  that  might  be  levied  by  the  
court  against  his  client.
     St.  Helen  then  went  on  to  hire  Bates  as  his  own  

attorney,  paid  a  sizable  retainer  fee—and  once  
attorney-client  privilege  was  indeed  enforce,  St.  Helen  
explained  to  Bates  that  his  real  surname  was  not  St.  
Helen—and  that  his  true  identity  was  subject  to  
discovery  should  he  appear  in  Federal  Court  (as    
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St.  Helen  believed  the  Federal  prosecutor,  Colonel  Jack  

Evans,  had  seen  him  perform  as  J.  Wilkes  Booth  at  
Ford’s  Theater—and  might  very  well  recognize  him).   
     Five  years  later  (in  1877),  attorney  Bates  was  
summonsed  to  the  bedside  of  John  St.  Helen—who  
appeared  “emaciated,  terminally  ill  and  extremely  
weak.”   His  doctor  had  lost  all  hope  of  recovery—and  
told  Bates,  “Mr.  St.  Helen  is  indeed  dying—and  has  
asked  to  speak  to  you,  alone.”   St.  Helen  then  
confided  in  his  attorney,  “I  am  dying.   My  real  name  
is  John  Wilkes  Booth,  and  I  am  Lincoln’s  assassin.   
Take  the  tintype  of  me—from  inside  the  bureau.   I  
leave  it  with  you  for  my  posthumous  identification.   
And  notify  my  brother,  Edwin,  in  New  York  City.”
     Bates  removed  the  tintype—that  had  been  taken  at  

Glenrose  Mills,  Texas  that  same  year  (1877).   Much  to  

everyone’s  surprise,  St.  Helen  lived  through  the  

night—and  eventually  managed  a  full  recovery.   
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Several  weeks  later,  John  St.  Helen  called  on  his  

attorney—and  related  this  story:
     “I  am  John  Wilkes  Booth—a  son  of  the  late  
Junius  Brutus  Booth,  Sr.,  the  actor—and  a  brother  of  
Junius  Brutus  Booth  the  IInd  (Jr.)—and  Edwin  Booth,  
also  the  actor.   I  was  born  on  a  farm  in  the  State  
of  Maryland,  not  far  from  Baltimore.   I  entered  the  
stage  in  my  seventeenth  year—and  up  to  the  time  of  
the  War  (Between  the  States),  managed  to  accumulate  
twenty-thousand  dollars  in  gold—which  I  deposited  in  
Canadian  banks—owing  to  the  monetary  uncertainty  
in  America,  at  the  time.   
     I  carried  my  money  principally  in  checks—of  
varying  amounts—to  suit  my  convenience,  issued  by  
the  foreign  banks  where  I  owned  accounts  of  deposit.
These  checks  were  readily  negotiable—here,  and  

elsewhere—around  the  world.”   And  then—with  great  

dignity  and  passion,  St.  Helen  announced:   “I  owe  it
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to  myself—most  of  all,  to  my  mother,  and  the  good
name  of  my  family—as  well  as  the  memory  of  Mrs.  

Surratt,  who  was  hanged  as  a  consequence  of  my  

crime  (on  07  July  1865)—to  make  and  leave  behind   
for  history  a  full  statement  of  this  horrid  affair.   
And  I  desire—in  fact—to  make  known  the  purpose,  
as  well  as  the  motive  which  actuated  me  to  take  the  
life  of  the  Federal  President  and  Commander-in-Chief.
     I  am  not—at  heart—an  assassin.   Nor  am  I  a

physical  coward.   What  I  did  was  done  with  purely  

patriotic  motives—believing,  as  I  did—and  as  I  was  

persuaded  at  the  time,  that  Lincoln’s  death  and  the  

succession  of  Vice-President  Johnson—a  Southerner—

to  the  presidency—was  the  only  hope  for  the  

protection  of  the  South  from  misrule,  and  the  

confiscation  of  the  landed  estates  of  individual  
Southern  patriots.
     After  the  success  of  Federal  forces—and  the  
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downfall   of  the  Confederacy—having  been  assured  by  
General  Lee’s  surrender  at  Appomattox  on  April  9th,  

1865—I  determined  to  kill  the  Federal  President.   I
must  pause—here—to  pay  tribute  to  the  memory

of  Mrs.  Surratt.   For  while  she  was  hanged  for  her

alleged  connection  to  the  conspiracy  to  kill  Lincoln,

she  was  innocent—and  knew  nothing  whatsoever  of 

the  plot.

     It  is  true—I  indeed  visited  her  home  (at  604  H  

Street,  NW)  in  Washington.   But  it  was  to  see  her  
son—John  H.  Surratt—who  was  a  Confederate  courier  
and  spy.   It  is  true—I  stopped  at  the  Surratt  Tavern  
in  Surrattville,  Maryland—but  merely  on  account  that  
it  was  the  only  place  for  the  traveling  public  to  seek  
accommodation  in  the  whole  of  the  town.   This  I  say  
in  justice  to  John.   For  he,  too,  had  no  knowledge  of  
my  intention  to  kill  Lincoln.   I  would  that  Mrs.  
Surratt  and  John  might  live  in  the  memory  of  the  
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civilized  world  as  innocents—without  knowledge,  or 
being  otherwise  guilty  of  the  crime  for  which  both  
were  so  wrongfully  accused—and  for  which  she  was  
so  wrongfully  hanged.”
     As  to  the  assassination,  itself,  Mr.  St.  Helen  

relates,  “On  the  morning  of  the  day  I  killed  Lincoln

(Good  Friday,  14  April  1865),  David  E.  Herold  and  I

were  attempting  to  enter  Washington  City  on  our  

way  back  from  Surrattville,  Maryland—where  we  had  

spent  the  night—when  we  were  stopped  by  Federal  
troops  guarding  the  bridge  crossing  the  East  Potomac  
River  (aka  the  old  Navy  Yard  bridge).   As  was  then  
explained,  the  city  was  on  high  alert,  amid  rumors  
that  an  attempt  was  to  be  made  against  Lincoln’s  
life.   Nobody  was  being  allowed  to  enter  the  city  
without  first  giving  a  full  account  of  himself.

     As  we  were  both  reluctant  to  give  our  names,  

Herold  and  I  were  detained  from  eleven  o’  clock  
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until  nearly  two  in  the  afternoon—when  we  learned,
for  sure  and  certain,  of  General  Lee’s  surrender  at  
Appomattox.   Immediately,  we  realized  this  was  a  
‘death  blow’  to  the  Southern  cause—and  so  decided  
to  cooperate  with  the  Federals  to  gain  entry  into  the  
city.   We  went  straight  away  to  the  Kirkwood  Hotel—
where  Andrew  Johnson  was  boarded.

     We  arrived  about  three  o’  clock.   I  called  on  Vice-

President  Johnson—who  advised  me  the  Confederate

government  had  fled  Richmond  (as  of  02  April  1865—a  

week  before  Lee’s  surrender  at  Appomattox).   He  then  
asked,  ‘Will  you  falter  at  this  supreme  moment?’   I  
did  not,  at  first,  understand  his  meaning.   But  then  
he  asked,  ‘Are  you  too  faint-hearted  to  kill  him?’   
To  which  I  responded,  ‘To  kill  him  is  certain  death  
to  me!’

     But  then  the  Vice-President  explained,  ‘General  

and  Mrs.  Grant  are  in  the  city—the  guests  of  Mr.  
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Lincoln  and  family—who  are  to  entertain  them  at  a  

box  party  at  Ford’s  Theater  tonight.’   The  Vice-

President  assured  me  the  Grants  would  not  be  

attending—and  promised  to  provide  safe  passage  out  

of  the  city  for  me—once  the  deed  was  done.   He  

then  left  me  alone  for  about  an  hour  (until  four  o’  

clock).   
     When  the  Vice-President  returned,  he  told  me  
Grant  was  about  to  be  called  away  from  the  city—

and  so,  too,  the  guards  posted  at  the  Navy  Yard  

bridge.   He  further  explained,  ‘The  password  to  use—

if  you  should  encounter  any  Federal  troops—is  T.  B.,  

T.  B.  Road.’   He  then  assured  me  I  would  receive  a  

Presidential  pardon—if  need  be—for  the  act  I  was  

agreeing  to  commit.
     I  swelled  with  patriotic  fervor!   That  I  might  

make  a  Southerner  President—who  promised  not  to

oppress  the  Southern  people,  or  confiscate  their  
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landed  estates.   And  based  on  these  assurances—that  

I  might  bring  victory  to  the  Southern  people  out  of
the  jaws  of  defeat  for  the  South,  I  left  the  Kirkwood  
Hotel  and  proceeded  to  the  theater  (0.28  miles  away).
     There  I  arranged  the  door  leading  into  the  box  so

I  could  raise  the  fastenings,  enter—and  then  secure  

the  door  behind  me.   I  loaded  my  pistol  (show  pistol),  
and  returned  to  the  Kirkwood  Hotel—where  I  met  
with  Vice-President  Johnson  one  last  time.   We  left  
his  room  about  eight  o’  clock—and  went  to  the  bar—
where  we  had  a  brandy.   He  then  walked  me  to  the  

street  (12th  Street  and  Pennsylvania  Avenue,  NW),  
clasped  my  hand—and  admonished  me  not  to  

fail.   I  assured  him,  ‘The  blow  will  be  to  his  brain!’
     I  returned  to  the  theater  (at  511  10th  Street,  NW)—
observed  Lincoln  in  his  box—and  waited  until  the  
play  was  well  before  the  footlights.   Then  I  did  the  
thing  which  made  Andrew  Johnson  President—and  
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myself  an  outcast,  and  a  wanderer.   As  I  fired—that  
same  instant—I  leaped  from  the  box,  entangling  my  
right  spur  in  the  bunting—which  caused  me  to  throw  
my  shin  against  the  edge  of  the  stage.

     From  the  stage,  I  reached  my  horse  in  safety—

which  was  being  held  just  outside  the  rear  door  by  
David  E.  Herold.   With  his  assistance,  I  mounted  up,
and  rode  away  at  full  speed—without  hindrance.   As

I  happened  up  to  the  far  side  of  the  East  Potomac
River  bridge,  a  Federal  soldier  bid  me  stop  and  

asked,  ‘Where  are  you  going?’   To  which  I  simply  

replied,  ‘T.  B.—T.  B.  Road.’   And  without  further  

hesitation,  he  allowed  to  me  pass.

     I  rode  to  Surrattville,  where  I  waited  for  David  E.  

Herold  to  overtake  me—as  planned.   Then  we  rode  
until  about  four  o’  clock  on  the  morning  of  the  15th  
—when  we  arrived  at  Dr.  Mudd’s.   He  cut  the  boot
from  my  right  leg,  and  splinted  it  with  pieces  of  
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cigar  boxes  held  fast  with  strips  of  cloth.   We  

remained  at  the  home  of  the  good  doctor  until  the

following  nightfall—when  we  proceeded  on  our  

journey.   My  bootless  right  leg  was  bandaged  and
covered  with  a  sock.   My  right  boot,  I  left  behind.

     Between  four  and  five  o’  clock  on  the  morning

of  the  16th,  we  arrived  at  the  home  of  a  Southern

sympathizer  named  Cox.   As  word  of  Lincoln’s  

assassination  had  preceded  us,  Mr.  Cox  had  his  

overseer—a  man  I  knew  simply  as  ‘Ruddy’—hide  us  in  
a  pine  thicket  near  the  Potomac  River—and  well  

away  from  the  house.
     The  overseer—whom  I  knew  simply  as  ‘Ruddy’—

told  us  some  of  Colonel  Mosby’s  command  was  
encamped  not  far  from  the  Rappahannock  River—near  
Bowling  Green.   For  the  tidy  sum  of  three-hundred  
dollars,  ‘Ruddy’  agreed  to  take  us  to  them.   On  the  
night  of  April  21st,  we  crossed  the  Potomac  River  and  
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traveled  another  eighteen  miles  to  the  Rappahannock.   
As  it  was  over  open  country,  and  we  were  liable  to  
be  come  upon  by  Federal  troops  at  anytime—we  
made  it  appear  as  if  an  old  Negro  was  moving.   

     Just  such  an  old  Negro—who  lived  near  the  

summer  home  of  Dr.  Stewart,  possessed  of

two  impoverished  horses  and  a  dilapidated  wagon—
was  hired  for  the  trip.   Straw  was  first  placed  in  the  

bottom  of  the  wagon  bed.   I  got  in  on  top  of  the  

straw—and  stretched  out  full  length.   Then  slats  were  
placed  over  the  first  compartment  of  the  bed—leaving  
me  a  space  of  about  eighteen  inches—which  required  
me  to  remain  lying  down  during  the  entire  trip.   
     On  the  first  compartment  of  the  wagon  bed  was  
placed  the  second  portion  of  the  wagon  body—
commonly  called  ‘sideboards’—then  was  piled  on  old  
chairs,  beds,  mattresses,  quilts  and  other  such
paraphernalia  as  is  ordinarily  found  in  a  Negro’s  
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home.

     A  number  of  chickens  were  put  into  a  split  
basket,  which  was  then  made  fast  to  the  hind  gate  

of  the  wagon.   And  having  perfected  this  arrangement  

in  every  detail,  we  set  off  on  our  perilous  trip.   The  

old  Negro  drove  the  wagon—with  me  concealed  in  its  

first  compartment—and  the  overseer  and  Herold  

followed  along  behind—at  a  safe  distance,  so  as  not  
to  detract  from  the  appearance  of  an  old  Negro  
on  the  move.

     In  my  concealment,  of  course,  I  had  to  stay  very  
quiet.   I  could  not  talk  to  old  Lewis,  my  Negro  
driver.   In  my  side  coat  pocket  (lift  pocket  contents)  I  
had  a  number  of  papers—letters,  together  with  my  
diary,  and  a  picture  of  my  sister,  Mrs.  Clarke—all  of  
which  managed  to  work  themselves  out  while  enroute.

     When  we  arrived  at  the  ferry,  the  overseer  and

Herold  removed  the  back  gate  and  quickly  slid  me  
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out  of  the  first  compartment.   Our  Confederate  
friends  were  impatiently  standing  by—anxious  for  us  

to  arrive.   In  the  hurried  confusion,  my  letters,  diary  
and  picture  of  my  sister  fell  out  (remove  my  wallet)—
and  were  unintentionally   left  behind.   I  discovered  
their  loss  only  after  we  had  crossed  the  river—and  
immediately  sent  the  overseer  and  Herold  back  to  
recover  them.   Meanwhile,  I  mounted  a  horse  
belonging  to  Captain  Jett—and  Lieutenants  Ruggles  
and  Bainbridge  escorted  me  to  the  Garrett  farm.

     From  the  ferry,  my  Confederate  escort  led  me  
out  the  Bowling  Green  Road  a  short  distance   

westerly.   We  then  turned  north  along  a  bridle  path—
and  traveled  about  3½  miles  to  the  Garrett  place.   
The  overseer  and  Herold  were  to  meet  me  there.   On  
the  afternoon  of  the  following  day,  Lieutenants  
Ruggles  and  Bainbridge  moved  me  to  a  wooded  
ravine—because  Federal  patrols  were  in  hot  pursuit.   
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At  four  o’  clock  that  afternoon,  we  left  and  traveled  
west  until  midnight.

     Lieutenants  Ruggles  and  Bainbridge  gave  me  

directions  by  which  I  should  travel—and  we  

separated,  along  a  country  road,  the  following  day.

I  rode  due  west  the  remainder  of  that  day—and  then  

southwest  thereafter.   I  assumed  the  character  of  

of  a  wounded  Confederate  soldier,  making  his  way  
home.   I  crossed  the  Big  Sandy  River  at  Warfield,  in  
eastern  Kentucky.   And  after  traveling  another  50  or  
60  miles  to  the  southwest,  I  was  compelled  to  stop—
and  rest  for  about  a  week.   A  widow  and  her  young  
son  took  me  into  their  care.   Afterwards,  I  made  my  
way  across  the  Mississippi  River  at  Catfish  Point—and  
followed  the  south  and  west  bank  of  the  Arkansas  
River  into  the  Indian  Territory.

     I  eventually  made  my  way  to  Nebraska  City—

where  I  hired  on  with  a  wagon  train  to  Salt  Lake  
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City—using  the  alias  Jesse  Smith.   Before  arriving  at  
Salt  Lake  City,  I  left  the  wagon  train  and  headed  to  
San  Francisco—where  I  met  up  with  my  mother—and  
brother,  Junius  Brutus  Booth  (in  1866  or  67).   After  
our  brief  re-union,  we  said  our  goodbyes—and  I  went  
to  Mexico.   From  there,  I  came  north  to  Glenrose  
Mills  and  Granbury—where  we  are  now.”
     So  what  happened  at  Garrett’s  farm?   According  to

John  St.  Helen—as  related  by  Finis  Langdon  Bates—it  

was  the  overseer,  whom  St.  Helen  referred  to  as  

‘Ruddy’—who  was  killed  by  Federal  Sergeant  Boston  

Corbett.   The  overseer  and  Herold  were  supposed  to
retrieve  Booth’s  letters,  diary  and  picture  of  his  

sister  that  went  missing  (near  Bowling  Green)  just  
after  all  three  men  crossed  the  Rappahannock  
River  (replace  my  wallet)—then  rendezvous  with  Booth  
at  Garrett’s  farm.   But  Booth  was  spirited  away  
before  they  arrived  (by  CSA  Lieutenants  Ruggles  and  
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Bainbridge.   Booth  left  the  area  at  four  o’  clock  that  
afternoon—with  his  Confederate  escort.   ‘Ruddy’  and  
Herold  did  not  arrive  at  Garrett’s  farm  from  Bowling  
Green  until  ten  o’  clock  that  same  night—six  hours  after  
Booth  had  left  the  area).   So  Booth’s  papers  were  still  
on  ‘Ruddy’s’  person  (lift  pocket  contents)  when  he—
‘Ruddy’—was  shot  in  the  corn  crib.   The  Federal  
troops—eager  to  take  credit  for  avenging  Lincoln’s  
death,  and  finding  documents  on  the  deceased’s  body  
that  would  seemingly  validate  their  claim—confidently
and  proudly  announced  to  the  world,  “Booth  is  
dead!”
     St.  Helen  had  refused  to  appear  in  Federal  

Court  in  Tyler,  Texas—for  fear  of  being  recognized

by  someone.   But  who,  exactly?   As  it  turns  out,  

Colonel  Jack  Evans  was  the  acting  United  States 

District  Attorney  and  Federal  prosecutor.   Evans  had  
frequented  Ford’s  Theater  before  and  during  the  
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occasions.

     What  reason  did  Vice-President  Johnson  give  for

wanting  Lincoln  dead?   St.  Helen  claimed  Johnson
explained  it  this  way:   “With  the  act  of  
emancipation,  Lincoln  violated  the  Constitutionally-
guaranteed  property  rights  of  Southerners.   If  he  
would  dare  to  override  the  Constitution  during  
wartime,  would  he  not  be  all-the-more  willing  to  do  
the  same  to  a  vanquished  South  in  its  aftermath?   
He  took  their  slaves  during  the  War—why  not  their  
land  after  the  War?”

     St.  Helen  then  disclosed  the  content  of  a  wartime  

executive  meeting  relayed  to  him  by  Johnson—as  

follows:   “Sometime  prior  to  September  22nd,  1862,  
Lincoln  called  a  cabinet  meeting—to  discuss  the  
emancipation  proclamation  (ultimately  issued  on  01  

January  1863).   I  was  present.   Five  of  seven  were  
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adamantly  opposed—as  such  an  act  by  the  Chief  
Executive,  overriding  the  decision  of  the  Supreme  
Court  in  the  Dred  Scott  case  (1857),  was  a  
usurpation  of  the  law  and  Constitution  of  the  United  
States.   
     Those  objecting  were  Welles,  Smith,  Seward,  Blair  
and  Bates.   And,  what’s  more,  Lincoln,  himself,  
agreed  with  the  majority—then  declared,  ‘I  shall  
issue  the  proclamation  despite  its  illegality,  as  a  war  
measure—believing  it  to  be  my  official  duty—as  I  am  
convinced  it  will  deliver  a  vital  blow  against  the  
States  in  rebellion.’”   Johnson  then  surmised,  “This  
reasoning—at  the  time—was  earnest  of  his  policy  to  
be  carried  out  against  the  subjugated  South.”
     Bates  remained  unconvinced.   And  in  1878,  he

moved  his  law  practice  to  Memphis—while  St.  Helen 

left  Texas  for  Leadville,  Colorado.   The  two  had  no

further  contact  for  almost  twenty  years.   Then  on
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Sunday,  December  12th,  1897,  a  copy  of  the  Boston  

Globe  unexplainedly   “appeared”  on  the  doorstep  of  
Bates’  home  in  Memphis.   Inside  was  an  article  
written  by  retired  Union  General  David  D.  Dana—of  
Lubec,  Maine.   He  had  been  Provost  Marshall—the  
field  commander  of  all  Federal  guards  in  and  around  
the  Military  District  of  Washington  (established  in  
1791)  on  the  day  of  Lincoln’s  assassination.   This  
article  was  Dana’s  first  public  statement  about  the  
events  of  that  day.

     His  detailed  account—in  every  respect—was  
identical  to  the  one  offered  by  John  St.  Helen  more  
than  two  decades  (25  years,  1872 - 1897)  earlier.   Dana  
remembered  receiving  the  order  to  stand  down  from  
Major  General  C.  C.  Augur  at  or  about  four  o’  clock  
on  Good  Friday  afternoon.   Similarly,  the  written  
account  offered  by  Private  F.  A.  Demond—who  had  
been  at  the  block  house  located  beside  the  old  Navy  
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Yard  bridge  the  night  of  April  14th,  1865—

corroborated  St.  Helen’s  version  of  events  down  to  
the  password—T.  B.,  T.  B.  Road.
     Bates  interviewed  a  Mr.  Treadkell—the  owner  of

the  wagon  train  who  hired  John  St.  Helen  for  the  

trip  to  Salt  Lake  City  (in  1866  or  67).   Treadkell  
identified  the  1877  tintype  (point  to  tintype)  of  John  
St.  Helen  as  Jesse  Smith—the  very  nom  de  voyage  
St.  Helen  said  he  was  using  at  the  time. 

     The  body  at  Garrett’s  farm  was  identified  using  
Booth’s  papers,  only  (lift  pocket  contents).   The  
remains  were  never  publicly  displayed.   No  one  who  
knew  Booth  was  asked  to  view  the  remains  and  give  
a  statement—under  oath—positively  identifying  the  
deceased.   Instead,  the  body  purported  to  be  that  of  
John  Wilkes  Booth  was  said  to  have  been  secretly  
buried  in  an  unmarked  grave  under  the  brick  floor  
of  a  cell  at  the  old  Navy  Yard  prison.   Even  
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Lieutenant  Baker,  who  led  the  party  that  claimed  to  
have  trapped  Booth  in  a  corn  crib  at  Garrett’s  farm,  
and  killed  him—freely  admitted,  “Rumors  are  
persistent  and  widespread  that  Booth  got  away.”
     After  reading  General  David  D.  Dana’s  account

of  events  on  the  day  of  Lincoln’s  assassination,  Finis  

Langdon  Bates  sent  a  copy  of  Booth’s  1877  tintype  

to  the  retired  provost  marshal—who  immediately

identified  the  subject  as  John  Wilkes  Booth—to  the

exclusion  of  all  others.   As  it  turns  out,  General  

Dana  had  been  well-acquainted  with  the  entire  Booth  

family  (both  sisters  and  all  four  brothers—including  

John  Wilkes  Booth).

     According  to  General  Dana,  the  body  purported  to  
be  that  of  John  Wilkes  Booth  was  buried  in  an  
artillery  field  at  the  old  Navy  Yard  prison  in  

Washington—and  a  battery  of  caissons  was  drawn  

over  the  grave  to  obliterate  it.   But  Colonel  William  
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P.  Wood  claims  the  body  was  placed  on  a  steamer
and  transported  to  an  island  some  twenty-seven  
miles  from  Washington,  where  it  was  secretly  buried  
on  April  27th,  1865.   And  Captain  E.  W.  Hillard  
claims  that  he  was  detailed  to  sink  Booth’s  weighted  
remains  into  the  Potomac  River—ten  miles   

downstream  from  Washington.

     Why  all  these  conflicting  accounts  about  the  

disposition  of  Booth’s  remains?   Why  wasn’t  Booth’s  
body  simply  turned  over  to  his  family  for  burial?   
Finis  Bates  surmises,  “The  only  reason  for  the  
conflicting  accounts  is  vehemently  obvious!   J.  Wilkes  
Booth  was  the  best  known  actor  of  his  day.   Literally  
thousands  of  people  could  identify  him  on  sight.   
The  body  claimed  by  the  government  to  be  that  of    
J.  Wilkes  Booth,  wasn’t.”
     In  1872,  remains  claimed  by  the  government
to  be  those  of  John  Wilkes  Booth  were  indeed  given  
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to  the  family—for  burial  in  the  family  plot  at  Green  

Mount  Cemetery  in  Baltimore.   The  skeletal  remains  

viewed  and  identified  by  Edwin  Booth—at  the  time—

had  on  a  matching  pair  of  intact  riding  boots.   1872  

is  the  same  year  Finis  Langdon  Bates  first  met  John  
St.  Helen—in  Granbury,  Texas.   And  by  the 

government’s  own  account,  Booth’s  right  boot  was  
cut  off  by  Dr.  Mudd—and  was  left  behind  at  his  
residence—when  Booth  and  Herold  continued  their  
escape.   Today,  that  boot—cut  ten  inches  down  the  
length  of  one  side—is  on  display  at  the  museum  in  
the  basement  of  Ford’s  Theater  in  Washington,  D.  C.   
In  1872,  it  was  known  to  be  housed  at  the  
government  archives.
     Perhaps  the  most  compelling  testimony  regarding

the  body  presented  to  the  Booth  family  for  burial  in

Baltimore  was  offered  by  Mr.  Basil  Moxly—a  veteran

doorkeeper  at  the  John  T.  Ford  Opera  House  (Ford’s  
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Theater)  in  Washington—and  a  pall  bearer  at  the  
funeral,  and  laying  to  final  rest  charade.
     “I  knew  J.  Wilkes  Booth  well.   And  I  conversed  

with  him  only  a  short  time  before  the  affair  in  

Washington.   The  body  brought  to  Baltimore  in  no

way  resembled  Booth.   It  had  brown  hair.   Booth’s  

hair  was  jet  black.   It  also  had  a  brown  mustache—
Booth  is  known  to  have  shaved  his  mustache,  while  

at  Dr.  Mudd’s  house.   We  all  knew  it  was  a  farce—

perpetrated  by  Mr.  Edwin  Booth—so  as  to  remove  

any  public  doubt  about  the  government’s  claim  

that  J.  Wilkes  Booth  had  indeed  been  killed  at  the  

Garrett  farm.   What  better  way  to  protect  a  living  
fugitive  brother,  than  by  claiming  to  have  custody 
of  his  dead  body?”

     John  Wilkes  Booth,  using  the  alias  David  E.  

George,  moved  into  the  Grand  Avenue  Hotel  in  Enid,  

Oklahoma  Territory,  on  December  3rd,  1902.   On  
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January  13th,  1903,  he  took  his  own  life  by  

deliberately  ingesting  fifteen  grains  of  strychnine.   He  
had  confided  his  true  identity  to  the  hotel’s  owner,  
Mrs.  Harper.   After  his  death,  she  asked  doctors  to  
examine  the  remains—and  compare  their  findings  with  
known  descriptions  of  John  Wilkes  Booth.   She  also  
commissioned  a  handwriting  analysis—and,  as  Mr.  
George  had  instructed  before  his  death—she  contacted  
Finis  Langdon  Bates.

     On  June  5th,  1903,  the  following  article  appeared  

in  the  Perry,  Oklahoma  Republican—

     “It  is  now  fully  developed  that  the  man  at  Enid—

who  committed  suicide  on  January  13th  last—was  

none  other  than  John  Wilkes  Booth,  the  assassin.

Junius  Brutus  Booth  the  IIIrd ,  the  nephew  of  John  
Wilkes  Booth,  has  fully  identified  the  remains  of  
David  E.  George  as  the  body  of  his  infamous  uncle.

     It  has  always  been  known  by  the  Booth  family
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that  John  Wilkes  Booth  was  alive,  and  they  have

been  in  constant  communication  with  him  since  

the  assassination  on  April  14th,  1865.   This  
knowledge,  on  the  part  of  Junius  Brutus  Booth,  Jr.,  
(IInd)  the  actor,  was  what  prompted  him  to  make  
remarks  about  the  supposed  burial  of  John  Wilkes  
Booth  in  1872.   He  well  knew  the  body  in  that  
grave  was  not  that  of  his  much-younger  brother.
     People  knowledgeable  about  the  alleged  capture

of  Booth—and  the  fact  that  the  government’s  reward

(point  to  the  Wanted  Poster)  has  never  been  paid—have  
always  believed  him  to  be  alive.   Similarly,  there  is  
no  proof  in  the  government  archives—and  
furthermore,  never  has  been—of  Booth’s  capture  and  
death.

     From  the  evidence  at  hand,  there  is  no  doubt

that  the  man  who  died  in  Enid  last  January  was

really  John  Wilkes  Booth.   He  has  been  positively  
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identified  by  many  who  knew  him  before  the  War,  

during  the  War—and  after  the  War.   The  body  has  

been  embalmed—and  subjected  to  a  thorough  

investigation  (show  picture).”

     It  was  estimated  that  more  than  fifty  thousand  
men,  women  and  children  converged  on  Enid  to  get

a  glimpse  of  the  remains  on  display  at  W.  B.  

Pennaman’s  Undertaking  Parlor.   Upon  his  arrival,  

Finis  Bates  took  possession  of  the  body.   After  his  
death,  Bates’  widow  sold  the  mummy  to  a  traveling  
circus—and  it  toured  the  country  as  a  side  show.   It  
was  last  seen  publicly  in  New  Hope,  Pennsylvania  in  
1976—and  is  now  in  a  private  collection  in 

Richmond,  Virginia.   

     There  are  twenty-four  known,  living  descendants  of  
the  children  of  Junius  Brutus  Booth,  Sr.  and  Mary  
Ann  Holmes  (as  of  1993)—the  parents  of  John  Wilkes  

Booth.   A  DNA  profile  of  tissue  taken  from  the  well-
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preserved  mummy  (point  to  picture)—compared  to  DNA  
profiles  of  known  present-day  Booth  family  
descendants—would  put  an  end  to  the  nearly  century-
old  (1907 – 2006)  public  speculation,  once  and  for  all.   
Thank  you!
Nota  Bene:   Finis  Langdon  Bates  was  born  circa  1855  

                     and  died  between  1921 – 23.   He  was  

                     practicing  law  at  age  17—when  he  first  met  

                     John  St.  Helen.   He  published  his  book  in  

                     1907—at  age  52.   His  Memphis,  Tennessee  

                     law  practice  was  located  at  272  2nd  Street. 
                     Bates,  Finis  Langdon.   The  Escape  and  

                      Suicide  of  John  Wilkes  Booth.   Pilcher  Printing  

                     Company,  Publishers.   1907.   309  pages.
                     John  Wilkes  Booth  was  the  son  of  Junius  
                     Brutus  Booth,  Sr.  and  Mary  Ann  Holmes.   

                     He  was  born  10  May  1838  near  Bel  Air,  
                     Maryland—about  25  miles  outside  Baltimore.   

                     He  died  Wednesday  26  April  1865  at  

                     Richard  Garrett’s  farm  near  Port  Royal,  

                     Virginia  (Federal  Government’s  account)  or  as  

                     David  E.  George  at  the  Grand  Avenue  Hotel  

                     in  Enid,  Oklahoma  Territory,  on  13  January  

1903 (Finis  Langdon  Bates’  account).
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J. Wilkes  Booth  is  described  as  “5  feet  8  

inches  tall  with  jet  black  hair,  ivory  skin  and  a  lean,  athletic  build.   He  is  said  to  have  had  an  easy  charm  that  attracted  women.”
                     Junius  Brutus  Booth  III  (06  Jan 1868 – 06 

                     Dec  1912)  was  the  son  of  Junius  Brutus  
                     Booth,  Jr.  (II,  1821 – 1883)—the  older  brother  
                     of  John  Wilkes  Booth.   Junius  Brutus  Booth,  
                     Sr.  was  the  father  of  John  Wilkes  Booth,  
                     Junius  Brutus  Booth,  Jr.  (II)  and  Edwin  
                     Booth.   The  only  way  Junius  Brutus  Booth  
                     III  could  have  known  his  uncle  is  if  John  

                     Wilkes  Booth  was  indeed  alive  after  1868—
                     the  year  Junius  Brutus  Booth  III  was  born.
                     Joseph  “Joe”  Jefferson  (1829 – 1905)  
                     was  the  actor  most  associated  with  the  role  

                     of  Rip  Van  Winkle  (a  story  written  by  
                     Washington  Irving  and  published  in  1819)  
                     worldwide  on  the  19th  century  stage.
                     Richard  and  Richmond  is  a  reference  to  

                     Booth’s  role  as  the  Earl  of  Richmond  in  

                     Shakespeare’s  play,  Richard  III—first  
                     performed  by  Booth  in  his  stage  debut  in  

                     August  1855—at  the  age  of  17.
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                     Confederate  Colonel  John  Singleton  Mosby  

                     commanded  “Mosby’s  Rangers”—43rd  

                     Battalion,  Virginia  Cavalry.   He  did  not  

                     give  his  farewell  address  to  his  men  until  

21 April  1865—when  he  ordered  them  to
disband,   rather  than  surrender  to  the  Yankees.   Captain  William  “Willie”  Jett  is  known  to  have  escorted  Booth  to  Garrett’s  farm  (from  the  Federal  government’s  official  report).
Granbury,  Texas  was  settled  in  1854—eighteen  years  before  Bates  claims  to  have  met  John  St.  Helen  there  in  1872.   It  was  a  settlement  on  the  very  outskirts  of  modern  civilization—sparsely  populated  and  not  often  visited.
Surrattville,  Maryland  is  located  twelve  miles  southeast  of  Washington,  D. C.

John  Harrison  Surratt  (born  in  1844)  lived  until  1916.
The  Kirkwood  Hotel  was  located  at  12th  Street  and  Pennsylvania  Avenue,  NW.   Andrew  Johnson  took  the  oath  of  office  here  on  15  April  1865.

John  T.  Ford’s  Opera  House  (Theater)  is  located  at  511  10th  Street,  NW—0.28  miles  from  the  Kirkwood  Hotel.

David  Edgar  Herold  was  captured  at  Garrett’s  farm—and  hung  at  Fort  McNair  with  Mrs.  Mary  Surratt.
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Dr.  Samuel  Mudd  was  convicted  of  conspiracy  and  given  a  life  sentence. President  Andrew  Johnson  pardoned  him  on  08  February  1869.
Colonel  Samuel  Cox  rendered  aid  to  Booth  and  Herold.
Colonel  Jack  Evans—unable  to  find  any  information  about  his  service  as  U. S.  District  Attorney  in  Tyler,  Texas.
Lincoln’s  cabinet  who  opposed  the  Emancipation  Proclamation:   Gideon  Welles,  Secretary  of  the  Navy;  Caleb  Blood  Smith,  Secretary  of  the  Interior;  William  Henry  Seward,  Secretary  of  State;  Montgomery  Blair,  Postmaster  General  and  Edward  Bates,  Attorney  General.

Grant  and  his  wife  left  Washington  for  Dubuque,  Iowa  on  the  day  of  the  assassination.   They  received  the  news  in  Philadelphia  and  returned,  immediately,  to  the  Capital.
Private  F.  A.  Demond,  Company  C,  3rd  Heavy  Artillery,  Massachusetts  Volunteers—retired  to  Cavendish,  Vermont.

Booth  shot  Lincoln  at  10:10  p. m.   He  crossed  the  old  Navy  Yard  bridge  (across  the  East  Potomac  River)  at  10:30  p. m.

Page 40

When  he  was  informed  of  Lincoln’s  death,  Vice-President  Johnson  said,  “He  belongs  to  the  ages.   But  the  country  belongs  to  me!”

The  physical  description  of  Booth  posted  on  handbills  after  the  assassination:   “Height,  5’  8”;  weight,  160  pounds;  compactly  built;  hair,  jet  black,  inclined  to  curl,  medium  length,  parted  behind;  eyes,  black;  and  heavy  brows.”
Rollins  was  the  ferrier  who  transported  Booth,  Herold  and  ‘Ruddy’  across  the  Rappahannock  River—he  was  later  interviewed  and  identified  tintypes  of  Booth  and  Herold.
Leadville  (Colorado)  is  pronounced  Led-ville,

not  Leed-ville.

Temple  Houston,  the  youngest  son  of  Sam  Houston,  was  in  the  Pickwick  Hotel  bar  in Fort  Worth  with  Mayor  Tom  Powell  and  General  Albert  Pike  in  1884  or  85—when  John  Wilkes  Booth  walked  in  and  was  positively  identified  by  General  Pike.
National  Museum  of  Funeral  History

415 Barren  Springs  Drive

Houston,  Texas  77090-5918
TE:   281-876-3063

                     Their  permanent  exhibits  include  one  of  only  
                     two  exact  replicas  of  Lincoln’s  casket.
