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M ase ¥ Killing of Lincoln.

On April 14th, 1865, when vietory
crow ned tbe Umm Arunes, the theatre’
in Warhington-was filled to evérflowinyg
with exultant officers, citizens, and Ia -
dies, while music and flowers, briiliant
Jights flashed and havpmess reigned.—
President Lincoln -and wife were scated
in'a large'stage bex - in the second tier,

| two" boxes thrown into.one draped in

the mational flag. . The play on the
stagze was in the second part.

'l‘hruunh the "enclal hun,, following
the stage pause, with the change of por
sitions. cte., came the muffled sound of
a pistol shot which rota bundredsh
part of the audienoe heard ut the time
—and yet a moment’s hush—some how,
surely a vague, startled thrill—and then
through the ornamented,draperied, star-
red and stripped space.way of the Pres

{ideut’s box, a sudden fizure, a wan

raises himself with hands and feet,
stands 2 moment on the railing, leaps
below to the stage (a distance of per<
baps fourteen or fifteen feet). “falls out
of pnmt.nn catehinis hisbootsheel in che
copious draperp, (Lhu Awmeriean flnyg)
falls on ane kuee. qm('hl) reeovers hime

| self, rises ag if nothing had happened.
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(horeally sprinns his anglo, bui un .
felt then,) and so the fizure, Booth the
wiurderer, dressed in'plain black broad-

cloth, bare headed, with a fuil hend of'§

glossy raven hair, and his eyes like
some mad auimal's, flashing with light

and resoluticn, yet with certrin strange |
calmness, lm’ds alolt in one hand u|
large koife—waks: along not much back |
‘roin the footlights—turns fully towards |

the audience his face of statuesque
beauty, lit by those busilisk eyes, flushs
i~g with desperation, perhaps with in-
s.mity—l'\unr-hes out in a firm and
steady voice ‘“‘sic semper tyrannis —

Virginiaisavenged I Aund then walks
with noither slow nor very rapid paee
dingonally across to' the back of the
stage, and diqnprculs L ,

‘A moment's hush, incredalous—a

seream—the ery of murder—Mrs. Lina |
‘coln leaning out of the-box, with pale

cheeks and lips; with involuntary - o-y.
pointingto the retreuting ﬁuure “He'ss

has killed'ihe l’resxdcnt . Tbcn all
.wais_confugion and horror.”
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