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A B R A H A M L I N C O L N : T H E W A R Y E A R S 

" T W E N T Y TEARS AGO C a r l S a n d b u r g s t a r t e d t o w r i t e t h e f u l l e s t , 
r i c h e s t , m o s t u n d e r s t a n d i n g o f a l l t h e L i n c o l n b i o g r a p h i e s . H i s w o r k i s 
n o w c o m p l e t e . The War Years f o l l o w s The Prairie Years i n t o t h e t r e a s 
u r e h o u s e w h i c h b e l o n g s , l i k e L i n c o l n h i m s e l f , t o t h e w h o l e h u m a n 
famil Tr.** "~" Robert E. Sherwood, author of the Broadway play Abe Lincoln in Illinois 
Copyright 1986, 1987 by Carl Sandburg; copyright 1939 and published— 
%n 4 volumes with a wealth of photographs and illustrations — at $20 bu 
Barcourt, Brace dt Co., New York, 
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Sandburg s life of Lincoln has been widely praised 
as the finest biography of recent years. "It is a narrative 
which for decades will hearten all believers in democracy" 
says Allan Nevins. 

What follows is from the final episodes of Sandburg's 
great work. In words now swiftly dramatic, now poetically 
eloquenty it deals with the last tragic day in Lincoln's life. 

The Calendar Says Good Friday 

ON T H E CALENDAR i t W a s H o l y 
W e e k a n d A p r i l t h e 1 4 t h 

w a s G o o d F r i d a y . F i v e d a y s 

b e f o r e , L e e h a d s u r r e n d e r e d t o 

G r a n t . T h e w a r w a s o v e r . S o m e 

w e r e t o s a y t h e y h a d n e v e r b e f o r e 

s e e n s u c h a s h i n e o f b e n e f i c e n c e , 

s u c h a k i n d l i n g g l o w , o n L i n c o l n ' s 

f a c e . H e w a s 3 0 p o u n d s u n d e r w e i g h t , 

h i s c h e e k s h a g g a r d , y e t t h e i n s i d e 

o f h i m m o v e d t o a m u s i c o f p e a c e o n 

e a r t h a n d g o o d w i l l t o m e n . 

T h e s c h e d u l e f o r t h i s d a y s e e m e d 

m u c h t h e s a m e a s s c o r e s o f o t h e r 

d a y s a t t h e W h i t e H o u s e : o f f i c e 

b u s i n e s s t i l l e i g h t o ' c l o c k , b r e a k f a s t 

a n d i n t e r v i e w s t i l l t h e C a b i n e t m e e t 

i n g a t e l e v e n ; l u n c h e o n , m o r e i n t e r 

v i e w s , a l a t e a f t e r n o o n d r i v e w i t h 

M r s . L i n c o l n a n d a s m a l l t h e a t e r 

p a r t y i n t h e e v e n i n g . S u c h w a s t h e 

p r e p a r e d d o c k e t f o r G o o d F r i d a y . 

T h e c i t y o f W a s h i n g t o n w a s g a y . 

F l a g s a n d b u n t i n g flew a c r o s s s t r e e t s 

a n d u p a n d d o w n b u i l d i n g f r o n t s i n 

r i o t s o f r e d - w h i t e - a n d - b l u e . W i n -

d o w i l l u m i n a t i o n s , fireworks, i m 

p r o m p t u p r o c e s s i o n s w i t h b r a s s 

b a n d s a n d s e r e n a d e s , h a d k e p t g o 

i n g a l l t h e n i g h t b e f o r e . C h u r c h g o e r s 

filled t h e p e w s , h e a r i n g G o o d F r i 

d a y s e r m o n s o f t h e P r i n c e o f P e a c e 

h a v i n g b r o u g h t u n u t t e r a b l e b l e s s 

i n g s t o t h e c o u n t r y . 

T h e d i s t i n c t i v e n a t i o n a l e v e n t 

p l a n n e d f o r t h i s d a y t o o k p l a c e a t 

C h a r l e s t o n , S o u t h C a r o l i n a . W i t h 

f o r m a l c e r e m o n i e s a n d a m i d t h u n 

d e r i n g g u n s , t h e flag w a s a g a i n r a i s e d 

o v e r F o r t S u m t e r , f o u r y e a r s a n d 

o n e d a y a f t e r i t h a d b e e n s h o t a w a y 

i n t h e first a c t i o n o f t h e w a r . H e n r y 

W a r d B e e c h e r s p o k e , o f f e r i n g t o 

t h e P r e s i d e n t o f t h e U n i t e d S t a t e s 

" o u r s o l e m n c o n g r a t u l a t i o n s t h a t 

G o d h a s s u s t a i n e d h i s l i f e a n d h e a l t h 

u n d e r t h e u n p a r a l l e l e d b u r d e n s o f 

f o u r b l o o d y y e a r s , a n d p e r m i t t e d 

h i m t o b e h o l d t h a t n a t i o n a l u n i t y 

f o r w h i c h h e h a s s o l a b o r e d . " P s a l m s 

o f t h a n k s g i v i n g w e r e r e a d , t h e a s 

s e m b l a g e i n t o n i n g : " T h e L o r d h a t h 
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d o n e g r e a t t h i n g s f o r u s ; w h e r e o f 

w e a r e g l a d . " 

G e n e r a l G r a n t h a d a r r i v e d i n 

W a s h i n g t o n f r o m t h e f r o n t , h e a r d 

s h o u t s o f w e l c o m e , a n d i n t r y i n g t o 

w a l k f r o m h i s h o t e l t o t h e W a r D e 

p a r t m e n t h a d t o c a l l o n t h e p o l i c e 

t o m a k e a p a t h t h r o u g h t h e c h e e r 

i n g t h r o n g s . 

T h e P r e s i d e n t i a l t h e a t e r p a r t y 

f o r t h a t e v e n i n g w a s p l a n n e d b y 

M r s . L i n c o l n . A t h i r d - r a t e d r a m a , 

Our American Cousin^ w h i c h t h e 

s t a r L a u r a K e e n e h a d c a r r i e d t o 

p o p u l a r i t y , w a s s h o w i n g a t F o r d ' s 

T h e a t e r . L i n c o l n w a s d i s i n c l i n e d t o 

g o , b u t M r s . L i n c o l n h a d s e t h e r 

h e a r t o n i t . O n h i s s u g g e s t i o n s h e 

i n v i t e d G e n e r a l a n d M r s . G r a n t t o 

j o i n t h e i r p a r t y — a n d G e n e r a l 

G r a n t a c c e p t e d . 

L a t e r , h o w e v e r , G r a n t c h a n g e d 

h i s m i n d a b o u t g o i n g . M r s . G r a n t , 

i n a l l p r o b a b i l i t y , h a d t o l d t h e G e n 

e r a l t h a t s h e w o u l d e n j o y a c c o m 

m o d a t i n g t h e P r e s i d e n t , b u t t h a t 

s h e c o u l d n o t e n d u r e a n e v e n i n g 

w i t h M r s . L i n c o l n , w h o h a d r e 

c e n t l y o f f e n d e d h e r w i t h a s u d d e n 

o u t b u r s t o f t e m p e r . S o h e d e c l i n e d , 

o n t h e e x c u s e o f l e a v i n g t o s e e h i s 

c h i l d r e n i n N e w J e r s e y . 

M o r e o v e r , S e c r e t a r y o f W a r S t a n 

t o n h a d u r g e d b o t h L i n c o l n a n d 

G r a n t n o t t o g o . H e h a d h e a r d , f r o m 

h i s s e c r e t - s e r v i c e a g e n t s , o f t h r e a t s 

a n d c o n s p i r a c i e s t h a t w o u l d m a k e 

i t u n s a f e f o r t h e t w o e m i n e n t l e a d 

e r s t o a p p e a r b e f o r e a l a r g e c r o w d 

t h a t m i g h t c o n t a i n " e v i l - d i s p o s e d 

p e r s o n s . " 

An On Dr 

STANTON w a s t a k i n g t h e s a m e 

c o u r s e h e h a d c o n t i n u o u s l y h e l d 

f o r m o r e t h a n t h r e e y e a r s . A g a i n s t 

L i n c o l n ' s o p e n w i s h e s h e h a d a t 

t i m e s t h r o w n c a v a l r y , f o o t g u a r d s , 

a n d p l a i n - c l o t h e s a t t e n d a n t s a r o u n d 

t h e P r e s i d e n t . H e a n d M a r s h a l W a r d 

H i l l L a m o n , L i n c o l n ' s i n t i m a t e 

f r i e n d , w e r e t h e t w o m e n w h o m o s t 

o f t e n w a r n e d L i n c o l n a b o u t h i s 

p e r s o n a l s a f e t y . 

A f e w d a y s p r e v i o u s l y , L i n c o l n 

h a d s e n t L a m o n t o R i c h m o n d o n 

g o v e r n m e n t b u s i n e s s . B e f o r e l e a v 

i n g , L a m o n u r g e d S e c r e t a r y o f t h e 

I n t e r i o r U s h e r t o p e r s u a d e L i n c o l n 

t o g o o u t a s l i t t l e a s p o s s i b l e w h i l e 

h e w a s a w a y . T h e y d e c i d e d t o c a l l 

o n L i n c o l n t o g e t h e r . L a m o n a s k e d 

t h e P r e s i d e n t t o p r o m i s e t h a t h e 

w o u l d n o t g o o u t a f t e r n i g h t f a l l , 

a n d p a r t i c u l a r l y n o t t o g o t o t h e 

t h e a t e r . 

L i n c o l n t u r n e d a n d s a i d , " U s h e r , 

t h i s b o y i s a m o n o m a n i a c o n t h e 

s u b j e c t o f m y s a f e t y . " 

U s h e r r e p l i e d , " M r . L i n c o l n , i t i s 

w e l l t o h e e d L a m o n . H e h a s o p p o r 

t u n i t i e s t o k n o w m o r e a b o u t s u c h 

m a t t e r s t h a n w e c a n . " 

" W e l l , " s a i d L i n c o l n , " I p r o m i s e 

t o d o t h e b e s t I c a n . " T h e n , g i v i n g 

L a m o n a w a r m h a n d s h a k e : " G o o d 

b y e , G o d b l e s s y o u , H i l l ! " 

L a m o n , a s h e r o d e t o R i c h m o n d , 

t o o k n o e a s e a b o u t t h i s m a t t e r — 

e v e n l e s s t h a n e v e r b e c a u s e o f a 

d r e a m L i n c o l n h a d t o l d h i m . L i n 

c o l n , h e k n e w , h a d f e l t e a r l i e r p r e -
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monitions. More than once the 
President had spoken to him of the 
double image he had seen in i 8 6 0 , 

in a looking-glass. One face held 
glow of life and breath, the other 
shone ghostly white. "That the mys
tery had its meaning was clear 
enough to him: the lifelike image be
tokened a safe passage through his 
first term as President; the ghostly 
one, that death would overtake him 
before the close of the second." 

Sternly practical and strictly 
logical man that Lincoln was, he 
nevertheless believed in dreams hav
ing validity. According to Lamon, 
Lincoln held that any dream had a 
meaning if you could follow it 
through the preposterous tricks and 
vagaries of the human mind. And 
what Lamon thought about Lin
coln had value, for with no other 
man did Lincoln seem to speak him
self more easily and naturally. No 
one else plucked a banjo for Lincoln 
or answered to the wish, "Sing me 
a sad little song," in a concert for 
those two alone. No one else came 
nearer being a "boon companion." 
And Lamon said: "He always be
lieved that he would fall, at the 
height of his career, by the hand of 
an assassin." 

The dream that came to Lincoln 
this second week of April 1 8 6 5 , 
Lamon wrote, was "the most star
tling incident" that had ever come 
to the man. One evening at the 
White House, with Mrs. Lincoln, 
Lamon, and one or two others pres
ent, he told of it. 

"About ten days ago," said he, 
" I retired very late, and soon began 
to dream. There seemed to be a 
deathlike stillness about me. Then 
I heard subdued sobs, as if a num
ber of people were weeping. I thought 
I left my bed and wandered down
stairs. I went from room to room; 
no living person was in sight. It was 
light in all the rooms; every object 
was familiar to me; but where were 
all the people who were grieving as 
if their hearts would break? I kept 
on until I arrived at the East Room, 
which I entered. There I met with a 
sickening surprise. Before me was a 
catafalque, on which rested a corpse 
wrapped in funeral vestments. 
Around it were stationed soldiers; 
and there was a throng of people, 
some gazing mournfully upon the 
corpse, whose face was covered, 
others weeping pitifully. 'Who is 
dead in the White House?' I de
manded of one of the soldiers. 'The 
President,' was his answer; 'he was 
killed by an assassin!' Then came a 
loud burst of grief from the crowd, 
which awoke me from my dream. I 
slept no more that night; and al
though it was only a dream, I have 
been strangely annoyed by it ever 
since." 

\N TWO OCCASIONS since he had 
become President, Lincoln had 

been fired on by would-be assassins. 
The first of these occurred in the 
summer of ' 6 3 . At that time, Lin
coln had been daily riding the three 
miles between the White House and 

mo NOW H E B E L O N G S T O T H E A G E S I2Ç 

the Soldiers' Home, where the fam
ily lived through the hot-weather 
months. One morning, as Lincoln 
came riding up to the White House, 
he met Lamon. " I have something 
to tell you," he said. They went to 
the President's office, locked the 
doors, and sat down. 

Lamon later wrote down the talk 
which followed. Lincoln began: "You 
know I have always thought you an 
idiot for your apprehensions of my 
personal danger. Well, just now I 
don't know what to think. 

"Last night, about 1 1 o'clock, I 
went out to the Soldiers' Home 
alone, riding Old Abe. When I ar
rived at the entrance of the Home 
grounds, I was jogging along, im
mersed in thought, when suddenly 
I was aroused by the report of a 
rifle, seemingly not 5 0 yards away. 
My erratic namesake, with one 
bound, separated me from my eight-
dollar plug hat, and at breakneck 
speed we arrived in a haven of safety. 
I tell you there is no time on record 
equal to that made by the two Old 
Abes on that occasion. 

"Personally," he went on, " I 
can't believe that anyone would de
liberately shoot to kill me; though 
I must acknowledge that this fel
low's bullet whistled uncomfortably 
close to'these headquarters of mine." 

This was said with much serious
ness. He then assumed a playful 
manner: " I can truthfully say that 
one of the Abes was frightened, but 
modesty forbids my mentioning 
which. No good can result from giv

ing this thing publicity. Moreover, 
I do not want it understood that I 
share your apprehensions. I never 
have." 

The next affair was in mid-August 
of ' 6 4 . John W. Nichols, a guard at 
the Soldiers' Home grounds, heard 
a rifle shot one night about 11 o'clock 
and presently a horse came dashing 
up, bearing the President, bare
headed. "Pretty near got away with 
me, didn't he?" said the President. 
"He got the bit in his teeth." To 
Nichols's query about his hat the 
President answered that somebody 
had fired a gun, his horse had be
come scared and had jerked his hat 
off. 

Nichols found the hat, examined 
it, and discovered a bullet hole 
through the crown. When this was 
called to Lincoln's attention he 
"made some humorous remark, and 
added that he wished nothing said 
about the matter." 

This made twice that Lincoln lost 
his hat while riding. Lamon's con
tinuous warnings went unheeded. 
Finally, in exasperation, Lamon had 
sent Lincoln a letter, resigning his 
office as marshal. Lincoln would not 
accept it. In this Lamon wrote: 
"Tonight, as you have done on sev
eral previous occasions, you went 
unattended to the theater. When I 
say unattended, I mean you went 
alone with Charles Sumner and a 
foreign minister, neither of whom 
could defend himself against as
sault from any able-bodied woman 
in this city. And you know, or ought eko
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to, that your life is sought after, 
and will be taken unless you and 
your friends are cautious." 

Though warned that he was mak
ing himself too easy a target, to the 
theater Lincoln continued to go. 
Alone often, yet again with varied 
companions, perhaps a hundred 
times since coming to Washington. 
To an interviewer, Lincoln once 
said: " I go simply because I must 
have change. I laugh because I 
must not weep; that's all." 

Walking over to the War Depart
ment late this afternoon of April 
1 4 , Lincoln mentioned the matter 
of possible harm to come to him. 
According to the White House guard, 
W. H. Crook, who accompanied 
him, Lincoln said, "Crook, do you 
know, I believe there are men who 
want to take my life?" And after a 
pause, half to himself, "And I have 
no doubt they will do it." 

"I hope you are mistaken, Mr. 
President," offered Crook. And after 
a few paces in silence, Lincoln said: 
" I have perfect confidence in every 
one of you men. I know no one could 
do it and escape alive. But if it is to be 
done, it is impossible to prevent it." 

Upon their return to the White 
House door, Lincoln said, "Good
bye, Crook." 

Crook was puzzled. Until then it 
had always been "Good-night, 
Crook." 

IN T H E C A R R I A G E into which the 
President and his wife stepped 

that evening were Major Henry R. 

rg4o " N O W H E B E L O N G S T O T H E A G E S 
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this evening of April 1 4 , enacting 
Rathbone and his fianc6e, Missthe part of a strange cipher. For 
Clara Harris. Rathbone was 28this night he would distinguish him-
years old, of a well-to-do Albany l̂f as the world's foremost vacant-
family, a major of volunteers and atninded Naught. He had eyes to see 
trusted War Office attache. Hisnot, ears to hear not — and politi-
sweetheart was the daughter of:al pull. 
Judge Ira Harris, a United States 
Senator from New York. BJoqj Qn ^ Moon 

The bodyguard in whose line of 
duty it fell to be with the President^OLD, RAW W E A T H E R met those 
this evening was John F. Parker. who stepped forth on the eve-
He was one of four officers detailedning of this April 1 4 . A ceiling of 
from the police force of the city to clouds hung low, mist and fog held 
guard the President. He was 3 5 yearŝ he streets, and occasional showers 
old, had been a carpenter in Wash-had put a chill and a pervasive 
ington, enlisted in the army as a damp i n the air. Away from the 
three-months man, in ' 6 1 joining$treet-corner gas lamps, walking 
the city police force. He had a wife men became blurred humps, 
and three children. In ' 6 2 the Police The carriage left the White House 
Board found he had been profanê ith its four occupants, with the 
and insolent to a citizen and had coachman Francis Burns holding 

"disrespectful" language to a the reins, and alongside him the 

*3* 

used 
superior. In ' 6 3 he was tried onfbotman Charles Forbes. Burns 
charges of being asleep on a street-̂ poke to the horses. They moved 
car when he should have been pa-̂ ff. No circumstance delayed or 
trolling his beat; and of conduct un-̂ indered. No telegram of corn-
becoming an officer through five landing importance suddenly found 
drunken weeks of residence in a jtselfin the President's hands. Noth-
house of prostitution. But the Board big happened to cancel the theater 
took no action. date of the evening. Out of the 

How Parker found his way intonates they drove, 
the White House to begin with was From the carriage window Lin-
not clear. However, when he was:oln had a final casual glance at the 
drafted for army service, Mrs. Lin-White House where he had lived four 
coin had written to the Provost ̂ ears and 4 1 days. Before they 
Marshal "that John F. Parker . . -turned one corner, by leaning for-
has been detailed for duty at theward he could see the mystic 
Executive Mansion by order ofCapitol dome in a haze of light, a 
Mrs. Lincoln." Boating midair symbol of the 
N This was the drab, muddle-headed Union of States, 
wanderer who was to have a role 

FORD'S T H E A T E R , the play 
had already begun. The guard 

Parker was at hand. The party 
walked into the theater about nine 
o'clock. An usher led them to their 
box. The players interrupted their 
lines while the audience applauded, 
and the President nodded his ac
knowledgments. The play proceeds. 

Major Rathbone and Miss Har
ris, seated toward the front of the 
box, are in full view of the audience. 
Mrs. Lincoln is seated farther back, 
and the President, slouched in a 
roomy haircloth rocking chair, is at 
the rear of the box, hidden from 
the audience by a curtain. Lincoln 
is in sight of only his chosen com
panions, the actors, and the few 
people who may be offstage to the 
left. 

This privacy however is not so 
complete as it seems. The box has 
two doors, and one, a few feet be
hind the President, is unlocked. In 
this door is a small hole, bored by 
an Outsider that afternoon to 
serve as a peephole. This door 
opens on a narrow hallway that 
leads to another door opening on 
the balcony of the theater. 

Through these two doors the 
Outsider must pass in order to en
ter the President's box. Close to the 
door connecting with the balcony, 
two inches of plaster have been cut 
from the wall. The intention of the 
Outsider is to place a bar in this 
niche and brace the door against 
intruders. 

It is the assigned duty of John F. 
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Parker to guard these doors con
stantly. A careful man on this duty 
would probably have noticed the 
gimlet hole, the newly made wall 
niche, and been doubly watchful. 
If Lincoln believes what he told 
Crook that afternoon, that he 
trusted the men assigned to guard 
him, he believes that Parker, with 
his revolver, in steady fidelity is 
just outside the door. 

I N SUCH A TRUST , Lincoln is mis
taken. Whatever dim fog of 

thought or duty may move John F. 
Parker in his best moments is not 
operating tonight. His life habit of 
never letting trouble trouble him 
is on him this night. He has always 
got along somehow. He can always 
find good liquor and bad women. 
You take your fun as you find it. 
He can never be a somebody, so he 
will enjoy himself as a nobody — 
though he can't imagine how per
fect a cipher one John F. Parker 
may appear as the result of one 
slack easygoing hour. 

"The guard," wrote the faithful 
Crook later, "took his position at 
the rear of the box, close to an en
trance. His orders were to stand 
there, fully armed, and to protect 
the President at all hazards. From 
the spot where he was thus sta
tioned, he could not see the actors; 
but he could hear their words, and 
became so interested in them that 
he quietly deserted his post, and 
walking down the dimly lighted 
side aisle, took a seat." 

Either between acts or at some 
time when the play was not lively 
enough to suit him, or because of an 
urge for a pony of whisky, John F. 
Parker leaves his seat in the bal
cony, goes outside and down the 
street for a little whiff of liquor, in
viting the President's coachman 
and footman to come along. 

Thus circumstance favors the 
lurking and vigilant Outsider. 

BE T W E E N I I and 1 2 o'clock of 
Good Friday morning the hand

some, erratic, fiery young actor, 
John Wilkes Booth, comes to 
Ford's Theater for his mail, hears 
that a messenger from the White 
House has engaged a box for the 
President that evening. For months 
Booth and his accomplices have 
been plotting against Lincoln's life. 
The time has come. He hopes not 
merely to remove a government 
head whom he believes in his crazed 
mind to be responsible for all the 
woes of his beloved South, but to 
realize the wild frenzy of killing a 
man he detests as a plebeian mon
grel. He goes into action. At four 
o'clock in the afternoon he returns 
to the empty Ford's Theater, sees 
the rocking chair in the corner of 
the President's box. Booth inspects 
locks, bores a hole through the box 
door, digs a niche in the plastered 
brick wall for the insertion of a bar 
to hold against the hallway door. 

At seven in the evening Booth; 
leaves his room at the National 
Hotel for the last time. In passing 
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he asks the hotel clerk if he is going 
to Ford's Theater this evening. The 
clerk hadn't thought about it. "There 
will be some fine acting there to
night," says Booth, and he moves 
on — there is work to do. Booth 
hurries on to see his accomplice 
Paine. They arrange their timing: 
at the same hour and minute of the 
clock, Paine is to go to the house of 
Seward and kill the Secretary of 
State and Booth to kill the Presi
dent. A third accomplice, Atzerodt, 
is to kill Vice-President Johnson. 
But Atzerodt begs off. He has not 
enlisted for killing. Booth storms at 
him and curses him for a coward 
and a traitor. Atzerodt finally drifts 
away, never to see Booth again — 
a muddled and woe-struck wan
derer, one of the only three men in 
the world who could have told the 
police beforehand of Booth's inten
tions at Ford's Theater that night. 

At a stable near Ford's and close 
to ten o'clock, Paine and Booth 
part, Booth to go to Ford's, Paine 
to ride to the Seward house. 

The play is more than half over 
when Booth enters Ford's Theater. 
He walks past the doorkeeper with 
a pleasant smile and "You'll not 
want a ticket from me?," asks the 
time, and is pointed to a clock in 
the lobby. "Ten minutes past ten." 
Booth opens a door into the par
quet, notes the presidential box. He 
has seen Our American Cousin played 
and has calculated to fine points the 
strategic moment for his deed. Soon 
to come is that moment when only 

one actor will be on the stage. A 
laugh from the audience usually fol
lows the exit of two ladies, a loud 
enough laugh perhaps to smother 
any unusual noises in a box. 

Booth goes up the stairs leading 
to the dress circle, picks his way 
among chairs behind an outer row 
of seats, reaches the door of the 
passageway to the Presidential box. 

AND the next scene? The next scene 
is to crash and blare and flare 

as one of the wildest, one of the 
most inconceivably fateful and cha
otic, that ever stunned and shocked 
a world that heard the story. 

The moment of high fate was not 
seen by the theater audience. Only 
one man saw that moment. He was 
the Outsider. He had come through 
the outer door into the little hall
way, fastened the strong bar into 
the two-inch niche in the brick wall, 
and braced it against the door 
panel. He had moved softly to the 
box door and, through the little 
hole he had gimleted that after
noon, had studied the occupants 
and his Human Target seated in a 
rocking armchair. Softly he had 
opened the door and stepped to
ward his prey, in his right hand a 
little vest-pocket one-shot brass 
derringer pistol, in his left hand a 
steel dagger. 

He was cool and precise and timed 
his every move. He raised the der
ringer, lengthened his right arm, 
ran his eye along the barrel in a line 
with the head of his victim less than eko
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five feet away — and pulled the 
trigger. 

A lead ball somewhat less than a 
half-inch in diameter crashed into 
the left side of the head of the 
Human Target, three inches behind 
the left ear. For Abraham Lincoln 
it was lights out, good-night, and a 
long farewell to the good earth and 
its trees, its enjoyable companions, 
and the Union of States and the 
world Family of Man he had loved. 
He was to linger in dying. But the 
living man could never again speak 
nor see nor hear nor awaken into 
conscious being. 

v F THIS the audience knows 
nothing. 

Major Rathbone leaps from his 
chair. Rushing at him with a knife 
is a strange human creature, ter
ribly alive, a lithe wild animal, a 
tiger for speed, a wildcat of a man, 
bareheaded, raven-haired — a smooth 
sinister face with glaring eyeballs. 
He stabs straight at the heart of 
Rathbone, a fast and ugly lunge. 
Rathbone parries with his upper 
right arm, which gets a deep slash; 
he reels back. The tigerish stranger 
mounts the box railing. 

The audience wonders whether 
something unusual is happening — 
or is it part of the play? 

From the box railing the Strange 
Man leaps, a ten-foot fall. His leap 
is slightly interrupted. On this slight 
interruption the Strange Man in 
his fine calculations had not figured. 
A draped Union flag tangles itself 

in a spur of one riding boot. He falls 
to the stage, breaking his left shin-
bone. Of what he has done the au
dience as yet knows nothing. They 
see him rush across the stage and 
vanish. Some have heard Rath-
bone's cry " Stop that man!" Booth 
dashes to a door opening on an 
alley. There stands a fast bay horse, 
a slow-witted chore boy nicknamed 
John Peanuts holding the reins. He 
kicks the boy and mounts; hoofs on 
the cobblestones are heard. In all, 
it is maybe 6 0 or 7 0 seconds since 
he loosed the one shot of his brass 
derringer. 

Whether the Strange Man paused 
a moment and shouted a dramatic 
line of speech, there was disagree
ment afterward. Some say he ran 
off at once. Others say he faced the 
audience a moment, and shouted 
the State motto of Virginia, the 
slogan of Brutus as he stabbed 
Caesar: "Sic semper tyrannis" — 
"Thus be it ever to tyrants." 

Others believed they heard him 
shriek: "The South is avenged!" 

Some said the lights went out in 
the theater. Others a thousand miles 
from the theater said they saw the 
moon come out from behind clouds 
blood-red. It was a night of many 
eyewitnesses, shaken and moaning 
eyewitnesses. 

TH E A U D I E N C E is up. Panic is in 
the air. "What is it? What has 

happened ?" " For God's sake, what 
has happened?" A woman's scream 
pierces the air. Some say it was Mrs. 

Lincoln. "He has shot the Presi
dent!" Men are swarming up over 
the gas-jet footlights onto the stage. 
The aisles fill with people not sure 
where to go. 

Mrs. Lincoln has turned from 
the railing where she saw the wild-
eyed man vanish off the stage, sees 
her husband in the rocking chair, 
his head slumped forward. With 
little moaning cries she springs to
ward him. Major Rathbone has 
shouted for a surgeon, has run into 
the hallway, and with one arm 
bleeding and burning with pain he 
jfumbles to unfasten the bar be
tween wall and door panel. An 
usher from the outside tries to help 
him. They get the bar loose. Back 
of the usher is a jam of people. He 
holds them back, allowing only one 
man to enter the box. 

This is 23-year-old Charles A. 
Leale, assistant surgeon, United 
States Volunteers. 

Mrs. Lincoln cries piteously: 
"Oh, Doctor! Is he dead? Can he 
recover? Will you take charge of 
him? Oh, my dear husband, my 
dear husband!" He soothes her a 
little, telling her he will do all that 
can possibly be done. 

The body in the chair seems to 
be that of a dead man, eyes closed, 
no certainty it is breathing. Dr. 
Leale with help from others lifts the 
body and places it on the floor. He 
holds the head and shoulders while 
doing this, his hand meeting a clot 
of blood near the left shoulder. Dr. 
Leale recalls seeing a dagger flashed 

by the assassin on the stage and 
now supposes the President has a 
stab wound. He has the coat and 
shirt slit open, but finds no wounds. 
He lifts the eyelids and sees evi
dence of a brain injury. He rapidly 
passes his fingers through the blood-
matted hair, finding a wound and 
removing a clot of blood, which re
lieves the pressure on the brain and 
brings shallow breathing and a weak 
pulse. 

As Dr. Leale told it later: " I saw 
that instant death would not occur. 
I then pronounced my diagnosis 
and prognosis: 'His wound is mor
tal; it is impossible for him to re
cover.'" 

DR. L E A L E asks that the Presi
dent be moved to the nearest 

house. Several ask if he cannot be 
taken to the White House. Dr. 
Leale replies, "The President would 
die before we reached there." 

Four soldiers lift the body by the 
trunk and legs. Two more doctors 
have arrived. One carries the right 
shoulder, one the left, Dr. Leale 
the head. They come to the door of 
the box. The passageway is packed 
with people. A captain goes into ac
tion with troopers. They show mus
kets, bayonets, sabers." Clear out!" 
rings the repeated order. "Clear 
out!" they cry to the curiosity-
seekers. 

Then the solemn little group with 
their precious freight carried head
first moves slowly through a space 
lined by protecting soldiers. eko
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Overhead is night sky. Clouds of 

dark gray unroll and show a blazing 
white moon, and roll over it again. 

On the street, humanity swirls 
and wonders and wants to know. 
" Is that the President they are car
rying?" "Is it true that he was 
shot?" "Oh, God, it can't be true!" 

Across the front of Ford's Thea
ter a crowd is massed. Leale asks 
the captain to clear a passage to 
the nearest house opposite. A bar
rier of men forms to keep back the 
crowds. Now comes the report that 
this house is closed. At the next 
house, No. 4 5 3 Tenth Street, Dr. 
Leale sees a man standing at the 
door with a lighted candle, beckon
ing them to come in. 

There they laid their stricken 
Friend of Man in the rented room 
of William Clark, a boarder in the 
house of William Peterson — on a 
plain wooden bed — at about 1 0 : 4 5 
o'clock, less than a half-hour after 
the moment the trigger of the little 
vest-pocket derringer was pulled. 

The bed is too short, and causes 
the knees to be elevated. Leale, 
troubled, orders the foot of the 
bed removed. This it seems cannot 
be done. Leale then has the body 
moved so it lies diagonally across 
the bed. Propped with extra pil
lows, the body is gently slanted 
with a rest for head and shoulders, 
finally in a position of repose. 

fow T H E R E is waiting for the 
end to come. The end may be 

kept off a little by continuous re-

moval of the blood clot at the . . , . . , 1 <* , . A • J r ±u- sassination this night, but At-wound opening. Aside from this the , , , c , , ° 5 
V ° „1 , 1 rodt had faltered, surgeons count the pulse and res- A •, r 1 1 ^ 1 . i_ i_ , 1 1 1 1 As daylight began to slant through piration — and wait helpless be- . J, 5 . ? ^ ? £ r e windows, it became evident the fore iron circumstance. T • , * * r 1 1 „ r ^ 1 1 lesident was sinking. A little be-Ihe room is 1 5 feet long by cT e

 &
 r . X T • j A D 1 • iuje seven Secretary of the Navy wide. A Brussels carpet is on trig! n . ,J i_ n \ 1 r u -lies went into the room where a floor. Around are a few chairs, a ^ . , c A , , . 1 11 j i rm rriend of Man was going plain bureau, a small wood stove, , . , , , ° i_ . J i_ 1 1 i'i d, moving into the final chill that a washstand with pitcher and bowl, 9 ° , , . ^ . * R . 1 • men at the last must know. Outdoors the vagrant white moor j. . r , , . , . 1 1 • , 0 1 1 1 11s wife made her last visit to is lost behind a cold gray sky, anr T L , • , , , , 

c , & J J ' tn. T h e death-struggle had be-even monotone of sky. L -n L I_- J • I . -p, 1 x • 1 • • 1 x 1 in. Robert, his son, stood with Robert Lincoln arrives with Johrf , , 5 , \ , - . xx ^1 o • veral others at the head of the Hay, private secretary to the rresi- , T T , i r „ , , V r
0 1 , ,,; • sd. He bore himself well, but on dent. Robert is told there is noj , rj,* , 1 • c wo occasions gave way to over-hope. The tears run down his r a c e , j w e r i n rj ef » 

After a time he recovers and does^frm£ ^ n f - n. . , , . t 1 • • I n e l a s t heartbeat nickered at his best during the night at com- . . , , 
r . &, & 1 minutes and 1 0 seconds past 7 forting his mother. _ C ^ J A - I Zot* . P 1 A T T • 1 • m. on Saturday, April 1 5 , 186c. At intervals Mrs. Lincoln is noti-rpi r> 1 u L J T • • 1 L 1 j Ine Pale Horse had come. 1 0 a hed she may visit her husband. c ^ ~ , J. , 1 . ((T . |ep river, to a far country, to a Once she cried to him, Live? 1 1 1 I ^ ,„ , • «r> • 7-and-by whence no man returns, You must live and again, Brina, *, r x T x , , , , . „ 1 5 a- 1 i^d gone the child of Nancy Hanks 1 ad — he will speak to 1 ad — ho , % T . , , 1 i _ - »» D ^ • 10* lorn Lincoln, the wilderness loves him so. But it was not con- , c , c • , ., 1 , • ,1 n ,̂ r , 3 y who found far lights and tall sidered advisable to allow the littler , , b , 
. , . . • e L in bows to l ive by, whose name boy to see his stricken father. I , c , \\\ , , 

A 1 1 1 • 1 ^ n before he died had become a One by one the Cabinet memberf ,. • , • „ 
. 7 . L F „ • 1 1 Kend interwoven with men s strug-arrived till all were m the hous# for f r e e d o m t h e w Q r l d o y e r_ 

except Secretary of State Seward T h e w J d o w w a s t o , d s h e c a m e As he lay in bed in his home thai , , , y c . . . . 7 . r | and threw herself with uncon-night, recovering from a carnagel n , , ^ • 1 , , •1 c j 1 j * ^pliable moaning on the dead accident, Seward had been attackeq, T T 7 L ° , , 1 TJ A > r> • Jdy. . . . When later she went by Booths associate, raine, and/ , , . r y ar\ 
i j 1 1 1 1 1 1 ..î ay the cry broke from her, O had been stabbed almost to death J

n , j T , • "> A. c , A iV Ood, and 1 have given my hus-before the Secretary s two sons an(f , ̂  ,„ ^ ? , J
 c 

} j . 1 1 1 r r u a n o - t o die! Over the drawn face a soldier-nurse could beat on hia T , , , . , , •, t A r r> J ^ A J ?r. Leale moved a smoothing hand, assailant. Vice-President Andre ,̂ r i _ - 1 
T 1 r 1 • r • T J ^ ^ t w o coins from his pocket, Johnson came for a brief visit. H,o^ , , . . . 5 J 

J
1 U J U - i j u D ^ u r l̂ ced them over the eyelids, and 

'3? 

also had been picked by Booth fol •ew a white sheet over the face. 

Over the worn features had come, 
wrote John Hay, "a look of un
speakable peace." 

Stanton, it was said afterward, 
pronounced the words, since be
come legendary: "Now he belongs 
to the ages." 

TH E ESCAPED J. Wilkes Booth in 
his flight south, where he hoped 

to find sanctuary with Confederate 
loyalists who would hail and exalt 
him, found that his deed was not 
appreciated as he had expected. 
He heard and read of a feeling deep 
over the South that he had wronged 
her. Instead of a tyrant-slayer, the 
assassin was the murderer of a good 
friend of the South. 

On the morning of April 2 6 , 
hunted like a wild beast and cor
nered like a rat, Booth met his end. 
Near Bowling Green, Virginia, in a 
burning barn set afire from the out
side, a bullet drove through his 
neck bone, and he was dragged 
away from reaching flames and laid 
under a tree. Water was given him. 
He revived, to murmur from parched 
lips, "Tell my mother — I died — 
for my country." He was carried to 
a house veranda, there muttering, 
" I thought I did for the best." He 
lingered for a time. A doctor came. 
Wilkes Booth asked that his hands 
might be raised so that he could 
look at them. So it was told. And 
as he looked on his hands, he mum
bled hoarsely, "Useless! Useless!" 
And those were his last words. 

And the one man — John F. ek
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P a r k e r — w h o s e s w o r n d u t y i t w a s 

t o h a v e i n t e r c e p t e d t h e a s s a s s i n ? 

T h e r e w e r e c h a r g e s b r o u g h t a g a i n s t 

h i m f o r h i s l a x i t y . B u t t h e r e w a s n o 

t r i a l o n t h e s e c h a r g e s , a n d i t w a s 

n o t t i l l t h r e e y e a r s l a t e r t h a t P a r k e r 

w a s t o b e d i s h o n o r a b l y d i s m i s s e d 

f r o m t h e p o l i c e f o r c e f o r s l e e p i n g o n 

h i s b e a t . 

H o w d i d P a r k e r t a k e t h e n e w s o f 

L i n c o l n ' s a s s a s s i n a t i o n ? I t a w o k e 

s o m e l e t h a r g y i n h i s b o n e s . P r o b 

a b l y a l l n i g h t l o n g h e w a n d e r e d 

h a l f - d a z e d o v e r t h e s t r e e t s o f W a s h 

i n g t o n , s t o p p i n g i n s a l o o n s , g a t h e r 

i n g t h e n e w s , w o n d e r i n g , b o t h e r i n g 

h i s h e a d a b o u t w h a t e x p l a n a t i o n s 

h e c o u l d m a k e . A t s i x o ' c l o c k i n t h e 

m o r n i n g , h e b r o u g h t t o h e a d q u a r 

t e r s a w o m a n o f t h e s t r e e t s h e h a d 

a r r e s t e d , h e r n a m e L i z z i e W i l l i a m s . 

P a r k e r h a d d e c i d e d h e w o u l d m a k e 

i t a m a t t e r o f r e c o r d t h a t e a r l y i n 

t h e m o r n i n g h e w a s o n t h e j o b . S o 

h e b r i n g s i n a f o r l o r n , b e d r a g g l e d 

s t r e e t w a l k e r — a g a i n s t w h o m h e 

p r o v e d n o c a s e , a n d L i z z i e W i l l i a m s 

w a s p r o m p t l y d i s c h a r g e d . 

N e i t h e r S t a n t o n n o r a n y m e m b e r 

o f C o n g r e s s n o r a n y n e w s p a p e r , n o r 

a n y a c c u s t o m e d g u a r d i a n o f p u b l i c 

w e l f a r e , t o o k a n y b u t m o m e n t a r y 

i n t e r e s t i n t h i s g u a r d s w o r n t o a 

s a c r e d d u t y , a m o r e c u r i o u s d e r e l i c t 

t h a n a n y s h o t b y a f i r i n g s q u a d f o r 

d e s e r t i o n o r c o w a r d i c e . 

The Shock—A Stricken People 

TH E N O R T H , w h i c h h a d n o w e s 

t a b l i s h e d a U n i o n o f S t a t e s , w a s 

Febru 
• _ r r 1 . . h e n e w s c a m e t o t h e m , r e c a l l i n g 
i n g r i e f . E v e r y w h e r e t h e e y e m u . { . ^ w h e r e t h w e r e 

t u r n h u n g s i g n s o f t h i s g r i e f , J t h w e r e d o i wl/en t h e 
I h e t a l k i n t h e s t r e e t s , h o u s •, • J 

1 m 1 1 j j - e a d n e w s a r r i v e d . 

s a l o o n s r a i r o a d c a r s a n d s t r e f . . p r e s i d e n t L i n c o i n i s d e a d " o r 

c a r s , t h e b l a c k b u n t i n g a n d ^ d L i n c o l n i s a s s a s s i n a t e d " 

c r a p e - t h e s e w e r e a t t e m p t s t o s . h four w o r d s w i t h w h i c h s o 

s o m e t h i n g t h a t c o u k i n o t b e s a f ^ n e w s w a s i v e n i n d d 

M e n t r i e d t o t a l k a b o u t . t a { c r o s s r o a d s > o n
 6

f a r m s _ f o u r 

w o r d s f a i l e d a n d t h e v c a m e b a c k • . w o r d s 

s i l e n c e . T o s a y n o t h i n g w a s b e s t . f ^ ^ S * o f t h o u s a n d s t h e r e 

L i n c o l n w a s d e a d . i w h o h a d b e e n t h e f o u n d a t i o n 

W a s t h e r e a n y t h i n g m o r e t o s a l d d w o r k o f w h a t h e h a d 

l e s , t h e y w o u l d g o t h r o u g h t f & 

m o t i o n s o f g r i e f a n d t a k e t h e i r p a f h A 

a n a t i o n a l f u n e r a l a n d a c e i l - - - y -

NO W H E B E L O N G S T O T H E A G E S '39 

{ g i v e n w h a t h e a s k e d . 

m o n y o f h u m i l i a t i o n a n d a b a s e m e i ^ h e n h e
u

C a l l
1

e d f ° r
u

S ° n S ? ^ t 6 ™ ' 
a n d t e a r s . B u t w o r d s w e r e n o h e f f l s b a n d s ' b r o t h , e r s . t h e s e h a d b e e n 

L i n c o l n w a s d e a d ? v e n — s o l e m n l y b u t w i l l i n g l y i n a 

N o t h i n g m o r e t h a n t h a t c o u l d f l t h t h a t
c J 0 l n e d h l s > s o . m e 

s a j d _ J n i o n o f S t a t e s , s o m e t o r 

H e w a s g o n e . ' O o t i n g o f ^very. 

H e w o u l d n e v e r a g a i n s p e a k T h e s ^ P e o P . l e , h a d n o w o r d s > t h e y 

t h e A m e r i c a n p e o p l e l a d o n l > r g » e f — s o r r o w b e y o n d 

a 

f o r t h e 

t h e u p -

v o r d s . 

T h e n a t i o n a l flag a l o n e d i d n ' t 
A g r e a t f r i e n d o f m a n h a d s u 

d e n l y v a n i s h e d . 

N o t h i n g c o u l d b e d o n e a b o u t ff m " ^ T A U AS 

S i l e n c e , g r i e f , a n d q u i e t r e s o l v ^ u r w , t b a b l a c k b o r d e r ' 0 r a P l e c e 

t h e s e o n l y w e r e l e f t f o r t h o s e w f f " a P e f e s t o o n l n g 

a d m i r e d a n d l o v e d a n d f e l t ther!*™. ^/l T S 1"^ t h/ y b a d 

s e l v e s c l o s e t o a l i v i n g p r e s e n c e t h * e n h ' m ^ ^ V ^ , h W 

w a s o n e o f t h e m . w h e
1

n , t h e y w o n d e r e d w h a t h e w o u l d 

W h e n t h e y s a i d " I t i s t e r r i b l e ? l l k e a S n a t ' ° n a l C h ' e f M a g I S " 

o r " G o d h e l p u s " i t w a s n o t i f f \ • , , , , . 

t h o u g h t h e y w e r e t a l k i n g t o o t h e j ^ n d t l m , e h a d g o n e b y a n d h e 

b u t r a t h e r a s t h o u g h t h e v w e < a d P r o v e d h i m s e l f H e h a d m a n -

m o a n i n g t o t h e m s e l v e s a n d ' k n o v p d t o k e e p h o p e a l i v e w h i l e o t h e r s 

i n g w o r d s w e r e n o u s e . ^ e r e r e a d y t o q u i t . 

T h o u s a n d s o n t h o u s a n d s w o u ! J
 T h eZ k n e W h , s , h

L
e a r t S r o a n e d 

r e m e m b e r a s l o n g a s t h e v l i v e d t l ° V e r t h a t
 S t r e a m ° f b o y S a n d "Ven 

e x a c t p l a c e w h e r e t h e y ' h a d b e e m ° T S S O U t h a n , d e ^ e r , s o u
J

t h f ° r 

s t a n d i n g o r s e a t e d o r ' l y i n g w h e f ° u r l o n g y e a r s ' t h a t h e l l v e d W l t h 

a m u l t i t u d e o f p h a n t o m y o u t h s w h o 

h a d c a l l e d h i m b y n i c k n a m e s a n d 

p e t w o r d s , t h a t h e w a l k e d w i t h 

d e a t h a n d b e c a m e i t s f a m i l i a r , t h a t 

h e h a d n o f e a r o v e r j o i n i n g " t h e 

b i v o u a c o f t h e d e a d , " t h a t i n t h e 

s h a d o w l a n d t o w h i c h h e h a d n o w 

c r o s s e d h a d g o n e m a n y c o m r a d e s 

a n d b r a v e m e n h e h a d c o m m i s 

s i o n e d a n d e v e n d e s e r t e r s h e h a d 

p a r d o n e d . 

T h e y h a d n o t h e a r d o f h i s m u r 

m u r i n g t o t h e w o m a n w h o w r o t e 

Uncle Tom's Cabin, " I s h a n ' t l a s t 

l o n g a f t e r i t ' s o v e r . " 

A m i d s l a u g h t e r s t o o b l o o d y a n d 

s t u p i d t o r e p o r t t o t h e c o u n t r y , 

a m i d b a b b l i n g s a n d a h e a v y s u s 

t a i n e d p r e s s u r e o f f o o l i s h c o u n s e l s , 

h e h a d g o n e o n w i t h o u t o n e o f t h e 

m a j o r m i s t a k e s t h a t c o u l d h a v e 

l o s t e v e r y t h i n g . 

I n a f u r n a c e a n d a h u g g e r m u g g e r 

o f b l o o d a n d m u c k h e h a d p r o v e d 

h i m s e l f . H e w a s o n e o f t h e m . 

H e w a s o f t h e p e o p l e , b y t h e p e o 

p l e , a n d f o r t h e p e o p l e . 

W e e k b y w e e k h e h a d s l o w l y 

b e c o m e t h e i r n e i g h b o r , t h e i r c l o s e 

f r i e n d , t h e m a n o f u n d e r s t a n d i n g 

w h o w a s w o r t h f o l l o w i n g e v e n 

w h e n t h e y c o u l d n o t b e s u r e w h e r e 

h e w a s l e a d i n g . 

N o w F a t h e r A b r a h a m w a s g o n e . 

O l d A b e — t h e r e w o u l d b e n o 

m o r e s t o r i e s a b o u t h i m , a l i v e t h e r e 

i n t h e W h i t e H o u s e i n W a s h i n g t o n . 

P r e s i d e n t L i n c o l n — h i s a n 

n o u n c e m e n t s a n d p r o c l a m a t i o n s , 

h i s l e t t e r s a n d s p e e c h e s — i t w a s 

a l l f i n i s h e d a n d o v e r . eko
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N o w t h e r e w a s a m e m o r y t o 

k e e p . 

T h a t w a s l e f t — t h e l i f e h e h a d 

l i v e d — t h e m e a n i n g s a n d t h e l i g h t s 

o f t h a t l i f e . 

T h i s c o u l d n o t b e t a k e n a w a y . 

N e i t h e r a o n e - s h o t b r a s s d e r 

r i n g e r n o r t h e h e a v i e s t a r t i l l e r y o n 

e a r t h c o u l d s h o o t a w a y a n d b l o t 

o u t i n t o d a r k n e s s t h e k e p t p i c t u r e 

— t h e s h a p e a n d t o n e o f t h i s t a l l 

p r o p h e t o f t h e A m e r i c a n d r e a m a n d 

i t s h o p e o f t h e F a m i l y o f M a n 

a r o u n d t h e e a r t h . 

.A Tree Is Best Measured Ti^Jien 

It's Down 

ON T H E S A T U R D A Y f o l l o w i n g 

G o o d F r i d a y t h o u s a n d s o f 

s e r m o n s w e r e l a i d a w a y a s o f n o u s e 

f o r E a s t e r S u n d a y . A n e w s e r m o n 

h a d t o b e w r i t t e n a f t e r t h e n e w s a r 

r i v e d t h a t t h e P r e s i d e n t w a s d e a d . 

I n g r e a t s t o n e c a t h e d r a l s o f t h e 

c i t i e s , i n l i t t l e c a b i n c h u r c h e s a t 

c o u n t r y c r o s s r o a d s , i n h o s p i t a l 

c h a p e l s a n d n a v y s h i p s a n d i n o u t 

d o o r a r m y - c a m p s e r v i c e s , E a s t e r 

S u n d a y s e r m o n s m e m o r i a l i z e d t h e 

d e a d P r e s i d e n t . 

T h e p r e s s f r o m d a y t o d a y g a v e 

i t s r e a d e r s t h e f a c t s a s t h e y d e v e l 

o p e d . I n l a n g u a g e a n d f e e l i n g t h e 

n e w s s t o r i e s m o u r n e d w i t h t h e 

r e a d e r s . I n b l a c k - b o r d e r c r a p e 

t y p o g r a p h y , i n e d i t o r i a l c o m m e n t 

a n d l e t t e r s a n d p o e t i c a l e f f u s i o n s , 

t h e n e w s p a p e r s w e n t a l o n g w i t h t h e 

g r i e f o f t h e p u b l i c . 

B e y o n d a n y d o u b t , s a i d l e a d i n g 

m e n a n d j o u r n a l s , t h e r e n e v e r h a d 

b e e n o n e a r t h a m a n w h o s e d e a t h 

b r o u g h t i n a l l c o u n t r i e s s u c h q u i c k , 

d e e p h u m a n i n t e r e s t , s u c h g e n u i n e 

s o r r o w , s u c h w i d e - f l u n g d i s c u s s i o n 

a n d c o m m e n t a r y . 

A p a r a g r a p h i n Harper's Weekly, 
c a p t i o n e d " M o u r n i n g i n R i c h m o n d , " 

t o l d o f s o r r o w e v e n i n w h a t h a d 

s o r e c e n t l y b e e n e n e m y t e r r i t o r y : 

" G e n e r a l L e e a t f i r s t r e f u s e d t o 

h e a r t h e d e t a i l s o f t h e m u r d e r . H e 

s a i d t h a t w h e n h e r e l i n q u i s h e d c o m 

m a n d o f t h e r e b e l f o r c e s h e s u r 

r e n d e r e d a s m u c h t o L i n c o l n ' s g o o d 

n e s s a s t o G r a n t ' s a r t i l l e r y . T h e 

G e n e r a l s a i d h e r e g r e t t e d M r . L i n 

c o l n ' s d e a t h a s m u c h a s a n y m a n i n 

t h e N o r t h , a n d b e l i e v e d h i m t o b e 

t h e e p i t o m e o f m a g n a n i m i t y a n d 

g o o d f a i t h . " 

C o n f e d e r a t e B r i g a d i e r - G e n e r a l 

L o u i s W i g f a l l c a l l e d i t " t h e g r e a t 

e s t m i s f o r t u n e t h a t c o u l d h a v e b e 

f a l l e n t h e S o u t h . " A n d t h e C o n 

f e d e r a t e M a j o r C h a r l e s F . B a k e r , 

a t C a i r o o n h i s w a y t o N e w O r l e a n s 

f o r e x c h a n g e , p u b l i s h e d a l e t t e r i n 

w h i c h h e w i s h e d " t h e v e n g e a n c e o f 

H e a v e n " o n t h e a s s a s s i n , a n d d e 

c l a r e d t h a t , i f t h e C o n f e d e r a t e a u 

t h o r i t i e s w e r e i m p l i c a t e d , " I a m 

a s f a r o n m y w a y s o u t h a s I w i s h t o 

g o " 

A m o n g t h e p e o p l e o f E n g l a n d , 

t h e m a s s e s , w h o s e s e n t i m e n t k e p t 

t h e G o v e r n m e n t f r o m r e c o g n i z i n g 

t h e C o n f e d e r a c y , t h e m o u r n i n g 

w a s g e n u i n e . I n G e r m a n y m a n y 

w o r k i n g m e n ' s c l u b s , c o o p e r a t i v e 

s o c i e t i e s , l a b o r j o u r n a l s , s p o k e t h e i r 

J 

l o s s . I n S w e d e n a n d N o r w a y f l a g s 

w e r e o r d e r e d a t h a l f - m a s t o n t h e 

s h i p s i n h a r b o r . T o t h e f o u r c o r 

n e r s o f t h e e a r t h s p r e a d t h e L i n c o l n 

s t o r y a n d l e g e n d . H e w a s w a n t e d . 

W h a t h e s e e m e d t o m e a n w a s 

r e a c h e d f o r . T r a v e l e r s o n a n y c o n 

t i n e n t c a m e t o e x p e c t i n h u m b l e 

h o m e s t h e p i c t u r e o f L i n c o l n , r e a d i 

n e s s t o t a l k a b o u t h i m . 

R a l p h W a l d o E m e r s o n s p o k e o n 

A p r i l 1 9 i n C o n c o r d , M a s s a c h u 

s e t t s . I n t h e d e e p , u n i m p e a c h a b l e 

s i n c e r i t y t h a t r a n t h r o u g h e v e r y 

t h i n g E m e r s o n s a i d a n d d i d , h e 

g a v e h i s n e i g h b o r s h i s m e d i t a t i o n s 

o n t h e e n d o f L i n c o l n ' s l i f e . T h e 

g l o o m o f t h e c a l a m i t y h a d t r a v e l e d 

o v e r s e a a n d l a n d , f r o m c o u n t r y t o 

c o u n t r y , " l i k e t h e s h a d o w o f a n 

e c l i p s e . " O l d a s w a s h i s t o r y , E m e r 

s o n d o u b t e d w h e t h e r a n y o n e d e a t h 

h a d e v e r c a u s e d s o m u c h p a i n t o 

m a n k i n d . 

E m e r s o n s p o k e o f h i s " v a s t g o o d 

n a t u r e , w h i c h m a d e h i m t o l e r a n t 

a n d a c c e s s i b l e t o a l l ; f a i r - m i n d e d , 

l e a n i n g t o t h e c l a i m o f t h e p e t i 

t i o n e r . " H i s " b r o a d g o o d h u m o r " 

a n d " j o c u l a r t a l k " w a s a r i c h g i f t 

t h a t " e n a b l e d h i m t o m e e t e v e r y 

k i n d o f m a n a n d e v e r y r a n k i n s o c i 

e t y ; t o t a k e o f f t h e e d g e o f t h e s e 

v e r e s t d e c i s i o n s ; a n d t o c a t c h w i t h 

t r u e i n s t i n c t t h e t e m p e r o f e v e r y 

c o m p a n y . " 

H e m e n t i o n e d h o w L i n c o l n ' s o f f 

h a n d j e s t s " b y t h e v e r y a c c e p t a n c e 

t h e y find i n t h e m o u t h s o f m i l l i o n s , 

t u r n o u t t o b e t h e w i s d o m o f t h e 

h o u r . " E m e r s o n w a s c e r t a i n " i f 

t h i s m a n h a d r u l e d i n a p e r i o d o f 

l e s s f a c i l i t y o f p r i n t i n g , h e w o u l d 

h a v e b e c o m e m y t h o l o g i c a l , l i k e A e 

s o p , b y h i s f a b l e s a n d p r o v e r b s . " 

L i n c o l n , i n E m e r s o n ' s a n a l y s i s , 

g r e w a c c o r d i n g t o n e e d . A s p r o b 

l e m s g r e w , s o d i d t h e P r e s i d e n t ' s 

c o m p r e h e n s i o n o f t h e m . " I t c a n n o t 

b e s a i d t h e r e i s a n y e x a g g e r a t i o n o f 

h i s w o r t h . I f e v e r a m a n w a s f a i r l y 

t e s t e d , h e w a s . " I n f o u r y e a r s o f 

b a t t l e d a y s h i s e n d u r a n c e , r e s o u r c e , 

m a g n a n i m i t y , s o r e t r i e d , w e r e n e v e r 

f o u n d w a n t i n g . " B y h i s c o u r a g e , 

h i s j u s t i c e , h i s e v e n t e m p e r , h i s h u 

m a n i t y , h e s t o o d a h e r o i c figure i n 

t h e c e n t e r o f a h e r o i c e p o c h . H e i s 

t h e t r u e h i s t o r y o f t h e A m e r i c a n 

p e o p l e i n h i s t i m e . " 

T h e s u a v e d i p l o m a t J o h n B i g e -

l o w , o u t o f h i s w i d e f a m i l i a r i t y w i t h 

s t a t e s m e n a n d m e n o f a f f a i r s , w r o t e 

o f L i n c o l n : " I d o n o t k n o w t h a t 

h i s t o r y h a s m a d e a r e c o r d o f a n y 

o t h e r m a n w h o s o h a b i t u a l l y , s o 

c o n s t i t u t i o n a l l y , d i d t o o t h e r s a s h e 

w o u l d h a v e t h e m d o t o h i m . " 

T h e p e o p l e w e r e s o r r o w i n g n o w 

n o t b e c a u s e o f t h e c r i m e b u t b e 

c a u s e t h e y h a d l o s t a f r i e n d t h e y 

l o v e d s i m p l y a s a m a n . 

I n t h o u s a n d s o f c o m m e n t a r i e s 

t h a t w e r e t o p i l e h i g h e r a n d h i g h e r , 

L i n c o l n s t o o d a s t h e i n c a r n a t i o n o f 

t w o p r a c t i c a l r e s u l t s — E m a n c i p a 

t i o n a n d U n i o n . T r a g e d y w a s t o g o 

o n a n d h u m a n m i s e r y t o b e s e e n 

w i d e s p r e a d . Y e t i t w a s a g r e e d t w o 

c a u s e s d i r e c t e d b y L i n c o l n h a d w o n 

t h e w a r . G o n e w a s t h e o l d p r o p e r t y 

s t a t u s o f t h e N e g r o . G o n e w a s t h e 
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doctrine of Secession and States' 
Rights. These two. 

Decreed beyond any imagining 
of its going asunder was Lincoln's 
dream of the Union of States achieved. 
The decision was absolute, ham
mered on terrible anvils. The Union 
stood — an amalgamated and al
most an awful fact. 

The delicately shaded passages 
of Lincoln's second inaugural wept 
over the cost of doing by violence 
what might have been done by rea
son. Yet out of the smoke and stench 
of war, Lincoln stood taller than 
any other of the many great heroes. 
None threw a longer shadow than 
he. And to him the great hero was 
the People. He could not say too 
often that he was merely their in
strument. 

These were meditations and im
pressions of the American people in 
days following April 1 4 of 1 8 6 5 . 

Vast Pageant, Then Great Quiet 

TH E R E WAS a funeral. 
It took long to pass its many 

given points. 
Many millions of people saw it 

and personally moved in it and were 
part of its procession. 

It was garish, vulgar, massive, 
bewildering, chaotic. 

Also it was simple, final, majestic. 
In spite of some of its mawkish 

excess of show, it gave solemn un
forgettable moments to millions of 
people who had counted him great, 
warm and lovable. 

Yes, there was a funeral. 
From his White House in Wash

ington — where it began — they 
carried his coffin and followed it 
nights and days for 1 2 days. 

By night, bonfires and torches 
lighted the right of way for a slow-
going railroad train. 

By day, troops with reversed arms, 
muffled drums, multitudinous feet 
seeking the pivotal box with the 
silver handles. 

By day, bells tolling, bells sob
bing the requiem, the salute guns, 
cannon rumbling their inarticulate 
thunder. 

To Baltimore, Harrisburg, Phila
delphia, New York, they journeyed 
with the draped casket to meet overly 
ornate catafalques. 

To Albany, Utica, Syracuse, moved 
the funeral cortege always met by 
marchers and throngs. 

To Cleveland, Columbus, Indi
anapolis, Chicago, they took the 
mute oblong box, met by a hearse 
for convoy to where tens of thou
sands should have their last look. 

Then to Springfield, Illinois, the 
old home town, the Sangamon near 
by, the New Salem hilltop near by, 
for the final rest of cherished dust. 

At last to Springfield came the 
coffin that had traveled 1 7 0 0 miles, 
that had been seen by more than 
7,cxx),ooo people — and the rigid 
face on which more than i,5oo,cxx> 
people had gazed. 

In the State capitol, in the lower 
house of which he had been a mem
ber and where he had spoken his 

prophet warnings of the House 
Divided, stood the casket. 

Now passed those who had known 
him long. They were part of the 
75,<XXD who passed. They were awed, 
subdued, shaken. 

There were clients for whom he 
had won or lost, lawyers who had 
tried cases with him and against, 
neighbors who had seen him milk a 
cow and curry his horse, friends 
who had heard his stories around a 
hot stove and listened to his sur
mises on politics and religion. 

All day long and through the night 
the unbroken line moved, the home 
town having its farewell. 

On May 4 of this year 1 8 6 5 a 
procession moved with its hearse 

N O L D mirror, blind with 
age (Leslie Ford) 

S H E K N E W all the words, 
but none of the music of love 

(Elizabeth Block) 
As N E R V O U S as a candle-

flame (H . M . Tomlinson) . . . 

As mutual as a pair of shears (Frank D. 

Aucott) . . . Restless as a rumor (Walter 

Winchdi) . . . As stay-at-home as a 
turtle (Louise Gooch) 

T H E S I N I S T E R weapon of tact (Marquis 
James) 

S H E W O U L D rather be looked around 
at than up to (Phil Robinson) 

143 

\ from the State capitol to Oak Ridge 
Cemetery. There on green banks 

1 and hillsides flowing away from a 
: burial vault, the crowded thousands 

of listeners and watchers heard 
prayers and hymns, heard the sec-

: ond inaugural read aloud. 
Evergreen carpeted the stone floor 

, of the vault. On the coffin set in a 
receptacle of black walnut they 

1 arranged flowers carefully and pre-
1 cisely, they poured flowers as sym

bols, they lavished heaps of fresh 
flowers as though there could never 
be enough to tell either their hearts 

: or his. 
And the night came with a great 

quiet. 
: And there was rest. 

W E A R I N G h i s hair d e p a r t e d 

i n the m i d d l e (Jimmie Fidler) 

. . . Too m u c h Vitamin I 
i n h i s System (Roe Fulkerson) 
. . . Along t h e h i g h w a y s , e n 

j o y i n g t h e s i g n e r v (Henry Rich) 

. . . Two t a x i c a b s d r o w s 

i n g a t the C u r b (Dorothy Aldis) 

A S L E E P Y F I R E n o d d e d a n d d o z e d 

o v e r a f e w c h u n k s o f h a r d w o o d (Julia 

Peterkin) . . . The f u l l m o o n p u s h e d 

the c l o u d s a s i d e a s i f they w e r e d o u b l e 

doors (Erich Kastner) . . . The wind 
t o l d i t s O w n g h o s t S t o r i e s (Rudyard K i p 
ling) 

tf^otvard a Qfflore C^Ptciurescfue cJfieech 

Sow Else 
Would 

You 
Say It? 
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zAmong Those Present 
Dorothy" Dunbar Bromley (p . 7 ) , c o l 

u m n i s t o n t h e N e w Y o r k Post, g r a d u a t e d 
f r o m N o r t h w e s t e r n U n i v e r s i t y , a n d s e r v e d 
d u r i n g t h e W o r l d W a r i n t h e F r e n c h - s p e a k 
i n g u n i t o f t h e S i g n a l C o r p s . S h e h a s w r i t t e n 
b o o k s a n d n u m e r o u s m a g a z i n e a r t i c l e s o n 
s o c i a l , m e d i c a l , l ega l a n d p o l i t i c a l s u b j e c t s . 

Dorothy Canfield (p . 1) e s t a b l i s h e d a 
h o m e for c h i l d r e n i n F r a n c e d u r i n g t h e 
W o r l d W a r a n d o p e n e d h e r o w n h o u s e i n 
t h e B a s q u e c o u n t r y t o re fugees . K n o w i n g 
t h e t r a g i c needs o f c h i l d r e n t h r o u g h o u t t h e 
w a r r i n g w o r l d t o d a y , t h e d i s t i n g u i s h e d 
V e r m o n t w r i t e r h a s d e d i c a t e d h e r e n e r g y 
a n d h e r s k i l l f u l p e n t o t h e i r c a u s e . 

P. H. Erbes, Jr. (p . 5 9 ) , s t i l l i n h i s 3o ' s , 
h a s b een o n t h e sta f f o f Printers' Ink s i n c e 
1929 . T h e a u t h o r o f a s e r i o u s h i s t o r y o f 
a d v e r t i s i n g a n d m a r k e t i n g , M r . E r b e s a l s o 
f r e q u e n t l y w i e l d s a s a t i r i c a l p e n a g a i n s t 
a d v e r t i s i n g ' s s i l l y p h a s e s . 

Andre Maurois (p . 9 5 ) w a s b o r n i n 
N o r m a n d y , h i s r e a l n a m e E m i l e H e r z o g . 
D u r i n g t h e W o r l d W a r h e w a s a t t a c h e d t o 

t h e B r i t i s h G H Q , a n d w r o t e The Silence 0 
Colonel Bramble, h i s first n o v e l . N o w a t 54 
t h e F r e n c h a u t h o r o f m a n y b o o k s a b o u 
E n g l a n d a n d t h e E n g l i s h is a g a i n s e r v i n g a 
l i a i s o n b e t w e e n B r i t i s h a n d F r e n c h m i l i t a n 
forces . 

Carl Sandburg (p . 125 ) , b o r n i n I l l ino i s 
i n 1878 , w a s u n t i l t h e age o f 3 6 t o t a l h 
u n k n o w n to t h e l i t e r a r y w o r l d . H e w o r k e d 
as m i l k - w a g o n d r i v e r , b a r b e r - s h o p p o r t e r 
s c e n e - s h i f t e r i n a c h e a p t h e a t e r , d i s h w a s h e r 
h a r v e s t h a n d , so ld i e r , s a l e s m a n , n e w s p a p e r 
m a n . L e c t u r e a u d i e n c e s k n o w h i m , noi 
o n l y for h i s p o e t r y , b u t for h i s i n i m i t a b l e 
b a n j o - p l a y i n g a n d b a l l a d - s i n g i n g . The Wa? 
Years, c o n c l u d i n g h i s g r e a t b i o g r a p h y o\ 
L i n c o l n , w a s t h e l i t e r a r y e v e n t of 19391 

Otto D. Tolischus (p . 6 1 ) is a n a t i v e o; 
G e r m a n y . H e w a s g r a d u a t e d f r o m t i n 
P u l i t z e r S c h o o l o f J o u r n a l i s m , C o l u m b i a 
U n i v e r s i t y , i n 1916 a n d s e r v e d w i t h th< 
C l e v e l a n d Press a n d t h e I n t e r n a t i o n a l 
N e w s S e r v i c e before j o i n i n g The New Yorm 
Times a s i t s B e r l i n c o r r e s p o n d e n t . 
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