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Seventy-Five Years Ago This Month

The Whole World Was in Mourning for
America’s First Martyred President

“STOP THAT MAN !"-John Wilkes Booth flees across the stage of Ford’s theater in Washington after firing
the shot which ended the life of Abraham Lincoln, (From a drawing in Harper’s Weekly, April 29, 1865.)

By ELMO SCOTT WATSON I .

(Released by Western Newspaper Union.)

T IS the evening of April 14,
I 1865—Good Friday.

On the stage of Ford's
theater in Washington the fa-
mous actress, Laura Keene, 18
playing in a delightful comedy,
“Our American Cousin.” Join-
ing in the laughter that sweeps
through the audience from time
to time is a gaunt, sad-faced
man sitting at ease in a high-
backed, satin-upholstered rock-
ing chair in an upper stage box.
Abraham Lincoln is forgetting
for a few minutes she crushing
responsibilities which he, as
Chief Executive of a nation torn
asunder in civil war, has been

bearing for four long years.

The third act of the play be-
gins. The President leans over
to whisper something to Mrs.
Lincolnwhositsbesidehim. Nei-
ther the Lincolns nor Maj. Har-
ry R. Rathbone and a Miss Har-
ris, who accompanied them to

the theater, notice that a dark-

moustached young man has slipped
through the door at the rear of the
box and is now standing behind the
President.

The next moment there is the
muffled sound of a shot. It is un-
noticed by the players on the stage
or the audience, still chuckling over
the last funny line they have heard.
But the President’'s head drops for-
ward on his breast,

Startled, Major Rathbone looks
around., Through the smoke he sees
the dark young man with a pistol in
his hand and hears him mutter
something which sounds like ““Free-
dom!" The major leaps to his feet
and grapples with the intruder, who
slashes at him with a knife, tears
loose from the officer’'s grasp and
springs to the front of the box.

As he vaults over the railing, his
spur catches in an American flag
which drapes the front of the box.
He drops heavily to the stage with
one leg doubled under him, then
scrambles to his feet., With blood
streaming from his wounded arms,
Rathbone rushes to the front of the
box.

“Stop that man! Stop him!" he
shouts. ‘‘The President has been
shot!”

But everyone 1is too stunned to
move for a moment. The young
man, waving aloft the bloody knife,
drags himself across the stage and
disappears in the wings. But be-
fore he does so, the startled actors
recognize in the white face and the
black eyes blazing with fanatical
hatred the familiar features of one
of their own profession - John
Wilkes Booth,

All this has taken place In less
time than it takes to tell it. The
next moment Ford's theater is a
pandemonium of screaming women
and shouting men, shoving, push-
ing, breaking chairs, crashing
through railings and trampling upon
each other as they surge toward the
stage or try to climb up to the box
where the moaning Mrs. Lincoln is
supporting her stricken husband and
Major Rathbone is trying vainly to
open the door which the assassin
had barred from the inside.

Now the soldiers of the Presi-
dent’s guard come bursting into the
theater and with fixed bayonets and
drawn pistols they charge the mill-
ing crowd. Their hoarse shouts of
“Clear out! Clear out, you sons of
hell!” rise above the tumult as they |

IN SPRINGFIELD-—-Outside the old Globe tavern, where Abraham
Lincoln and Mary Todd spent their honeymoon, members of the martyred
President’s cabinet and other dignitaries awaited the arrival of the

funeral train in Lincoln’s home town.

drive the half-crazed audience out | an imposing military and civic pro-

of the theater.

Meanwhile Rathbone has succeed-
ed in unbarring the door to the box
and several people, among them a
surgeon, rush in. They see the tall
form of the President slumped for-
ward in his chair, his sad eyes
closed, never to open again. Some-
one brings a shutter, torn from a
building near by, and they lay his
gaunt form upon it., They carry
him out of the theater to the house
of Charles Peterson across the
street.

Ford's theater is empty, deserted
now, Its curtain has been rung
down upon the comedy, “‘Our Amer-
ican Cousin''—and upon one of the
greatest tragedies in American his-
tory.

Death at 7:22 A. M,

The next morning Washington
newspapers carried this story:

“The body of President Lincoln,
who died from an assassin’s bullet
at 7:22 o'clock this morning, was
removed from the Peterson resi-
dence opposite Ford's theater to the
executive mansion in a hearse and
wrapped in the American flag. It
was escorted by a small squad of
cavalry and by Gen. Augur and oth-
er military officials on foot. A dense
crowd accompanied the remains to
the White House, where a military
guard excluded the people, allowing
none but persons of the household
and personal friends of the deceased
to enter. Gen. Grant arrived here
at 2 o'clock in a special train from
Philadelphia. His presence tends
somewhat to allay the excitement.
The last lines penned by Mr. Lincoin
were written on a card about 8:19
p. m., while seated in his carriage
in front of the White House just be-
fore he started for the theater. They
were addressed to the Hon. George
Ashmun and were as follows: ‘Allow
Mr. Sherman and friends to come
to me at 9 a. m. tomorrow.

‘A. Lincoln.” ™

Leaf through the pages of James
G. Blaine's ‘““T'wenty Years in Con-
gress,”” published in 1886, and read
there this description of the events
which followed:

““The remains of the late Presi-
dent lay in state at the executive
mansion for four days. The entire
city seemed as a house of mourn-
ing. The martial music which had
been resounding in glad celebration
of the national triumph had ceased;
public edifice and private mansion
were alike draped with the insignia
of grief.

“Funeral services, conducted by
the leading clergymen of the city,
were held in the east room on Wed-
nesday, the 19th of April. Amid the
gsolemn tolling of church bells, and
the still more solemn thundering of
minute guns from the vast line of
fortifications which had protected
Washington, the body, escorted by

cession, was transferred to the ro-
tunda of the Capitol.

‘““The day was observed through-
out the Union as one of fasting and
prayer. Services in the churches
throughout the land were held in
unison with the services at the exec-
utive mansion, and were everywhere
attended with exhibition of profound
personal grief,

The South in Sorrow.
““In all the cities of Canada busi-

ings of condolence with a kindred

people were held, and prayers were |

read in the churches.

“Throughout the Confederate
states, where war had ceased but

peace had not yet come, the people |

joined in significant expressions of
sorrow over the death of him whose
very name they had been taught
to execrate.

“Early in the morning of the 21st
the body was removed from the
capitol and placed on the funeral
car which was to transport it to its
final resting place in Illinois. The
remains of a little son who had died
three vears before were taken from
their burial place in Georgetown and
borne with those of his father for
final sepulture in the stately mau-
soleum which the public mind had
already decreed to the illustrious

martyr. The train which moved from |

the national capital was attended on
its course by extraordinary mani-

festations of grief on the part of |

the people.”

As for the story of that sorrow-
ful journey westward, no one has
ever told it better than Carl Sand-
burg, poet and Lincoln biographer.
The closing words of his master-

piece ‘‘Abraham Lincoln: The War |
(published this year by |

Years,"
Harcourt, Brace and company)—
words whose stark simplicity remind
one of such writings as the Gettys
burg Address—are these:

“There was a funeral.

“It took long two pass its many |

given points,
“Many millions of people saw
it

“The line of march ran seventeen |

hundred miles.
‘“Yes, there was a funeral.
“From his White House in Wash-

ington—where it began—they car- |
ried his coffin, and followed it nights

and days for twelve days . . .

‘“‘Bells tolling, bells sobbing the
requiem, the salute guns, cannon
rumbling their inarticulate thunder.

‘““To Springfield, Illlinois, the old
home town, the Sangamon nearby,
the New Salem hilltop nearby, for
the final rest of the cherished dust.

““And the night came with great
quiet.

“And there was rest.

“JThe prairie years, the war years,
were over."

| Sourpuss.
- stampeded by a candidate whose
.~ voice on the air sounds like some-

. Elmer.

| candidates on all

ELMER SOUNDS A CALL

“l don't know no more than no
body else who will be the candi

dates for President this winter,” de- |
clared Elmer Twitchell today, ‘‘but |
' 1 would personally go for a sour- |

puss.”’

“A sourpuss?’’ the reporter asked, |

a little puzzled,
H\!ES. Eil‘,”

snapped Elmer, “a

sourpuss. A deadpan candidate with- |
out a smile in his |

system. A fellow
who can’'t photo-
graph or screen

knows it, 1 am fed
up with the old
personality
in all
fices, and what 1s
more 1 think a
candidate with a severe mug and a
what’s-there-to-grin-over attitude
might sweep the country.”

“You don’'t mean that,
the reporter argued.
likes a radiant personality; every-
body reacts to charm.”

"“Yeah,”” admitted Elmer, ‘“‘and
I'm for it, too, up to a point. But
I think the personality theme has
reached the point where the public
1S ripe for a swing the other way.
This may be a sourpuss year.”

Mr. Twitchell seemed quite seri-

. ous about it.

“1 like a genial, warm personali-

| ty as well as the next man,’'’ he con-
| tinued.
| like the rest of the American pub-

“1 am a sucker for charm,

lle. Ordinarily I will vote for a

. man who screens well over a candi-
. date who has nothing but efficiency

to recommend him. Nine times out

- of ten 1 will go for the candidate
. with an appealing radio voice over
. the fellow for whom nothing can be

said except that he would make a
good President. But I now want a
And for once 1 can be

body filing a saw.”

“It's a very strange argument you
are making, Mr. Twitchell,”” the re-
porter put in.

And it gives me a
pain in the blouse
to observe all the

gides grinning

from ear to ear,

trying to look like

personality - plus

boys on the

screen and trying

to register as the -

Voice of the Year on the radio. 1
tell you that if 1 was a candidate
for public office today I would have
my picture taken only when 1 looked
like I was having an argument with
a taxicab driver, and I would open
all my radio speeches with, ‘Well,
folks, I am a punk on the radio;

| I don’t intend to bother acquiring a
technique.

All 1 expect to do is to

- quote facts and figures in a dull

ness was suspended, public meet- | ygice’ This alone would make me

a sensation.”
L L L

“You wouldn’t get to first base as
a candidate for inspector of manhole
covers,”’ the reporter insisted,

“Maybe not,” said Elmer, “but 1
still think otherwise. And 1 hope
I am right, because no country can
stand government by personality
and microphone charm indefinitely.
Ultimately a sourpuss 1S necessary
medicine. In fact, I am busy on
the idea. 1 have already started or-
ganizing the Sourpuss for Presi-
dent Clubs. No candidate with charm
can even get close to us.”

America’'s outstanding inven-
tors were honored at a big ban-
quet the other night. But no-
body has yet loomed up who
can devise a paper napkin that
will stay on the knees at least

through the soup course,
[ ] L &

UNCHANGED

She used to be in the pony ballet,
Her stage life had that source;
She now is a star in the talkies . . .

But she still is a little hoarse.
Alma O'Neil.
* 9 ®

Admiral Byrd says the South

Pole has shifted, Maybe both

the Republicans and Democrats

can get something in their plat-

forms promising to get it back.

Henry Ford has perfected a sys-
tem for continuous metal pouring,
making it possible to “‘pour” out
Ford cars from hot metal. Flivvers
will seemingly come out of spouts
or faucets in great gushes. You
open the plug and-—presto!—out
comes a sedan. May Henry pour a
car that will have the battery in the
same place it was last year.
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Arthur Boran wants to know how
about a movie of the world's most
annoying dictators to be called
“Anes of Wrath"?

well and who |

stuff |
public of- |

Elmer,” |
“Everybody |

“A smile and a radio |
voice are generally considered im- |
| portant assets in any campaign.”
| “That’'s what you think,” barked |
“l think there’'s a reaction, |
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SING this one clever pattern

(1928-B), vyou can make a
pretty complete play wardrobe for
vour young hopeful, It includes a
scrap of a sun-suit, a sweet little
frock, and a nice, scoopy, eye-
shading bonnet, and every one of

| the three trifles takes practically

no time to make, They re all just
as comfortable to play in as they
are cute to look at,

The sun-suit consists of straps

. and gathers in the back, and is
 perfectly

straight in the {ront.
The voke of the frock is extended
into wings of kimono sleeves, and
rows of braid trim every possible
edge of both the frock and the bon-
net, Simple as it is, the pattern

‘I Could Kick Myself’

Have you ever said that, when
vou have missed an opportunity
that stared you in the face, or
done something against your bet-
ter judgment?

If so, read on. A thoughtful

mayor has provided an ingenious |

machine whereby you can Kkick
yourself as often and as hard as
you please,

in 1937. You sit on a parallel bar
and turn a handle. The handle
rotates a windmill arrangement
with four boots at the ends of it.
As you turn, still full of annoyance
with yvourself, and believing that
you thoroughly deserve it, the
boots come round and administer
a hearty kick in the pants,

| N
includes a step-by-step sew chart
as well as complete directions.
Gingham, seersucker, percale and
chambray all come in colors
which are particularly nice for
tots’ play togs like this.

Barbara Bell Pattern No. 1928-B
is designed for sizes 2, 3, 4, 5, and
6 years. Size 3 requires 3% vards
of 35-inch material without nap for
the ensemble; 5% vards ricrac
braid, Send order to:

SEWING CIRCLE
247

PATTERN DEPT.
W. Forty-Third St New York

Enclose 135 cents in coins for

Pattern No
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Making Amends Was Bit
Out of Paperhanger's Line

Whitley was having some dee-
orating done, Including the re-
papering of the dining-room and
the bath-room His wife was
away. so he left the men on the
job when he went to business.

When he returned they were
just finishing. But there had been
some mistake, The dining-room
paper was in the bath-room, while
the dining-room showed an elegant
design in green tiles and purple
water-lilies,

“What are you going to do about
it?"’ demanded the householder.

“I dunno,” said the paperhang-
er, scratching his head. *“'I'd will-
ingly move the bath—but it's =
plumber’s job."
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It's in a small town |
in South Carolina and was erected |

Lady, lady . ..
"It Is HOUSECLEANING time.
Better O-Cedar it}

| All your furniture, all your woodwork and
floors can have again that silken soft and
' lustrous look they wsed to bave. O-Cedar
them! Watch the winter film of dirt /eave!
Watch the clean wood (tile or linoleum)
| take on the /ustrous soft and silken look you
loved a year, ren years, ago. Askfor genuine:

fedar
Polish
MOPS, WAX, DUSTERS, CLEANERS AND
O-CEDAR FLY AND MOTH SPRAY

Exaggeration
We are never so happy, nor seo
unhappy, as we suppose ourselves
to be.—La Rochefoucauld.

"VESPER TEA |

PURE ORANGE PEKOE
S0 Cups for10 Cents
M orite for " Tea Taciv—How to mabe e

LEVERING COFFEE CO.. Baltimore, Md
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Treacherous Memory
Memory is the friend of wit, but
the treacherous ally of invention.
—Colton.

Their famous FLAVOR
IS the result of a secret
known only to KELLOGG'S

. 4
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MERCHANTS

SWITCH
TO SOMETHING
YOU'LL LIKE!

Copr. 19040 by Kellogeg Company

Kellogg's in
Battle Creek

Your Advertising Dollar

buys something more than space and circulation in
the columns of this newspaper. It buys space and
circulation plus the favorable consideration of our
readers for this newspaper and its advertising patrons.

LET US TELL YOU MORE ABOUT IT




