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TH£   LAsr   I)RlvE   'i'rlrH  I`#Rs   Ijll'\CoLI`T

After  the  Cabinet  meeting,   the  FTesident  took  a  drive  with

l[rs.   I,incoln,   expressing   a  wish  that  no   one   should  accoJxpam}7   them.   His

heart  was  filled  with  a  solerm  joy.  which  awoke  memories  of  the  past

to  mingle  with  hopes  for  the  i.uture:   and  ir.  this  subdued  moment  he  de-

sirec!   to  bo   alone  with  the   one  w-no  stood  nearest   to  him  in  humari  re-

lationship.     In  the  coul.se  ol.  their  talk   together,  he   said:     n:Jary,  wo

have  had  a  hard   time  of   it   since  we  came   to  'irv'ashing.ton:   but   the  war   is

over  and  with  God's  ble§slng  we   may  hope  for  four  years  o±.  peace  and

happiness.  arid  then  we  will  €o  back  to  lllir.ois  and_  pass  the  rest  of

our   lives   in  quiet.n     I.Ilo   spoke,W   says  Mr.   Arnold,   I.of  his  old  Sprin€\-

field  home:   and  recollections  of  his  early  days,   his   little  ttrown

cottage,   the   law  office,  the  co.art  I`oom.   the  green  bag  for  his  briefs

and  law  papers.  his  adventures  when  riding  tbe  circuit,   came  throriging

back  to  him.     The   tensiori  uncLer  which  he  had  for  so  long;  been  kept  was

removed..   arid  he  was   like   a  boy  out  of   school.      .Tr/e  have   laid  by,.   said

he   to  his  wife,   'some  money,   and  durin€'   this   tel-in we  will   try  am.a   save

up  mere.   but   shall  riot  have  enough  to   support  us.     .L,'j'e  will  go  t>ack  to

Illinois,   and  I  will  open  a  lan  office  &t  Sprin€`field   or  Chicago,   and

practice   law,   and  at   least  do  enough  to  help  g`ive  us  a  livelihood.'

Such  were  the  dreams.   the  day-dreams  ol.  I,incoln.   on  the   last  day  of

his  life.,,
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Scarcely  had  the  horror-stricken  andience  witnessed  the  leap

and  flight  of  the  assassin,  when  a woman's  shl.iek pierced  through  the

theatre,  recalling   all  eyes  to  the  President's  box.     'm©  scene  that  en-

sued   is  desc.ribed  with  singular  vividness  tiy   the  poet  Walt  \'tTiitmam.  v,'ho

was  presenti     A  moment'§  hush  -a  scream  -the  cry   o±.  murder  -}`,1rs.

I,incoln  leaning  out  of  the  box.  with  ashy  cheeks   and  lips,  v,rith  in-

voluntary  cry.  poirl.ting   to  the  retreating  figure.   '13e  has  killed  the

.President!'     And   still  a  moment's   strange.   incredulous  suspense  -and

then  the  deluge!   -  then  that  mixtur'e  of  horror,  noises,  uncertair,ty  -

(the   sound.   sone``{,'here  back,   of  a  horse.s  hoof.s  clattering  with   speed)   -

the  people  burst  through  chairs  and  railinf„  arid  brealc  them  up  -that

noise  adds  to  the  queerness  of  the  scene  -  there   is   inextricable  con-

fusion  and  terl.or  -women  faint   -±`eeble  i]ersons  i.all,   and  tire   tramLoled

on  -  many  cries  of  agony  are  heard  -  the  broad  i;tap`e  sudLdenly  f ills   t,o

suffocation  with  a  dense   and  motley  cl`owd,   like   some  horrible  carnival  -

the  audience  rush  generally  upon  it  -at   least  the  strong  men  do  -the

actors  and  actresses  are  there   in  their  play  costumes.  arid  pairited  faces,

with  mortal  fright   showing:   throu€h  the  rouge  -scme   tremblin€i,,   sous   in

tears  -   the  screams  and  calls.   confus.od  talk  -  I.edc>utled,   trebled  -  two

or  three  manage  to  pass  up  water  from  the  stag`e   to  the  President's  box  -

others  tr.v  to  clamber  up.


