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Coachman for Lincoln
Tells of Experiences

I got 'the razor and returned to the
President’s room. - The barber had .a
regular barber’s chair of the old-fash-
ioned kind right in the room. Lincoln
took off his hat and collar. I shaved
his upper lip and cheeks and! under lip,

Emancipator’s Wife Walks
Rather Than Ride After

January 10, 1924

carrying a gun in the United States
Army.

That Lincoln once was arrested in
Washington is reyealed by Christian.
This episode occurred while Christian

was driving the President home from a
trip to the arsenal and the navy yard.

Arrested _While President.

The coachman recalls the incident as
follows:

‘““We came up past the old Capitol.
It was filled with rebel prisoners. A
guard was pacing up and down in front
of it. The rules and regulations of this
improvised prison were t no car-

but I left the beard on his neck from
the chin line down, for he never shaved
there. ¢

“Joe,” he said, when I got through, |
“you'll always be on hand when I need|

you, so you can expect ‘to shave me

Horse Runs Wild—Driv-
er Also Serves as Presi-
dent’s Barber.

two or three times a week from now |
on.” .
His beard was coarse, though there |

11
|no attention to him.

riages should pass unless they went
fast. I didn't know about the rule, so
I let the horses walk, !

““The guard saw us and yelled: ‘Trot
along there; trot along there!’ I didn’t
ike the way he spoke to us so I paid
He glared at me
for a second, then yelled for the cor-

Joseph Christian was Abraham Lin-

coln’s coachman and occasional barber
during the last year or more of the civil
war. He was little more than a boy
then.
in Madison, Ind., and in his old age was
persuaded by Test Dalton and E. Al-
/bert Apple to tell some of his expe-
riences while he was an attache of the
White House and the story is told for
MecClure's magazine. He related a num-
ber of interesting anecdotes, among
them the following:
One day I was driving the President
and Mrs, Lincoln. One of the horses
got the blind staggers, and began to toss
its head and run wild. It took me sev-
eral minutes to get it reined up against
1its mate and bring it to a standstill.
Mrs. Lincoln grew frightened and
| jumped right out of the carriage. Lin-
coln sat back calmly, without moving.
‘““The horse will probably be all rignt
in a moment, madam,” I assured her.
‘It just has blind staggers. It's a queer
disease. Sometimes it lasts just a few
minutes, and never happens again.. But
It may have another attack in a few
minutes or a few hours, or a few days.’’

Lincoln Comes to Rescue.

But my explanation failed to reassure
her, and Lincoln came to the rescue.

““Now, ma,’”” he argued, gently, ‘‘you
know I don't want you to walk. You'll
be too tired. Get back in and we'll
drive slowly."”

‘“No, I'm going to walk,”” she insisted,
still frightened at the horse’s antics.

““All right,”” said Lincoln.

So I turned the horses and started
back, at a clipping gait.

Looking back, I saw Mrs. Lincoln
waving her arms for us to stop, but I
pretended I didn't see her.

It was some time after our return
that Mrs. Lincoln came in, tired and
dusty.

‘‘Hello, ma,'’ sald the
you have a nice walk?

She was wrathy, but Lincoln just
smiled and that was the end of the
affair.

I had been in Linecoln’s service about
three or four weeks when I first shaved
him. He had an engagement at a hotel
with some high official at 1 o’clock, and
he asked me to be ready at that time.

Had Shaved Lee.

_ Toward noon I had the carriage
cleaned up and ready. So I drove to the
house and went up to Lincoln’s room.

“Are you ready, Joe?” he asked, in
his quiet, ‘gentle voice. I said yes. “1
don’t know what to do,” he said, in a
worried tone. ‘1 need a shave badly
and my barber hasn’'t come yet.'’

A great idea came to me.

“Why not let me shave you, Mr.
President?”’ I asked.

”Presldent. “did

“Are you a barber, Joe?"”’ He seemed
somewhat astonished,
*No,”” 1 answered, ‘but I shaved

gome in the army. I ' used to shave

Robert I, Lee. I've got his razor down

in my trunk.” 29 -1 &Yy
“Get the .

] »
azor,’”” -declded Lincoln.
“We'lll. try it.” 3

were but few hairs. It wasg the hardest poral of the guard, who came out from
beard I ever shaved—and 1 shaved for the doorway, ran in front of the horses,

In his later years he came to live|

fifty-seven years. He shaved twice a
week, sometimes three times, and gen-
erally he'd joke quite a bit while being
shaved. s - 7

Washed Off Lather.

Since he was always considerate of
others and willing to go out of his way
to help any one, if I was in a hurry he'd
say, '‘Never mind, Joe,” I'll' wash the
lather off myself."”

He gave me about $5 in tips every
month. You see he’d been paying the
barber $1 every time he was shaved.

In those days we had no regular har-
ness grease, 1 had to use lamp black
and then soap it down. I told Lincoln
he might send for me when my hands
and clothes were in bad condition and
not be clean enough.

“That’s all right, Joe, you come along
just as you are,” he sald. There were
no frills about Lincoln, he was very
plain—one of the common people,

On the occasion of the levees, or
weekly receptions to the public, I would
help John, the footman, open the hack
doors in front of the White House.
Afterward I'd have to go through the
reception halls .to get back to the sta-
bles, or else go around the house; so
T'd follow the crowd in and Lincoln
would shake hands with me and jerk
my arm a little and laugh in an under-
tone, and say, ‘‘Go on through, Joe, go
on through.'

| Never Gets Tired.
Afterward he’d say, “Joe, don’t you
sea me enough without coming to my
ns ?
ret‘:‘e%)g?" I'd answer, ‘“but T never get

| - Then he’'d be pleased and laugh.

wo members of the House, two from
th'g Senate, and two of the Cabinet
came one mornin during the war, while
I was shaving Lincoln. I had lathered
him and was stropping the razor. He
said to send them right up to 1,115 room.

“Just take a seat, gentlemen,” he said,
«1']] be ready in a few minutes.”

They began to talk to him about the
negro question while I shaved him.
Finally Lincoln could stand it no longer.

He got right out of his chair with his

face covered with lather and began to
talk and no one smiled. - -
| 1 guess it takes a great man to do
at.
\mChﬁstian'a explanation of the way he
| came into possession of his razor, as re-
jated in another part of the story, is
that just before the outbreak of the
civil war he enlisted in the 2d United
States dragoons, of which Lee was lieu-
tenant colonel.
‘When I was his pugler, and before I
they fed and

was regularly enlisted,

pay roll.
ing him Lee

pany,
in place of a salary. The razor
father's father’s and had come
the family. It was m
in 1604. This razor I kept.
it was my most cherished possession,
for with it I shaved Lincoln. I still
have the razor,
second shave over the face, but not
the first.
me I was one of the youngest soldiers

clothed me, but couldn’t put me on the unique an
So one day while I was shav-
told me I could take his
razor and shave the boys in the com-
to pick up all the money I could
was his every
down in fewer than 100 people have ever seen
ade in Sheffleld a diagram of Lincoln’s feet or know
Afterward the story that revolves around its mak-

held up his gun and stopped us.

‘““ ‘Don’t you know the rules and regu-
lations of this prison? he asked. I told
‘him no.

‘“ ‘Well,” he snapped—for he was a
young corporal and very Important—

‘the rules are to drive by fast. I place
you people under arrest.’

Lincoln C ds Corporal
. " ‘Young man,” I asked, ‘do you

}know whom you have arrested?

‘““‘No, and I don’t care,’ he snapped.
‘ ‘“““You have arrested the President of
|the United States.’
|, “In an instant the corporal reversed
‘his gun, straightened up and stood at
ipresent arms, looking e and scared.
| “'The President had been leaning out
lof the side of the carriage, watching
| He spoke now for the first time.
| Corporal,” he called kindly, ‘come
here.” The corporal obeyed. ‘I'm very
sorry we broke the rules,” said Lincoln
|apologetically, ‘but neither my coach-
/man nor I knew about them. I assure
you it won’t happen again.’

““The corporal was too scared to
speak.

‘““ ‘Corporal,” continued Lincoln, ‘come
closer.” He did so. ‘I wish we had more
men at the head of the army like you.
I wish all our soldiers were as good
and accurate and obedient to orders as
you are. Gond dav eornoral.’ ”’

Interesting stories concerning the ef-
forts of famous men to obtain foot com-
{tort were told by Dr. Peter Kahler,
footwear expert, who has come to In-
dianapolis to supervise the opening of

| his shoe store in the Claypool hotel
| building. Dr. Kahler's family has
fitted shoes for Presidents of the United
States from Lincoln to Harding.

. Literature and biographical sketches
are full of lnterest.ini anecdotes about
our Presidents—their hobbies, peculiari-
ties and physical qualities—but nowhere
in the vast and multitudinous pages
and books written does one find refer-
ence to presidential feet. To historians
and writers, apparently, a President's
feet are either too inconsequential or t%g,
lacking in Individuality to capture the
imagination, and hence have been ig-
nored. But Dr, Kahler, known as the
| presidential bootmaker, tells some high-
ly interesting facts about our chief ex-
ecutlves’ feet that historians, present
and future, might well copy.

Has Interesting Diagrams,

Dr. Kahler's collection of diagrams
of the Presidents’ feet, made by him-
self and his father, is perhaps the most
d rare collectlon in the coun-
try. Large sums have been offered for
[{t—particularly for the diagram of
Abraham Lincoln’s footprints.

Lincoln's grave face Is known to
school child in the country. But

ing.
%Vhllo Dr. Kahler's experience with

it i ood for a Presidents is confined to recent years,
s taoe for that of his father dated back to Lincoln,

When they finally - enlisted
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OUTLINE OF LINCOLN'S FEET MADE BY FAMOUS BOOTMAKER.

and his sto;
some interesting light on the character
of that great man. ‘‘Lincoln, as we
know,”” says Dr. Kahler, ‘‘was our
leader in one of the most trying periods
of our history. Complete comfort is ab-
solutely essential to calm, judicious
thinking, No man or woman can retain
a sound mental poise with aching feet.
Lincoln recognized this. Shortly after
the outbreak of the civil war, he sent
for my father, who had established quite
a reputation as a bootmaker. He also
inclosed his card, which we have today,
with this notation for his secretary on
the back: ‘When this man comes show
him right in.’ ;

Measured as He Talks.

“My father arrived at the White
House in the morning. Lincoln was in
session with his Cabinet. A crowd of
people were in the reception room wait-
ing to see him. Soldiers were brusque
and abrupt—it seemed as though every-
body wanted to see Lincoln and he|
scarcely had a moment to himself. My
father presented his card. He was
ushered into the Cabinet meeting. Lin-
coln was speaking at the time. His sec-

about the latter sheds

retary quickly apprised him of my

father’s business. Lincoln slipped off
his boots without pausing once during
his address. My father spread a piece
of paper on the floor. Lincoln stepped
on it and my father quickly traced the
outlines of his feet. Not once did he
cease his pleadings to Cabinet members.
When my father had completed his job,
Lincoln stepped off the paper and slipped
on his boots, talking all the while,

““Lincoln seemed scarcely conscious of
the operation. Certainly he did not al-
low the measuring to distract or discon-!
cert him. Not once did he address a‘
word to my father. The whole thing
was like a pantomime. !

“‘On another occasion, in 1864, he sud-
denly turned to several of his Cabinet
members and remarked dryly that the
state of their minds indicated they
needed to be measured for new shoes.
Almost instantly my father had four
new customers.

Dr. Kahler has a photograph of his
:at{xer's original tracing of Lincoln’s
eet. i
“Lincoln’s feet were not normal, but
nearly so,”” he said. ‘‘The late Presi-
dent Harding had the best pair of feet
of any man who has sat in the Presi-
dent‘s chair in the last sixty years, They
were absolutely normal.””
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