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Pry.One    unable    to    8PO?k`be

---April  |5,1865
whispers  when   converslng`  wlth  e&cb
other:   Eveh  our  appetite!  wQr`®  gone
-.--the  food  remalnl.ng  untouched  u\pon
the  mess  t&blea.

But  when  the  news  ¢!¢. Come  prov-
lag .the  flrst  statement  to  ba.ve  been
true,  arnd  the  horrible  ¢fetails  ce&cbed
us  in  full,  the  colored  men  or one  of
the  detaQhmen.tg  beca,me  &Imoct  tran-
tlc   and   unmam&geable   ln   thQlr   de-
spalr.I    Great l&menta.tlozia  in o`ompany
quarters  ensueq,  durlng  whlen  moans
a,nd . pr`ayers . of   the  most  heartrena-
lng  paLtho8   followed   ea.ch   other \wlth
slncerlty   o£  ,utt®ranc®     ivhlch     none
could   witness    unmoved,   `  £9r.     these
men ,,somehow, `Seemed   to   think  that
ln the  death  of  Lincoln  thctr  freedom
wa,s   in  ]oopqrdy,   1£  not  ®nt,irely  lost.
S`o  long  &s  he  lived, they believed  their
freedom  gate;  hence  with  the  posltlve
news   of  his.  assa,BlnatlozL  thelr  hopes
of  liberty  after  the  war  b®camo  for
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IFTY-SEVEN      yea-      ago,
April 15,  1865,  th,e nation  was
r`obedr   -in   ,  mourning-     and

`  sh`rouded   ln   gloom   a,nd   3or-
row  by  the` ass&sslhatlbn   of

Presiden`t    Abraham    I.Ibcoln,
and  his' funera,1  casket  wai

_Iiil

drenched` with   a   natton's  tears.-His
tl.agic   death   ln-the  path     of    dut¢,
tt}ough  a  costly  a&crlfl6e  on  the  A)tar
of  meedom, added, the crownlng glory
Of  a  martyr  to  the  spotless  tame  of
the   patriot,   a`nd   caused   a   worl'd   to
sigh   ln   pity  and'  all  `clvilizz®d  natlon±r
to   crave  the  prlv{lege   of I  dl.opplig  a
tear  on' his  tomb.

On  the  night  o£  April  14,  1865,  John
Wilkes  Booth -tired  th'at  `a.wtul  bullct.
and  thort]y &ft®r the  flrst\ r&y8  of  the

::;a,e}h:uisnhgt&eo€rgteeadthfnk%sgts`_dg#
the  eyelldg  o£. Abriba;in  I.lncoln,  and
the  hands   whJch   ha.a   wrought   suah
nob]®   work   ih   llfe   and   had   ne+ar

:oei°dnedst:)cnreodBebyhfnb'g&:?,lea:eded;®¥:::
fully a-a  a  ]lttle  child the,I great  h4a]t,
whose   religlon   had   be_on   lov®'`of  bu-
manlty,  pasa®d  lnto  unending  love  of
God.

neowns  fttahs:ted Ec®rrong,snE=c^%+Lg +T{£:
clvi]lzed_  tw®rld;I 8o   8haklzigr`,`the :`8caLal
Byctom   of  our  Country  wlth  trie ,tor-
rlble tldlngs that all loyal hearts were
flllea  with  a` area,dful  €u8p®a8.  whlcb
made  them  tremble  wlth  the  pal.y  pf
dlreful  \forebadltLg8,     dn.a   even     the
South.  till   theti   Eio   ®m"tte*bd  in`  tbe
despair  of  a,  threa,teoed   det®a,t, `1-lfted
up  ltg .hands  ln  horror,  tea,rful .of  the
re8u`lt  of  such  a  usele!s  deed  of  paur-. der.

Among  the  tl.oops  la   Our  ¢|mD  .I.
.Teure   BODne,   La,.,   the   effect   of   the
news  was  to  create  a  aezLge  ®f  thlngs
lmposslb'le   of   description     then     arLd
now. '  A   great.   feeling   of   ®ppr®s8lon
weighed  down  persona]lty  and  ov®ry-
thlng  al.ound  us;  the  very  caaebr~ike8
on the borders  of the bayous  appeaz.®d
to  join  ln  the  melancholy  9f the  hour,
a,s  lt  were,  to  a§8ume  a  most  dlsm&l

i ,appearance,    while    the    ov®rnatlglng
moss  on  tie  live  oaks  a\nd  magnolias

\Seem®d   td-cast   their   greenlsh   gray
hue   and   to   assume   a,   more   Sombre

7shade,    and   an   ?dditlonal   leBgtb   ®f
t'natural  drapery  tralllng  to  the  very
®&rth   like  N&ture's   veil   of  mourn!zig
toEo:h:|omt:::r:£a:sreos:dtefj.ugh{„na
cond.Lti®n    took'   precedence   .of I  "It|-
ta`t.y'   ord.er    and    dutleg.    To    u!    i-h®
whole  earth  was  &t  a  Btand8tlll;  rsan
looked  at  mah  ivith  that  8I]ent'  qu®!-
tlonlng   ln   whlc'ri   saulg   talk  .t®   each
other   without   the   ale   o!   Epc®ch.   |t
seemed  as  lf  a  terrible  lightutn`g shaft

L:.aadr,a:rnudcktn°utra,,C{gphiEf=°a:rtd.a:'LB±Lintellecrfefty~&_nLgp±yL[g±Lc±tlj±_®_v..I

acad  lni`.vor!r  bouro.    The  moumerg
wont   a,bout  the  3treet4   uncomfortod;
men   forgot  th.lr  love   tor   gold   &nd`

( tFelrLlu_!± for Power ; statesmen grouped
about  ]lk®  bund  mob  for  Eiome  hand
to  lend.   "® world  w-as  ln  mourning;
for  a,11  the  world  knew  that  he  ha,a
come  to  the  kingdom  tor  Such  a  time
as  ,that.     Not   only   the   vlctorg   but
xp.any    ®f `th®   va,nqulched    who    had
oomo  up  put  of  a,  gr.at  struggle  with
thelr  garment-a  drenched  with  blood

his   God,   nob®  but  the   son   of  rna
and  hls  f&ithful  apostle  St.  Paril  had
a.~-'mor®    d®1lcate    mlssloh    and    per-
formed  lt  more  falthtully.    S]nce  the
master  ill  Israel  went  a,bop_i_th_e_ _e&_rt_a'for  to  tb®m
ldent   "t}cola   wee   tLther,     brother.
\!rlcnd  and  llb®rator.

®n:;®t£::!`:hgrii::#h..t®arnmct{e:®:!°nchd±€
unlan  ff om  the  Atl&utl¢  to  the
can `be  &ttrlbuted  to   no   other
meat than that of lov.  a-nd voner&tl
for   one   who   ha,d   grad-ually   groi
near  and  dear  to  ril!`=8o]dlez`8.    It  w
known  to  all  how  ln  i-ho  dark

i;a:da{ee:::I::h£::anr:tgi:d8r£.;t;iia:;r:ee::a:w¥¥:t!eeg%V£!
named  graves  on  the  ba,ttlofleld,  an&-I
the olo8lng words -af his last lnaugurat`;
`address  held presldeut,  army aLna  navy_`+
together  with  band's   of `gold.-                 (

ne]w:e=:Tb;reethha!o:¥{e£:a,Wabedno*::I
i&|l  of  rain  came u|)on  us  I ron  over-
gbzrdoivlng black  clouds,  as  lf the very

::%e{:gc::!nnt:;.¥t*e?p°in`g°~ya&n`dp:°api|:I
lng   over   the   c.alamlty   t-hat  had 'be-,
fallen   the   nation  `on   the   eve   of  re-,
tiirning   peace.   And  ,when   Abra,ham`
Lln¢oln   died   all   who   -were   loyal   ln
the  nation  wept  with   a   sincerei  aior.
row.    The silent monitors of grlef g|ig-
tened  in   every  eye.   Buslnes8,   p]on.-

ground   tholr   arms   &t   his   test,   andit`ure,   trade   anal   commerce   Stood   gtl||
who   ba,a   rac®lvea   his_. benediction  of
Peaa6_    arid     Goodwll!,     were-     alike
mourners   when   the   ai!8aesln'8   bullet
did  Its  deadly  work;  for  no  oho  bul-
let  o`ver went  forth  on  a.  mop.  glgan-
tlc,  torrlbly` mistaken  mli8lob,`  or  ln-
tllcted  ao  crushing  a  blow -to  frlerids
and  foes  alike,  as  did  the\ leaden  mls-
ctlo  which  gilonced  forever  the  goner-
ous   heart-beating   of  Abraham   I.la.
cola-

It  wag  no  aectdent  that  the  assas-
sin  ivas  caught  in  the  Amel`lcan  Flag
When  he  attempted  to  esca,pe  after  he
h'aLd   shot   the   presldont.     It   was   the
vengeaneo  of  the  flag.    The flag  was
the     countr]P8    nep®8lB.`      That_   flag\
kept  securely  ln  a  glass  case,  1s  held
sacred   ln   the   trea!ure   house   of  the I
Datlon,

.Hal-sl hl8 career whne )

:rf€iceaheuaihfa¥aaor.a}¥a:nathiehr}std:=
whose   ]ossi`  seemed   to   the   people   Bo
hear   a   personal   one.     His   life   was
filled    to    overflowlog    with    Sorrow-
Fron}  the  day  of  his  lnauguratlon  to
the  hour  of  htr  death  `waLB   one  loag
n!gbt   of   Geth8emane;   closing   as   lt
did  a.i  a  moment  wben  its  dralnatlc
unity  w&B  complete.     `

His  Story  ls  written  on  the  brlght-
e`st  Fag.a  of  th.  world's  blstory.    It
`bso[%=#:`€taatiTy°=earnys,3:t:i°{L°o:h3ras::

tatloh.     It   ls   glorltled   ln   the   God-
ordained   pure   and  untra,mm®led   lib-
erty  of  every  rna.a,  woman  and  cbila
on  Amerloan  Boll.    OD®  huhdred  mll-
)long    of    p®oplo    are    studylng`  that
Story,   t.h®   key   to   rlghtenlng   gtate8-
mansblp,  pa.trtotlo  gra,ndeur,  na.tloaal
love   and  honor.

He  _Qppro®ched   tbo   Cbrlst   Hlmse]f
m'ore -tbaLn  any  other  I.uler  wltbln  the
lmowledge    of    matik{nd.      What    a
n[oses. was `ho  ln  `Ieading  us   through
the   Red   Sea   of\  rebelliaLn   befor`o.  h.
Sank  to  rest  under the  cruel  shot  ot
I,_    _     \

.t_he__a€§±gEl_a.i___±±±ae__i_a_the_lmLe£±Sg_±i

to   do   hl_in_   roy_Qrga_tl_a._I_  _b_om&f®`
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