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IN THE month of January, 1857, Abra-
ham  Lincoln  was  practicing  law  in
Springfield,    Illinois.    At    Guernsey,

Victor Hugo, in exile,  was preparing the
last  volume  of  Les  Miserables  and  was
writing   Shakspere,   the   greatest  of  his
single  volumes.    Germany  was  alarmed
over  the success  of the  French  in Lorn-
bardy, and Bavaria was preparing for war.
The Queen of England, then in the twen-
tieth year  Of her reign, was  planning  to
establish the Order of the Victoria Cross
and was having bronze medals cast from
Russian cannon recently captured at SeL
bastopol.    In  the  United  States,  Presi-
dent  Franklin  Pierce was  getting  ready
to retire in March, and James Buchanan,
his successor, was preparing his inaugural
address.

Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,   then   in   his
fifty-third  year,  was  lecturing  in  Phila-
delphia,   New  York,   Ohio  and  Illinois,
and John Brown, of Ossawatomie, Kansas,
was  making  speeches  in  Eastern  States
and   stimulating   the   committees   who
were   financially  helping   the  people  of
Kansas to resist the raids of the Missouri
Border Ruffians.    U. S.  Grant was living
with  his wife's  folks  on a farm near St.
Louis, much distressed by fever and ague,
and  occasionally  driving a  load  of  cord-
wood  to the  city.     The  Supreme  Court
at  Washington  was  considering  for  the
second  time the  question  of  the  liberty
of the negro slave, Dred scott.    Mr. Lin-
coln, at Springfield, was anxiously await-
ingtheirdecisionbeforeexpressinghimself
as he subsequently did in such immortal
fashion.

On the eighth day of that month, in that
year, I was born in a little house in what
was then the outskirts of St. Louis, Mis-
souri.

Of  this   important   concurrent   event
none  of  the  great  personages  above  re-
ferred  to  knew  anything  at  first-hand,
which  must  not  fairly  imply neglect  on
their part, because all of my own impres-
sionsofthemweresubsequentlyandslowly
formed on hearsay and report.    I mention
these  great  personages  principally to fix
in the reader's mind some conditions and
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the time.    But they are mentioned, also, because most of
them began soon afterward to take place and shape-some-
what  distorted  shape,  perhaps-in  my  first  permanent
memories.

Buchanan took office under the handicap Of our family
disapproval,   because  responding  to   certain  preelection
pledges he permitted the recall from Falmouth, England,
Of my maternal grandmother's second husband, who had
been  sent  there  as  United  States  consul  by  Franklin
Pierce;  and, without generalizing too hastily, I may say
that a similar lack of judgment, according to my people,
characterized nearly the whole of Buchanan's administra-
tion.   Grandmother was there with this second husband.
I don't know how the wife of a consul at Falmouth could
do it,  but in some way  grandmother,  while in  England,
arranged a presentation to the Queen, so that with us in
North St. Louis, Victoria was a household word.

-rwis-twoy-earihiwheiITohii-BTo-winwashangedand,

Of course, understood nothing of it.   Victor Hugo, in his
exile for liberty, with his great sympathy for the oppressed

i in every land, was eloquent in his appeal to the American
1 public to save itself from this moral stain and from a crime
I " odious as the first sad fratricide."   He cried:  ``Let Amer-
ica be  aware that more  terrible  than  Cain  slaying  Abel

I would be Washington killing Spartacus."

J] Cfiild's lrnpresslons of Grant
r THE time I was four and able in childish fashion to
carry a tune the land was alive with the music of brass8

bands.   -Of course the spirit of John Brown was the im-
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Brown's  body  lies  a-mouldering  in  the  ground."    If we
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the two years of the war !ust passed we will have Some frac-
tional  measurement of  the  hold  that tune  of  the sixties
took upon the Northern heart.

Concerning  Grant,  I  had  something  to  say  in  1900.

3£etcha¥edtfjE=cgee±h;:fr¥%3]_5gcot¥:E_t#E:i:Et_;XS€::r¥_e_:]t6£r¥
than my present impressions, I will print it here, notwith-
standing its forensic talnt:   "To me  Grant `is not a per-
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ners.   I am just tall enough to reach the door latch with
my mother's help.   A booted trooper at the door aske for
Captain Thomas, while in the gutter stand two champing
steeds with saddles of black and brass, deep as the baby's
cradle.   I see my father ride through the city park,  and
note with wonderment my mother's tears.   The sound of` Grant-Grant-Grant' is through it all like some infil-
trating  and saturating echo-that meaningless sound  of` Grant,' which seems to have some trouble with another
called `Fort Donelson.'   There are shouts and salvos, and
mingling with the cheers there is the derisive song:

"It ujas on the tenth of Moay,
CTa#aths££#syswu#o%%dconpJackson.

"Years afterwards I learned that the Hessians were the
loyal  Germans  of  St.  Louis,  who  under  Frank  P.  Blair
marched to her defense." Another happening Of that Homeric day is a fair where
my mother holds me high in the crowd that I may see a
child impersona,ting the  old woman who lived in a shoe,
and had so many  children she  didn't know vyhat to  do.
That little girl with the cap and spectacles is Nellie Grant,
selling her dolls to buy clothes for soldiers;  and now there
drifts into my ideas vaguely the conception that this echo,
this shibboleth, this Grant is a man, a father, not nearly so
kind and low-voiced as my own father, not so tender, nor
so  full  Of laughter,  nor s6  long  away'from  home  a; my I
father, but still a father, tangible and human, and maybe
good to that little girl at whom the men and women wave
their handkerchiefs." Then there is the illumination, when the night is come.
The candles stuck in potatoes behind the tricolored tissue
paper in the windows;  and the tar barrels are crackling in
the street.    Su~d¢gnly all is dark.    I am frightened_b_y an_

und6fih-ed-rife-ria55=-Th-eTFu-ng-riother,in
her night robe, i8 kneeling with me at the
open window, one blanket above us both,
the sky filled with the twinkle of the sum-
merstarsandtheairheavywiththeweedy
smell  from  the  bottom  lands  of  Illinois.
Yet it is none of these, but rather a tump-
tump-tump-like pulse, a rhythm that my
in:fFterww*:EL:£se:±eb:::mopfo:ssotLadr]:Lresd

nation.    I  can recall it now, with all the
mystery and magic of the potent and un-
seen, and it is moving to some ghostlike
place  called  Island Number 10  or Vicks-
burg, and Grant is there in whispers.``That is my Grant, a member of that
Apocrypha of the nursery to which belong
the Bluebeards and the Giant Killers.

`` I saw him once, in the winter of 1870,
at   Washington,  when   the   Senate  and
House had gathered in the Hall of Repre-
sentatives, at the funeral of Gen. George
H. Thomas.    The imperial Blaine was in
the  chair,  and in  a semicircle  of seats in
front  of  his  desk were the cabinet and a
short, high-shouldere d, round-headed man
with whiskers.    Grant!    I felt the same
shock that  a little  girl  of to-day, full  of
Alice  in`  Wonderland,  would  feel  if  she
were shown Lewis Carroll and told, ` That
is your story.' "

8         L-ln6bln' s Eliectlor.
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FORE tThe war my father was asso-

others, in the formation of the Republican`
•-`.   Party in the st. Louis district.   They were
`    in   occasional   correspondence  with   Mr-.

Lincoln at- Springfield, not yet tife great
emancipator, but just a clever debater who

ciat.ed. .wit.h Mr: .W. ry..W±lls, apong,i

was attracting attention in the West.  One
of those original letters, addressed to Mr.
Wells, not to-my father, is between  two
panes  of glass in a frame and a folder in
my library.    It.does not add much to the
volume of Lincoln's product, but as it has-
been in print only in connection with my
play, The  Copperhead, this  extract may
have for many a. genuine interest:

I remember vividly incidents  of the  presidential  cam-
paign, when I was three years old, that preceded Lincoln's
first election.   Father and the family were black Repub-
licans, but in my private heart I was stoutly for Bell and
Everett  of  the  so-called  Union  Party.   Their  torchlight
processions were the most picturesque, and at intervals in
their lines animated men rang hand bells, with now and
then a larger one on a wagon.  There may have been older
spectators and auditors as deeply impressed.

I remember the neighborhood rejoicing over the election
and,  very  soon  thereafter,  everybody  and  the  soldiers
singing,  "We  are  coming,  Father  Abraham,  a  hundred
thousand strong."  St. Louis, except for the Germans, was
predominantly  a  Southern city;   the  divided feeling  ran
high;  neighborhood animosities were intense.   There was
a  builder  named  Mccomick  on  the  other  side  Of  our
street who had threatened to kill my father.  The opportu-
nity apparently never safely offered,  but that and other
hatred lasted.    For example,  the war had been over ten
years when on a local election day, Mccormick, who was a
powerful fellow, came behind a buggy in which I sat with
my father  and endeavored to overturn it by lifting the
rear axle.   I was big enough to engage in the cchtest that
followed, but the police prevented a decision.

These  Civil War events and childish inpressions from
them have no historic value, but they are the stuff that
focused and perhaps formed my tendencies;  the stuff that
£bneflcuae#:etdhemb¥cE#rirnedaas£&C±tri{8ESofaFn#e-emnft%¥a°irsof¥+

professional work.  When I compare these ea,rly influences
to determine which of them was the most potent in fixing
whatever may be persistent in my course, I think I must
give  predominalice  to  the  influence  of  the  grandmother
already mentioned.    She was so unswerving in her inten-
tions toward me, so positive in her assumptions, so con-
stant that I remember her influence not only as personal
and intimate but also as oracular and iinperative.   I have
written her into three different plays quite intentionally,
and perhaps-into forty others by some indirection.   I think,
theref ore,  that a fuller statement of grandmother is  per-
tinent.

Her father's name was Wilson, her mother's  name was
Wa|kerlbbth  names recently  crowded from the adver-
tisg}n.ents,  but  they had spirited associations even in my
childhood.   William Walker, who  led  his  filibusters  into
Nicaragua, was grandmother's cousin, and she was proud
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dition.   Grandmother's first  husband was  Daniel
Garrettson, a boat buildel. of Cincinnati.   He was
lost in a..river accident while my mother was still
a little girl.

The second husband was an actor turned editor
when Pierce gave him the consulship at Falmouth.
After  Buchanan's  inauguration  this  second  bus-
band  made  his  home  in Washington  City, while
grandmother lived in St. Louis to be near us and
as far as possible from him.  I reprember his monthly
remittances, which were regular and not large, but
beautiful.   They came during the early war period
in   newly  printed  paper,  shinplasters,  in   sheets
measuring  each  about  eighteen  by  twenty-four
inches;  each  sheet  having  one  hundred  pieces  of
fractional currency and each piece with a value of
three, five, ten  or twenty-five  cents,  according to
the respective denomination Of the sheet.

W
JI I)oonyard Caat®.en

HEN  I  grew  big  enough  not  to  make  the
sport  too  expensive.I was  permitted  to  cut

these sheets' into their component units.   Anyone
who has ever 'cut  a coupon from a Liberty Bond
that didn't belong to him can estimate my thrills
over these small, crisp steel engravings of historic
Americans serving as scenery for Federal promises
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to pay on demand.  A percintaEe -oTthese r-eiri€tan=e= a-ach
month  went  into  the  war  relief  Of  the  time.    Recruits
from  Illinois  and  Iowa  passed  grandmother's  door  and
cheered it.   The flag with its thirty-four stars hung from
her window, and whenever a marching detachment swung
into view a table draped with bunting in her little door-
yard was quickly equipped with refreshments.  Some
of the fellows needed them.   For any chap espe-
cially distressed a reviving nip could  be  unos-
tentatiously produced.   At that time whisky,
which had cost eighteen cents a gallon when
Lincoln  kept  store  in Sangamon  County,
had risen to thirty-five cents a gallon.  You
can't stop the profiteers.   Between times
grandmother did volunteer work on uni-
forms.

On  the  mantelshelf  of  the -study in
ighi!#6[k-aEL=d±±:=:±E#g+£83E-e-`|3xisE5riT
I  inches  high  supported  by  a  base.    The

brass figure of the Saviour is apparently
a  copy Of Donatello.   This was  always  a
prominent  object  in  grandmother's  par-
lor.    Archbishop  Purcell,  Of  Cincinnati,
returning   from  a  visit  to  Rome,  had
brought it to her when she was first mar-
ried, with the blessing of Pius IX.  Grand-
mother was then a Catholic, but some act
or I ailure to act, some utterance or some-s-ilelri6Te-bj-So-rid-hEis;6ulT-churciinn-upo-n-

the question of secession sent grandmother
over to the M. E. Church North.
In Simpson Chapel, Union sentiments were

I_-__,      .I____      ____   _   _     __      ___    _

igrater, and a fourth side  Of glass.    It  held

Irmogene Ga.rettsoce ThLon.as. Mother of
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'-TF6aallTndextemporaneous,andtheregrand-
r' mother inhaled and exhaled an atmosphere Of
militant loyalty.   Twice every Sunday and at
least one night of the week she went there to

meeting.   With fat.her  at  the  front,  I  was  the
only  male  creature  in  our  two  households, and

though  mother  thought  a  boy  of  six  or  seven
shouldn't be  up so late,  I loved  to  act  as the  old

lady's escort.  The streets of North St. Louis at night
were  not  lighted  at  that  period;  the  chapel was four

blocks  away  and  the  natives  were  not  friendly.   But
grandmother had a square lantern such as Dogberry car-
ries, with three sides of tin, perforated like a horseradish

a  candle  and
swung by a tin ring larger than a muffin mold.  With that

EulEoLh_e|Yall_e¥
circulai-i;rioivLTTver her left s-hT6ulTder| -the- handsome

candle^ I_igh_ted _aL|d  the  rig_h±
I.__

lady, then about fifty, used to go forth with me.
fasLion I began to save the nation as vaguely then as we
all of us still continue-a few steps in the dark, each hold-
ing to some fallible hand in which we have great I aith.
Atth;t-timeourhoine-iTisi3il-I-iriiri:y-biFEF--

place,  the  end  house  of  a  dozen  called
Bates'  Row  on  Tenth   Street;   brick

buildings  of  almost  toy  dimensions,
having three  rooms  and  a  lean-to
kitchen each, and little dooryards

back  and  front.    Grandmother
occupied  the  house  next  to  us
with  her  widowed  sister   and
a   pretty   niece   named  Alice
Witham.    As   a  youngster   I
thought  she  was  the  Sweet
Alice  discussed  in the  lyrical
appeal to Ben Bolt, and I had
Ben  cast  in  the  person  of  a
sturdy soldier who called irreg-
ularly  until  a  black-bordered

envelope  with  crossed  flags  on
it  explained  his  absence.   I  re-

member Alice still disconsolate as
a handsome  youth,  also  living  in

the  same  row  and  not   quite  old
enough for the war-except as drum-

mer boy, which he was for a while-sang
under her window.  The police then toler-

ated that nocturnal custom.   This singer was
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GIANDMOTHER'S  opinion was the most de-cisive in our f amily.    I had no way of knowing

The Jautoblograt.fier.a Grandma.he. .n Her Flf..es.
Its .he Ooa. Jabooe-Her Grandsoce ae Four.

J. K. Emmett, about sixteen years old at tha-t-tiine.
Grandmother f orgave him when he sang, as every-
body  did, but at  other times he was  on  her bad

E=kissisJ.¥sistesis.tre.rE`|izaa::#aicos:ir:`st.onvcoicaepea,:
and Jo, who came to take her home now and then,
preferred to practice jig steps on the board walk in
front rather  than wait  inside, where vociferously
mine and  grandmother's  p.nd the little congrega-
tion's "days were passing swiftly by."   Eliza Em-
mett Wycoff became one of the notable singers of
the city.   With Jo Emmett, Our Fritz, the women
of  two  continents fell in love,  and  true to  prece-
dent forgave completely his many missteps.

it wasn't so in  the  nation.    Her impatience with
Mcclellan and Grant and even Lincoln seemed to
have  an  effect.    At  any  rate,   things  happened
when   she  got  mad  enough.     She   permanently
affected my early admiratious.   After a soldier, an
orator was the finest type.   She had heard webster
in the Senate and Andrew Jackson elsewhere, and
gauged my early  diction by those standards.    Asi
I review it mentally, I think there may have been
a little of the  theater about her, but  it was good
theater;  a sense of the effective, nothing of the in-
sincere.    In  her  prophecy  I joined  her  strangely
assorted gallery of the great, and always found her
hope  and  her belief associating  me with  Jackson
and  Webster,  Lincoln,  Edwin  FOITest,  Charlotte
Cushman and Archbishop Purcell.    It was a good

-         deal toask of a ladof seven, but I took a run at it.
My father, as a bachelor aged twenty-one, had gone to

theMexicanwarviaLeavenworthonthehistoricDoniphan
Expedition, and during the subsequent experience was an
aide-de-camp on General Taylor's staff.  He sustained there
an injury that disqualified him somewhat from extended
service when he raised  a  company  of volunteers  for  the
Civil War, and therefore as soon as the immediate menace
to Missouri was past he resigned from the Army and was
elected to the Missouri Legislature.   When Farragut ran
the  blockade  at  the  mouth  of  the  Mississippi  and  took
Ne.w Orleans there was a demand for entertainment by the
Northern troops who occupied the city similar to the de-
mand that came from the American Expeditionary Forces
recently in France.

Father thereupon resigned his seat in the legislature, and
together with Ben de Bar, one of the foremost comic actors
Of  America,  the  only  great  Falstaff , I  ever  saw,  and  a
manager named Tom Davey-who subsequently married
one  of  the  Maddern  sisters  and  became  the  father  of
Minnie  Madden,  now  Mrs.  Harrison  Grey  Fiske-rer
opened the St. Charles Theater in New Orleans.  This was
in the fall of 1863.   The party took with them the Revel
f£Fp{L¥,a±:EceG:i_o:=afra¥taE.:=d_=mongothersacomer

Although  New  Orleans  had  fallen  a  year  before,  the

s¥#rsais£!cpalpiyfc°:in:uacnhde°dfj;Sc]::#erbaet]e°Hgt,.s#astyh¥
little theatrical company had to run their. blockades on a

:t;oanmg?:::c:rse°ft&C::€s:#£#£:utEec:ttetr°,nwi::is.th:sheeireess¥::
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closed at the end Of March in 1865.    I dis-
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the period, were so alike that each was some-
imes mistaken f or the other.
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for that season, even in  St.  Louis.   Satur-
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Neu)a  of  Llr.coln's I)Oath
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„Yes."
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period  recalled  as  interminable  compared
to the swift actions that the records show.

that crowded  time  every word  of
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closed  their  blinds  and  kept  out  Of  view. I
The excitement  extended to the  children;
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Springfield  there  was  a  ceremony  in  St.
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courthouse,  where  thousands  with  bowed
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The Flower of the Family
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mare's nest, which seems to be bad rating
for  a new  railroad,  and i ather suffered in
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f ather himself had a maternal grandmother,
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statement should reach them, it will strike
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gsphtgdaunpdinwt£:hse:*i:asbei%mdso£:ep£;cdcpopteh:
For  the  five  children in  our household  in
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on state and national dimensions.   Among
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