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V c5fLLin~c6ln
Bar  Robert  W.  MCBride

Formerly Corporal and Company Clerk, U`nion Light Guard Of  Ohio  (President Lincoln's
Bodyguard),   now    Senior   Vice-'Commander-in-Chief,   Grand   Army   Of   the    Repul}lic.

UST   after    midnight
one   morning   in   Jam-

=ouuntaeayt}nio8£4'ca££i:y:
men  were  standing  guard_

#ethwih¥treea±o£::ggraot:#s°.
The  gates  were  open,  but
tmh:dg°Ttb]%erctatav±:]r¥hgtua:8

:#:n£:uhnadvsfn£#hsi:e£Soi:
could  enter-certainly not
through the gates.   A non-
commissinned     officer     o£
cavalry,   the   corporal   of

i:geatihfesutfrt:h;£e¥£Osonue]s°e;;t:t:i:Cfg,
in  the  rear  of  which  his
horse was picketed.

He  was  thinking,  as   I
suppose     every     corporal
and  private  of  the  guard
that ever had the world to
himself in the  small hours
always   has    thought,    of
home.    It  was  a  home  he

FoaLde,]eafthboa::L¥£tm%natsh£:;
so  far  away  as  miles  are
numbered, but months and
perhaps    years    away    in
point  of  time,  and  he  was
recruit enough  to be  a lit-
tle   homesick.      I   happen
to know just what he was
thinking,   because   I   was.
that  corporal.  '

My  outfit,  organized  in
December,    1863,    as    the
Seventh Independent Com-
pany   of   Ohio   Volunteer
Cavalry,    had    been     re-
cruited    throughout    Ohio
and mustered in at Colum-

Ruost  afo:nes!iciua: ksnee¥icaei
This  is  how  Lincoln  looked  just  after  his  meeting with General

Grant, an event described in Commander MCBride's article

the time what that special
service  was  to  be.    We  were  108  men
strong, and there were ten  rumors for

i|iri:tgi¥§:h±ifi::i:di!9o!fi°r;iift§ei§¥i§;!e:s!

::I_=-:__::-I::i:-:_--_i::::I--:=-_:_--:::-i_-:--:-::_:-:-:

that  we  were  to  be  the  bodyguard  of
President Lincoln!    Now. with the war

a±fxttfn%:a:Swf#osth£:]sbu:gig:°ouuntd6f:£:
original 108 can see the honor that was
P¥ae;£8oO;u:8;¥g::1;#::;:£8rge;£:josh:g££o%]::±P;:i]!gi;n;:i::i4;

l=f:rnso:ne5g:g:innfgedt:r#:fig;,t?ndwe
I  was  still  thinking  about  the  ``dis-

Froa:c,t:i:jof:I:r:tne:iF:a:tin::!|#:tg:i:et,h#iie,:
House  portico  in  what  I  admit  must

ig]¥,%e:n:ignu±a£Prfer:o:¥teud:o;#g;e:n:£Ffi°es#oni

___-_ ._:  _5EFT

an instant against the gas
]h£]8nhdts±t:n[tthewahsa]:]¥£nbe;

i:F8hefard°C*a:°aotfiea#dt&:
straight-sided,  g e n u i n e

#:¥eeiE:nhfg#  hma::hth:::
vogue.     There   was   suffi-
cient  light  for  me  to  see
that it was not a new hat
-that  the  wearer  of   it
stuck   to   it   more   'from
habit than  because it hap-
pened to be the  fashion of
the  times.

The    corporal    of    the
guard  sprang to  attention
as  the  tall,  black-clad  fig-
ure   closed   the   door   and
came   slowly   toward   the

3g%eed,°fhatnhdessctieapssp'edhebaee
hind.     By   this   time   the
corporal  had  his  saber  at
the   Present   position  and
was  holding  it there  as  if
hisTL£:efidgefreendpefu::dft;ev.

eral  minutes  at  the  head
of  the  steps.    A  gas  lamp
played   squarely   upon   it

:O:#S:Scre:gj8°ep¥%a°cfe[#ii!!:
manner    that    has    been
vouchsafed    to    few    men
now living.    The face bore
the  ineradicable  marks  of
the anxiety of nearly three
years   of   war.     For   the

i:itdly±tfa¥:Stht:te±ga::*
so  familiar  to  a  hundred
millions of Americans.    At
that  time,  however,  there

goeor€Ahm°eursi%::a:fh:qwuoaji¥
not have known the Presi-

;£t:r:ete:;fm8ahEer:3h::¥d:¥%gse:r:sdndoE#to:t:pa#:

i!EJ£;3y:a3dg?;¥o:Eneaqn,:i:tr:a:i:n:E¥thi:;eunj,i

iii;|¢;e.:i¥We;o::;vz:.ii!:eyieii:;:i:|||i:o:T:o;:t:}i
£:::u£Sze±£  #fas.e  P[atpe:Sasthfi#ksn°t¥
those   same  weeklies,  too,  that   I  was

;b]sea#£erf°g:ize]o£:n:E%:r,G:%nt¥#[
relate presently.



Some  of lfy  Reooll®otiofls  of  I,lnooln

[!i:::p:i:siEe::t:,;es-3i:i#.o:s:tofaegnh;i::USX:£eso¥:

tant  about  speaking to  him.    But  after
the medical officer standing close to Mr.
Lincoln  had  been  stricken  down,  Gen-
eral  Wright  decided  that  the  time  for

#,E#oE.;n:e:t#:,?iqre:nat::i3:i:n.q!e:r-:n:

%tieef°f¥tg:7rfrToyo'bvuatiu];#iefnt:°¥emaenxe
posed  this  way.     I   don't  ask   you-I
o7.der   you   to    retire   to    a    place   o£
safety.„                                                              ,

soai±£::g5;:c:p]tia%le£#;d#:I:3:F;:i;
pering  it.

Lincoln had bitter opponents in those
days,  and on this occasion hostile news-
papers went  so far as to accuse him of

8::€:ife]s3:¥a#n£:eth%nfegsri¥::dhee]haaba
taken  for his own  sifety.    One  said  he
had  a  private  ironclad  anchored  in  the
Potomac    on    which   he   had    already
placed   his   family   and   his   valuables,
ready  to  leave  in  case  of  emergency.

£ontd±t3:i=g¥estps:PeE§]£tspaenayk3;fonwdeerre,
in  view  of  the  calumnies  which  were

!a:i:za::!,::I:ig!:I;otirhEi##tt::e,:i#t.:i:#Eyi
thE Faartpeepgaorotdm#t?une to be present

'when  Grant  and  Lincoln  met  for  the
first  time.    I  have  found  many  people
who  were  surprised  to  learn  that  the
President  and  the  soldier  who  became
commander  of   his  troops   in   the  field
had never seen each other before March,
1864,  when  the  war  was  nearly  three

i}::;rrs£::.tfnfnwdertehesocirec#astta#£:%u:i
when  it  finally  did  occur.

A public reception was in progress at
the   White   House.     Public   receptions
were   occasions   ivhen   the   President's
bodyguard  had  its  hands  full.    I  don't
Frhfgr+ewwa%aiefi°yyse§re:gftmin:Suprecri:;]dy;
the   foreboding   that   something   might
happen to the President, for these func-

££a!Sl£:eg:e¥reo*efrse%°|e¥e;nyst£°fit£!:§dg;Ebo]:|Cj
of  these  White  House  gatherings  that
President  MCKinley  was  shot  two  gen-

•erations   later.     There   were   the   same

;°!i%g];i;Sots:efd¥y::Tod;]£::gb£:£Ci;i:!at:sfss,ita°#ru3;
t#i¥a:y¥t:h!)r::¥:i§sn:d£L:n%:;a:a:sg::afaean;§i¥:£:

ent in  our minds-it never entered Mr.
Lincoln's.     We  were  present  at  these

I::ct§t;s:£s;:e§r:e:o:£%::::;n:td;]t3§:s:e;e3:i:;nf:1::a;a;n:::i:
It was for this reason that we were not
present at the time  of the. actual assas-
sination-because   Mr.   Lincoln   keenly
resented    any   suggestion    of   possible
danger when he  was mingling with the

!#;est:::i;:::c,if:en:tii¥;i;;eli;:ioi:s;ee:cEra!

have   a   mounted   escort  and   a   patrol
around the White House.    The infantry
pickets  were  not  even  allowed  to  chal-
1enge anyone wishing to enter the White
House,  and  its  doors  were  as  open  as
they  are  in  the  peace  time  of  today.
The  following  fall,  when  the  President
returned  to  the  White  House  from  his
summer quarters at the Soldiers' Home,
Mrs. Lincoln did secure the services of a

giedteaft]hfr°wmhiTeyfi:#spea:¥£::h%:rbv::et#;
was done without the President's knowl-

aMgfep.eLn£]:d::ii:nah¥dEIPEe;scd:u:r:rfeg:S¥e:dn%afi:

a?:ac]hrg#baenr.Pacing the Corridor outside
On  the  night  in  March,  1864,  when

:hederteac}e]P:£f°nu:fwwe::ChsESB::g¥::rh%]hde'

#:%iodwo8:aosftthheey¥h£:e]n¥OEsweo#iidc];nrg
appeared   among  them,  and   we  could
tell from their shoulder  straps that one

a;::.aE:iEr£:E:r£L'h::%y°,thdearrf£:ifa:
The  face  of  neither  was  familiar.    We

##:r:gn¥r#:kec¥.g`1£?rtebt::|fskn%3;sf
to us by sight from their frequent visits
to the White  House."It's   Grant!"  whispered  one  of  our
number.    "I  can  tell  him  from  his  pic-
ture in Harper'8  Weeklu.I"

Then  I,  too, recalled  the  wood.cuts  of
the already famous soldier that had ap-
peared in that universally read pictorial
history  of  the  war.    Grant  it  was,  at-
tired  in  his  field  uniform-a  uniform
that was not shabby, but which still bore
signs  of  having  seen  real  service.    The
brigadier,    we    learned,   was    General
Rawlings,  his  chief  of  staff .    Grant  at
that  time  had  already  been  promoted
lieutenant general; he was now, in fact,
in Washington to receive his commission
and   to   become   commander-in-chief  of
the Union Armies.

Grant took  his  place  in line  with the
waiting hundreds.    As he drew near the
President,  I  saw Mr. Lincoln  step aside
to  accord  him  a  special  greeting.    The
President,   too,   had   apparently  recog-
nized the man whom he had just named
head of his Armies from the pictures in
Harper'8  Weekly I

I  :6:::`€e:°€hte%:r¥ihaith¥:aci:is. :#£
the  look  which  each  gave  the  other,  a
look  in  each  case  of  mingled  curiosity
and  admiration.    The soldier had heard
so much of the President, and the Presi-
dent  so  much  of  the  soldier!

Naturally  everyone  present  tried  to
get in as close as possible to the famous

;#,g¥nf::s¥ehatovh:at:gcfc:ta[rgyeb%err:afyr&#¥§:
for  the   crush.     By  this  time  I,  with
some  other  members  of  the  company,

PoardmgEs:edc.:i:onugahr.tuondhi:h:ida;neYa?

gtdthh¥o±.;::l¥t8e#§::gd##:toeEa:dsytc£Rg:°gri§
So   great  was   the   crush   that   I   was
packed tightly against the  General, and
the  brass  shoulder  insignia  that  indi-
cated   my  branch   of   the   service  was
broken off  against his own  shoulder.

Gr`;#[*eita :r:XT].e.C°rporal,"  remarked
Our   goal   was   a   sofa   against   the

i:e;;rifir,ypa;i,,ei!::a?akne:nuET:!:!tdc::!i;;

:v;;i;is:eic;i:::j|:h¥iiw::o¥;¥i:i§::;e;:iiay:e°:I;
the  President  whom  we  now  revere  as

:te]gwr£:t£Sfu#]:r:%¥%oi:ihiLstfirsybobduyt:

§t§ifg':I;;t:io:£i:i[£::ii¥;i:n:a§y:o:#da;¥

#:!:a:ic!i%;s:ii::nci::if.!iiutih.inte##|:,`Ei;3:i
doorstep,  and  raised  his  hat  with  dig-

#t:¥u#edretunri:ntEoe]ds}%|Tte  of  a  freshly


