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John Wilkes Booth was exceedingly popular with the ladies... “It is scarcely an exaggeration to say...we ladies were in love with John Booth. At the theater...good heaven! As the sunflowers turn upon their stalks to follow the beloved sun, so, old and young... our faces smiling... turn to him!”  

– Actress Clara Morris, 1864
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The rebellion of the slave holding states and their secession for establishing a separate government was, on the most part, caused by a several generation institution, slavery. The South rested on this institution as its cornerstone. They wanted to be separate from the North because, in more simple terms, they did things differently. By seceding, the Confederacy ended, what they thought, forever, the agitation of this question and established slavery as a permanent institution of their world.

The doctrine explaining Slavery was a Divine institution and was taught and accepted as accurate by the entire southern half of our country... the South.

The nineteenth century also became known as the time of Christian revival (See Jacob’s novel, FAITH – Seventy Times Seven.) Every minister in the South, who could prove to his own satisfaction slavery to be a Divine institution, and to his congregation, achieved the greatest of popularity. His words found expansion on the front pages of the Southern press.

One can turn to the Bible and support slavery by many of the scriptures written. One can also turn to the Bible and find support for “turn my people free,” as Moses exclaimed many, many years ago. In the North, this kind of preaching found a distinct and earnest echo in many places.

The South argued, and no doubt in the ten years or so before the South seceded, slavery was the best condition for securing the happiness of the African race. Slavery was supported by the South as a condition where the Negro could be most useful to the world. His health, they told anyone who would listen, was, to a great extent, improved by his transplantation from a heathen land and the environments of barbarism to a wonderful Christian nation.

A subjection to a higher and superior race was essential to his deriving the highest benefit from the change.

There is no doubt in today’s world. An obvious conclusion is at hand.  Slavery is downright wrong! But, if you lived in the South in 1850, it depended on how one was educated and raised from an early age. 

It is not believable to me our ancestors would have assented to any union whatsoever with the people of the North if the different feelings between them in 1865 were existent in 1776 when the Constitution was first framed.

During the time our Constitution was first formed, there were no tariffs existing... no Negro fanaticism. It wasn’t the South, but it was the delegates from New England, the North, who proposed, in the framing of the Constitution, to the representatives from Georgia and South Carolina if they agreed to give Congress the power to regulate commerce by a majority. They would support the extension of the African slave trade. At this time, slavery existed in all the States except one.

The idea they might be made to pay tribute to their Northern Confederates, which they had refused to pay Great Britain, is most confusing.  The institution of African slavery would be established the foundation of a sectional organization of the North to rule the South, never impeded anyone’s way of thinking at the time.

The union of the Constitution was a union of slaveholding States, except one. It rested on slavery, by prescribing a representation in Congress for three-fifths of the slaves. There was nothing in the proceedings of those men who framed the Constitution, to indicate the Southern States would have formed any other Union and even less, they would have created a Union with more powerful non-slaveholding States, having a majority in both branches of the Legislature of the Government.

Between the time when the framing of the Constitution existed and almost a hundred years later, the progress of things totally altered the relations between the Northern and Southern States. Any identity of feelings, wellbeing, and institutions which once existed were gone! The States were then divided between slave holding and non-slaveholding States.

Their institutions and industrial pursuits made an enormous difference between the people of the North and South. The equality in the Government between the two sections of the Union no longer existed at the time of secession and the War Between the States. 

Secession took and imitated the policy of our fathers in dissolving a Union with non-slaveholding confederates, and sought a confederation with slave-holding States. It was the States’ rights!

In 1861, the people of the North, united as a section in the Presidential election and elected Abraham Lincoln, who declared all the States of the United States must be made Free States or Slave States. If it is right to abolish slavery in a Territory, why should it be allowed to remain in the States? 

Jefferson Davis, in his message to Congress on April twenty-nine, 1861, set forth specific alleged reasons Southern men ought to refuse to live under the same General Government with Northern Men:

“When the several States delegated certain powers to the United States Congress, a large portion of the laboring population consisted of African slaves imported into the country by Great Britain. In twelve out of the thirteen States, Negro slavery existed, and the right of property in slaves was protected by law. This property was recognized in the Constitution, and provision was made against its loss by the escape of the slave. We are talking about our United States Constitution!

The increase in the number of slaves was protected by law. The increase in the number of slaves by further importation from Africa was also secured by a clause forbidding Congress to prohibit the slave trade going forward.

There are no clauses found delegating power to Congress, authorizing it in any manner to legislate to the prejudice, detriment, or discouragement of the owners of that species of property, or excluding it from the protection of the Government.”

In conclusion of this Foreword, let me say these words are not intended to be my own, but words to explain answers to so many “why” questions received from readers who had a number of inquiries after reading Book One of the Lincoln Assassination Series.

What is amazing, but the Northern papers don’t publish, is before Lincoln and his administration pronounced the slaves free, thousands of slave owners from the North sold their slaves for a hefty profit to plantation owners in the South.  Lincoln was elected, and they all became Abolitionists, almost overnight. That’s correct! They got their money. Maybe, just maybe, if the Federal government would have reimbursed the Southern slave states for their “property” the Civil War might have been avoided. No one really knows for sure.

That brings us to John Wilkes Booth. Was he a soldier of the Confederacy? If so, was his assassination of Lincoln one of murder or of duty? When did the War Between the States, in fact, end? On a reading tour of Book One, the first question asked by James to the listening audience was, ‘When did the Civil War End?’ Don’t be insulted, but it’s possible you would be mistaken... I was.

General Robert E. Lee surrendered to General Ulysses S. Grant on April ninth, 1865. This occasion was not the end of the War. Jefferson Davis and his Cabinet escaped Richmond and tried to reestablish the Government. Numerous leaders remaining after Lee’s surrender swore they would not surrender. Too many good men had lost their lives for the Confederacy, and their sacrifice would not go down in vain.

On April twenty-six, 1865, General Joseph E. Johnson surrendered his troops, the Army of Georgia. Two weeks later, President Jefferson Davis was captured and taken to Fortress Monroe. His treatment there is well described in Book One of the Lincoln Assassination Series.

News of Davis’ surrender reached General Kirby Smith, one of the last Generals who would never give up hope. However, the odds were overwhelming at this time, and he surrendered his troops to the Union on May twenty-fourth, 1865. 

It depends on which history books one reads, but more books will give this date as the end of the Civil War.

But wait, if you know more facts, maybe you would be like me and decide the end was much later. General Peter Pitchlynn, the new Chief of the Choctaws, surrendered to a Union military commission the first of June, 1865. 

The War continued, unabated in the West. General Standhope Uwatie, a Confederate General of the Cherokees, continued to fight as the sign of Lincoln’s assassination to many that the rebellion, though wounded, was without a doubt far from dead. However, two months later, the proud General of the Cherokee Rifles, surrendered on June twenty-third.

With so many men not surrendering and still fighting for States’ rights and for their own country for almost three months after Lee surrendered, one must, again, ask the question, was J. Wilkes Booth a patriot or was he a murderer? You decide... but not until you finish Book 2, The Pursuit and Capture of John Wilkes Booth and Trial of David Edgar Herold!

—-Sidney St. James, Author 
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Introduction
Who Am I? 
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God has bestowed many blessings on one. He has shown me if I fall, I can still get up.

*****
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He says I have a proneness for quoting scripture. If I should do so now, it occurs that perhaps he places himself somewhat upon the ground of the parable of the lost sheep, which went astray upon the mountains. When the owner of the fivescore sheep found the one who was lost, he threw it upon his shoulders and came home rejoicing, it was said there was more rejoicing over the one sheep that was lost and had been found, than over the fourscore and nineteen in the fold.

Verily I say unto you, there’s more rejoicing in heaven over one sinner that repenteth, than over ninety and nine just persons who need no repentance.


WHO AM I?



-When I was seven years old, my family and I were forced out of our home on a legal technicality (unclear land titles and court litigation)

-When I was nine years old, my mother died from milk sickness

-I was a rather shy boy and had to go to work to help the family make ends meet.

-At the age of twenty-two, I lost my job as a store clerk. I was trying to make enough money to go to law school, but my education wasn’t good enough.

-At the age of twenty-three, I joined a friend, and we began a general store in New Salem. Three years later he died and left me with a failing business that took me years to repay the debt.

-I met a wonderful woman at the age of twenty-four, and I asked her to marry me four years later. She refused and walked out of my life.

-At the age of thirty-seven, I was finally elected to the United States Congress, having lost twice before.

-At thirty-nine, I ran for Congress again and failed.

Following my reelection attempt, I had a complete nervous breakdown.

-At forty-one years of age, adding to my heartache of an unhappy marriage, my four-year-old son died.

-At forty-two I ran for the Land Office and lost.

-At forty-five, I ran for the United States Senate and lost.

-At forty-eight, I ran for the Vice President of the United States and lost.

-At forty-nine, I ran for the United States Senate and lost.

-Again, at fifty years of age, I ran for the United States Senate and lost, again.

-At fifty-one years of age, I ran for the President of the United States and won.
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Prologue 
Robert E. Lee Surrenders to Ulysses S. Grant 
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“That means Darky citizenship! Now, by God, I’ll put him through. That’s his last speech ever!”

***** 
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On the evening of April eleventh, 1865, Abraham Lincoln and his family were all smiles in their upstairs parlor.  Robert E. Lee surrendered to Grant two days earlier. Washington City grew day by day more jubilant.

After four long years of struggle, it was now clear the Union cause emerged from the war victorious.

The President walked out on the balcony on the second floor of the White House, stopping for a moment of writing his oration he will present to the nation the next day.  He gestured to the ever-increasing crowd. He was unaware down below in the multitude of people was John Wilkes Booth and Lewis Thornton Powell.

The President, with some help by Tad, his youngest son, pulled a few pages out from his speech and walked over to the window. The lighting was poor. Shouts from the closest people below his balcony requested the President bring a lamp to the window. Tad was given a hurricane lantern, a bit too large, but he was able to hold it for his father as he presented a moving discourse. Every sentence he spoke was followed by large rounds of applause coming from all directions.

He outlined ideas about reconstruction and how he planned to bring the Confederate states back into the Union.

Not everyone was jubilant about the occasion. John Wilkes Booth became incensed each time the President spoke. Then, Lincoln made mention of his wish to give literate blacks the right to vote. Booth almost fell to his knees but caught himself as an expression of rage crossed his face.  His blue-gray eyes darkened like angry thunderclouds.

Abe Lincoln continued his victory speech and expressed his desire for the southern states to extend the right to vote to informed Negroes, as well.

Persons nearest to Booth, Powell, and others, needed to hold Booth back from doing anything right then and there. No sooner did Lincoln say it was his desire to give the Darkies the right to vote, Booth’s rage appeared to amplify almost out of control. He glanced over at Lewis Powell. “You know what this means, don’t you, Doc? It means Nigger citizenship! That’s it, Lew. I can’t take any more of this.  Now, by God, I’ll put him through! That’s the last damn speech the man will ever make!”

It was not sure why, but it was thought Booth never did anything suddenly, without a plan.  Lincoln stood in the window, no guards, all lit up like a guardian angel. The would-be assassin gave some thought to his friend Powell, a crack shot, of taking him down right where he stood.

Without further hesitation, he contemplated the overall strategy he and others were planning to bring the top of the government down, all four men, not only the President, the four heads of the viper, so to speak. If he and Powell were to kill Lincoln now, Vice President Johnson would, at the snap of one’s fingers, step right into his shoes... no, they must adhere to the plan! It was difficult.  The front page of the Evening Star Newspaper the next morning gave him an idea.

*****
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IT WAS HALF PAST ELEVEN in the morning, April fourteenth, 1865, Good Friday.  The United States flag was raised over Fort Sumter in Charleston Harbor in South Carolina, four years to the day since it was lowered, beginning the War Between the States.

Three days later, Booth began to make good on his promise. On learning the President and General Grant were to attend the play, Our American Cousin at Ford’s Theater announced in the Evening Star, he used his actor’s connections to gain access to the President’s box.

At the Ford’s Theater, the diabolical deed of John Wilkes Booth had finished. Across town, Lewis Powell, with the help of Davy Herold, attempted to take the life of Secretary of State William Seward. Davy Herold remained by the front gate holding the horses, but Robinson, a nurse attending to the injured Seward, came running from the house screaming, “Murder! Murder!” 

Davy jumped on his horse and headed south to give the news to Booth, who met him under the low glow of moonlight from a sliver of moon on the other side of the Navy Bridge.
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Chapter -1- 
The Assassination 
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“He killed the President! Stop him... that man killed my husband! Hurry, don’t let him get away!”

*****
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Ford’s Theater was filled in every part with a large and brilliantly attired audience. President Lincoln and his wife Mary, along with Clara Harris and Major Henry Rathbone, ascended the stairs and passed behind the dress circle to the entrance of the private box reserved for them built by Edman Spangler and his crew only a few hours earlier in the day. They were the main attraction for the evening, the guests of honor, and many of the patrons glanced at their watches and notice they were thirty minutes late. It was eight-thirty in the evening.

The play came to a stop. The entire assemblage, having in mind the recent Union victories, arise, cheering, waving hats and handkerchiefs, and manifest every accustomed sign of enthusiasm while staring up at the Presidential Suite. 

President Lincoln turned and bowed several times to the audience, a courteous acknowledgment of his reception. His mood appeared buoyant. Everyone stood in the assembly, not an unexpected response from a pro-Lincoln audience. 

The President took his right hand and moved it back and forth in a downward motion symbolizing to the crowds’ applause to end so the play could continue.

The box where the President and his party sat was fashioned from two boxes turned into one larger seating area. The middle partition was missing, as is the case on all occasions when a state party visited the theater. The compartment was positioned on the same level as the dress circle, about twelve feet above the stage. The interior was carpeted, lined with crimson paper, and furnished with a sofa covered in cerise velvet. There were also three arm chairs with velvet material and six additional cane-bottomed chairs in the suite. A tall back silk upholstered rocking chair was placed in the box for the President. Harry Ford asked Spangler earlier in the morning to bring the rocker from his bedroom. 

Festoons of flags drooped before the front of the box against a background of white lace. A picture of George Washington was centered on the outside of the box.

The doorway stood in the way of John Wilkes Booth, the famous actor, who all thought was at the theater to enjoy the performance.  But, instead, he stood outside the door to the box where the President and his party were sitting. It was Act III of Our American Cousin when Booth stared through a small hole in the door he drilled earlier in the day.

Booth knew the play well. He waited for the exact moment. He didn’t catch the spirit of the delighted audience nor did he really care.  He did, however, experience the flaming lamps flinging a brilliant illumination upon the domestic foreground and the stage, which was set so gaily.  It was one he has acted on so many times before.

The time drew near... Booth took his right hand and drew out and grasped a Derringer pistol from his pocket.  In his left hand he grabbed a dagger. He knew this was going to be his last opportunity to strike a blow for his beloved South. His heart pounded in his chest.  He felt the sweat beading up on his forehead.  A few drops fell in his eyes.

The right moment arrived in the play, Act Three, Scene Two! He pushed the door open, leveled his arm at the back of the President’s head. He possessed one shot, one chance, to kill the wretched tyrant. His right palm grasps the Derringer pistol... his left hand a nine-inch dagger. His muscles were tight, they almost snapped from the tension alone. He cocked the hammer back. His finger bent the trigger ever so gently!

Down below on the stage, Harry Hawk stared at an old woman leaving the scene. “Well, I guess I know enough to turn you inside out, old woman, you damned old scheming mantrap.”

A keen quick report erupted from the presidential box, and fluffs of gray smoke enveloped every nook and cranny. A close smell of the sulphurous gunpowder permeated the suite. President Lincoln’s head fell forward. Blood flew and sprinkled across Mary Lincoln’s face. Abe slouched down in his Lincoln-back rocker. The lead ball lodged its way deep into his brain.

The First Lady was not sure what was happening. She reached up and rubbed her face and found blood on her hands. Her eyes swelled, and in the fear of the moment, time stood still, and yet it raced on and on!

The movement of the assassin was swift. He dropped his Derringer pistol to the floor and got into a confrontation with Major Rathbone, who opposed him.

The Major spotted the assassin no sooner than the sound of the Derringer firing echoed off the walls of the Presidential suite. He jumped up from his seat at the end of the couch with one thought in mind, don’t let the man escape! 

The assassin raised his knife and lunged in Rathbone’s direction. The sharpened blade sliced through the air with ease. Booth struck the Major’s shoulder with his long Bowie-type knife and down his arm. Blood gushed from a deep cut. 

The two men continued to struggle, Rathbone fighting the pain from the slash in his arm.  While leaning over the velvet covered balustrade at the front of the box, he tried to stop the actor from falling over the railing. Booth, however, lost his balance and plummeted over the rail. 

The crowd came to their feet and stared at the assassin hanging upside down. His spur, which he wore on the right heel, tangled up in the Union flag draped across the front of the box. The bunting began to tear, and Booth was lowered in short jerking movements until the tear turned loose. He still clutched a shining knife in his right hand. In a matter of only seconds, he was on his knees on the stage below, a long piece of the flag torn and hung from his spur. 

Booth pushed forth both of his hands to help himself to recover and stand erect, which he did in a rapid motion with the ease and agility of an athlete. He regained his equilibrium.

Harry Hawk, the lone actor, performing at the time, watched Booth, who he knew well. He backs away from him with a puzzled and confused look on his face. A considerable applause gathered momentum in the audience. It was the world’s greatest actor and the heartthrob of so many ladies in America standing on center stage.

He rose and turned to the audience, holding his knife high in the air with his right hand. He shouted, “Sic Semper Tyrannis... Virginia is avenged!” In the matter of only a few seconds, Booth allowed his eyes to wonder from the orchestra to some of the people sitting near the front row. He paused for a moment and saw some of the people he knew.  In an instant, Booth rushed across the stage, crippled from the fall, favoring his left leg, and stopped at the exit by the other side of the theater. Before becoming invisible to the curious audience, he looked in all directions and again shouted. “I have done it!” He turned and, without any delay, departed behind the scenes and out of sight.

From above, in the box, Major Rathbone leaned over the railing and shouted down to the audience, “The President is shot! Please, someone, stop that man!” It was only in the flash of a second the applause ended abruptly. People began to scurry all around the theater. Everyone came to grips with the truth, this was no act.

Colonel Stewart sat near the orchestra, not more than ten or fifteen feet away from where Booth fell. He was aware of what was happening and realized it was not part of the play. He straightaway jumped up onto the stage, catching his foot in one of the lamps at the front of the stage, tripping and falling back down into the seats of the orchestra. He pulled himself back up on the stage and continued his pursuit. The Colonel found it difficult getting by the orchestra director, Billy Withers, and later, an actress, Miss Jenny Gourlay, who was lying on the floor, knocked down by Booth during his escape.

Without further hindrance to his path of escape, Booth rushed out the back door, which had been left open at the rear of the theater. He rushed through it, slamming the wooden slats up against the sidewall, and leaped on his dark bay horse held by a stage-struck youth, Peanut John Burroughs. Without granting a word to the youth, he rode out through the Baptist Alley and off into the blackness of the nighttime. 

If one listened with an attentive ear, they could make out the hoofbeats of the escaping assassin’s horse amid the silence which dwelled in the interior of the theater from the numbness of emotions spreading across most in attendance.

The Colonel turned around to make his way back to the stage and took notice of Mrs. Lincoln screaming. “The President is murdered! He killed my husband! For God’s sake, someone stop him!” A bewildering sense of disbelief swept over her. 

The piercing scream of Mary Lincoln gave the awful assurance a tragedy was enacted! Shouts of swearing against the assassin demonstrated what would be his speedy doom if he was caught.

The situation in the theater was as tumultuous and frightening as one of Dante’s photographs of Hades. Men throughout the building hollered for vengeance, “Hang him... hang him now. Catch the murderer!” Many women fainted. Others, not collapsing, screamed in piercing shrieks. A tidal wave of despair swept over all the onlookers.

Miss Laura Keene, the actress, performing her last time in Our American Cousin in Washington City, began to prove herself in this dreadful time. She turned the corner from behind the stage and could see gray smoke drifting out of the President’s box. The entire audience was standing and staring at the stage. An eerie silence existed across the theater.

Again, a scream pierced the auditorium amid all the silence. “They shot my husband! Please, someone help... help!” It was the unmistakable voice of First Lady Lincoln. People were paralyzed by fear.

Miss Keene ran up to the footlight of the stage to entreat the audience to be calm. She stopped a moment, turned, and hastened over to the stairway. With only a moment of slight hesitation, she rushed to the box of the President. 

She sat on the floor and with her tender hands, still wearing her white gloves from her performance, caressed the President’s head into her lap. Someone handed her a water-soaked cloth. The star actress attempted to squeeze out some of the water onto the dry lips of the President.

Keene was screaming at the top of her lungs. “Is there a doctor in the house?  Please, hurry... we need a doctor!” An acute note of distress filled her voice.

Doctor Charles Leale rushed into the room, the first physician on the scene, and started off trying to find where the President was shot. His early belief was in his chest. His neck and shoulders were bared, and no mark was uncovered.  

Another gentleman who arrived at the box leaned out and asked for some stimulants for the President. “Can anyone bring me a flask of brandy!” He reached down on the box floor and found a pistol of the Derringer stamp. It sprited a .44 caliber barrel, larger than was usually associated with a Derringer. The weapon was a bit clumsy.

He glanced over in the corner of the room and found a white-handled pocket knife and picked it up. The assassin escaped moments earlier with a large bladed knife. This small pocket knife was probably one dropped by someone in the theater trying to render aid to the President.

Rathbone stood near Doctor Leale, blood dripping from his arm. Leale stopped a moment and tore the sleeve off his arm. The cut was not long, but the assassin scored deep. “Sir, your cut is not life-threatening... you will be fine. Sit down and try to remain calm and hold your hand over it, and put pressure on the wound. I must tend to the President.” His heart raced. His temples pounded from the pain.

The dress of Miss Keene, stained with blood, revealed where the ball penetrated... the back of the President’s head and into his brain.

Mary Lincoln sat nearby. She was in total hysterics. Every minute she asked, “Did you catch him... did you catch him?” And, she received the same response.  The assassin, for the time being, was afoot and still not captured. She stood up, confused and wandered around the room.

The Commander-in-Chief of thirty million people... beloved, honored, and revered, laid in the pent-up compartment of the theater-house, his blood staining the robe and costume of a tenure actress, Miss Laura Keene.

The First Lady continued to ramble. “Doctor... please tell me, is he dead? Please, do what you can for him.” Death hung in the air like a suffocating blanket. “Please, doctor, save him... please, oh, please!” She wept aloud, rocking back and forth.

After about thirty minutes, the crowd began to calm from the traumatic episode. Doctor Leale, a young doctor, not yet thirty years of age, recommended moving the body out of the tight quarters of the theater. 

After twenty minutes, the gray smoke from the Derringer pistol remained hovering in the upper ceiling area of the compartment. Some floated out over the stage, causing the appearance of a floating fog over where Act Three and Scene Two had ended abruptly.

Lincoln was transported from the playhouse to the residence of William Peterson on the opposite side of Tenth Street. Here the President laid crosswise in a bed too short for him. Doctor Leale continued to attend to the President and was supported within the hour by Doctor Barnes, the Surgeon General. He and others moved the bed out from the wall to allow the doctors to move freely around three sides

The news raced throughout Washington City as if by the tongues of a spreading wildfire! Senator Sumner received a message at his home. He rushed to pick up Robert Lincoln at the White House and other members who were not aware of the attempted assassination.  They all rushed to Peterson’s residence in haste.  Secretary Stanton and other cabinet members began to arrive.

A vast crowd surged up Pennsylvania Avenue on their way to Willard’s Hotel. Their cries echoed from the nearby buildings up and down the Avenue. “The President is shot! President Lincoln is murdered!” Crowds continued to form up and down Seventh Street through Tenth Street... in all directions around the Patent Office.

Other streets filled up with angry citizens. Many came down other roadways and were shouting, “Secretary Seward has been assassinated in bed!” In almost an instant, a wild apprehension of a full-blown conspiracy raised its angry head and took possession of the people. Shouts continued! “Where is General Grant?” “Where is Secretary Stanton?” “Where is the rest of the Cabinet?” There must be over five thousand people by this time who filled the streets.

Even though Stanton called out all the troops in Washington City, it was taking time for them to make their way to Seward’s home and to the Peterson House, where the President laid dying.

After the President was moved across the street, many of the stagehands and actors rushed over to Laura to find out how the President was doing. John Ford, arriving from an out of town trip, hurried over to Keene, who was sitting in one of the prop chairs on the stage. “Laura... Laura, will the President live?” He stared down at Keene seated in the chair, her yellow dress stained with blood where she held the President’s head in her lap.

“I’m not sure. It’s bad. Wilkes shot him in the back of the head. The doctor said his wound is mortal, and he’s not going to live.” Her hands, face, and hair are blemished with streaks of blood.

“Where did they take the President?” 

“Across the street, I think.” She became more uncomfortable by the minute as her dismay grew.

Hawk, the actor who had backed away from Booth, came up to John Ford. “It doesn’t look good, John.”

“Do you know, will he live or not?” A shadow of alarm touched his face.

“God only knows... but, if I were to guess... his having a bullet in his head and all, I presume not.” His eyes bordered with tears. Shadows deepened under his eyes.

Edwin Stanton reached the Peterson House within the hour. He walked up the steps and was joined by the arrival of the Secretary of the Navy, Gideon Welles. They marched inside the house and found it challenging to move through the number of men crowding the hallway and rooms.  They found the scene disorganized and chaotic.

Stanton began to bark orders at the troops to remove all journalists and onlookers from the home and place a heavy guard at the front door. He and Welles continued their pursuit to find the President. In the next room, a parlor was reached. They spotted the First Lady sitting in the room, her face buried in a blood-stained white handkerchief.

As they were about to walk in the room to pay their respects, a commotion began.  Captain Robert Lincoln rushed into the hallway.  He was shown past Stanton and Welles to his father’s bedside.

Edwin and Gideon continued into the parlor to offer their respect. Clara Harris was sitting next to Mary Lincoln with her arms around her. The men got closer and couldn’t help but notice their dresses were splattered with blood. There were smudges of blood on both of their faces, as well. Mary’s face was buried in Clara’s dress. Raising her head, she sobbed and clasped her slender hands together and stared at them.

Gideon stopped Edwin in his tracks before they got much further in the room. Walking up behind them was Major Rathbone, trying to get their attention. “Secretary Welles, you and Secretary Stanton might want to go down the hall to the President. The doctor gave Mrs. Lincoln a sedative, and it appears to be at long last working. In all honesty, I thought her heart was going to give out on her... she would never stop screaming.” His eyes darkened with pain. A permanent sorrow seemed to weigh him down.

Gideon stared at the Major. “My Lord, you’re hurt, Major. Come with us. Let’s go down the hallway. We need to find the President. You need to have your arm attended to.”

After finding a physician in the hallway to help the Major, Secretary Stanton and Welles entered the room of the President. They found a place nearby to stop and stare at the President lying unconscious on the bed.

A young boy, talented with the ability to sketch pictures, was busy creating a drawing of the men in the room. He also has another few pages where he was jotting down minute by minute the two physicians’ reports of the President’s status.

The Secretary of the Navy turned and gazed down at the tall frame of the dying President, his good friend, as he laid extended crosswise on the bed. His feet dangle off the corner by a bedpost.

Early in the morning hours, some of the Cabinet members stepped outside for a walk and to get a breath of fresh air. They returned to the President’s room at a quarter past seven as daybreak began over the Washington City. On this cloudy morning, there were growing patches of blue, the sort of hue that was soft and bright at the same time. It was the kind of day that could bring more rain or sunshine.

Senator Sumner turns in the direction of the Secretary of Navy. “You know Gideon, I don’t know what’s more difficult, standing here watching our President die or gazing over at Robert standing there by the bed, controlling his emotions as he is doing.”

“I know what you mean, Senator... I know what you mean.” He sighed, clasped his large hands together, and stared down at them as he reminisced more happy times with his good friend, Abe Lincoln.

The men in the room all became more attentive and scrutinized every breath the President took. The moaning sounds from the President were almost unbearable. He began to breathe in and out short breaths, gasping for air. There were long pauses between each gulp of air. 

Robert Lincoln rushed from the parlor, where he was with his mother back to his father’s bedside. He stood near the head of the bedstead next to Senator Sumner. Most of the other cabinet members and friends gathered around on all sides. The doctors treating the President stepped back to give room to Lincoln’s friends and Secretaries. It was a solemn sight to behold as each of the men tapped the President with their hands. 

Robert stood with Sumner on one side with General Halleck, looking down at the President, his face pale and immovable. He exhibited traces of the fearful emotions that appeared to overwhelm him.  He could no longer hold his tears in check.

Mary was asked to come back into the room at seven o’clock in the morning. The intervals of the President’s breaths were more sporadic. His time was near.  Mary stared at her husband for a moment at his distorted features. She closed her eyes and fell gently next to the bedside.  Restoratives were applied. Secretary Welles pulled a nearby chair up to the bedside.
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