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MYTHS
THAT
HAVE
GROWN
LINCOLN $%

THE APRIL AIR GREW XEEN just over tho New

York Central railroad tracks, but on either side of the

roadbed it was warm, according to a story that was to
grow into o legend. FEvery watochman along the right-of-way,
the tale runs on, slipt off the track and sat down at the side to
seo whal would happen., Soon came the pilbt engine of the
ghost treadn, flying long black streamers. Jt carried a band of
bluck instruments, plaving dirges. (rinning skelefons sat all
about, Then the funeral train itse!f, with flags and streamery,
rushed past, The track seemed covered with bleck carpet.
The coflin way visible i its car, and on still another train that
Followed -were vast numbers of bluo-coated men with ooffins on
their backs., It was the ghost of the train that carried the body
of Abrsham Lineoln back o Springfield, Ilinois, for burial,
passing again over ity route. The specter, it was once said,
appearad every vear in the nonth of Apnl. And that was but
one of many fantaxtio stortes Lthat grew up ahout Abraham
Lincoin, we lvarn from Lloyd Lewis in **Myths After Lincoln”
{Harcourt, Brace). Mr. lewis quotes the story of the ghost
traint fross the Albany Evening Times.

Sowe of thae Lincoln myths cited by the author seem to have a
Lasis in facl,” but even these, with the passage of time, have
Laken on & logendary nature,  Lincoln, for oxample, on exceellent
authority, hes been erdited with prophetic dreams,  ‘This incie
dent, citedd by Mr. Lewis, is supposed to have occurred ut o
Cabinet mecting on the very day of his assassination:

Lanz-legged Lincoln ansed back in his White House chair and
talkwd informally——tho mecting had not yet begun, since it must
wait upon Stunton, Secwretary of War, who wus still bustling
around the tolegraph office. Generul Grant, who had come up
from Appumattox to be. Lancoln’s guaest at the Cabinst confer-
e, was a3 solman in vietory as in battle, and told Lineoln that
he was anxious about Sherman, away down in North Carolinn
there, faco to faco with Ganeral Johnston and the remaining
“rebol™ army. At this Lineoln spoke up, saying that things
viould be all right.  He had had a sign.

All of the dignitaries in the room remembered latee what it
waus Lhat Lincoln then went on to suy, eltho some recalled tho
wordy & little differently from otherm. Some remembered that
he Lad heen vory grave as he spoke, others that he had heen
«dd, still others noted nothing unusual, Secretury of the Navy
Wellex, less superstitious than most men of his time, and with a
mamory always alert to cateh the significant happenings which
might be jotted down in his voluminous diary, rememberod
Lincoin's words like this:

“1 have no doubt that favorshle news will soon eome, for |
hadl, last night, my usual deeam that has precedwd nearly every
naportunt event of the war, | seemed to be in a singular wod
indescribuble vessel, snd to be moving with great rapidity
toward a dark and indefinite shore.” .

‘?‘sdthu Scecretaries and the General watched, the long man
tulked on:

"I havo had this singular dream preceding the firing on Sum-
ter, the battles of Bull Ilun, Antietam, Gettysburg, Stone River
[otherwise known as Murfreesboro), Vieksburg, Wilmington,
and so on, .

“Victory has not always followed my dream, but the event
and the results have been impertant. I have no doubt that a
hattle has taken plage or is about to be fought, and Johnston
will he heaten, for I had this strange dream again last night,
It must relate to Sherman; my thoughts are in that direotion, and
I know of no other important event which is likely just now to
oeeur,”’

One Middle Westerner who had followed Lincoln to Washing-
ton, came forward, after the assassination, ‘“to intensify un-
wittingly the superpaturalism with which the dead hero was
coing to be so widely regarded.”” He was Ward Hill Lamon
of Danville, Illinois. Of his reports, Mr. Lewis writes:
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One time, said Lamon, Mrs. Lincoln attempted to joke her
bushand out of a dark mood, and had been answered, in slow
and measured tones: ‘It scems strange how much there is in
the Bible about dreams. There are, I think, some sixtecn chap-
ters in the Old Testament, and four or five in the New, in which
dreams are mentioned, and thare are many other passages
soattered throughout the Book which refer to visions. It we
believe the Bible, we must accept the fact that in the old days
God and His angels came to men in thoir sleep, and made them-
selves known through dreams. Nowadays dreams are o
garded as very foolish and are seldom toid, exeept by old women
and by young men and maidens in love.” ,

And when Mrs. Lincoln asked him if Lie bolioved in dreams,
Lhe answered in that slow evasiveness with which he always
refused to cross any I'ox River until he had come to it:

‘““1 ocan’t say that I do, but I had one the other night which has
haunted me ever sinco. After it occurred, the first time I
opened the Bible. Strunge as it may sppear, it was ot the twenty-
eighth chapter of Qenesis, which relutes that wonderful dream
Jacob had, 1 turned to other passapges and xeemeod to encounter
a dream or & vision whergver I locked., 1 kept on turning the
leaves of the old Book, and everywhere my aye feil upon pussoges
recording mattors strangely in keeping with my own thoughts
—supernatural visitutions, dreams, visions, wate.”

“You frighten me,” eried Mrs. Lincoln, usially on nerve's
odge. ““What is the matier?"

(raduslly she drove him into tlling of hin dream.

““About ton days ugo,” he begun, vory slowly, vory sadly, “I
retired late, | soon began to dream. Thoro Seemed to be a
death-like stillness aboat me. ‘Lhen | heard subdued sobs, as if
» number of people wore weeping. | thought | left mmy bed
and wandered down-stairs, There the silence was broken by
the same pitiful sobbing, bhut the mourners were invisiblo, |
went from room to room; no living person was in sipht, bul the
satie mournful sounds of distress met mo ag [ passod along,

“ It was light in all the rooms; every objeet was familiar to me;
but where wore all the peoplo who were grieving as if their
heurts would break? | was puzzkal and alarmed. W hat could
ba the meuning of all Lthis?  Del rmined to find the cause of a
state of things so mystorious and so shocking, [ kept on anti] §
arrived at the East Room, which [ entoredd.  Before me was o
catafalque, on which rostod a sorpse, wrapt in funaral vestments.
Around it wero stutionwd soldices who wero acting us guards,
and there was u throog of Peoplo, seome puxing mournfully upon
the corpse, whose face was covercd, others wueeping pitifully.
‘%o 18 dord in thy White THouse?' [ demundod of oue of the
soldiors.  *The Prosident,” wax his answer, *Iie was killed by an
assassin.’  Then cuno a loud burst of grief from the crowd
which awoke me from my dream. | slept no ore that night;

and a.lthp it was only a dreum, [ have hoen strangely annoywl by
it evar since,”

Mr. Lawix devotes eonsideruble spaco to John Wilkes I3ooth,
Tancoln’s asswssin, who has hecomo as mueh of a legondory
figure ax hix victim. A cortain amount of mystery attashed to
Booth's death and the dixposal of hix by, wo are reminded by
thix volume, ‘and this gave riso to tho fale that not the murderer,
but anothor, was killad, while the former escaped. Duoring tho
years that foliowed Lincoln’s death, mon appearsd in many
places who were belioviad to he Booth. Some even male this
claim personnily. Mr. Lowis tells us of some of theso strange
CRMeY:

In the '80's, davout ladics of Richmoud, Virginia, sitting in
their pews at Monumental Church, would thrill strungely as
they lookcd up at their minister, the Rev. J. (. Armstrong,
standing in the pulpit. Pasior Armstrong’s eye was black, his
raven hair was loug, his sermons were dramatio, and he dragged
one leg as he walked. Many a Virginia lady’s thoughts, as she
listened, would not be touching God, or the devil either. In-
stead she would be saying to herself, ‘I wonder if he rezlly is
J. Wilkes Booth.” ,

In Atlanta, where the Rev. Mr. Armstrong later preached,
and in other Southern cities, the whispars followedl him around.
After & bit there wds a story that Edwin Booth, sceing the
domivie watching him from a theater-box one night'in Atlanta,
was 30 startled by the man's resemblance to his brother that
he arranged a private interview after the show. Rumor had it
that Armstrong wore his hair long in the back to hide a tell-
tale scar. All claims’ovaporated when his history was examined
after his death, in 1891, but there are still simple folk in the
South who hold to them in fond romance.

Some timo in the late '70's, & drunken saloon-keeper of Qran-
bury, Texas, confessed to & gaping boy from Memphis that he was
the genuine J. Wilkes Booth, and rulated & detailed story of liow
Vice-President Johnson had put him up to the assassination of
Lincoln, furnishing bim with the password “T. B. Road,” so
that he might escape through the Union picket lines, and prom-
ising him » pardon if he ever should he caught. The saloon-
keeper, known to Granbury as Jobn St. Helen, a ruffian of
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sportive instinots, made much of a scar on
tho back of his neck, and convinced the
greonhorn traveler that his tale was true,
altho the townspeople of Granbury re-
membered that he had acquired the scar
by a kmife in a brawl at his groggery.

The youth, Finis L. Bates by name, grew
up to be a:lawyer in Memphis and dallied
with the tale. In 1903, while touring the
Southwest on business, he read that a
man claiming to be Booth had committed
suicide in Enid, Oklahoma. Arriving at
the frontier town, he found it in a state of
delighted fervor over tho romance, and
exhibiting the suicide's body with pride.
Through its newspaper it was orying to
the world that here was the escaped hero-
villain, altho its people had known the
fellow as David E. Qeorge, a drunken
morphine fiend. Twice at lcast in his life
George bad declared that he was not the
innocent house-painter that he scemed to
be, but the reaal and genuine J. Wilkes
Booth. Both confessions Lad been made
while he was bed-fast from drugs, a fact
that did not hamper the credulity of Finis
L. Bates in the least. The lawyer, looking
upon George'’s remains, jumped to the con-
clusion that here was his great informant
of o quarter of a century before, John
St. Helen. Tho two men, ho declared,
wore ono, and that ono—Booth. Where-
upon Bates brought the suicide’s body back
to Memphis, where it 1ests to-day.

Finally, there are hosts of minor legends,
such as that of the funcral train, a fow of

which Mr. Lewis recites thus:

In Dlinois it used to be said that the
brown thrush was not beard at its singing
for a whole year after Lincoln had been laid
in his tomb. Politicians have told audi-
onces that the legislators, meeoting at the
Capitol in Springfield, felt the strange
mystic spirit of Lincoln brooding over
thom, leading them to better and ever
botter sorvices for his people.

At Elmhurst, Tllinois, the ancient Irish
flagman of the Chicago, Aurora and Elgin
Railroad gave to Carl Sandburg ons morn-
ing & new and solemn version of just what
it was that J. Wilkes Booth shouted after
murdering Abraham Lincoln. History has
understood this cry of Booth's to have
been ‘‘ Sic semper {yrannis,”” but the flug-
man bad heard it differently.

““This man Booth, he shot the Prisidint,
jumped-down onto the stage, and hallooed,
‘I'm sick, sind fer McGinnis!'"

On another morning, Sandburg asked the
flagman how he would tell, in a few words,
why Lincoln was loved so finely by so
many people.

‘“He was humanity,” said the flagman.

In all parts of tho Republic are to be seen
the large wooden or metal watch-faces
with whick jewolers and watch salesmen
advortise their places of business. Fro-
quently poople say to each other, ‘“Do
you see where those watch hands are sot?
At cight-seventeen! That's the hour and
minute Lincoln died!"

And the fact that Lincoln was shot
shortly after ten o’clock and died at
soven-tweunty the next morning has not
harmed the myth in any way. Naither
has the legend been injured by tho watoh-
makers’ explanation that tho clock hands
are set at 8:17 because this position allows
them the maximum space for advertisine
the firm names and slogans.
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