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President Lincoln
and a Little Boy (1)
MR L ST N B I (])

A rourteen—year—om boy ert home becalse he got angry with
Ais 18ther who had kifed his 1avorite dog. Never aid he expect that he
ShOLHD Tmeet the president in the wood,

brothers Ri r ifferent i r a
the rapids and still pools of a mountain stream."! Perhaps that is why
they loved each other in a degree not usually meant by "brotherly
love".

Will Ripley was the still pool. He was thoughtful to drowsiness
honest as daylight, mild-tempered, and twenty.”! He was in

Pennsylvania somewhere, either alive or dead, for the date of this
story is July 7th, 1863, which meant that the terrible slaughter of




the battle of Gettysburg® was just over. The Ripleys, on their farm
near the Soldiers’ Home, outside of Washington, had not heard
from him.

Although Will was no soldier at heart (& /4 L)—it hurt him even
to stick pigs®—he had responded to Lincoln's call for more men two
years before, leaving his young brother Dan at home to help his
father and mother. Dan was now fourteen, a high-strung, impetyous,
outspo ad o ick acti isions,®] He was the
laughing rapid. But for all his hastiness, he had a head and a heart
that could be appeaied to, usually. The only thing to which he could
not reconcile himself was the separation from Will. Even Will's
weekly letters—which never missed their date except when the
army was in refreat, and which always sent messages of love to Dan,
coupled with® encouragement to stay on the farm as the best way
he could aid the cause—scarcely kept Dan from running off and
hunting up his brother. Dan knew that he and his collie (4% X), Tam.,
were needed to look after the sheep; he knew that the President
had asked the loyal® to raise all the wool possible; he knew that his
father was little more than an invalid since he had been hurt some
time before by an accident on the farm. But to see the soldiers
marching down Pennsylvania Avenue set him wild to be away with
them. In fact, Tam seemed to be the anchor® that held him: Dan
sometimes even thought that he loved Tam next to Will.

The summer of 1863 had been unbearably hot. Then there had
. been an increasingly ominous (F##)) list of military disasters.
. Even the loyal were beginning to murmur against Lincoln’s
. management of the war. Then Will's letters had ceased, and Mr.
~ Ripley could get no satisfaction from headquarters. Even Will's
uncle, a Colonel Scott, of Illinois, and a friend of Lincoln's, after

@ the battle of Gettysburg: 8 FEHF & /5%

= @ tostick pigs: Mg

@ couple with: — 23, &R

@ the loyal: EFHE B A

© anchor: #f, (M) fEXEN TSN KT



repeated efforts® to influence some officials at the War
Department to aid him in securing news, had not been able to see
the President, who was the last resort® of everybody in those days
of tribulation (¥, #.15). Dan was nearly sick with the heat and .

tension.

armer_ Ri t t onsidered t t
rciful co ing T away wit i E
Dan got back from an errand to the city.*] But to Dan it seemed, in *

 the first agony of his broken heart, an unforgivable thing.

Weariness, worry, and now this knife-sharp woe® changed the boy

into a heartsick (I % % #9) being who flung himself on the fresh

mound® behind the barn and stayed there the whole day.

He shed no tears; tears would have been dried up by the waves
of hot anger against his father. That evening his mother carried some
food out to him. He did not touch it ; he would not talk to her.

Sometime later, as the night wore on, he stole into the house,
did up some clothes into a bundle®, took the food at hand and crept
from his home. Once more he went to the grave of Tam. What he
said there, aloud but quietly, need not be told. Sufficient it is to
know that a burning resentment toward his father filled him,
coupled with a sickening longing to be with his brother Will. With his
hasty anger, he thought that Will was the only one in the world who
loved or understood him.™ In the wee hours of morning® he left the
farm, forever, as he thought, and turned down the wood road which
led to the Soldiers’ Home, where he hoped to find someone who

® repeated efforts ABTH5% 1y

@ the last resort B J& — 0] MR A

@ knife-sharp woe: Bk 2 1%

@ fresh mound: FHriiK

® He did up some clothes into a bundle: 38 JLIF KRS EIRE -~
® in the wee hours of mormning: % /8 - W AP BT = & &



could tell him how to get to Will's regiment. The su/try (#&#9),
starless heat of a Washington midsummer enclosed him; the wood
was very dark and breathless; his head thArobbed (#48). But he
pushed on, high-tempered, unforgiving, he would show them alll
Suddenly he recollected that he had not said the Lord's Prayer®
that night. Dan had been strictly raised. He tried saying it, walking.
But that seemed sacrilegious (£i£%9). He kneeled in the dark and
tried. But when he got to "as we forgive those who trespass against
(8 %2) us”, he baltked (#%.L.), for he was an honest soul. And this new
gulf of mental distress was too much for him; it brought the tears.
There in the dark by the roadside, Dan cried himself to sleep.
At the same hour another worn soul, a tall, lean-faced man with
eyes full of unspeakable sorrow, was pacing the chamber of the
White House. The Rebellion® had reached its flood tide at

Gettysburg three days before; the President had stayed the flood,

beari in__tireles t i o ountless
responsibilities.) Now, all day long there bore down upon him
decisions that concerned not only armies but races; not only races,
but principles of human welfare. He was grief-stricken still from his
son Willie's death, and his secretary in the room downstairs,
listened unconsciously to the steady march of steps overhead.
Lincoln had given special instructions that no one was to interrupt
him. He was having one of his great spiritual battles.

Finally, shortly before dawn, the footsteps stopped, the
secretary's door opened, and the gaunt (18.4449), gray face looked in.
"Stoddard, do you want anything more from me tonight?*

The secretary rose. "I want you in bed, sir. Mrs. Lincoln should
not have gone away: you are not fair with her or us.*

"Don't reproach me, Stoddard.” said Lincoln, kindly. “It had to
be settled, and, with God's help, it has been. Now I can sleep. But I
must have a breath of air first. There's nothing?"

“Only the matter of those deserters, sir, and that can wait."

@ the Lord’s prayer: F4#4X (R#HH2H)
@ the Rebellion: % (EEHILEFHHINE)




The President passed his hands over his deep-lined face. "Only!"
he murmured. "Only! How wicked this war is. It leads us t¢ consider S8
lives by the dozen, by the bale, wholesale.”) How many in this batch 8
(—#), Stoddard?” 3

The secretary turned some papers, "Twenty-four, sir. You §
remember the interview with General Scanlon yesterday.” i

Lincoln hesitated, saying, "Twenty-four! Yes, I remember.
Scanlon said that fenience (% %) to the few was injustice to the
many. He is right, t00." Lincoln held out his hand for the papers:
then drew it back and looked up at Stoddard. *I can't decide,” he
said in a fow voice, "not now. Stoddard, you see a weak man. But I
want to thresh (&) this out a little longer. T must walk. These
cases are killing me; T must get out.”

"Let me call an attendant, Mr. Lincoln.”

“They're all asleep. No, T'll take my chances with God. If
anybody wants to kill me, he will do it. You must go to bed,
Stoddard." (1,320 words)
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President Lincoln

and a Little Boy (I])
IRF LG FNBIZ(]])

“7To err 5 auman, to rorgive avine.” Both the boy and the
presient were dvine because vhe boy rorgave his rather and the
president rorgave twenty—rour deserted solers.

By the time dawn showed the ruts in the road, Lincoln realized
- that he was tired. "Abe, Abe," he said half aloud, "they tell me yoy
s b itting rai ive-mi
 breakfast—By jings!"™ It was his usual swear, that "by jings!" and
: this time it was occasioned by his nearly stepping on a lone
. youngster lying in the road. The boy raised his head from a bundie
' of clothes; the tall man stooped (# %) with tenderness, saying,
¢ "Hello, sonny. So you get old Mother Earth to make your bed for youl
i How's the mattress?”




Dan sat up and rubbed his eyes. "What are you doing?" he asked.

"I appear to be waking you, and making a bad job of it." said
Lincoln,

"You didn't come to take me, then.” said Dan, relieved. "I
wouldn't a gone." he added defiantly (#&3t.).

Lincoln looked at him sharply, his interest aroused by the trace
of tears® in the boy’s eyes and the bravado (&% # %) in his voice.
"There's a misunderstanding here,” continued Lincoln, "almost as bad
a misunderstanding as Mamie and her mother had over Mr. Riggs,
who was the undertaker back home.” Here the gaunt man gave a
preliminary chuckle®. "Ever hear that story, sonny?"

Dan shook his head, wondering how such a homely man® could
sound so likable. Lincoln seated himself on a fallen tree trunk. "Well,
it was this way. Back home there was an old chap used to drive an ofd/
rig (88 % 89 % ) around collecting rags. And one day when Mamie's
ma was inside dusting the parlor, Mr. Riggs, whose job was
undertaking®, as I said, drops by for a friendly call, and Mamie sings
out, country style, 'Ma, here's Mr. Riggs’; and her ma, thinking she'd
said the man for the rags, called back, 'Tell him we haven't anything
for him foday.™

The joke broke on Dan after one look at his friend's face, and
his quick impetuous laugh might have disturbed the early-rising
birds. Lincoln joined in, and for an instant Dan clean forgot Tam
dead and home deserted; and for the same fleet instant® Lincoln
forgot his troubles in Dan's laugh. "Tell him we haven't anything for
him today!" repeated the boy, "I'll sure have to tell that to Fa—" He
didn't finish, remembering with a pang that he was not going to see
his father again.

Lincoln had caught the swift change on his face and it was his

@ the trace of tears: 1A

@ apreliminary chuckle: TR FHIRET
Q ahomely man: KMARFEHMA

@ undertaking: AP EFEYH

® fleet instant: BHE]



