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hen we arrived the rainy afternoon settled into a soggy November night. Gettysburg was in
chaos over the new invasion, and a corner in a tavern was a crowning mercy. The Presidential
party came in about sunset, and we were all on hand to do them honor. They were a

straggled, hungry set. Lincoln, with that weary smile, which a poet might have read as a forecast of
destiny; Seward, with an essentially bad hat; John Hay, in attendance upon the President, and much to
be troubled by the correspondents, handsome as a peach, the countenance of extreme youth.

Lincoln became invisible to us, and could not be enticed even by serenading parties, who were
bewildering the night with music. Seward was more amenable, and as he came to the door I recall my
trouble in reporting him. Nothing better than the note book and a stone step....

The procession from the town was a ragged affair, we all seeming to get there as best we could. A
regiment of cavalry, a regiment of infantry, a couple of batteries clattering about, added to the confusion,
and not much to the dignity of the day.

It was about 11, as I recall it, when we got under way—cavalry, soldiers, statesmen, governors from
other States, wounded soldiers, country folks who knew all about the battle, and teeming with
narratives of its horror and glory.

A rude platform looked out over the battlefield. On one side sat the journalists. The eminent people had
the other side, the President coming late. There was some little trouble over a Democratic reporter who
did not admire Lincoln, and insisted upon standing near the front with his hat on and smoking a cigar,
and jeering now and then at the ceremonies. No judicious remonstrance had effect, the reporter claiming
his rights in a free country; even the right to stand around with his hat on and smoke whenever and
wherever he pleased. A summary proposition to treat him after the manner of Daniel, and throw him
over the rails among the lions, adjusted that incident, and there was nothing unseemly to disturb the
President's reception. As he slowly came up the steps with his famous company we arose, and as he
took his seat there were loud voices of welcome.
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Everett spoke for two hours and was heard with the deepest attention. There was little applause—no
invitation to applause. I felt as I looked at the orator as if he was some antique Greek statue, so
finished, so beautiful, so chaste, so cold, the lines so perfect, the exquisite tracery of the divine
manhood—all there—all evolved and rescued from stone—the masterful art, something that you ever
dwell upon with freshening wonder at the capacity of human genius. But so cold! If it were only alive!

When Everett ceased, exhausted, excited, the two hours talk telling on him, there was a moment of
rustle, hands extended in congratulation, the President and Secretary of State among the first, then loving
hands carefully enfolding and wrapping him up in shelter from the insidious purposes of the cold
November air. The music ran on a bit and the President arose. Deliberate, hesitating, awkward, "like a
telescope drawing out," as I heard some one say, the large, bundled up figure untwisting and adjusting
itself into reasonable conditions. I do not recall Lincoln as in appearance an imposing man—but
impressive. You would turn and look at him a second time on the street. And there was that in his face
when you looked closely that might well give one pause—a deep, unfathomable sense of power. He
stood an instant waiting for the cheers to cease and the music to exhaust its echoes, slowly adjusted his
glasses, and took from his pocket what seemed to be a page of ordinary foolscap paper, quietly
unfolded it, looked for the place, and began to read.

My own personal anxieties at the moment were as to whether he would or would not make a speech. I
had an easy time with Stockton [the chaplain] and Everett; prayer and oration in type. But what would
the President do? My outing was in the hands of Lincoln. Would he speak an hour? Would he speak
from notes and memory or read his address? An extempore effort meant a long evening transcribing
notes and no Gettysburg battlefield, no useful afternoon of the solemn study of a mighty drama—aught
else, for that matter, but close work in a dingy tavern. I am afraid I pestered Hay on the subject for an
advance sight of the manuscript, were there one; but Hay, ever generous and helpful, as I remember,
either knew no more than I did or would not tell me. So when the President arose there was my
uncertainty. I took up the pencil and began to take him in shorthand. The sight of the single sheet of
paper was not reassuring. It could only hold the heads or threads of a discourse—a text is it were—and
the outing over the battlefield dissolved into the gray wintry skies. Therefore the emotions with which I
took down this immortal address were entirely selfish. To my surprise, almost it seemed before Mr.
Lincoln had begun to speak, he turned and sat down. Surely these five or six lines of shorthand were not
all. Hurriedly bending over the aisle I asked if that was all. "Yes, for the present," he answered. He did
not think he could say any more.

Lincoln, as I was saying, when he arose, adjusted his glasses, and, taking out the single sheet of paper,
held it close to his face. He began at once in a high key, voice archaic, strident, almost in a shriek. He
spoke slowly, with deliberation, reading straight on. I did not write the report which appeared in the
Press, as the manuscript had been given to the Associated Press, and the transcription of my notes was
unnecessary. This report was studded with "applause," but I do not remember the applause, and am
afraid the appreciative reporter was more than generous—may have put in the applause himself as a
personal expression of opinion. Nor in fact was there any distinct emotion among those around me on



3

the platform after the prayer, and when Lincoln was speaking, but one of sympathy for the forlorn
photographer who failed to take his picture. This enterprising artist, by dint of persuasion and making
interest with the crowd, had managed to place his camera in front of the President. And as he began to
speak the workman began his work, peeping through his lenses, adjusting them, dodging his head to
catch a favorable position, fooling with the cloth that covered the lens, staring wistfully at the President,
in the hope to make him "look pleasant" in true photographic fashion. But the President was not a good
subject. Whether conscious or not of the honor thus impending, he drove on with his speech, ever
holding the paper before the face, the dismayed photographer vainly hoping for one glimpse of the face.
And as the President summarily turned to sit down, he desperately uncovered the camera, but too late!
The flash of sunshine brought him nothing. There was a general ripple of laughter at his dismay.

I have read many narratives of the scenes, of the emotions produced by the President's address, the
transcendent awe that fell upon every one who heard those most mighty and ever living words to be
remembered with pride through the ages. I have read of the tears that fell and the solemn hush, as though
in a cathedral solemnity in the most holy moment of the sacrifice. There was nothing of this, to the
writer at least, in the Gettysburg address. Nor were the conditions such as to invite it. The long oration
of Everett had made people restless. Bits of the crowd had broken away and were wandering off toward
the battle scenes. We were tired and chilly, and even the November sun did not take the place of the
heavy wraps. Lincoln, as I said, began at once in a high, strident key, as one who had little to say, and
would say it so as to be heard and seen.


