Scene 1

Abraham Lincoln lounges on a couch in a finely furnished room in the State-House in Springfield, Illinois (Mitgang, 212). Advisors and politicians stand around a telegraph machine. It is the night of the election and results are coming in.

Jones: 15 electoral votes in Virginia!

Trumbull: Ten in Georgia (Leip, 1)!

Lincoln remains calm and delivers an interview to Henry Villard, a correspondent for the New York Herald (Mitgang, 216). Villard is busily writing in a notebook. Election results continue to be shouted by random voices in the background.

Voices: You’ve got 27 in Pennsylvania! And 4 in Arkansas! 

Simeon Draper: There sure is a fine showing in the North, 35 in New York! (Leip, 2) There’s no doubt whatsoever you’re the winner there (Mitgang, 214)!

The announcements continued way into the night. We see the clock strike 1 AM. As the clock hands move, the din slowly dies down and we hear the interview being conducted.

Villard: You seem to be very relaxed, almost indifferent to the results.

Lincoln: Well, I was notified beforehand, but this does not change the outcome at all. It is truly an honor to be the President elect of the United States. I know I will have many duties when I take office – more than any of my predecessors, but that is the responsibility that comes with the privilege of such power.

Villard: I notice that there has been a lot of conversation about rail-splitting.

Lincoln: Indeed. I even received some new steel wedges for separating logs.

Villard (pointing to Lincoln’s table): Are those the wedges, Sir?

Lincoln: These, Sir, are the identical wedges—that were sent to me about a week ago (Mitgang, 216).

Scene 2

Lincoln stands in the Great Western Railway Station (Sandburg, 195). A reporter who is dwarfed by Lincoln’s stature holds an umbrella. His arm is raised as high as it can go, and he bears the umbrella over Lincoln’s head like a torch. He presses a notebook against the side of the train and records Lincoln’s dictation.

Lincoln: My friends – No one, not in my situation, can appreciate my feeling of sadness at this parting. To this place, and the kindness of these people, I owe every thing. Here I have lived a quarter of a century, and have passed from a young to an old man. Here my children have been born, and one is buried. I now leave, not knowing when, or whether ever, I may return, with a task before me greater than that which rested upon Washington. Without the assistance of that Divine Being, who ever attended him, I cannot succeed. With that assistance I cannot fail. Trusting in Him, who can go with me, and remain with you and be every where for good, let us confidently hope that all will yet be well. To His care commending you, as I hope in your prayers you will commend me, I bid you an affectionate farewell.

The whistle blows and Lincoln picks up the suitcase next to him and climbs the steps. As the axles grind and the train speeds off, he sticks his arm out the window and waves goodbye to the crowd.

Crowd: Good-by, Abe (Sandburg, 196)!

Voice-over: So began Abraham Lincoln’s journey from Springfield, Illinois to Washington, D.C. On his voyage, he would meet legislators and governors from five states, deliver over 20 speeches and shake thousands of hands.

Scene 3

Lincoln is standing on a small stage in the town of Freedom. There is a crowd cheering, and one voice is heard over them all.

Coal heaver: Abe, they say you’re the tallest man in the United States, but I don’t believe you’re any taller than I am!

Lincoln: Come up here and let’s measure.

The dusty shoveler in work clothes pushes through the crowd. He climbs up on stage and stands back to back with the President elect. They are the same height. The crowd cheers. The men grin and turn around. They shake hands (Sandburg 199).

Scene 4

Lincoln is in the lobby of a hotel in Philadelphia shaking hands. He bids the people good night and goes up to Norman B. Judd’s room. There, he is introduced to Allan Pinkerton, a railroad detective on the Philadelphia, Wilmington & Baltimore Railroad. Also, he meets Samuel M. Felton, a railroad president. They shake hands and sit down; Lincoln cross-legged (Sandburg 203).

Pinkerton: We have come to know, Mr. Lincoln, and beyond the shadow of a doubt, that there exists a plot to assassinate you. The attempt will be made on your way through Baltimore, day after tomorrow. I am here to help in outwitting the assassins.

Lincoln: I am listening, Mr. Pinkerton.

Pinkerton: I sent a number of spies who have been at work for several weeks and have become bosom buddies and inseparable companions to the conspirators. I even personally went to Baltimore, pretending to be a Georgia secessionist.

Lincoln: What did you find out?
Pinkerton: I met a barber named Fernandina there, who is chief among the plotters. Fernandina cordially grasped my hand, and we all retired to a private saloon. Someone asked him if there was any other way to save the South than by killing Lincoln. He replied, “No, as well might you attempt to move the Washington Monument yonder with your breath, as to change our purpose. He must die—and die he shall.”

Lincoln: My goodness! Did anyone ask about the police?

Pinkerton: As a matter of fact, they did. He fixed that too, “They are all with us. I have seen the Chief Marshal of Police, and he is all right. In a week from today, Lincoln will be a corpse.”

Lincoln: What did he mean by “all right”?

Pinkerton: The chief is planning on sending only a small force to the railroad depot. There, a gang of toughs will start a fight to draw off the policemen. Then, while they’re distracted, Fernandina’s gang is going to close round you, and deliver the fatal shot or knife thrust (Sandburg 204).

Lincoln: What about the other conspirators? You Fernandina was the chief.

Pinkerton: There was another man, Hill, who drank with us, heavy and often. He was ready in his talk to kill you too; “I shall immortalize myself by plunging a knife into Lincoln’s heart (Sandburg 203).”

Lincoln: Frankly, gentlemen, all this comes as an immense shock to me. Mr. Pinkerton, it seems as though you are romanticizing their plot. Is it truly as grave as you describe?

Pinkerton: I’m afraid so, sir. At a secret meeting of their military company that my spies were able to attend, Fernandina made a melodramatic, maudlin speech. He waved a long glittering knife over his head and cried, “This hireling Lincoln shall never, never be President. My life is of no consequence in a cause like this, and I am willing to give it for his. As Orsini gave his life for Italy, I am ready to die for the rights of the South and to crush out the abolitionist.”

Lincoln: My God, gentlemen.

Feldon: I have reviewed a great deal of positive evidence that suggests a plot to burn railroad bridges and burn down trains, and to “murder Mr. Lincoln on his way to Washington.”

Pinkerton: We propose to take you on to Washington this very night, Mr. President, and steal a march on your enemies.

Lincoln: Gentlemen, I appreciate the suggestions, and while I can stand anything essential in the way of misrepresentation, I do not feel I can go to Washington tonight. Tomorrow morning I have promised to raise the flag over Independence Hall, and after that to visit the legislature at Harrisburg. Whatever the cost, these two promises I must fulfill. Thereafter I shall be ready to consider any plan you may adopt (Sandburg 204).

The door opens and Frederick W. Seward, the son of Lincoln’s announced Secretary of State walks into the room. All of the men turn to look at him.
Seward: Hello, sir.

Lincoln: Hello young man.

Seward: I’m sorry; I hope I’m not interrupting.

Lincoln: Of course not, what business have you come for?

Seward: I have a letter for you, Mr. President.

Lincoln: All right, Frederick, come into the next room. (Stands up) Excuse me gentlemen; we shall continue this business in a moment.

Lincoln follows Seward into the bedroom and shuts the door. They sit down at a table and Lincoln turns on a gaslight. Seward takes out the letter and hands it to Lincoln. 

Seward: Colonel Lamon called me to deliver this to you.  

Lincoln (removes some spectacles from his pocket and puts them on; he reads the letter aloud): 

A New York detective officer on duty in Baltimore for three weeks past reports this morning that there is a serious danger of violence to, and the assassination of, Mr. Lincoln in his passage through that city, should the time of that passage be known. He states that there are banded rowdies holding secret meetings, ad that he has heard threats of mobbing and violence, and has himself heard men declare that if Mr. Lincoln was to be assassinated they would like to be the men … All risk might be easily avoided by a change in the traveling arrangements which would bring Mr. Lincoln and a portion of his party through Baltimore by a night train without previous notice.

(Lincoln puts down the letter and looks up at Seward) Did you hear any names mentioned? Did you, for instance, hear anything said about such a name as Pinkerton?

Seward: No, I have heard no such name.

Lincoln (smiling): If different persons, not knowing of each other’s work, have been pursuing separate clues that led to the same result, why then it shows that there may be something in it. But if this is only the same story, filtered through two channels, and reaching me in two ways, then that don’t make it any stronger. Don’t you see?

Seward: I’m not really sure I understand. Are you saying you were already aware of a plot?

Lincoln: Indeed, I was just informed by the gentlemen in the other room. They told me the same thing as was written in this letter, only with more detail. They want me to go directly to Washington instead of going to Harrisburg.

Seward: What is your decision then?

Lincoln (rising): Well, we haven’t got to decide it tonight, anyway.

Lincoln walks out of the room, leaving Seward still seated. Once the door slams, Seward reaches across the table, takes the letter and starts reading it to himself.
