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Abraham Lincoln personally
and intimately, none can rival

Col. William H, Crook in the posses-
sion of vivid and unique recollection
of the martyr president. Colonel
Crook was the bodyguard of President
Lincoln during the most interesting
period of Lincoln's life, and naturally
he came more closely and continuous-
ly in contact with the great American
than did any other individual. At
the time he was a young man, observ-
ant and keenly receptive of impres-
sions. Fortunately there has also
been an opportunity for Lincoln's
bodyguard to sYpplement his close-
range first impressions with an esti-
mate of Lincoln formed from the van-
tage of greater perspective and ren-
dered convincing by comparison with
other presidents. The latter has been
possible because Colonel Crook has
been continuously an employe of the
white house from the days of Lincoln
to the present time. Indeed, January
of this year marked the completion of
his forty-fourth year in the White
House.

Colonel Crook is now in his sixty-
ninth year and was thus little more
than 20 years of age when the civil
war broke out. At 21 he enlisted in
the union army and served for some
time in the ranks. At the expiration
of his enlistment he secured a position
on the police force at the national
capital. It was thus that he became
eligible for the position of bojyguard
to the president. In order to enable
a rotation of service three other men,
Elphonso Dunn, John Parker and
Alexander Smith-all long since dead
-were detailed to act as special
guards for the president, but through
various circumstances Crook came
to be closer associated with Lincoln
than any of the others and was in the
company of the war president on all
the most interesting occasions of his
later career.

Possibly the especial attention be-
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stowed by Lincoln upon Crook was
due in part at least to the fact that
this particular bodyguard was corn-
paratively young and, as he himself
now confesses, had something of the
attitude of a bashful boy toward the
tall president. Lincoln did everything
in his power to put his protector at
his ease, and in their walks to and
frim the white house kept up a run-
ning fire of conversation with his
companion. Not infrequently, Colonel
Crook relates, the topic discussed
concerned the possibility of an at-
tempt on the part of any person to
do harm to the president.

A circumstance that contributed to
the intimacy between President Lin-
coln and Colonel Crook was found In
Lincoln's invariable practice of hav-
ing his bodyguard walk by his side
instead of some distance in his rear-
after the fashion of an orderly-as has
been the custom of President Roose-
,elt and other recent chief magis-
trates. Lincoln never liked the idea
of being specially guarded, and when,
following the appearance of Garow-
ski, a suspicious Pole, who sulked
about the White House grounds, and a
very narrow escape from a bullet
fired at him as he was driving in the
outskirts of Washington, he finally

did consent to special protective
measures, but he insisted that no pub-
lic announcement should be made re-
garding these precautions: that the
guards should wear plain clothes in-
stead of uniforms, and that the guard
who accompanfed him on his walks
about the capital should ever remain
at his side after the fashion of a
personal friend, and with no sugges-
tion of that protection, which was ob-
noxious to Lincoln, because it seemed
an admission of lack of confidence in
the people of the country.

Colonel Crook declares that he
gained perhaps his best insight into
the generous, patient, kindly nature
of the war president during his night-
ly walks with Lincoln to the war de-
partment. In those days, be it ex-
plained, there was no telegraph and
telephone station in the White House,
such as there is today, and the presi-
dent, when he wished to get, fresh
from the wires, the latest news from
the front, had to go to the war de-
partment building, where the tele-
graph office was located. This Lin-
coln did almost every night, often re-
maining until long after midnight be-
side the operators at their keys.
Colonel Crook's recollection of the
president on these night pilgrimages
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to the news center presents an un-
usual picture of the mighty Lincoln-
the tall figure striding beside him ir
the gloom, wrapped in the rough gray
shawl he invariably wore on such
night expeditions, and with his tal
beaver hat emphasizing his enormous
height. Withal, Lincoln's kindliness
of heart shone through his preoccupa-
tion, for occasionally he would dray
his bodyguard to his side and wall
some paces hand in hand or arm ih
arm with the younger man.

It fell to the lot of Colonel Crook,
early in his career under Lincoln, t(
inaugurate what has since been an in
variable rule at the White House-
that against permitting guests at the
white house receptions to enter the
presence of the president clad in vol
uminous cloaks or other garment
that might readily conceal weapons
Nowadays no woman carrying a muf
or man with his hands thrust deel
Into the pocket of an overcoat wou1l
be permitted to approach the presl
dent. but until the latter part o
the Lincoln administration such pre
cautions had not been dreamed of
On the night on which Colonel Croo1
first put the innovation into practice
he encountered some vigorous pro,
tests from some of the White House
guests, notably the famous Kate
Chase Sprague, who entered wearini
a wrap that completely hid her dress
but the young and rather nervouk
bodyguard kept his temper, and whet
he patiently explained to each pro
testant the reason for the new rul,
he succeeded in Inducing them all t,
comply.

How intimate was Crook's associa

of a rough country, to the field hospi-
tal. This poor fellow's case almost
outrlvals that of Tantalus. Ho had
just sat down to early breakfast on
the fatal Monday morning when the
earthquake shock occurred; a great
beam had fallen across the table pin-
ning down both his arms to the table,
another had fallen across his shoulders
forcing his chin onto his breast, while
a mass of masonry had fallen round
his legs and fixed them fast; at the
same time two beams formed an arch
above him so as to protect his head,
and thus, with ironic jest to spare him
to appreciate his misery. There he
was for five nights and six days, dy-
ing of starvation and thirst, with the
untasted breakfast a few inches from
his mouth, but absolutely beyond his
reach. I jhave never seen such a look
of horror in any human eyes as Lsaw
in his when he was extricated. Poor
fellow! he was quite conscious and
quite understood what was being done
for him, but at the last he had no
desire to contend against a fate that
could be so unnecessarily cruel and
could perpetrate such a grim and un-
feeling jest upon a poor human be-
ing, and so after lingering for a couple
of days more he "gave in and passed
away." We also dug out a girl who
had been buried for six days, beneath
a heap of wreckage about twelve feet
deep. She was a lovely looking girl,
one of the handsomest-looking human
beings I have ever seen.

Father Killed.

She and her father had lived in the
same house, but the old father had
been killed by the first shock. She
was quite delirious when we found her,
and for some time after she had been
conveyed to the field hospital. She
lay screaming over and over again,
day and night, "I am dying, Holy
Mary; I am dying!" (in Italian, of
course). Strange to say she recovered
all right and in three days she was
more or less herself again, although
her eyes still retained that look of
ineffable horror which I noticed in
the eyes of so many of these people,
whom for so many days grim death
had been staring oht of countenance.
Another handsome looking girl was
brought into our camp (by the Italian
soldiers) who had been buried for four
and a half days. She and her mother
had tried to escape, but both had been
caught in the falling wreckage; the
mother had been killed out-right, and
her body, falling across the daughter,
hgd preserved the daughter's life, but
the poor girl lay for four and a half

days with the dead body of her mother
lying right across her. This girl was
in a terrible state when brought in,
but she recovered eventually. Another
lady and her two children (aged 3
years and 1 year) were buried for two
days. She spoke English fluently, and
told me all about the onset of the
catastrophe. She and the children
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were buried beneath a pile of wreck-
age, but although she could hear them
crying, she couldn't see them. She
told me the two days seemed like an
eternity. The children weren't In-
jured, but the mother is paralyzed in
both legs. The doctor of Catona (or
rather one of the doctors) told me he
had lost his wife and two children, his
father and mother, and all his broth-
ers and sisters and their children, so
that out of a family of 17 he was the
only one left.

A Terrible State.
He himself was in a terrible state,

but had been working hard among the
wounded, and it was only at the end
of a week that he spoke about his own
injuries and asked to be treated.
When we examined him we were as-
tonished. I had never seen anything
in civil life to equal the state of his
head and body; he was one huge mass
of suppurating, festering wounds and
bruises, but all the other doctors had
been killed, he had no time to think
of himself, and there he was, working
day and night, doing his best to suc-
cor the wounded which lay in awful
heaps in all directions around him. I
knew another man intimately who lost
his three brothers and their wives and
families to the number of 21-that is
21 members of his own immediate
family. It was too depressing for
words, no battlefield ever presented
such a ghastly scene, and although I

was glad to be there as long as we
could save or succor a single soul,
yet I must say it was with a feeling
of relief that I embarked on board the
Duncan again to return to Malta. more
especially bs for the last few days the
air over the land and sea was reeking
with the stench of the hundreds of
thousands of decomposing bodies,
which lay crushed amongst the ruins.
This is undoubtedly the largest and
most calamitous earthquake, in the
history of the world, and many gen-
erations must pass before the coun-
tries affected recover from the shock.
The country all round by the Calabrian
coast is lovely, it is practically one
huge lemon grove, covering miles and
miles in extent, and somehow the con-
trast made it all the more pathetic;
the lemon trees laden down to the
earth with golden fruit and in their
midst the shapeless masses of ruins
that so recently had been busy towns,
peaceful villages and smiling country
residences, all deserted, empty and
dead.

It gives one a very strange sensation
to pass through the streets of a dead
city, a dead city which hid been but a
few days before in the very midst of
life and humming with existence, but
now is absolutely empty of humanity.
I realized this strange feeling to the
full % hen on one evening a brother
officer and I had occasion to pass
through the streets of Catona about a
quarter of an hour after a fresh earth-

quake shock had sent every human be-

ing in the place flying out into the

surrounding country. There were all

the evidences of life and recent occu-

pation, but no life; the streets were

piled high with debris, which consisted

of the ruin of man's handiwork In an
its various forms-pictures, works c-

art, poor man's furniture and rich

man's furniture, the furniture of the

drawing-room and that of the bed-
room, all hopelessly mixed up with fal-

len masonry and broken timber, with
here and there a crusned and mangled
corpse. One sight in particular struck
us with great force, and that was
where a portion of the front wall ot
a house had fallen out into the street;
there were the head and shoulders of
a man protruding, his head was rest-
ing calmly on his hand. Just as he had
been lying on his right side when the
disaster occurred, but a huge block of
cement had fallen on his chest and
crushed his life out without in the

least disturbing his attitude of rest
But enough. The whole experience

was too depressing for words; it some-
how made one realize too forcibly how
utterly insignificant and unnecessary
is man in the general scheme of the
universe. Now, Im afraid, I have
wearied you with my talk, but my
mind is still so full of the tragedy
that I couldn't help speaking about it,
and I hope you will accept that as my
excuse.
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Fleet Surgeon Edward E. De Court
MacSherry, on board H. M. 8. Duncan,
in a letter to the "Mid-Ulster Mail"
gives a vivid description of the scenes
in Sicily following the disastrous
earthquake which laid waste some of
the most beautiful cities of southern
Italy and cost the lives of thousands
of persons. His letter follows:

Isn't this a terrible catastrophe in
Sicily and southern Italy? We have
just returned from the scene, where
we have been engaged on rescue work
for the last seven days. The duke of
Connaught sent us up to Messina with
a large field hospital of 200 beds
which he had fitted out, and directed
us to place ourselves under the orders
of the king of Italy. We left Malta at
5 o'clock in the afternoon and arrived
at Messina at 8 o'clock next morning,
having steamed full speed all the way,
except when actually going through
the straits of Messina, where we had
to "feel" our way on account of the
obliteration of lighthouses and land-
marks and the extraordinary altera-
tions in the level of the ocean bed.
In, one place, nearly opposite Riggio,
we found the ocean bed had been up-
heaved over twelve hundred feet
above its original level: it was this
great upheaval in the bed of the straits
that caused the tidal wave which did
so much damage, and which flowed
down as far as Malta. Messina, which
I knew in its days of prosperity, and
which I considered one of the fairest

-t spots on the earth, was now a

smouldering heap of ruins, and, ex-
cept for the general outline, was al-
most unrecognizable. It had been
a really a city of palaces, with evidences
of taste and wealth and luxury in ev-
erf direction, and it was inexpressiblys sad to see it now a vast and formless

heap of stones and timbers littering
the ground for miles and miles around.

n We only spent one day at Messina, as
e there was a considerable amount of

rescue work already "under weigh"
i in that district, and then we went

across the straits to the Calabrian
h coast to work in the towns and vil-

lages between Reggio and San Glo-
vanna, where no assitance had yet
been rendered. We made the town of
Catona out headquarters, and landed
the field hospital there.

SWords inadequate.
V Words are absolutely incapable of

e conveying even the remotest idea ofI- the scene of death and desolation

which presented itself along the whole2. of the coast line from Reggio to San 1

o, Giovanni and on to Scylla. Honestly,i- the very wildest nightmare couldn'tI

?t possibly conjure up anything moreIs grotesquely horrible and appalling. 1
is Not one solitary house was left stand-

i ing, and the death roll was terrible.
d We set to work at once. The field

h hospital was landed and set-up in the
d public square of the town, under the 1
st command of Major Crawford of the R.

a A. M. C., and was in full working or-

der inside a couple of hours. The
men and officers of the Duncan weren landed as rescuing parties and they

a scoured the towns and villages all

- round the district in search of wound-y ed. And I can tell you some strange
a rescues were effected by them.

SI. ome Instances.

s It may Interest you to hear one or

two of them at first hand and just as
t they occurred. The followirig one in-

terested me very much: On the aft-
ernoon of the Saturday after the
earthquake, at 3 o'clock (that is five
t and a half Pays after the actual oc-
currence), a message was brought to
us that a sound of a human voice
had been heard in a heap of ruins
about three miles from Catona. A
party of six men started for the, place
and got to work at once. They could

f hear the moaning distinctly, and they
f worked with a will. They continueda digging hour after hour, by the light

e of day as long as it lasted and thenn by lanterns up till 9 o'clock, when an-

r, other severe earthquake shock oc-

t curred which shook down the remain-
e ing walls about them and delayed mat-r. ters somewhat. Soon after, however,

they had unearthed a man of about.40 years of age. By that time they
d had been working for nine hours, and

e were pretty well exhausted. However,
5 they got the poor fellow on na stretch,

er and carried him in, over three miles

tion with Lincoln will be the better
understood when it is explained that
at night he was on duty in the cor-
ridor just outside the president's bed-
room-so close that frequently he
could hear the great man sigh or
moan in his sleep after a day ot un-
usual anguish and anxiety. Occa-
silonally he would have to awake the
sleeper to deliver some Important tel-
egram, but Crook declares that Lin-
coln never displayed any irritation at
such interruptions. He tells, too, of
one nccasion when entering the presi-

n. dent's room in response to the usual

"Come in," he was surprised to find
in Lincoln busily engaged In sewing aay button on his trousers. "Just repair-

ch ing damages," explained the droll
ll chief magistrate, with a half smile.
us Colonel Crook was frequently called

's upon to act as messenger between
a. Mrs. Lincoln in the private apart-
Lw ments at the White House and the

lk president in his private office, and
in these interchanges gave him an Il-

luminating insight into the humor
1k, Lincoln found in yielding to the

to petty tyrannies of his wife. Once
n- when his spouse had sent for him re-

- peatedly and evidently to the limit of

he her patience to accompany her on a
he promised drive, Lincoln arose from

. his desk with a resigned expression,
its but with a merry twinkle in his eyes,

Is, and remarked to Crook: "I guess Itff would better go."

ep Lincoln's fondness for Crook was
itM probably partly attributable to the
si- fact that Crook and little Tad Lin-

of coln, the apple of the president's eye,
*e- were fast friends. Incidentally, it
of. may be mentioned policemen seem

ok to possess an especial fascination for
ceI the young sons of our presidents.

o- Readers of the newspapers may re-
ise member that during the early days of
tel the Roosevelt administration the then
ng very youthful Quentin and Archie

ss,. were the almost inseparable compan-
us ions of certain bluecoats on duty at
en the White House grounds. Tad Lin-
_- coln was 10 years old at the time of
le Colonel Crook's first recollection of
to him and the veteran White House em-

ploye adds his testimony to that of
a- other Intimates of .incoln in the dec-

. . .... .. . . . . . . ,,

laration that the sad-faced president's

lighter moods were in no wise so

pleasingly disclosed as when he

romped up and down the long upper
corridor of the White House with Tad,
playing all sorts of juvenile games. It

was for Tad's sake, too, that Lincoln,

accompanied by bodyguard Crook,

made frequent visits to a quaint little

toy shop, still in existence, a couple
of blocks from the White House, and

there in his rare intervals of leisure

sought new playthings for the little

lad who occupied the largest place in

his heart.
Crook, who had been on duty with

the president all day, did not accmn-

pany Lincoln to Ford's theater the

night of the assassination. He al-

ways refers to his absence with a

certain regret, for he had a special

system of his own for guarding the

chief magistrate on such public .ap-

pearances, and he is convinced to this

day that if he had been at his usual

station at the door of the president's

box Booth would never have passed

him. There would seem to be some

ground for Crook's confidence, for the

bodyguard did frustrate the plans of
a man who sought to gain audience

with Lincoln during the latter's fa-

mous visit to City Point, and who,

when refused admission, made threats

against the president. At the time

the man gave the ncme of Smith, but

Crook has always been confident that

it was none other than the notorious

Surrat, with whose appearance under
normal conditions he was familiar

through having lived in the same

county in Maryland before the war.

After the death of Lincoln Colonel

Crook accompanied Mrs. Lincoln to

Chicago, and later returned to the

White House as bodyguard of Pres-

Ident Johnson. Ere he retired from

the presidency Johnson installed him

in a permanent clerkship at the White

Houso, and he continued in this ca-

pacity during thie fore part of the

G(rant regime. In 1876 Grant ap-
t pointed him disbursing officer of the

White House, in which position he has

continued ever since, having in the

aggregate expended hundreds ni

thousands of dollars for the mainte-

I nance of the presidential establish-
ment.

Colonel Crook's home in the city 01

Washington is filled with relies and

mementoes of Lincoln and other pros-

Idents. Probably the most prised of

all the keepsakes Is a card in Lb-
coin's handwriting which the pret-
dent addressed to the provost mars•l

general when Crook and his other

bodyguard. Alexander Smith, were

drafted for service in the army.
The president wrote that he ootld

not spare these men and asked the

official above mentioned to "plemas

fix" the matter. This precious bit ot

paper reposed for years in the war de-

partment files, but when Robert T.

Lincoln, son of the martyr president.
was secretary of war he gave it to

his father's old guard. Another of

Colonel Crook's souvenirs is a mahog-

any cane made from the rail of the

little spiral stiarway whereby Lin-

Scoln reached his office and which has

I long since been torn down.
Colonel Crook has some almost

priceless specimens of the china serv-

Ice which Mrs. Lincoln selected for

1 the White Hlouse and which Colonel

SCrook declares to have been more

beautiful than any tableware par-
chased before or since for use on theA presidential table. There is a dainty

f cup and saucer and a plat-- whli' tLin-L 

coin 
used-all 

ornamented 

by 
the

broad maroon band and the eagle and

coat of arms in col'rs. Old photo-a graphs of Lincoln, including tpe fa-

e vorite one of the president, with Tae

t and other mementoes, also have place

t in the home presided over by C dlonae

SCrook and his second wife,. who was

r Mrs. Clara Robey Priddy, wheni

r Colonel (rook married her nine yrar.
e ago.

One possession of Colonel Crook's

1 which, though not a relic of the Lie
o coin period, he yet prizes very highly.

e is a violin which was once ownel by

- Ole Bull. Colonel Crook is a "'fd-
a dler,n' he disdains to call himse!f a

n violinist. It Is his one diversion and

e he has indulged in it ever since be

was a boy of 15. He plays entirely

e by ear, never having read a note of

Smusic, but he displays exceptional

e talent. Many a night when businePr

a is not pressing at the White House the

a officials on duty at the president's
f offices will appeal to Colonel Cr sik

by telephone at his home and he will,

in response to their entreaties, be

kept playing far into the night, while

if each member of the White House staff,

d a telephone receiver at his ear, en-
J- oys the long-distance concert.
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