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with all of this, there was a certain element
of simplicity in his character which was
child-like. Unless very much preoccupied,
he never heard any reference to anything
that he did not understand without asking
for further information. “ What do you
suppose makes that tree grow in that way ? ”
he would ask, and he was not satisfied until
he had found out. Or he would take one
of his boys’ toys to pieces, find out how it
was made, and put it together again. “ Tad,”
as his youngest boy was called, on more
than one occasion, had cause to bewail,
loudly, his father’s curiosity. One day we
were looking at a photograph of the President, taken in a sitting position, with the legs
crossed. Lincoln’s attention was attracted
to the foot of the leg which was crossed
above the other, and he said, “ Now, I can
understand why that foot should be so
enormous. It’s a big foot, anyway, and it
is near the focus of the instrument. But
why is the outline of it so indistinct and
blurred ? I am confident I did not move it.”
I studied it for a moment, and told him that
probably the throbbing of the large arteries inside of the bend of the knee caused an almost
imperceptible motion. The President, very
much interested in the discovery, as he called
it, immediately took the position of the figure
in the picture, and, narrowly watching his
foot, exclaimed, “ That’s it! that’s it! Now,
that’s very curious, isn’t it.” Similarly, when
somebody told him of the somewhat fantastic derivation of a word, he said, “Now,
that is very queer, and I shall never say
capricious again without thinking of the
skipping of a goat.”
The photograph to which allusion has
just been made, and which is reproduced in
these pages, has a history. One Saturday
night, the President asked me if I had any
objection to accompanying him to a photographer’s on Sunday. He said that it
was impossible for him to go on any other
day, and he would like to have me see him
“ set.” Next day, we went together, and as
he was leaving the house he stopped and
said, “ Hold on, I have forgotten Everett! ”
Stepping hastily back, he brought with him
a folded paper, which he explained was a
printed copy of the oration that Mr. Everett
was to deliver, in a few days, at Gettysburg.
It occupied nearly the whole of two pages
of the “ Boston Journal,” and looked very
formidable indeed. As we walked away
from the house, Lincoln said, “It was
very kind in Mr. Everett to send me this.
I suppose he was afraid I should say something that he wanted to say. He needn’t
have been alarmed. My speech isn’t
long.”
“ So it is written, is it, then ? ” I asked.
“ Well, no,” was the reply. “ It is not
exactly written. It is not finished, anyway.
I have written it over, two or three times,
and I shall have to give it another lick before I am satisfied. But it is short, short,

