should be neither a living man nor a dead man; such
as a policy of “don’t care” on a question about
which all true men do care; such as Union appeals
beseeching true Union men to yield to Disunionists,
reversing the divine rule, and calling, not the sin-
ners, but the righteous to repentance; such as invoca-
tions to Washington, imploring men to unsay what

Washington said and undo what Washington did.

Neither let us be slandered from our duty by false
accusations against us, nor frightened from it by
menaces of destruction to the government, nor oi
dungeons to ourselves. Let us have -faith that right
makes might, and in that faith let us to the end dare
to do our duty as we understand it.

LINCOLN ADDRESS AT COOPER INSTITUTE, NEW YORK,
FEBRUARY 27, 1860.

20. A MAN’S HAND

Leonard Volk, the eminent sculptor, journeyed to Springfield during the
Presidential campaign in 1860 to make molds of Lincoln’s hands. Volk also, at
another time, made a life mask of Lincoln’s features. No one who has examined
casts of Lincoln’s hands made from the Volk molds can fail to be impressed by
their size, symmetry, and appearance of great strength. In the paragraphs

below Volk tells of making the molds.

By previous appointment I was to cast Mr.
Lincoln’s hands on the Sunday following this memor-
able Saturday, at nine A.M. I found him ready, but
he looked more grave and serious than he had ap-
peared on the previous days. I wished him to hold
something in his right hand, and he looked for a
piece of pasteboard, but could find none. I told him
a round stick would do as well as anything. There-
upon he went to the wood-shed, and I heard the saw
go, and he soon returned to the dining-room (where
I did-the work), whittling off the end of a piece of
broomhandle. I remarked to him that he need not
whittle off the edges. !

“0O, well,” said he, “I thought I would like to
have it nice.”

When I had successfully cast the mold of the right
hand, I began the left, pausing a few moments to
hear Mr. Lincoln tell me about a scar on the thumb.

“You have heard that they call me a rail-splitter,

and you saw them carrying rails in the procession
Saturday evening; well, it is true that I did split rails,
and one day, while I was sharpening a wedge on a
log, the ax glanced and nearly took my thumb off,
and there is the scar, you see.”

The right hand appeared swollen as compared with
the left, on account of excessive hand-shaking the
evening before; this difference is distinctly shown in
the cast.

That Sunday evening I returned to Chicago with
the molds of his hands, three photographic negatives
of him, the identical black alpaca campaign-suit of
1858, and a pair of Lynn newly-made pegged boots.
The clothes were all burned up in the great Chicago
fire. The casts of the face and hands I saved by taking
them with me to Rome, and they have crossed the
sea four times.

WHITNEY, Life on the Circuit with Lincoln, QUOTING
voLK IN Century Magazine, DECEMBER, 1881.
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