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SLEEPING SENTINEL

Wars recall episodes which have occurred in other days
of conquest. Acts of kindness and humanitarian deeds
often outlive the accounts of bravery and valor of the
battle field.

The story of William Scott, “The Sleeping Sentinel”,
has served as one of the most familiar illustrations of
Abraham Linecoln's clemency. It became one of the best
known incidents in contemporary history and inspired
Francis de Haes Janvier to write & poem upon the theme,
This poem was published with a brief introduction by
T, B. Peterson and Brothers in 1863. The contents of this
nineteen page hooklet with the exception of a brief
Shakespearean quotation is made available in this copy
of Lincoln Lore,

“The Publishers Preface”

“The incidents here woven into verse relate to Wil-
liam Scott, a young soldier from the State of Vermont,
who, while on duty as a sentinel at night, fell asleep,
and, having been condemned to die, was pardoned by the
President. They form a brief record of his humble life
at home and in the field, and of his glorious death in
defense of the Union.

“This poem was first read on Monday, January 19th,
18638, by Mr. James ¥. Muordoch, the celebrated elocu-
tionist, to a zelect circle at the Executive Mansion, in the
presence of the President and Mrs. Lincoln, On the eve-
ning of the same day he read it in the Senate Chamber
of the United States, which was specially appropriated
for the purpose,—the President and Mrs. Lincoln being
again present, together with one of the largest and most
distinguished audiences ever assembled in Washington.
It was presented on this occasion anonymously, and pro-
duced a profound sensation.

“On the evening of February 5th, 1863, Mr. Murdoch
read it, with a similar result, at the American Academy
of Musie, in Philadelphia, to more than three thousand
f&rsnn&, and then announced the name of the author.
le has also read it, with the same success, in Baltimore,
Albany, Boston, and other cities.

“It is mnow publizhed, in compliance with a general de-
sire for its circulation.”

“The Sleeping Sentinel™

“T'was in tha sultry summer-time, as War's red records show,
When patriot arm rose to mest & fratricidal foe—

When, from the North, and East, and Weat, like the uphenving wea,
BSwept forth Columbia’s sons, to make our eountry truly free.

Within & prison's diemal walls, where shadows weiled decay--

In fetters, on n heap of straw, a youthful soldier lay:
Hoart-hroken, hopeless, and forlorn, with short mnd feverish breath,
Ho walted but the appointed hour to die a culprit’s death.

Yet, but n few brief weeks before, untroubled with a eare,
He roamed st will, and fresly drew his nntive mountain mir-——
leap mossy rocks.

font,
And waving elms, and grassy slopes, give beauty to Vermont!

Where, dwelling in a humble eot, a tiller of the sell,

Encireiwnd by & mother's love, he shared & fathers toil—

T, e upon the wnlllnf winde, his suffering country’a ery
Fired hls young heart with fervent zeal, for her to lve or die.

Then left he alli—a few fond tears, by firmness helf comcealed,
A blessing, sand n parting praver, and he was In the feld—
The fledd of strife, whoss dews nre blood, whoss broszes War's hot

breath,
Whose fruits are garneced in the grave, whose hushandman is Deathl]

Without & murmur, he endured 5 service new and haed ;

Rut, wearfed with s tollsome mereh, It chanced one night, on suned.
He =ank, exhsusted, st his post, and the gray morning found

His prostrate form—a sentinel, asleop, upon the ground |

Where sparkling streams from many a wooidland

S0, in the sllence of the nlghi, aweary, on the sod,

Bunk the disciples., watehing uear the suffering Bon of God ;—
Yet, Jesus, with com n moved, beheld thelr heavy ayos,
And, though betrayed to rothless foes, forgiving, bade them rise!

But God is love,—and finlte minds can faintly wmﬂham
How guntle Mercy, in His rule, may with sterm Jus blend :
And 5:1. [roaT ler, selzed mnd bound, found mone to justify.
While Wnr's inexorable lnw decreed that he must die.

“Twas night.—In & secluded room, with mensured tresd, and wlow,
A statesman of commanding mien, paced gravely to and fro.
Oppressed, he pondered on a land by civil discord rent;

Un brothers armed in deadly strife:—it was the President]

The woes of thirty millions flled his burdened henrt with grief ;
Embattled hosts, on land and ses, scknowled him their chief ;
And vet, amid the din of war, he henrd the ntive ery

Of that poor soliler, as he lay In prison, doomed to diel

“T'was morning.—0n o tented feld, and through the heated haze,
Flashed back, from lines of burnished arms, the sun's effulgent blaze ;
While, from & sombre prison-house, seen slowly to =merge,

A sad procession, o'er the sward, moved to a muffled dirge.

And In the midst, with faltering step, and pule aml anxlous [aee,
In manacles, betwesn two guards, s soldler hwad his plice.

A youth—led out to die;—and it was not death, but shame,
That smote his gallant henrt with dread, and shook his manly frame!

Bl on, before the marshalled ranks, the troin poreaed i way
Up to the deslgnated spot, whereon s coffin lay-—

HR\ coffin ! And, with reeling brain, despairing—desolnte—

He took his station by ita slde, abandoned to his fate!

Then came across his wuverlng sight strange pletures in the airs—
He paw his distunt mountaln home; he sww his parents thers;
Hu sww them bowed with hopeless brief, through fast declining yesrs;
He saw o nameless grave; and then, the vision closed—in tears]

Yet, once again. In double file, ndvancing, then, he saw

Twelve comrades, sternly set apart to execute the Inw—

But saw no more:—his senses swam-——desp darkness settled round-—-
And, shuddering, he awaited now the fatal velley’'s sound !

Then swidenly was hoard the nolee of steeds and wheels approach,—
And, rolling through a cloud of dust, appeared a stately coach.

On, past the guarde, and through the feld, its rapid course was bent.
Till, halting, 'mid the lines was seen the nation's President !

He came to save that stricken soul, now waking from d 1
.H:r] from a!dﬂm%ul.nd “jj‘“ ruus.‘ shhgun:nwg;ﬂumg the airl

The pardon woldier understomd the u

And, bounding from his fetters, blessed the hand that made him freel

"Twas Spring,—Within a verdant vale, whers Warwiek's eryetal thde
Roflected, o'er its ceful brenst, falr fields on elther side—

Where birds and mgu comblned to cheer n sylvan solitude—

Two threatening armies, face to face, in ferce defiance stood |

Two threatening armies! One invoked by Infured Liberty-—

Which bore snbove ita patriot ranks the Symbel of thl:tf'rﬂi

And one, n rebel ho beneath a Aauntlng fAag of bars

A fragment, torn by traitorous hends, from Freedom's Stripen and
Stara l

A swdden mrﬁ uft;mmh;nd gﬁmm!mm ::ruh:dﬂmm!trlnz Huan,
Proclaimed, nlong the echoelng By e conflict b-:Eun:

While ahot and shell, sthwart the stream with fiendiah fury sped,
To strew among the lving lines, the dying and the dead!]

guder than the rearing storm, led forth the stern eommaml,
.'I"hG,E:'rgln[ poldiers, charge!™ Emi. at ﬂ'lr.:.-md. with shouts, & fearless

hana,
Two hundred heroes from Vermont, rushed onward, through the

And upwand, o'er the rising ground, they marked their way in blood !

The smitten fos befors them fled, in terror, from his post—
While, unsustained, two hundred stood, to battle with a host!
Than, torning as the rallring ranks, with murderous fire, replied,
They bore the fallen o'er the field, and throogh the purple tide!

The fallen! And the first who fell in that unequal strife,

Waa ht!:hmnuerur sped to save when Justice claimed his life-—
The pardoned soldier] And. while yet the conflict ruged around—
Whiles vet his life-blood ebbed mwany through every gaping wouand-

While yet his wvoice grew tremulous, mnd desth bedimmed hils eye
He culled hin comrades to attest, he had not feared to diel

And, in his Ixst expiring breath, n prayer to hoaven was sent--
That God, with His unfailing graese, would bless our President]

*Editor's note—Some poetie license wns used in drawing
the picture in the foregoing lines.



