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dn Flemoviam,

ABRAHAM LINCOLN

ASSASSINATED

At Washingten, April 14, I865:

REING A BEIEF AQCOUNT OF THE

PREMIWEEDINGS OF HEETINGS, ACTION OF AUIHORITIES AND SOCIETIES,
SPEECITES, sSERWONS, ADDNESSEI AND QIEER BXTVRESSIONS OF
NTRLIG PARLIFEG OF RECRPIVOY OF TITH NEWS AND AT
TR FUNEEAL QBSEQIIES OF I'HE PREESIDENT,

AT BUFFALO, N. Y.

BUTFFTALO:
PRINTING HOUSE OF MATTHEWSE & WARREN,
Gffics of fe Buffal Comieieel Adverdiien

Lk,







Ma Wemeriam,

ABHAHAM LINCOLN,

Assnsstnated Gowd Fradey, 1065,

Forgive tham, for Sey fow nol whol they dol™
Ha sald, and g0 wend shielven to s fale—
Unknowing went, that genorons beart and froo.
Even while ke epake 't]le slayer lay in wait,
And when the morning opened Heaven's gl
There paszed the whitest soul s patien knew,
Heneofrth all thorghte of pandon ave too labs ;
They, in whese casse that nem itz weapon drey,
Have murdered Mepoy., Now alone shall stand
Dlird Jusrice, with the sword nnshoathed she wore
Havk, from tho eastern bo the western steand
The swelling dhunder of the people’s Toar:
What worda they murmnr— Verers Sov TO AND )

B0 LET U SurTE, SUCN DOKDY SUALL DE N0 MORE!

— Ediwand O, Stedrmmi.







dn FMemoriam,

Haturday, April 15th, 1865, was a day of mourning in
Buffalo. The direful news of the assassination of the
President, and the attempied muorder of Becretary Beward,
passed from mouth to mouth, until within a space of time
almost ineredibly short, it was diffused over the emtire
city. Workmen on their emly way to the forges and
shops apoke of the awful calamity with blanched faces;
friends met and shool hands in silence or conversed with
quivering lips and choked ubberance; bells folled; the
usual sounds peculiar to a Lusy city on the busiest day
of the week were hushed, and it seemed that a pall had
been spread over all,

With one accord, as it were, the stores were closed, all
traflic was snspended, and the sable emblems of woe ap-
peared on every hand.  From the dwelling of the hum.
blest colored family to the mansion of the most opulent
citizen, fluttered the halfmast flag, and there were few
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localities were some manifestations of sorrow were not ap-
parent.  All husiness was suspended. The streebs were
erowded, and the telegraph offices were besieged by those
eager to obtain the latest tidings; men stood in knots
and conversed upon the sad event, and told their hopes
and fears for the future; and the usual avocations and
pastimes were forgotien in the contemplation of the over-
whelming ealamity,

On receiving the despateh which announced that the
President had breathed his last, a large placard, of which
the following Is o copy, was printed at the office of the
Commercial Advertiser, and distributed gratuitously

ST A

THE PRESI

Loeess

e S o S NI g AT

ENT I8 DEAD!

WAE DEPARTMERT,
Washington, April 15, 1865,
To MAJ. GENERAL DIX,
Abraham Lincoln died this worning at twenty-
two minutes after Seven o'clock,

E. M. STANTON, Sec. of War,

g Y A A AT g YR e o WA Ui T B it M | P

These were placed in the windows of very many houses
and stores.

The citizens, the Board of Trade, the 3asonic order,
the Charches, all took proper action on the oceasion.

The following was the leading editorisl in the Com-
mereial Advertiser, on the afternoon of Saturday :
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'V'%}"E stand in the presence of n andden and tovrible national ea-

lnmity., Like thunder from a clesy sky, the intelligenoe of
the nssassination of the President of the United States has fallen
upon the unprepared eavs, and has sunk deep into the hearts of the
people. From the snmmit of our great joy over the near presenee
of peace throngh vietory, we have been snddenly cast down into
mourning,  For the thivd time within less than o quarter of a cen-
tury, death hos smitton the representative hend of the nation; bt
this time he has come in o shape which will create a sensation il
over Christendom, infinitely more profound than atlended the death
of Marrison or Taylor.

The shovk of the terrible event is still so fresh upon all, and the
resnlts go full off appreliension and conjecture, that we siand appalled.
It has come upon u= ab o time so ripe with the consmmmationsz of o
grent, strngele, aud go deeply freighted with the destinies of our na-
Biom, that words ave bt vanity, st thenghits ave oo tumaltuous for
deliberate oxpression. It comes “in the doys when the keepors of
the honse shall tremble, and the strong men bow themselves”
Truly, © the mowrmers go about the strects”  We monrn the Loss
of one who was a stalwart veaper in the harvest field of the world's
progress: ong who had “hoene his facnltics so meek, mnd had been
gp clear in his great office, that his victues will plead like angels,
tumpet-tongned, agsinst the deep damnation of hiz taking oft?
Althongh his mortal vemuaing wow He fuanimata in the White Houge,
yet Abraham Lincoly is pot dead | o il lives, sod will live * 4o
the last syllable of recorded time™ in the mighty nceomplishiments
which he achieved, s Goal's chozen instromont, THis death was his
apotheosis, e has been prometed 1o the sublime rank of The
American Martge,  He has but gone forward to toke command of
the sitent soldiers of the Republic, whose invisible hunds shall hore-
atter reach ot from the Eternal, and sustain and protect our govs
ernyne .

We monrn for him as 3 man, s a father, a3 o hushand; we monen
for him as the political architeet, who was ealled to the second build-
ing of our temple, the completed glovies of whick it was firhidden
ghinf he shonld witness,  We mourn for the unsehioved possibilities
of his fame; bt we mowrn not withont lope.  Wherefore ¥

Beause every drop of Abralism Lineoln's Blood has heen saneti-
fled to the perfect work of our regenoration; and will be the talis-



