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"You are to be my eyes and ears with the boys. Tell me

what you see and hear., It is an order."” These had been Lincoln's
parting worde to Henry Wing the night the boy .hnd poured ntn- |
norror and suffering over the war. i

Henry had taken the words literally, and through all the

summer and fall he ended his frequent returne to 'gmmon wltli a

" yieit to the White House - a visit which extended frequently into

the n;;n hours of the morning.

Reserve, discretion, plam had nothing to do with Hemry's
reports. He poured out all that he remembered of the exciting

harrowing days and nights, guided only by an occasional .

the President. "Show me where you have been, Henry," m‘ -  _ “.
Lincoln's first request, and Henry, spreading his field "D*i‘fiip:*_:
table, would trace his movements. Under his ready tolﬂi,;"- ”"“ i

panorama unrolled - sunshine and rainstorm, fields, wﬂum
and valleys. For Mr. Lincola it was like riding st the youth's side

- and as he traced his route he told a score of nuu:tré

nappened here - what he had seen or heard there - the u

officially unimportant, But to the listening President,

the stuff that made up the life of the soldier, Henry




