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Some Things 
You Should Know 

 
 
 

This is a true story. Though most of the situations 
are little known and some hard to believe, they 
are backed by multiple sources and extensive 
research. Hamlin’s story, including his 
relationship with Lincoln, takes place amidst the 
large and tragic events of the Civil War, making 
the smaller moments in the lives of these historic 
figures, the peculiar tidbits, all the more 
fascinating and frequently humorous (e.g., 
around his office, Lincoln often wore socks with 
holes in them; Hamlin supporters accidentally 
pulled him off the back of his inauguration train; 
Lincoln hated the name “Abe” and was a fan of 
John Wilkes Booth). A list of True Facts that this 
story is based on is at the back of the script. 

 
As the story unfolds, we learn that Vice President 
Hamlin was staunchly anti-slavery, while his 
boss, at least in the beginning, was… meh. 
History, however, has labeled Lincoln “The Great 
Emancipator,” though he was forever two steps 
behind Hamlin on the issue. While Lincoln 
eventually came to deserve the anti-slavery 
moniker, it was only after a fair bit of noodging 
(nagging?) by his vice president. Though Hamlin 
was famous in his day, he seemed to consistently 
miss out on history. True to form, he was 
replaced in March 1865 by Andrew Johnson, a 
racist and sloppy drunk. The next month Lincoln 
was assassinated. Our country’s history would 
have been very different—especially regarding 
the treatment of black people—if what nearly 
happened had happened.  

 
            This is Vice President Hamlin’s story. 



Lincoln's VPotus
                       

                       EPISODE ONE

             "An Inkling of Insignificance"

                    

EXT. KITTERY, MAINE - DAY

Beneath the dazzling summer sun and the endless cerulean
sky, the placid water of Pepperrell Cove pushes small waves
at the boulders of a shoreline battery. 

                         FONT
                 FORT McCLARY, MAINE
                    July 11, 1864 

Tall grass sweeps uphill past another battery to a proud
hexagonal blockhouse atop the hill -- Fort McClary -- over
which, we hear the CLINKING AND CLANGING of a military kitchen
and then a SOLDIER'S VOICE: 

NOSY SOLDIER (V.O.)
Lemme ask you this, bein' as how
you're somebody famous an' well known
an' such... an' bein' as how I got
this opportunity at conversin' with
you... 

HAMLIN (V.O.)
I'm listening.

INT. FORT MCCLARY KITCHEN - SAME TIME

Light streams into an otherwise gray kitchen. A couple of
industrial ovens make this a virtual hot house. 

The scruffy-looking NOSY SOLDIER is picking a scab from his
elbow as he leans back against a worn wooden prep table where
Private HANNIBAL HAMLIN (55) -- an apron over his sweat-
stained uniform -- is skinning potatoes. 

NOSY SOLDIER
See... I been speculatin' as to why
it is you have made such a peculiar
an' purposeful choice so as to be
peelin' taters an' cookin' up sinkers
for a buncha past-prime and pimply-
faced grunts...
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At a table nearby, ANOTHER SOLDIER listens in while he slides
a knife down the belly of a freshwater bass, opens it and
scoops out the entrails.

NOSY SOLDIER (CONT'D)
...an''bout the only concludin' I
been able to surmise is that there
is bitterness.

Hamlin irritated, drops a skinned potato into a bucket beside
the table, and turns to him. 

HAMLIN
I can assure you, Private Stark, I
harbor not the smallest tinge of
bitterness. I am merely here at Fort
McClary to answer my country's call
to duty. That is all. 

NOSY SOLDIER
Uh-huh, uh-huh. Even if Mr. Lincoln
saw fit to pick that Johnson fella
so as to replace you in these next
electorial processions? 

HAMLIN
That decision, sir, was not made by
the president. It was made at the
Baltimore convention without Mr.
Lincoln's knowledge. He has since
ardently assured me of as much. As
well, he has made clear his complete
faith in me.

(then)
Now, if you'll excuse me. 

Hamlin picks up the next potato to skin, while the Nosy
Soldier pulls the scab from his elbow and examines it. 

EXT. FORT STEVENS, WASHINGTON, D.C. - DAY

PRESIDENT LINCOLN, Secretary of War EDWIN STANTON and a SMALL
CIVILIAN CONTINGENT are being led along one of the fort's
massive parapets (an earthen wall surrounding the fort).
General HORATIO WRIGHT and a young Capt. OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES
are part of the contingent. 

 FONT
     Earlier That Same Day

           FORT STEVENS, WASHINGTON, D.C.
                 July 11, 1864

GUNFIRE ERUPTS in the distance. Lincoln stops, lifts field
glasses to his eyes, surmising as he does: 
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LINCOLN
Well, gentlemen, it appears the Rebels
have indeed arrived in Washington.

Dr. CHARLES CRAWFORD, a middle-aged surgeon, standing beside
Lincoln, suddenly feels his LEFT THIGH BURST, as he drops to
the ground, felled by a Confederate bullet. He screams, while
the others scramble for safety, pulling the doctor with them.

With the exception of Lincoln. 

He oddly remains standing, watching the action through field
glasses as bullets fly past his head. Finally, someone yells:  

A VOICE
Get down, you damn fool!

Lincoln lowers the field glasses and looks curiously at Capt.
Holmes, now crouching behind cover. Holmes then looks around
as though wondering who might've spoken so disrespectfully
to the President of the United States. Lincoln turns back
and again lifts the field glasses to his eyes, while a few
more bullets whiz past his head. 

EXT. FORT MCCLARY ENTRANCE - LATER

A RICKETY SUPPLY WAGON makes its way up the dirt road leading
into Fort McClary. A FATHER and his 10-YEAR-OLD SON ride the
buckboard. The father pulls the wagon to a stop as a COMPANY
OF UNION SOLDIERS crosses the road in formation. They are an
odd combination of men -- most in their 50s and 60s, while
the rest are gangly boys of 12 or 13 years.

BOY
Look at them, Pop. Some's only a
little older than me. 

FATHER
Well, don't be gettin' no glorious
ideas, young man. 

BOY
An' them others, they look like
Grampa. 

FATHER
Yes, they are because the more "able"
soldiers have been sent south. To
the war. 

SON
But... what if the Rebs attack us
here?
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FATHER
(laughs)

This is Maine, son.

The father jostles the reins at the PASSING of the soldiers.
The wagon moves into the fort grounds and past a few OTHER
SOLDIERS CROSSING here and there. The boy turns to his father.

BOY
So I can walk right in there and
meet him?

FATHER
You can carry the sack of flour in
there and meet him, yes.  

BOY
And I call him "sir"?

FATHER
Sir is good. Mr. Hamlin is fine.

BOY
And then I can ask him how come he's
here? At Fort McClary? 

FATHER
I don't think that's such a good
idea, son. It has been my experience,
when a man makes an unusual choice,
follows an odd path, there is often
a troubling reason for it.

BOY
Wull, I can shake his hand, right?
That's okay, right?

FATHER
After you've put down the sack of
flour, yes, shake the man's hand.  

The wagon comes to stop at an open door behind a LARGE BRICK
BUILDING (the fort's kitchen and mess hall) near the hexagonal
blockhouse mentioned earlier. The father JUMPS OFF the
buckboard and ties off the mare, while the boy HOPS DOWN AND
BEELINES for the open door.

FATHER (CONT'D)
Son?

The boy stops.

FATHER (CONT'D)
Flour. 
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INT. FORT MCCLARY KITCHEN - SAME TIME

A SOLDIER slides several large metal pans of dough into one
of the industrial ovens along the back wall, kicks it shut. 

At the prep table, Hamlin finishes skinning another potato,
drops it into the bucket, while the Nosy Soldier is now
earnestly digging a finger into his ear. Hamlin wipes his
forehead and grabs another potato, as the young boy APPEARS
in the open doorway with an oversized gunnysack slung over
his shoulder. He pivots to look around the room, spots Hamlin
and wobbles toward him.  

BOY
Mr. Hamlin, sir...

HAMLIN
Ah, the flour. Supposed to be here
yesterday. Over there along the wall,
son.

BOY
Right. But...

HAMLIN
Go on. 

The kid stifles himself and moves off, as ANOTHER SOLDIER
ENTERS with a basket of potatoes that he plops down beside
Hamlin. 

POTATO SOLDIER
This is the last of 'em, sir.

HAMLIN
Private Wiggins, you needn't address
me as "sir." We are the same rank.

POTATO SOLDIER
Wull, okay, but it don't feel right
ignorin' that you are who you are. 

HAMLIN
At this fort, I am Private Hamlin.
Nothing more. 

POTATO SOLDIER
Got it. 

The soldier then stiffens and whips into a brisk salute.

POTATO SOLDIER (CONT'D)
Thank you, Mr. Private Hamlin.
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He EXITS. The boy RETURNS to the table where he stands,
looking up at Hamlin (Hamlin was 6'2"). Hamlin notices.

HAMLIN
Young man, may I help you?

BOY
My father has informed me, Mr. Hamlin,
that I might ask to shake your hand.
That is, of course, if you might
feel so obliged...

Hamlin smiles and grabs a towel to wipe his hands.

HAMLIN
Well, it is indeed a pleasure to
meet such an industrious young man.

He shakes the boy's hand as ANOTHER SOLDIER ENTERS with
several kettle pots that CLINK AND CLANG as he passes through.

SOLDIER WITH POTS
(to the room)

Hey all, heard the skunks squawkin'
over in the Oh-Q. Capt. Morse sayin'
Lincoln got hisself shot today. Bona
fide reality. Down at Fort Stevens.
Some Reb treefrogs done the shootin'.  

ANOTHER SOLDIER 
Oh, no, no... cain't be, cain't be!

SOLDIER WITH POTS
On my mother's grave. Check the
grapevine you don't believe me.  

The Pot Soldier moves on to the back storage. Everyone else
(including the Nosy Soldier) seems to have stopped what
they're doing to look at Hamlin, who is weighing the moment.
Gravely, he reaches for the apron string at the back of his
neck and tugs it before he looks to the others.  

HAMLIN
Gentlemen, if this is true, I am
afraid the great burden Mr. Lincoln
carried for so long has fallen to my
shoulders.  

BOY
Holy crow...

Hamlin tosses his apron onto the table. 
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HAMLIN
But with the support and prayers of
the American people, with the guiding
hand of God, I will rise to the role
I must now play... as your president. 

EXT. FORT STEVENS - DAY

PICK UP WHERE WE LEFT OFF: President Lincoln still stands
tall and by himself on Fort Steven's parapet. The rest of
the contingent have taken cover -- each acutely aware that
the president is standing above them, a prized and salient
target for any Rebel sharpshooter (with his hat, he was seven
feet tall). As Lincoln continues to watch the battle:

LINCOLN
(field glasses to  
his eyes)

General Wright! Those men in front
need to fall back for the cannon
fire to clear!

Another bullet whips past Lincoln's head (the sharpshooters
could, by then, see him clearly). General Wright is beside
himself. 

GENERAL WRIGHT
(shouts)

Mr. President! Get down or I will
have you forcibly taken down!

The general then impulsively reaches up and grabs Lincoln's
arm, PULLING HIM DOWN. Reluctantly, Lincoln sits, adjusts
his legs, contemplates what has transpired and then thinks
out loud. 

LINCOLN
(disgruntled)

I thought I was the Commander in
Chief.

INT. FORT MCCLARY KITCHEN - RESUME

Hamlin, having heard that Lincoln was "shot at Fort Stevens,"
continues to address the others in the kitchen, who listen
intently, realizing the historical significance of the moment. 

HAMLIN
Indeed, President Lincoln will long
be remembered for leading this country
through its most trying time.  

The Pot Soldier (who delivered the news) returns from the
back, now munching on a carrot.
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HAMLIN (CONT'D)
Arrangements must be made now for a
simple swearing in, and then I will, of
course, need to address the nation...   

SOLDIER WITH POTS
(chewing carrot)

'Dress the nation 'bout what? 

HAMLIN
The president's death. 

SOLDIER WITH POTS
The president's dead? Good God, when?

HAMLIN
(incredulous)

Why, you, sir, were the one who told
us that Mr. Lincoln was shot at Fort
Stevens.

SOLDIER WITH POTS
Nah, that ain't what I said. I said
he was shot at... AT Fort Stevens.
He wasn't killed. Wasn't even hit.  

Irritated, Hamlin stares at the soldier, who casually stuffs
the last of the carrot into his mouth and MOVES OFF. 

Hamlin looks at his apron on the table, snaps it up and puts
it back on. As he resumes skinning potatoes, he realizes the
Nosy Soldier is still beside the table, looking at him. 

HAMLIN
Private Stark, may I help you?

NOSY SOLDIER
You ain't even a tad bitter, huh? 

FLASH FORWARD TO:

EXT. ENCAMPMENT, BANGOR FAIRGROUNDS 1889 - DAY

WE SKIP SOME 25 YEARS AHEAD TO: The Bangor fairgrounds, where
an arching sign with balloons and bunting announces: "G.A.R.
ENCAMPMENT." As we PASS UNDER the arch, we see a field dotted
with bivouacked tents, some in line, some askew, and several
polished Civil War cannons. FAMILIES are milling about, along
with many OLDER VETERANS who have squeezed themselves into
their faded Union Army uniforms. WE MOVE TOWARD the activity:

                         FONT
                     25 Years Later
                         1889
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               GRAND ARMY OF THE REPUBLIC 
                    Annual Reunion
                     BANGOR, MAINE

ANGLE ON: Some FORMER SOLDIERS and VISITORS in line at a
food table, where HAMLIN -- AN OLD MAN NOW (80) -- is (again)
wearing an apron and serving up pork ribs, corn on the cob
and potato salad. Uncomfortably snug in his old uniform, he
has a slight stoop, and what remains of his hair reaches
futilely over the top of his shiny dome. His dark eyes however
are still keen, sharp, beneath bushy iron-gray brows. As he
scoops up potato salad and spoons it onto the plates of a
WOMAN and HER DAUGHTER, the woman smiles appreciatively.  

WOMAN
Thank you so much.

OLD HAMLIN
You're quite welcome, madam.  

The woman and her daughter MOVE OFF -- STAY WITH THEM.

WOMAN
Do you know who that was, honey?

DAUGHTER
No, ma'am. 

WOMAN
That was none other than Abraham
Lincoln's vice president. 

DAUGHTER
Oh my. Was it really, Mother? That
was Andrew Johnson?  

They pass a ANOTHER VETERAN -- STAY WITH HIM as he steps up
onto a table and makes an announcement to the other veterans: 

VETERAN
McClary garrison! Company A! Camera
tent -- they're ready to take an
image!    

EXT. WASHINGTON HOUSE HOTEL - EVENING 

A three-story, spire-topped hotel in downtown Sellersville.

FONT
  The Washington House Hotel

            SELLERSVILLE, PENNSYLVANIA
                 May 18, 1860
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INT. HAMLIN'S HOTEL ROOM - SAME TIME

In DARKNESS, we hear DRUNKEN VOICES out in the corridor,
then a SHARP RAP on the door. After ANOTHER RAP, and ANOTHER, 
we see a MATCH scrape a surface beside the bed and flair to
life. As a voice in the corridor yells, "Hamlin!" the BEDSIDE
LAMP brightens and eluminates the face of the YOUNGER HAMLIN
(51). He throws back the covers, gets up and trudges to the
door in his night shirt. When he swings the door open, he
finds CONGRESSMAN SCHUYLER COLFAX (47), sweeping brown hair
and a prominent bushy beard (future vice president himself),
backed by a phalanx of other men, including SENATORS BEN
WADE (60), ZACHARY CHANDLER (57) and HENRY FOOTE (56). Colfax
waves a telegram at Hamlin.  

COLFAX
(with flourish)

Good evening, Mr. "Vice President." 

HAMLIN
What do you mean?

COLFAX
The convention has nominated you for
vice president. Abraham Lincoln's
vice president!

Hamlin is stunned. 

HAMLIN
Vice president? 

(shakes his head)
But... I don't want the place. 

COLFAX
What?

HAMLIN
I don't want it. 

COLFAX
How do you mean?

HAMLIN
I mean, I don't want the place. 

That throws a damper on their celebratory mood. 

HAMLIN (CONT'D)
Gentlemen, I am quite happy in the
Senate.



                                         VPotus ONE/Woody                                           11.

COLFAX
For God's sake, Hamlin, this means
you'll be chairman of the Senate! 

HAMLIN
Rubbish. Chairman of the Senate has
little more to do than a tree stump --
able once in a blue moon to vote in
a tie.

(off their blank stares)
There is nothing else for the vice
president to do but twiddle his
thumbs. It is a job meant for a man
with diminished mental faculties.  

Senator Wade STEPS UP. 

SENATOR WADE
Look here, Hamlin. If you decline,
the Democrats will think you're afraid
that Lincoln will be defeated. They'll
see it as a lack of confidence in
the party.

The others voice their agreement. Hamlin takes the telegram
from Colfax and scratches his head while he studies it. 

HAMLIN
This Lincoln... isn't he the skinny
fella over in the House? 

SENATOR WADE
Surely, you've met the man? 

HAMLIN
No, I have not. Though I've heard
him make a speech on occasion. And I
understand he is forever telling
long-winded, off-color jokes. 

COLFAX
No matter, Hamlin. If you don't take the
nomination, it will weaken the party.

SENATOR WADE
Yes, Hamlin! Just that!

Hamlin studies them, hands the telegram back to Colfax and
thinks for a moment. Then,  

HAMLIN
Well, then... I suppose I must.
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COLFAX
There it is! That's the spirit,
Hamilin!

FLASH FORWARD TO:

EXT. ENCAMPMENT, BANGOR FAIRGROUNDS 1889 - DAY

BACK TO the Older Hamlin, standing with his FORMER GARRISON.
As they arrange themselves, two deep, side-by-side, we see
they are still a motley group, now ranging in age from late
30s to 80s. Only a slight few beyond 80.

ANGLE ON: A bulky Rochester camera on a tripod, where a
PHOTOGRAPHER retrieves a dry plate from a supply box and
hands it to his YOUNG APPRENTICE.  

PHOTOGRAPHER
Make sure this side faces the lens. 

The young man nods and DUCKS UNDER the black cloth.

ANGLE ON: Hamlin sidling into the back row of the veterans. 

OLD HAMLIN
(to the group)

Wouldn't want to miss documenting
this dwindling bunch for posterity.  

A few of the other soldiers chuckle, while the soldier beside
Hamlin, we realize, is an older version of the NOSY SOLDIER
from Fort McClary.

OLD NOSY VETERAN
I see you're still wearing an apron. 

Hamlin looks down and quickly takes it off, then realizes
whom he's standing next to.

OLD HAMLIN
I remember you, Stark.

OLD NOSY VETERAN
I remember you. Y'ever get over that
bitter streak a yours?

PHOTOGRAPHER (O.C.)
(calling out)

Gentlemen... we are ready to take an
image.  

OLD HAMLIN
(mumbles to Stark)

Was not... bitter.
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EXT. HOTEL, CHICAGO ILLINOIS 1860 - LATE MORNING

A stately five-story hotel, Chicago's finest. 

                          FONT
            A Few Months Before the Inauguration 
                    CHICAGO, ILLINOIS
                    The Tremont House
                    November 22, 1860 

INT. LINCOLN'S SUITE - FOYER - SAME TIME 

PRESIDENT-ELECT LINCOLN (51) is on his knees, his butt in
the air, his head beneath a settee, looking for something.
The door from the corridor opens and JOHN NICOLAY (22) --
slender, sketchy beard (the first of Lincoln's private
secretaries) -- BRINGS HAMLIN INTO THE ROOM. Nicolay stops
when he sees the president-elect's odd position. 

NICOLAY
...Mr. Lincoln? 

LINCOLN
(from under the settee)

I'll be with you in just...

NICOLAY
Can I help you find something, sir?

LINCOLN
Nonsense.  

NICOLAY
Nonsense?

LINCOLN
My joke book. Book of Nonsense. Edward
Lear. Quite funny... 

(shimmying out)
It seems to have disappeared.

He emerges empty-handed. 

NICOLAY
I'll look for it, sir. In any event,
Mr. Hamlin is here.

LINCOLN
(standing)

So I see. 
(extends his hand)

Mr. Hamlin, at long last.
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HAMLIN
It is a pleasure to finally meet
you, sir. 

(shaking his hand)
Being as how I was foist upon you by
the national convention.

LINCOLN
Well, I'm sure it is a wise and
fortunate foisting at that.

NICOLAY
If you'll excuse me, I'll check with
the kitchen about lunch. 

Nicolay EXITS. Hamlin turns back to Lincoln.   

HAMLIN
As I recall, Mr. Lincoln, you didn't
wear a beard when I last saw you
speak on the floor of the House. 

LINCOLN
Oh, yes. 

(rubs his chin)
A suggestion from a young constituent.
It's the wonder of a face like mine --
any change is welcome.

HAMLIN
(chuckles)

You remind me that your speech was
full of good humor and sharp points.
I was forever convulsed with laughter. 

LINCOLN
And, as I recall hearing a speech of
yours in the Senate, it was filled
chock up with the very best kind of
anti-slavery doctrine. 

HAMLIN
Thank you, sir. I do firmly believe,
if there is war, slavery must be the
issue that is addressed. 

LINCOLN
Amongst many issues, yes. 

HAMLIN
But certainly none more important
than slavery, I'm sure you agree. 



                                         VPotus ONE/Woody                                           15.

LINCOLN
(avoiding)

Let me ask you this, Hamlin. How do
you feel about Chicken Fricassee? 

HAMLIN
...Chicken Fricassee? 

(confused)
It's a fine dish, I suppose. 

LINCOLN
Good. I'm hoping lunch today is the
Chicken Fricassee. My favorite. 

On Hamlin's somewhat bewildered look, 

FLASH FORWARD TO:

EXT. ENCAMPMENT, BANGOR FAIRGROUNDS 1889 - DAY

As Old Hamlin and the other veterans POSITION THEMSELVES for
the photo, the Photographer STEPS OUT IN FRONT OF THE CAMERA
to address the men, while his Apprentice finishes loading
the camera. 

PHOTOGRAPHER
Gentlemen, we will need a couple of
the taller amongst you--

SFX: CAMERA CLICK:

FLASH! The Photographer stops, turns back to the Apprentice.

PHOTOGRAPHER (CONT'D)
Damnit, Carlson! You took a picture
of the back of my head!

(to the soldiers)
Okay, we gotta reload here. Relax.

As they do, a TEEN APPROACHES Hamlin. 

KID
Mr. Hamlin. Your daughter's here. 

Hamlin and a few other soldiers turn and see ELLEN HAMLIN
(54) APPROACHING.  

OLD HAMLIN
(to the teen)

That is my wife.

KID
No, sir, I mean that one there.
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He points to Ellen. Hamlin slow-burns.

OLD HAMLIN
Don't you have other errands to run? 

The teen TAKES OFF. Old Hamlin notices the Old Nosy Soldier
smirking is at him. 

OLD HAMLIN (CONT'D)
(explaining)

I happened to have been married to
her older sister, half-sister, Sarah,
who sadly passed a few years ago.
Ellen arrived to help me with the
children... 

OLD NOSY VETERAN
Look, you don't gotta explain nothin'
to me. I'm just a regular ol'
Greenbush shopkeep... married to a
woman my own age. 

OLD HAMLIN
Bully for you, Stark. Good day.

He TURNS to greet Ellen.

OLD HAMLIN (CONT'D)
Ellie, what are you doing here?

ELLEN
I could barely stand another day
without seeing my dear husband. 

Hamlin smiles at the joke.

ELLEN (CONT'D)
Oh, and... this came for you.

She hands him a TELEGRAM. He takes it and starts to read,
then realizes the Old Nosy Soldier is looking over his
shoulder. Hamlin shoots him a look and steps away to read
it, then looks up at her. 

OLD HAMLIN
Honestly, Ellen. This again? It's
not something I care to do. 

ELLEN
(admonishing)

Now, Hannibal... don't be that way.
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EXT. HOTEL, CHICAGO ILLINOIS 1860 - LATE MORNING

Establish. 

INT. LINCOLN'S SUITE - FOYER - RESUME 

WE PICK UP WHERE WE LEFT OFF: Lincoln takes paperwork from a
small table and looks it over. He sits (with a grunt) in one
of the parlor chairs.  

LINCOLN
(re: paperwork)

It appears you and I have not yet
spent a moment in office and we are
already behind in matters of state. 

Hamlin MOVES toward the chair opposite Lincoln.

HAMLIN
Indeed. It seems Buchanan is leaving
us quite a mess.

As he starts to sit, MARY LINCOLN (nearly 42) ENTERS from
the bedroom and sees him.

MARY
Don't you dare sit down in the
presence of the future First Lady. 

LINCOLN
(turning)

Oh, Mollie. 
(standing)

This is Vice-President-Elect Hamlin.

HAMLIN
(standing)

Mrs. Lincoln...

MARY
Why, Mr. Hamlin, I have heard so
much about you. I understand you cut
the pigeon's wing like few others. 

HAMLIN
Ellen and I do enjoy a turn or two
around the dance floor. 

MARY
(with an eye to Lincoln)

Do please tell her there is no one
more envious than I. 
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LINCOLN
Least it go unnoticed, Mr. Hamlin,
the wife is referring to my lack of
grace in such endeavors. 

MARY
(to Hamlin)

In fact, the first time Mr. Lincoln
saw me was at a soiree in Springfield
where he traversed the floor and -- 

LINCOLN
(cutting her off)

-- made a beeline right for young Miss
Mary Todd, informed her that I wanted
to dance with her in the worst way.

MARY
(annoyed)

Why don't you go ahead then and tell
the story, Abraham. 

LINCOLN
(oblivious)

So she accepted my invitation, and
afterward informed me that I did indeed
dance in the worst possible way. 

Lincoln laughs. Hamlin, sensing some tension, forces a laugh.

MARY
Well then... since my input is not
altogether necessary here, I am off
to explore Chicago. 

(with meaning)
I understand the city is replete with
many fine apparel and dress shops. 

LINCOLN
(with dread)

Mother...

She shoots him an icy look, then TURNS to Hamlin.  

MARY
(smiling)

Mr. Hamlin, do extend to your wife
my good wishes. I look forward to
meeting her.  

HAMLIN
I will be most happy to, Mrs. Lincoln.
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MARY
(turns to Lincoln)

I shouldn't be more than an hour or
two. 

LINCOLN
That is all it takes, I'm afraid. 

(then)
Oh, Mollie? Would you have seen my
book? My joke book?

MARY
Your nonsense book? Yes, I used it
to kill a bug in the other room. Now
it has been of some good use.  

(smiles benevolently)
Gentlemen...

She EXITS. A beat, Hamlin turns to Lincoln.

HAMLIN
She is... lovely. 

LINCOLN
Yes, she can, from time to time,
present as such. 

EXT. ENCAMPMENT, BANGOR FAIRGROUNDS, 1889 - RESUME

While the Photographer finishes preparing the camera for
another picture, Ellen listens patiently to the Older
Hamlin's complaints. 

OLD HAMLIN
Honestly, Ellie, another statue of
Lincoln? They're unveiling another
statue of Lincoln? 

ELLEN
Yes, and they want you to dedicate
it. I think it's wonderful. 

OLD HAMLIN
(reading)

"'Abraham Lincoln: The Man.' Augustus
Saint-Gaudens will unveil..."

(looks up)
In Chicago?

A VETERAN and some others -- including the OLD NOSY VETERAN --
has overheard, pipes in.
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VET #1
A great man, Mr. Lincoln. Held our
nation together.

VET #2
I reckon ol' Abe was one of the
greatest presidents we ever had. 

VET #1
No, the greatest! Heck, he was the
"Great Emancipator." 

VET #2
Thah's right... the Great Emancipator. 

OLD HAMLIN
(annoyed)

Yes, yes... the "Great Emancipator."
(turns)

Ellie, Chicago is two days' travel.
And I'd have to write a speech...

ELLEN
Which you've done a thousand times.
And beautifully. I honestly don't
understand this reticence.

OLD HAMLIN
It is only that I am no longer all
that fond of extended travel. 

He sees the Old Nosy Veteran eyeballing him doubtfully. Hamlin
shoots him a look and again MOVES Ellen away. 

OLD HAMLIN (CONT'D)
Fine, Ellie, fine. We will go. 

ELLEN
Good.

(smiles)
It'll be fun. I promise.  

The Photographer STEPS OVER TO THEM.

PHOTOGRAPHER
All right, gentlemen. We're ready! 

As the men ARRANGE themselves, Hamlin realizes he's standing
next to the Old Nosy Veteran. Discretely, he MOVES AWAY just
as the CAMERA CLICKS.

FLASH TO: the picture -- PROUD VETERANS OF THE UNION ARMY...
except Old Hamlin, whose face is the only one blurred and
unrecognizable (pretty much what history did to him).
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EXT. LINCOLN'S HOTEL SUITE - RESUME 

Hamlin and Lincoln SIT DOWN AGAIN, as Lincoln regathers his
paperwork.  

LINCOLN
I understand there is quite a bit of
new grumbling by our southern
neighbors, none too pleased with the
election. 

HAMLIN
South Carolina, in particular...
discussing secession.  

LINCOLN
(chuckles)

Apparently, I was hanged in effigy
last week in Pensacola.

HAMLIN
They are altogether convinced that
you are a threat to that most
unpleasant institution of theirs. 

LINCOLN
(picking up paperwork)

Yes, yes, that they are. 

HAMLIN
An institution, as you know, I have
spoken out against since my first
term in Congress...

Lincoln has put on his reading glasses to look over the
paperwork, half-listening to Hamlin's diatribe.  

HAMLIN (CONT'D)
It is a blight of mildew upon any
productive society, a moral and social
evil that does violence to the rights
of man. To any thinking, reasonable,
responsible being, slavery is an
institution that must be eradicated. 

LINCOLN
(looks up)

Actually, Mr. Hamlin, my concern is
the preservation of the Union.  

HAMLIN
Of course, of course. But a Union
without slavery would be the better
Union to preserve, wouldn't you say?
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LINCOLN
(nods)

A Union without slavery would be
fine. However...

(looks back at the
paperwork)

...a Union with slavery, or a Union
with a little slavery, will do just
as well. My priority is the adhesion
of our 33 states.  

HAMLIN
(a beat)

The... adhesion? 
(at a loss)

Well, 33, I suppose... a fine number.

EXT. HAMLIN'S CARRIAGE 1889 - DAY

Old Hamlin and Ellen are in their carriage now, DEPARTING
the G.A.R. Encampment, headed for home.

ELLEN
What is it, Hannibal? You are grousing
more than usual.

OLD HAMLIN
I am hardly grousing. 

ELLEN
Well then... there is sullenness?  

OLD HAMLIN
I am only concerned with the fate of
our nation. 

(off her look)
In time, I fear our children's
children will be forced to emigrate,
as there will no longer be room in
this country with all the Lincoln
statues.

ELLEN
(laughs)

Hannibal...
(then)

See, this isn't like you. In fact, I
haven't heard you share a kind
sentiment about Mr. Lincoln in months.
Since you returned from Mr. Harrison's
inauguration. That was March.

OLD HAMLIN
You are imagining as much. 



                                         VPotus ONE/Woody                                           23.

ELLEN
Am I?

OLD HAMLIN
Ellie, I have already agreed to an
arduous trip to Chicago. And, rest
assured, once there, I will, with
soaring exhilaration, deliver another
glorious tribute to "The Great
Emancipator." 

ELLEN
This is what I mean. There is sarcasm
in your tone.  

OLD HAMLIN
No. No sarcasm.

(off her look)
No sarcasm. 

Ellen watches him, sure there is sarcasm. 

INT. LINCOLN'S HOTEL SUITE 1860 - AS BEFORE

Hamlin and Lincoln are STILL SEATED. 

LINCOLN
With the party as fractious as it is,
Mr. Hamlin, I fear we may be unable
to keep this Union. For that reason
it seems we must include Seward,
possibly as Secretary of State. 

HAMLIN
Sir, I know Mr. Seward and, given
his defeat by you in June, I doubt
he would accept a post in your
Cabinet. 

LINCOLN
Nonetheless, I must still make the
offer. And I will be depending on
you for assistance. In fact, I will
be depending on you quite a bit during
our tenure together. More so, I
imagine, than most presidents.

HAMLIN
Well, that is welcome news, Mr.
Lincoln. Most welcome, indeed. 
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LINCOLN
Now, here is the thing about Seward:
If he should refuse the offer, it is
important that he not do so for the
wrong reason. That is to be avoided
at all costs. 

HAMLIN
The wrong reason being...

LINCOLN
A lack of faith in my administration. 

HAMLIN
Ahh, I see your meaning.

LINCOLN
However... should he decline the offer,
say, because he prefers to stay in
the Senate, that would be a good
reason. Which is what you'll have to
discern before you make the offer.

HAMLIN
Of course. 

(then)
Wait. Before I make the offer? 

LINCOLN
Yes. Then you will know how to
proceed.

HAMLIN
So, I am to determine Seward's reason
for refusing the offer before the
offer has been... offered? 

LINCOLN
Exactly. 

(then)
When will you see him next? 

HAMLIN
In a week's time, I imagine. 

(then)
Forgive me, sir, but... it seems that
Mr. Seward would have little reason to
explain why he is turning down an offer
that has not yet been made. I am not
sure how I am to go about...
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LINCOLN
(laughs)

You remind me of a situation not
unlike the one I faced when I was a
young captain in the Bucktail
Rangers... 

HAMLIN
The Bucktail... the war with Mexico?

LINCOLN
(nods)

My platoon was marching in formation
when we came upon a fence that blocked
our path. Well, I had no idea what
to instruct the men to do. So, after
giving it some thought, I told the
company that they were dismissed for
exactly two minutes. "At the end of
that time," I said to them, "fall in
on the other side of that fence!"

Lincoln laughs, while Hamlin considers. Then,

HAMLIN
Uh-huh. Well, thank you for the...
advice.

LINCOLN
(standing)

Mr. Hamlin, I have all the faith
that you will pitch into this task
like a dog in a root. 

On Hamlin's uneasy nod and smile,

EXT. PENNSYLVANIA AVENUE, WASHINGTON, D.C. - AFTERNOON

Congress is adjourning for the day. A few CARRIAGES LUMBER
BY on the wide dirt road that narrows in the distance at the
Capitol building (its dome yet to be constructed).
CONGRESSIONAL TYPES, wrapped tight for the December chill,
MAKE THEIR WAY to stables or waiting carriages, some BOARDING
HORSECARS, AVOIDING THE MUDDY PATCHES of the street. Others
HEAD PAST SHOPS and small spindly trees that jut up beside
the boarded walkway.

    FONT
                      December 1860
                     WASHINGTON, D.C.

Among those taking leave for the day is Hamlin, MAKING HIS
WAY to his hotel, when he spots SENATOR WILLIAM SEWARD (59)
on the walkway ahead of him.      
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HAMLIN
Seward!

Seward, thin, big nose, a perennial cigar in his mouth, turns. 

SEWARD
Ah, Hamlin. Good to see you. 

Hamlin CATCHES UP, THEY WALK TOGETHER. 

SEWARD (CONT'D)
I have not yet congratulated you on
your new position.

HAMLIN
Thank you. And I must say, I have
been pleasantly surprised by the
president-elect's reliance on me.   

SEWARD
Good to hear. 

Seward takes a draw on his cigar. 

HAMLIN
(affecting casual)

So... I was wondering if you have given
any thought to the various cabinet
positions that Mr. Lincoln will need
to fill? For insance, hypothetically,
say... Secretary of State?

SEWARD
If that is what you wanted to talk
about, we might as well stop here. I
don't want the place. 

HAMLIN
I see, I see. Well, I hope your
feeling as such is not due to your
holding Lincoln and his new
administration in low regard... 

SEWARD
That is exactly the case, Hamlin. 

HAMLIN
Well, I'm sorry to hear it. 

SEWARD
Of course, these days I find the
whole of Washington nothing but a
collection of repugnant scoundrels. 

(MORE)
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SEWARD (CONT'D)
Mr. Lincoln's administration is merely
an extension of that.

HAMLIN
Well, that is too bad.

SEWARD
To tell you the truth, I'm sick of
public life. And I have been thinking
about resigning from the Senate...
or at least refusing to run for
reelection.

HAMLIN
Hold on...

(STOPS, brightens)
So, it isn't as much a Lincoln
Administration you despise. Rather... 

Seward STOPS, TURNS to Hamlin as Hamlin explains.

HAMLIN (CONT'D)
...you are disgusted by all the
scoundrels and miscreants in Washington? 

SEWARD
Yes. 

HAMLIN
That is wonderful news! 

SEWARD
(unsure)

It is wonderful news? 

Hamlin takes out an envelope that he PROFFERS to Seward. 

HAMLIN
From Mr. Lincoln. 

Seward looks skeptically at him, takes the letter. 

SEWARD
(reads envelope)

"Private and Confidential..." 
(opens it, scans)

"...your integrity, ability, learning
and great experience combine to render
this an appointment pre-eminently..."  

(looks up)
Remarkable! He is offering me
Secretary of State! 
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HAMLIN
Yes. And now you are free to turn it
down because you are disgusted with
the scoundrels in Washington. 

SEWARD
Of course, of course. Except, now he
has made the offer. 

(off Hamlin's look)
Now it is something I must consider.
Tell Mr. Lincoln I will give him my
decision at the earliest possible
moment. 

HAMLIN
So... now you are considering it? 

Seward TURNS TO CONTINUE WALKING, then TURNS back to him. 

SEWARD
Well, come on, come on...

EXT. HAMLIN CARRIAGE 1889 - AS EARLIER

Old Hamlin and Ellen are still on their way home. 

ELLEN
You have to admit, there was no one
Mr. Lincoln relied on more in
assembling his Cabinet. 

OLD HAMLIN
Yes, the Cabinet. And then came the
inauguration...

EXT. NEW HAVEN TRAIN STATION - DAY

HAMLIN'S TRAIN sits idle, waiting to depart. An IMMENSE CROWD
has gathered around the train's back platform.

 FONT
  On His Way to the Inauguration 

               NEW HAVEN, CONNECTICUT
                 February 19, 1861

From the platform, Hamlin is finishing a speech to the crowd.
YOUNG ELLEN (25) and A BARREL-CHESTED BUSINESSMAN stand nearby
looking on. 

HAMLIN
...the fathers of the republic are
now represented by that great and
good man whom the people have elevated 

(MORE)
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HAMLIN (CONT'D)
to the highest office within the
gifts of any nation on the face of
the earth -- Abraham Lincoln of
Illinois! 

Wild CHEERING AND APPLAUSE as Hamlin pockets the speech and
REACHES OUT to the many out-stretched hands awaiting his. 

HAMLIN (CONT'D)
If I had as many arms as that ancient
fellow, what's his name -- Briareus? --
they say he had a hundred -- 

Suddenly the TRAIN LURCHES FORWARD and Hamlin is PULLED BODILY
over the railing out onto the throng of admirers. The train
STOPS. Young Ellen and the businessman are understandably
surprised. 

YOUNG ELLEN
Oh dear...

The businessman TURNS to her.  

BUSINESSMAN
I am sure this is in no way a
harbinger of things to come. 

YOUNG ELLEN
(nods)

Um-hmm...

EXT. BALTIMORE TRAIN DEPOT - LATE EVENING 

The TRAIN PULLS IN with a sigh-like blast of steam, stopping
for PASSENGERS to BOARD AND DISEMBARK. 

                        FONT
               Later on the Same Trip
                BALTIMORE, MARYLAND
                 February 23, 1861

INT. TRAIN'S SLEEPER CAR - SAME TIME

A FEW WEARY PASSENGERS MAKE THEIR WAY down the aisle, passing
curtained berths on either side. When they pass a particular
second-level berth, WE GO INSIDE the berth. 

INT. HAMLIN'S BERTH - SAME TIME

TIGHT ON HAMLIN, as he lies awake, listening to the night
and the RUMBLINGS of a mob outside.
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SECESSIONIST (O.S.)
By God, we'll make sure no damn
abolitionists like Lincoln or Hamlin
ever enter the White House! Let's
search the train!

Hamlin understandably looks concerned. 

INT. TRAIN'S SLEEPER CAR - SAME TIME

Several DEAD DRUNK REBELS move down the aisle with a LANTERN,
STOPPING AT EACH BERTH to whip back the curtain.

INT. HAMLIN'S BERTH - SAME TIME

Hamlin hears the men getting closer, slurring drunken and
profane invectives as they YANK BACK curtain after curtain.
Hamlin is unsure how to defend himself, knows he has no way
out, then WHISH! Now face-to-face with a LANTERN and SEVERAL
REBEL FACES, Hamlin can only stare back. Finally,   

SECESSIONIST
Eh, 'snobody. 

The lantern and sloppy drunks MOVE ON. Hamlin LEANS BACK and
breathes a sigh of relief. 

EXT. HAMLIN'S CARRIAGE 1889 - AS BEFORE

Ellen and Old Hamlin continue to discuss his "attitude." 

ELLEN
You were forever an ally, Hannibal.
Forever loyal to the president. And
I know he was grateful. 

OLD HAMLIN
Right. You are right, Ellie. In fact,
he said as much to me. And since it
appears he never lied to anyone, it
MUST be true. After all, he was old
Honest Abe. 

Ellen looks suspiciously at him. More sarcasm?  

EXT. FORT SUMTER - MORNING        

In the DARKNESS of the early morning, under overcast skies,
the fort is barely discernible. Along the not-so-distant
shores, we see the LIGHTED CONFEDERATE BATTERIES.

                     FONT
                 FORT SUMTER
        CHARLESTON HARBOR, SOUTH CAROLINA
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                April 12, 1861
     3:30 a.m. 

INT. FORT SUMTER - SAME TIME

In the Officers' Quarters, a groggy group of TEN OR SO
OFFICERS GATHER around (Union) MAJOR ROBERT ANDERSON (55), a
bookish, mild-mannered, sensitive man, beardless with thinning
gray hair (though a Southerner to his core, he was loyal to
the Union). In the bad lighting (there was no oil for lamps)
Anderson is squinting at a piece of paper.  

MAJOR ANDERSON
"...by the authority of General
Beauregard, we have the honor to
notify you we will open fire on Fort
Sumter in one hour from this time..."
So on and so forth...

(skips ahead)
"...very respectfully, your obedient
servants..." 

SOLDIER  
Polite somabitches. Suppose that's
Beauregard.

A few of the others chuckle (it was all very casual).  

MAJOR ANDERSON
Yes, which he learned from me at West
Point. 

(a deep breath)
Well, nothing to be done as yet.
Tell the men to get some sleep. 

(then)
And where's Doubleday?

DOUBLEDAY (O.C.)
(from the back)

Yup!

As the other officers MOVE OFF, CAPTAIN ABNER DOUBLEDAY (of
later baseball fame), mustachioed, curly hair (41), STAYS
BEHIND to talk with Anderson.

ANDERSON
You got a someplace to sleep?
Someplace safe? 

DOUBLEDAY
Oh, yeah. Don't gotta worry 'bout
ol' Abner Doubleday. 

(MORE)
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DOUBLEDAY (CONT'D)
Found a cozy spot in the magazine
opposite Cummings Point. Safest place
in the fort.

FLIP TO:

INT. FORT SUMTER POWDER MAGAZINE - LATER

In DARKNESS, Doubleday sleeps soundly...

                       FONT
                     4:30 a.m.

...A CANNON BALL SLAMS INTO THE WALL BESIDE DOUBLEDAY,
shattering brickwork and mortar, rocking the place, and
TOSSING HIM to the floor, where he SCRAMBLES to get out. 

EXT. FORT SUMTER - PRE-DAWN     

CANNON BALLS ARC through the early morning sky, CRASHING
into and beside the fort. Nineteen batteries around the harbor
are now FIRING VOLLEYS, one after the next in orchestrated
succession. Smoke billows from within Sumter's brick walls.
(The fort had yet to fire a shot, since cannon balls were
scarce and would be wasted in the darkness.) 

EXT. WHITE HOUSE - PRE-DAWN

Establish in the FAINT LIGHT.

INT. SECOND FLOOR CORRIDOR - SAME TIME

Gas lamps light the hallway, where Lincoln's OTHER SECRETARY
JOHN HAY (23), handsome with a strong chin and wavy brown
hair, WAITS outside Lincoln's bedroom, a dispatch in hand.
Behind him, a SOLDIER WAITS, having delivered the dispatch.
Finally, Lincoln, in his night shirt, opens the door and
squints out to see his young secretary. 

LINCOLN
...Hay?

HAY
Sorry to wake you, sir. 

LINCOLN
You didn't. 

Hay HANDS Lincoln the dispatch. Lincoln takes it, NODDING to
acknowledge the soldier as he does.
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SOLDIER
(nods back)

Sir.

Lincoln reads it, then looks up at Hay. 

LINCOLN
And the first shots?

HAY
The Rebels, sir. 

LINCOLN
Good. 

(hands dispatch back)
You'd better see that Seward and
Stanton, Welles... the rest of the
Cabinet are notified.

HAY
Of course. 

Lincoln starts to close the door.

HAY (CONT'D)
Sir? 

(off Lincoln's look)
The vice president?

LINCOLN
The vice president?

HAY
Should we send word to him?

LINCOLN
Oh... 

(considers it, then)
No, I imagine he'll learn of it sooner
or later.

And, as Lincoln closes the door to prepare for the day and
the emerging civil war, 

               END OF EPISODE ONE 
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What’s True 
 
 
 
 

Hamlin at Fort McClary 
	

While he was still vice president of the 
United States, Hamlin decided to join 
the army’s coast guard. He hated the VP 
job and Lincoln had been largely 
ignoring him. He was stationed at Fort 
McClary, Maine, where he was issued a 
standard private’s uniform and a rifle. 
He marched with the other troops and 
took his shifts standing sentry, 
eventually working his way up to cook. 
•  Publically, Hamlin would only 
address his odd decision to join the 
army as “the duty of every responsible 
citizen.” But there were several nettling 
circumstances that might justify veiled 
bitterness. •  The fort, at that stage of the 
war, was made up mostly of soldiers too 
old or too young to fight.   

  
Lincoln at Fort Stevens 

 
During Hamlin’s time as a private in the 
army, Lincoln was nearly killed at Fort 
Stevens in Washington when he insisted 
on watching a battle from a parapet 
(surrounding wall) of the fort. Dr. 
Charles Crawford was shot in the leg as 
he stood beside Lincoln. Lincoln 
remained standing while the rest of the 
contingent scrambled for cover. 
Confederate sharpshooters recognized 
Lincoln and began firing at him. A 
young Sgt. Oliver Wendell Holmes was 
part of the contingent and, while it is 
believed he was the one who yelled at 



Lincoln to get down, it is a matter 
disputed. Lincoln gave orders to 
reposition the Union troops when 
General Horatio Wright pulled Lincoln 
down. Lincoln’s disgruntled response, 
after sitting, was, “I thought I was the 
commander in chief.” 

 
Hamlin at Fort McClary 
While Lincoln was at Fort Stevens 

 
There is understandably no record of 
Hamlin’s conversations in the kitchen at 
Fort McClary. And it’s doubtful 
anything like his misunderstanding 
about Lincoln’s death ever took place. 
But had Lincoln been killed, this might 
have been what unfolded. It is a salient 
fabrication the author felt had to be 
explored. BTW, one month after Lincoln 
was nearly gunned down at Fort 
Stevens, another bullet missed his head 
by inches. He was riding his horse, Old 
Abe, from the White House to the 
Lincolns’ summer cottage one night. He 
often made this ride without military 
protection, something he had been 
asked not to do. A gunshot spooked Old 
Abe, who bolted up the hill to the 
cottage. Soldiers there met the 
president, then went down to inspect 
the area. They found Lincoln’s hat, with 
a bullet hole through its center. Lincoln 
joked about it, passing it off as a 
misfired gun. This too happened during 
the time Hamlin was working in 
McClary’s kitchen.  

 
 

Hannibal & Ellen  
 

Hamlin’s first wife (Sarah Emery) died 
in 1855. Sarah’s younger half-sister Ellen 
came to help Hamlin care for his three 
kids (Charles, Cyrus and Sally). A year 
later Hamlin married Ellen. She was 26 



years younger than he (in 1860 she was 
25, Hamlin was 51). They had two boys, 
Frank and Hannibal. •  In his later years, 
Hamlin became a prominent member of 
the G.A.R. (Grand Army of the 
Republic), an organization of some 
political clout, made up of veteran 
Union soldiers who participated in 
annual Civil War reenactments at 
fairgrounds around the country.  •   By 
1889 the country was awash with 
Lincoln statues. The statue in Chicago 
by Augustus Saint-Gaudins (Abraham 
Lincoln: The Man) is still standing, 
though it was unveiled in 1887, not 1889.  
 
 

The Election of 1860 
 

In the summer of 1860, Republicans at 
the convention in Chicago chose Hamlin 
as Lincoln’s running mate. Lincoln had 
no part in the decision, nor did Hamlin. 
Neither was at the convention. Hamlin 
was a U.S. Senator at the time and had 
no intention, nor desire, to become vice 
president. • Hamlin was staying at the 
Washington House Hotel in Sellersville, 
Pennsylvania when he was awakened 
by Rep. Schuyler Colfax and the other 
senators, who told him the news. 
(Hamlin’s grandson, Charles, insisted 
his grandfather was playing poker at the 
time, but it is a disputed point and more 
likely fanciful on Charles’ part.) Hamlin 
declined the proposal, but Schuyler 
convinced him that doing so would 
show a lack of faith in the party and 
thereby embolden the Democrats. • On 
his way to the inauguration Hamlin was 
bodily pulled off the back of the train by 
handshaking well-wishers. • There was 
a plot to kill both Lincoln and Hamlin 
before they reached Washington for the 
inauguration. Lincoln was sneaked 
through Baltimore in the dead of night, 
in disguise. Hamlin’s train was stopped 



and searched. He surely would have 
been beaten and/or killed had his 
would-be assailants not passed him off 
as nobody.   

 
 

Hamlin & Lincoln’s 
First Meeting 

 
Hamlin and Lincoln had not met each 
other before they were elected. • Many 
people at the time knew Lincoln 
primarily as a prolific joke teller—they 
did not consider him serious enough to 
be president. (Lincoln had an incredible 
ability to summon up jokes and stories, 
often employing a variety of ethnic 
dialects to do so, and occasionally 
leaving listeners rather stunned at the 
level of ribaldry.) • One of Lincoln’s 
favorite books was Book of Nonsense, a 
joke book by Edward Lear. • Hamlin’s 
first meeting with Mary Lincoln was 
cordial, though she would later grow to 
dislike him after he made comments 
about her profligate spending during 
wartime. • The acrimony would make 
Hamlin’s access to Lincoln’s second 
floor office (in the living quarters) 
awkward. • Unlike Lincoln, Hamlin was 
an excellent dancer. The story Lincoln 
tells about his meeting Mary and 
wanting to dance with her “in the worst 
way,” is one he frequently told. • 
Lincoln, early on, promised Hamlin he 
would be relying on the vice president a 
great deal. And, in fact, he did while he 
was assembling his Cabinet. When they 
took office, however, Hamlin became 
forever an afterthought. Hamlin, in turn, 
referred to himself (several times) as a 
“fifth wheel on a buggy.”  

 
 
 



Seward 
 
In Hamlin and Lincoln’s first meeting, 
both expected Senator Seward to turn 
down the offer of Secretary of State. 
Lincoln asked Hamlin to find out (ahead 
of the offer) if Seward’s reason for doing 
so was for a good reason or bad. •  
Though there is no record of Lincoln 
specifically telling Hamlin the story of 
his directing troops to get past an 
impeding fence (as a Bucktail Ranger in 
the War with Mexico), it was a story 
Lincoln was fond of telling, and 
certainly would have been apropos in 
this instant.  

 
 

      On Slavery   
   Hamlin vs. Lincoln 

 
Hamlin was largely known for his 
strong anti-slavery stance, and spoke 
out against it frequently and 
consistently from the time he entered 
politics in the 1830s. •  Lincoln’s priority 
at the onset of the Civil War was not 
slavery, but preserving the Union. 
Though he may not have said it directly 
to Hamlin, he did say, “A Union 
without slavery would be fine. 
However, a Union with slavery, or a 
Union with a little slavery, will do just 
as well.” Hamlin frequently pushed 
(nagged) Lincoln for both emancipation 
and black conscription. Lincoln resisted 
both issues until later in his presidency.  

 
 

Fort Sumter 
 
The Union’s commanding officer at Fort 
Sumter during the Confederate attack, 
Major Robert Anderson, was a good 
friend of opposing Confederate General 



P. G. T. Beauregard. Anderson was, as 
well, Beauregard’s teacher/mentor at 
West Point. Hence, their correspondence 
before and during the attack was quite 
affectionate. •  Abner Doubleday (of 
later baseball fame) was a soldier at the 
fort and a friend of Major Anderson. 
Before the bombing, Doubleday 
believed he’d found the safest place in 
the fort to sleep. One of the first shots 
fired by the Confederates hit the wall 
next to his head and nearly killed him.    

	


