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CHAPTER 1. NO ROOM IN THE INN
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Abraham Lincoln is the only President of the United States that holds a patent 


under his name. His patent is for an invention to lift boats over shoals and obstructions in 

a river. It was filed on March 10, 1849, six days after the end of his only term as a U.S. 


Congressman and the last day he was in Washington D.C. before he returned to 

Illinois, and six years before “the Great Scorn,” in the McCormick Reaper Case. 



Lincoln never commercialized his invention. While it addressed a real 


commercial need in barge travel, he never made money from it. In today’s world, Lincoln 

would have been classified by the “Technical Elite Giants,” as a non-practicing entity or 


“troll” and not entitled to his creation. Lincoln’s patent was issued on May 22, 1849. 

Yet, without the knowledge he gained from filing this patent, he may have never become 

President.





Nestled in the small town of Rhineback, New York, in the northwest part of Dutchess 

County in the Hudson Valley was the only lodging house for miles. Because of this rarity, the 

Beekman Arms Hotel was always packed to capacity. Today was no different. 

Having arrived at the Rhinecliff Train Station, the husky, elderly gentleman with a long dark beard with grey down the middle, quickly departed the train station with a sense of urgency. He was impeccably dressed and professional. It was easy to notice him, as there was an air of moral certainty about him as if he were a prophet who had stepped out of the Old Testament. Determined to rent a room at the Hotel, he took no time to admire the towns shaded streets, gracious homes, and grand estates. 

Sensing he was headed in the wrong direction, he stopped an old man, “excuse me sir, 

will you direct me to the Beekman Arms Hotel?” 

“Why of course I will! You are in Rhineback sir! We take our hospitality serious here. In 

fact, you should join me and my Misses, as a guest ...” 

“Kind sir, I appreciate your offer, but I am on business and need to reach the Hotel with 

all possible due haste!” 


“Oh, very well, but one needs to slow down and enjoy life before it passes them by.” 

“Yes. Yes. I will do this, but not today. Will you now direct me to the hotel?” 

“You are headed the right direction, see that large white building down the street?” 

“Yes, I do! Thank you, kind sir, he quickly began to walk.” 

“Well, that’s not it.” replied the old man.


Stopping upon his next step, he turned, agitated with the old man asked, “then where is it?” 

The old man smiled and said, “turn left at that building and it’s three blocks.” 

“Then? ... Will I see it?” cautiously he asked.

The old man smiled, “Then turn right for two blocks and you will see the Hotel.” 

“Thank you once again.” The old man nodded in appreciation. 

Mumbling under his breath while he continued the trek to the Hotel, “Village hospitality! 

Hah!”  

The closer he came to the Hotel, all the noise and the traffic and the bustle of the streets 

became louder. This was not a good sign since he had not reserved a room, but with one look at the Hotel there was a sense of calmness that overcame him. The Hotel was splendid. A magnificent antique white structure, which seemed to invite all to entered into its inner peace. Yet, upon entering the lobby, it was anything but peaceful. It was crowded, filled with people checking in and out, talking, going about their daily lives. Forcing his way through, in an effort to reach the front desk, he was greeted by the front clerk. 

“Yes, may I help you sir?”

“Yes, indeed! I am here on a legal matter in this county, and I wish to rent a room, 

preferably away from all the noise.” The man replied, as he surveyed the noise of the lobby to 

determine what the commotion was all about.

“Oh, I’m sorry sir but at this time of the year we are normally booked to capacity and 

today is no exception.” The clerk replied.

The man let out a huff. “Surely you have a room, any room?”

The clerk shook his head no. 

The man leaned toward the clerk. “Do you know who I am?”

“Ah...” the clerk examined the man carefully and hesitantly replied, “well, no sir. I’m 

sorry I do not believe I have ever had the pleasure of your acquaintance.”

“Hmm!” He grunted. “My name is Edwin Stanton young man! Now does that ring any 

bells for you?” Expecting this would get the clerks attention, and more importantly, a room.

Shaking his head slowly, concerned that this man was indeed a notable character but also 

had to balance this possibility with the reality that all the rooms of the hotel were indeed filled, 

the clerk replied rather sheepishly, “I am quite sorry Mr. Stanton, but all our rooms are already 

reserved.” 

Wanting to see if there was any way possible to find a room in case the man was 

important, the clerk offered. “Please give me one moment to see if there is anything, I may be 

able to do.”

“Hmm!” snorted Stanton. “Very well see to it man!”

The clerk quickly surveyed the hotel’s registry in hopes to squeeze out one final room, 

any room for Mr. Stanton. After a multiple of checks, cross checks and double cross checks, the 

clerk had his answer.

“I am sorry Mr. Stanton but there simply aren’t any rooms available. It’s so crowded, in 

fact, that many have agreed to share their room with other guests! But wait, one second.”

The clerk came upon an idea. He carefully reviewed the hotel registry one final time. “I do have one final option, although it has a very slim margin of success.”

“Man! What is it? I don’t have time to waste!” growled Stanton.

“Yes sir! Of course, sir! I have one room that the guest has not arrived as of yet. The 

hotel’s policy requires me to hold the room until half past four which is only one and one-half 

hours away. If he does not arrive by then, I am free to rent you this room.”

“What am I supposed to do, while I’m waiting?” Stanton asked shaking his head in 

disgust.

“Well, sir. If you would be so kind as to wait in our lobby, the minute the deadline 

expires, I will send a bellman to retrieve you.” The clerk responded.

“Hmm!” grunted Stanton. Mumbling to himself, disgusted with his predicament and 

even more angry that the clerk did not realize who he was, finally relented. “Oh! Very well then! 

Notify me the second the room is available!” 

“Yes sir! Of course, sir! Certainly!” The clerk acknowledged, hoping this would satisfy 

Mr. Stanton.

Stanton turned and faced the frenzy of people, noise and activity that filled the lobby. 

Wanting only to find the quietest corner possible, he turned from side to side and spied one 

empty plush red velvet chair in the far-right corner, a chair he would claim for the next one and 

one-half hours.

Reaching the chair, he sat his satchel and briefcase to the side and collapsed into the plush chair. It had already been a strenuous day and to make matters worse, he was sentenced with having to wait. Laying his head back for a small rest, he closed his eyes for a much-needed nap.  

Sitting next to him was a young man reading the local newspaper. The young man lowered his paper to see who was seated next to him. Realizing who he was, the young man closed his paper and leaned forward.

“Excuse me sir. I do not wish to intrude but aren’t you Mr. Edwin Stanton?” The young 

man asked.

Pleased that someone finally recognized him, Stanton was invigorated by the recognition. 

Raising his head, “Why yes! I am he.”

“Oh! Such an honor sir!” The young man exclaimed with great exuberance, reaching out, 

shaking Stanton’s hand. “This country owes you a great debt for your efforts! You sir, did as 

much as any general to win the war!”  
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CHAPTER 2. AN ADMISSION OF GUILT
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Stanton was a complex and driven man, a great man, both in his own estimation and in 

that of his peers. He was rude, abusive, and arbitrary, deciding the most important questions 

without anyone else’s opinion and never reconsidered anything. He could be abusive to people 

when he was angry, which happened often. It was easy to dislike him. He did not suffer fools or 

bores gladly, but could be charming and courtly, and could be deferential if it served his purposes.

But the way to Stanton’s heart was praise and acknowledgment of his accomplishments. 

The young man had accidently come upon the only weak spot in Stanton’s rigid exterior. 

“Sir, I do not wish to intrude, but for me, this is quite an honor! One that I will forever 

remember and tell my family about for generations to come!” explained the young man. Stanton 

relished in the glory the young man was heaping upon him.

Stanton smiled for the very first time this day. “Thank you very much for your thoughtful 

words. What is your name?”

“My name is Joshua Talcott”, answered the young man.

“Talcott? Do you happen to be related to Wait Talcott?” 

“No sir, I have never even heard of this man.”

“That’s alright. He was a client of mine many years ago. The name Talcott is a distinctive 

surname. One that is not typical. That is why I wondered if you were related.”

“No sir. I do not know him. My family is from Vermont. I am here helping my aunt’s 

family with some business after the passing of my uncle.”

“I am very sorry to hear of your family’s loss.” Replied Stanton.

“Thank you. Thank you very much for your condolences.”

“I am here on a legal matter. But I am not able to procure a room. It appears the hotel is filled. Did you have fortune in finding a room here?” asked Stanton.

“No sir. I am not staying here. I am residing at my aunt’s home, along with all the other 

family members who have come for the funeral. I came to the hotel to get away from the family, if only for a few hours, to read the newspaper in peace, away from all the chaos.”

“Ha! I think you could not have picked a worse place than this one!” exclaimed Stanton, 

looking around at the buzzing of people in the lobby.

“Indeed sir. When I first arrived, no one was here. But after the noon train arrived, the 

flow of people into the hotel has been nonstop.”

“Since I have the rare privilege of talking with you, would it be acceptable if I asked you 

one question that if I don’t ask, will forever go down as the single greatest mistake in my life?”

Stanton smiled. He adored praise. “Of course! What is it you would like to know? How I 

managed the Department of War during the darkest days of the Civil War? Or how I was able to 

supply all the necessary supplies to our troops for victory? Maybe, how I was instrumental in 

much of the strategy that led to the eventual defeat of our enemy?” Asked Stanton as his chest 

puffed a little, relishing the admiration of young Talcott.

“Well, although I’m certain those are all very interesting topics. But can you tell me what 

our dear departed President Lincoln was like?”

The air rushed out of Stanton’s puffed out chest. At first, he did not want to reply. But the 

more he thought about the question, he knew he must, if only to acknowledge his own guilt.

Stanton wiped away the tears that pooled up in his eyes, and began his story, a kind of penance, as if to acknowledge a past sin that he had committed. “The full ugliness of snubbing your fellow man is a shameful act. But the snub is not as shameful as when, to awake you to your manners. It should overtake you the embarrassment of finding your victim at the top of the ladder socially and professionally, from which you once tried to kick him, and the fear that he may now return the kick.”
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CHAPTER 3. STANTON THE ATTORNEY
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Stanton was a lawyer by trade, and though he often spoke too rapidly for pleasant 

listening, his deep voice gave an impression of strength, and he sometimes achieved striking 

effects in his choice of words. It was his cold, clear calculating logic that more than compensated 

for his lack of oratorical skills.

He was tenacious, willing to browbeat and ridicule witnesses, often to the shock of 

offended spectators. He had the ability to select the precise words that could cut one to their very 

soul, and exuded a haughty rudeness to those he considered to be inferiors in his profession. On 

one occasion Stanton was so rude to a witness that the opposition attorney, protested. Stanton 

lost patience and snapped at the attorney, “you always whine when I question your witnesses.” 

Out of the corner of his mouth, Stanton whispered in a way to the attorney so the judge could 

not see, “Puppies whine.”

The attorney was so furious he waited for Stanton outside after court recessed. Soon Stanton appeared, with a big bundle of papers under one arm, his spectacles on, and accompanied by friend who happened to be a veteran of the Mexican War. The attorney attacked Stanton. Taken by surprise, Stanton fell down hard, spectacles, and papers flying in all directions. Groping for his cane and pushing himself up with it, rushed at the young attorney, exclaiming, “Damn you! I will punish you for this!” Spectators intervened, and Stanton’s friend 

came to his aid defending him from any further attack by the young attorney. 

Stanton’s past had been filled with personal tragedies, and because of such he developed a brusqueness, designed to ward off intimacies and to preserve himself against new hurts. Once a fellow lawyer asked him for a personal loan and was rudely repulsed. But that night the man found the needed sum in his room with a note from Stanton telling him to ask for more, if and when necessary. Stanton’s instinct was to hide his need for friendship behind a stern mask, and to concentrate completely on the case at hand and win it, but when the day’s work was done, he was full of hospitality and help to everyone.

Winning was what mattered to him, and he was willing to take risks in search of victory. 

When reprimanded by a judge for excessive behavior, and ordered to sit down, he obeyed, but he would be back on his feet immediately and would gain his point. Establishing a reputation for obtaining verdicts and judgments for his clients, his business increased, as did his willingness to resort to any needed technique in order to impress judges and juries. When seeking to establish a young man’s paternity of an illegitimate baby, Stanton carried the child to the courtroom, held her on his lap during the preliminaries, and when he rose to speak, gently placed the baby in her mother’s arms and in quiet, gentle terms established the facts of parentage. 

Once a man accused of theft was brought to trial and the presiding judge asked him if he had an attorney to represent him. The defendant mumbled that he had not. Asked to look around the courtroom and choose as counsel anyone he saw, the man pointed to Stanton. Then the judge read the indictment and asked the defendant to plead guilty or not guilty. Instead of replying, the fellow gazed vacantly this way and that, mumbling incoherently as he did so, and then laughed aloud. Stanton arose and asserted that his client was obviously insane, moved that the court discharge the prisoner, and when the judge agreed, led the man tenderly out of the building. Weeks later it leaked out that Stanton had coached the defendant in his cell.

He enjoyed finding loopholes in the law. One client had been charged a ten-dollar fine for 

an ordinance against wagon drivers who rutted the main street by driving down its sloping length 

with locked brakes. Stanton got him off without penalty by making the point that the law prescribed punishment only for driving down the street, and that his client had been driving up the street.

Stanton always committed himself to his client’s case. “Stanton had about staked his life 

on winning,” one lawyer recalled. “He argued part of one day and all the next. Before noon he had torn off his cravat and opened the collar of his shirt, for he always feared apoplexy. As night drew on, I thought he would drop dead. He was black in the face. In the evening the case went to the jury. Stanton left the chamber and all night he and I walked up and down in front of the courthouse, discussing the trial and waiting for the verdict. Finally, at sunrise, the jury brought in a verdict for Stanton, and his rejoicing was ten times greater than that of the client he had saved from ruin.”

After a round of such cases, Stanton retired to self-imposed obscurity. An occasional cigar, light wines, and books provided companionship for him during the solitary evenings. He reread Plutarch’s life of Caesar, finding in it, confirmation of his distrust of all aristocracies, enjoyed Charlotte Brontë’s Jane Eyre and Madame de Staël’s Thoughts on the French Revolution, and became a devotee of Dickens. Stanton found a new interest in studying the lives of great men.
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CHAPTER 4. CYRUS MCCORMICK 
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The actual inventor of the reaper, although Cyrus McCormick generally is given the credit, was John Haskell, a lawyer who settled in Prairie Ronde, Michigan, His machine, using an attachment to cut grain in the field was operated successfully in 1835 at Foster Field, Mich. In the fall of that year, an attachment for threshing the grain was successfully used at Climax, Mich. Haskell’s was the first combination machine ever operated that both cut and threshed the grain. When at the end of the 14-year statutory period Haskell sought a patent renewal, he found Cyrus H. McCormick was using another machine with improvement. Haskell’s patent application was rejected on the ground he had neglected to patent his improvements. 

McCormick was born at Walnut Grove, Rockbridge County, Va., on February 15, 1809. 

Abraham Lincoln, born in Kentucky, on the opposite side of the Alleghenies, was born three days earlier. Cyrus, eldest of eight children, inherited the mechanical instincts of his father, and in 1831, when he was 22 years old, demonstrated and sold his history-making reaper. Homemade, mostly of wood, and produced in the blacksmith shop of his father’s large farm, its mechanical features were to become far more significant than the young inventor could imagine. 

McCormick was not entirely satisfied with his design, and it was not until he learned of another’s invention being patented that he hurried to patent his own. On June 21, 1834, he was granted a patent on his first reaper, for fourteen years, the full and exclusive right
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