
 

Copyright 2010 Nelson Lauver. May not be reprinted, reproduced, or published without permission. 

www.theamericanstoryteller.com 

 

 
Text Version of Audio Story: The Box 

 
Should they open the box, or shouldn’t they? That was the question. Everybody 
knew what was supposed to be in the lead-lined box. But was it really there? 
There had been many threats to steal what was in the box, and several men had 
tried. They were in the process of absconding with it when federal agents caught 
them in the act. 
 
The box had been opened a few years prior. People said, back then, they just 
wanted to be sure that what was supposed to be in it really was in it. But now, 
after all these years, people said they needed to be sure again. The box had 
been moved numerous times for numerous reasons, including the fear of theft. A 
building was built just to house the box, and now it needed major renovations. A 
man named Robert was tired of seeing the box moved over and over again. He 
was tired of the controversy. He was tired of the threats to steal it. He was very 
confident that what was supposed to be in the box was indeed in the box. But 
other people weren’t confident, or so they say. I think the other people there were 
probably just more curious than anything else. The debate continued for several 
hours, and finally it was decided. 
 
Send for plumber Hopkins and his nephew. Those fellows have every tool 
imaginable, and they’re skilled with them, too. We’ll get those fellows to open the 
box. We’ll get them to do it carefully.  
 
So, Hopkins and his nephew came. As they worked carefully for about an hour, 
using their chisels to create a window, if you will, in the top of the box, Robert 
stood by. He didn’t like this. He didn’t like this one bit. He knew the truth that the 
people in charge were just more curious about what was in the box than anything 
else. Finally, the opening was complete, and one by one they looked in the box. 
In all, 23 people had a look-see. Every last one of them agreed on that day in 
1901 that what was placed in that box about 35 years earlier was still there. 
There was no doubt about it. They were looking at the real thing. Remarkably 
preserved after all these years, those 23 people had looked in that chiseled 
opening and had seen the face of Abraham Lincoln. 
 
Lincoln was well-embalmed, not necessarily a common practice at the time, but 
he was the president. His son, Robert Lincoln, was bound and determined that 
he would never again allow morbid curiosity to get the best of people. Lincoln’s 
tomb was being reconstructed. At Robert’s insistence, his father’s remains would 
be interred under the floor of the tomb with no possible way of getting to it, even 
the massive machinery of today would be hard-pressed to crack President 
Lincoln’s final resting place. The window in Lincoln’s casket was closed back up; 
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then, under Robert’s direction, the casket was lowered into a large steel cage ten 
feet below the ground level of the floor of the tomb. Once inside the massive 
steel bars of the cage, Robert Lincoln ordered the concrete to be poured. 
 
In all, four tons of wet cement were sloshed in, completely enveloping the 
President’s casket and the steel bars around it. Robert Lincoln was confident. 
Never again would anyone disturb the Great Emancipator. Never again would the 
morbidly curious stir the remains of the man who preserved the Union. Never 
again would he be kept awake at night with worry that his father could not rest as 
he deserved to.  
 
President Lincoln is interred under the Lincoln Tomb in the Oak Ridge Cemetery 
in Springfield, Illinois. His is the most visited grave in America. One million people 
per year visit to pay their respects. 
 
God rest your soul, Abraham Lincoln. 
 
I’m the American Storyteller. 


