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Jay Mbnaghan, 1893-1980
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Just about the first thing to get straight is the
name — or names— of our subject. For until
we do, the story can be more than a bit confus-
ing.

So turn to the lead article, “A New Source
of Information for Historians,” in the Journal
of the Hiinois State Historical Society for July,
1937. The author is fames Monaghan. Pick
up the June, 1949, issue of the same publica-
tion. The opening article, a tribute to Lloyd
Downs Lewis, is by Jay Monaghan. Run your
eye down the list of editorial staff members of
the Journalin the late 1940s. Now you will find

J. Monaghan, editor. (Italics added for em-
phasis!)

Asit happens, all of these Monaghans were
one and the same.

He was born James Jay Monaghan. We can
say that with certainty — that he was so bom
rather than so named afterward. Because he
was James Jay Monaghan /V. There had been
a succession of James Jay Monaghans before

Irung Dilliard & dean of presidents of the inots State
Historical Society. He held that post from 1947 to 1948
and was a trustee of the Hiinots State Historreal Lébrary
from 1938 to 1945. Among many awards, he recently
received an honorary Doctor of Laws degree from the
Unzversity of Missouri-St. Louss.
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him, and we can be sure that the forms James,
Jay, and J. identified various members of his
ancestry through the generations.

To make it simple, we will call him Jay—a
compromise between James and J. and the
form that he camne to prefer, as when, for ex-
ample, he established himself as editor of the
American Trails series for the Bobbs-Merrill
Company and in 1947 produced his own
valuable contribution, The Overland Trail.
He was Jay Monaghan when he published in
1945 what became his best known work,
Driplomat in Carpet Stippers: Abraham Lin-
coln Deals with Foreign Affairs.

Significantly for us, he was, for the most
part, Jay Monaghan during the years between
late 1945 through 1950 when he was Illinois
State Histonian, Librarian of the Iltinois State
Historical Library, and Secretary-Treasurer
of the Illinois State Historical Society. In that
period, he signed many communications
simply “]. Monaghan,” doubtless to save time
and inkl

We salute Jay Monaghan now on the clos-
ing of his many-sided career that ranged from
exciting adventure in out-of-the-way places to
solitary scholarship in quiet historical
libraries. For he died at the age of eighty-nine
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on October 11, 1980, at Cottage Hospital in
Santa Barbara, California, after a short ill-
ness. His wife, Mildred Elizabeth Eversole
Monaghan, close co-worker from their Illinois
years, survived him barely two weeks. She died
in their home at Santa Barbara’s Samarkand
Retirement Residence at 2663 Tallant Road
on October 23, aged seventy-eight.

A memorial service, conducted at the
Samarkand Residence the following October
30 by Chaplain Edwin T. Clemens, honored
the Monaghans with “special thanks” for the
“lives of two beautiful people” who enriched
“their contemporaries in ways of love and
understanding.”

In Chaplain Clemens'’s ministry of more
than four decades it was the first time, so he
said, that he had been “called upon to of-
ficiate at a memorial service for a husband
and wife within the span of just these few
days.”

Somehow, word of the Monaghan deaths
did not reach the office of the Illinois State
Historical Society until the following
February. And although Jay Monaghan was
an author who had received national atten-
tion as well as being a prominent figure in
Illinois historical and literary circles, the
newspapers of this state consequently missed
this sad news at the time of its occurrence. The
first printing in any substantial way was by
Bruce Cody, editor, in the State Historical
Society's Dispatch for March-April, 1981.

James Jay Monaghan IV was born on
March 19, 1891, at West Chester, Penn-
sylvania. His parents, James and Anna
(Jackson) Monaghan, were Quakers, and it
was to the Friends Central School in
Philadelphia that they sent their son for his
basic education. His pre-college years also in-
cluded a period of schooling at Vevey,
Switzerland, which would be but the earliest
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of travels that would keep him on the move off
and on throughout most of his long life.

Nearby Swarthmore College —with its
Society of Friends beginnings a half century
earlier —beckoned, and the Monaghans
responded. Jay entered in 1909. The small but
already distinguished college exposed him to
the classics and humanities. But at the same
time he heard and answered the call of the
western wild. During the summers of 1908
and 1909, he crossed most of the continent,
buckling on the chaps of a cowboy, and put-
ting his own spare frame through one Wyom-
ing roundup after another. That was just one
of the Jay Monaghans that would comprise the
whole human being.

At Swarthmore, Jay formed a friendship
that was not only endearing and enduring but
also mutually beneficial. It was with Lloyd
Downs Lewis, who had come from a Quaker
fireside in Pendleton, Indiana. Lloyd Lewis
would become an outstanding Chicago
newspaper writer and editor, a Civil War
historian, a biographer of General William T.
Sherman, and a trustee of the Illinois State
Historical Library. When Lloyd Lewis died in
1949, Jay wrote a memorable appreciation of
his friend’s life and work for the June, 1949,
issue of the Journal.

Remembering their Swarthmore years, Jay
recalled that he met Lloyd Lewis as a
freshman in the autumn of 1909. In what he
wrote about Lloyd, Jay told no little about
himself as an observer:

Even then he [Lloyd] had the thoughtful but
peculiarly penetrating eyes and a mouth that
smiled easily. His skill at seeing through human af-
fectation fascinated me. Perhaps the attraction
was enhanced because certain professors at college
were the victims of his acumen. I remember we
read Tom Sawyer together instead of memorizing
characterless logarithms. The pages about the
school children showing off before the pompous



JAMES JAY MONAGHAN




264

visitor tickled both our funny bones. We gloated
over the young lady teachers who showed off too,
lifting pretty warning fingers at bad little boys. We
liked the description of the school librarian flitting
hither and yon with arms full of books and face
glowing with exultation of “insect authority.”
Then came the nubbin—the popper of the
story — the part where the visitor, superior to all the
little show-offs, begins to show off himself.

In class after class Lloyd pointed out similar
scenes of professorial “showing off” that have
haunted me from that day to this—and certainly
have cheered many a tedious lecture in my
graduate student days.

Jay and Lloyd did not invest all their time at
Swarthmore with books, even the Tom

Sawyer kind. Jay reported that:

One night he and I painted our class numerals in-
side the translucent library clock, a feat of some
daring that required scaling the clocktower with
buckets of paint. Every quarter-hour the clock
struck with accompanying chimes while sharp pro-
peller blades fanned the machinery to blow away
dust. We had to wait until the interval between
chimes to crawl through the blades and paint like
fury so we could get out before the deadly
machinery began to whirl again. On another night
we experimented with the psychology of fear in a
manner not taught in class. We noticed the night
watchman eyeing us suspiciously and decided to
test his nerve. Both of us darted behind trees,
peered out at him, ran forward and back like
stealthy Indians in pantomime. The watchman
stood it for a few minutes, then his courage failed
him. He drew his revolver, shot, and retreated
heroically into the nearest dormitory — typical ex-
ample of showing off. Lloyd’s eyes sparkled.
“We've been under fire," he said.

The spirit of adventure that took Jay inside
the library clock tower with its whirring blades
carried him in 1911 all the way to Mexico,
where at barely twenty years of age, he lent a
helping hand to the revolution of Francisco
Madero against the dictatorial regime of
President Porfirio Diaz.

Jay did not stay in Mexico long enough to
see Madero himself overthrown and shot two
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years later in a still newer revolution. By 1912
the young adventurer was again in the
American West getting ready to begin, in
1913, the ownership and operation of the
sheep and cattle ranches in Utah and Wyom-
ing that were to occupy him enthusiastically, if
not exclusively, until 1934.

For part of 1917 Jay was back at Swarth-
more asa Hannah A. Leedon Fellow, and the
next year he devoted himself to graduate study
and an M.A. at the University of Penn-
sylvania. During World War I he served as a
teacher of aerial photography, in which he
had become expert, to military pilots.

But the West and its far-spreading ranges
were always pulling at Jay. In the spring of
1919 he and Lloyd Lewis became partners in
raising and marketing livestock. Right off, the
two friends moved a herd of sheep from Utah
to Colorado, forbidden territory —“like
painting the college clock again.” Thus began
a business relationship that kept the Swarth-
more classmates together for fourteen years.
Here is how it worked — in Jay's words: “I came
East at shipping time each fall and enjoyed a
few days of Lloyd Lewis hospitality —lavish
living and theaters. Every summer he came
West —at first alone but later with Kathryn
and friends [Kathryn Dougherty became
Lloyd’s wife in 1925]. How the girls’ eyes
danced when we sat down at table with a
dozen rangemen in high-heeled boots and
weather-warped faces! We usually took a pack
trip visiting the camps.”

But there was more, much more, to Jay's
horseback days and bunkhouse nights in the
West than keeping the run of livestock as the
grazing season flowered and waned. Winter’s
onset forced him and his flocks from the rocky
heights of Colorado to the sun-warmed deserts
of Utah. There, Jay happened onto a cliff-
house village in the “extreme north periphery
of culture” and later helped secure Interior
Department legislation to set it aside as the
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Yampa National Monument. He back-
packed up the Ladore Canyon, where he
found prehistoric abodes. He located and
marked “early trapper forts.” Another Jay
Monaghan was taking form.

When Lloyd Lewis's first book, Myths After
Lincoln, came out in 1929, it spurred his
friend and associate to put his own historical
inclinations on paper. By 1935 Jay was inter-
viewing Indians and recording what they
remembered for the Colorado Historical
Society at Denver. The next year he engaged
in historical research on Kansas and western
Missouri. The Great Depression brought Jay
to Illinois, where he assumed the super-
intendency of the Works Progress Adminstra-
tion writers' project that analyzed the foreign
press and indexed the English pressin Chicago
from 1833. It was a research program that
would be used many times by historical in-
vestigators in years to come.

Jay made his first appearance before the
Illinois State Historical Society as a speaker
at the Annual Meeting of May, 1937. His
paper, “A New Source of Information for
Historians,” described his work on the WPA
project. State Historian and Journal editor
Paul Angle regarded the contribution as hav-
ing such “immediate interest” that he chose to
print it in the July Journal rather than the
Society Transactions.

Jay provided one more article for the Jour-
nal in 1938, and in 1939 Angle offered him a
position as historical research editor. With the
encouragement of his friend Lloyd Lewis, one
of three trustees of the Historical Library since
1932, Jay decided to continue making history
a livelihood as well as a daily enjoyment.

For the next seven years, he was deeply in-
volved in a plethora of research and writing
projects for himself as well as the taxpayers of
Illinois. A complete list of his publications is
given at the end of this article.

In addition to writing eight pieces for the
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Journal, he began work on processing and
editing the Black Hawk War manuscripts
(finally completed and published some thirty-
five years later by Ellen M. Whitney, who was
hired during these years as an assistant). Jay
compiled and edited Volumes 33 and 34 of the
Collections of the Illinois State Historical
Library, the immensely useful Lincoln
Bibliography for the century 1839 to 1939.

He soon published his first book in his
own right, Diplomat in Carpet Skppers, a
delightfully entertaining but also thoroughly
scholarly study of how Lincoln handled
foreign affairs. The book was greeted with
warm reviews in both newspapers and
historical journals.

Jay followed Diplomat s success with Last of
the Bad Men: The Legend of Tom Horn, and
The Overland Trazl in his American Trails
Series. Though these and other Monaghan
books might be several years in the making, he
was at work one way or another on them in
these years.

Then in 1945 Paul M. Angle moved from
Springfield to the headship of the Chicago
Historical Society and its library and out-
standing publications. The rising historian to
succeed Paul was already at the Illinois State
Historical Library. Almost in less time than it
takes totell it, Jay Monaghan succeeded to the
position that Paul had filled with such distinc-
tion. Now Jay was responsible for carrying out
the duties of the State Historian, the Librarian
of the State Historical Library with its increas-
ingly important collections, and the Secretary
and Treasurer of the State Historical Society.

Given his own agenda, it was enough and
more to crowd his weeks to the fullest.

With his elevation to State Historian and
the associated positions, Jay made a change in
Library personnel. In accepting the new
responsibilitiés he announced the resignation
of Mildred Elizabeth Eversole from her
editorial position. The Monaghan records



266

show that Jay and Mildred were married
December 15, 1941 —two years after he ar-
rived in Springfield.

Married though they were, little was said
about the union even in close Springfield
circles. Mildred did her work and Jay did his.
She was a native of Champaign and had at-
tended the University of Illinois where she
received the B.A. and M.A. degrees in
history. During the late 1920s and 1930s she
was a research associate at Urbana to Pro-
fessor Theodore Calvin Pease, noted for his
scholarly studies of the early Illinois country.
Dr. Pease recommended her for major
editorial responsibilities at the Historical
Library and Society. So it was that Mildred
Eversole was on the staff in an important post
when her future husband arrived in 1939.

As State Historian, Jay continued Paul
Angle’s tradition of publishing first-rate
scholarship in Illinois history. In 1947 he
brought to publication The Dzary of James T.
Ayers: Ciull War Recruiter, edited and in-
troduced by John Hope Franklin, then of
Howard University, subsequently a chief
scholar in the race relations field of American
history.

Jay supervised processing of Illinois World
War Il manuscript records, which Mary Wat-
ters of the Historical Library staff completed
in 1951 as the first volume of Illinois in the
Second World War.

He founded a junior history magazine for
Illinois schoolchildren to enlist and further
their interest in state and local history, thus
beginning one of the most beneficial pro-
grams of the Historical Society. John F.
Burhomn was hired as first editor.

As gifts to members on the fiftieth anniver-
sary of the Historical Society, Jay sponsored
publication of Thss Is Illinois: A Pictorial
History (which contained more than two hun-
dred illustrations), Theodore Calvin Pease’s
Story of Illinois, and John Drury’s Old Iliznois
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Houses, as well as the mammoth 714-page
twenty-five-year index to the Journal of the
Illinods State Historical Society. He compiled
text and photographs for a history of Illinois
courthouses, which although never published
considerably enriched the iconographic col-
lections of the Historical Library.

As Jay's writings carried his name farther
and farther beyond Illinois, he was called on
more and more to produce book reviews and
historical commentaries for publications with
attractive circulations. These new demands
on Jay's time were added to his administrative
work for the State of Illinois and to the projects
that he had laid out for himself. A result was
that under all these pressures Jay's overall posi-
tion became increasingly difficult. Behind the
scenes Mildred was helping him, and he had
the benefit of an able staff. But the course got
rougher and rougher. When, for example, a
trustee of the Historical Library sought to
spare him details that another could attend
to, Jay seemingly mistook the motives of the of-
fer. Into it and others he read reflections of his
capacity to get everything done. Relation-
ships sharpened and then frayed.

The writer of the present article went
through that period if anything too intimate-
ly. I—and at this point the personal pronoun
is in order—had been a trustee of the
Historical Library, beginning in 1938, by ap-
pointment of Governor Henry Horner, along
with Lloyd Lewis and Oliver R. Barrett. My
trusteeship continued until 1945 when I sub-
mitted my resignation because of absence
overseas. By that time, I was in the Army in
Europe. When I returned from World War 11
service I resumed a directorship of the
Historical Society and was chosen President
for the 1947-1948 year.

I give these dates to make it clear how close-
ly they relate to the Monaghan years, and the
developing disharmony. I sought to keep the
channels open for discussion in the hope that
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an all-out break would not occur. On one
rather heated occasion, Jay bluntly called on
me to “make up my mind.” He put it in simple
terms: “You are either for me or against me,
you can't be both.” I still hoped he considered
me his friend. I liked Jay a lot and admired his
work. His problem was one that I readily
understood. Yet I also understood those in the
Society's leadership who were less and less pa-
tient with him.

Lloyd Lewis and Oliver Barrett decided a
fresh start was in order on the Board of
Trustees, for they followed my course and
submitted resignations. Governor Dwight H.
Green, who had reappointed the three of us
early in his term, chose three new Historical
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Library Trustees. All excellent choices, they
were: Alfred W. Stern, Chicago, collector of
Civil War materials; Dr. Clarence P. Mc-
Clelland, Jacksonville, president of MacMur-
ray College; and Benjamin P. Thomas,
Springfield, author of Portrait for Posterity
and Lincoln’s New Salem.

By the close of 1950 it was evident to many
with responsibility that a change was re-
quired, not only for the State of Illinois’
historical leadership but also for Jay himself.
Jay had no trouble in obtaining a fellowship at
the Huntington Library in San Marino,
California, for 1951-1952. Then in 1953 he
took a position as special consultant at the im-
portant Wyles Collection of Lincolniana at

Jay Monaghan greets a delegation of the Native Daughters of lllinois in a

Springfield reception of October, 1948.
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the University of California, Santa Barbara.
Thereafter Santa Barbara was horne for him
and Mildred. Jay's Illinois years were history
but his association with Lincoln scholarship
was but little diminished at the same time his
devotion to the West was heightened.

The University of Sydney in Australia
wanted a lecturer who knew about the
American West, and Jay wanted to know
more about Australia’s connection with the
search for gold in California. A result was a
Fulbright Fellowship for Jay at Sydney for the
year 1954-1955. Out of it came, in part at
least, Jay's 1966 book with the University of
California imprint, The Gold Rush: Califor-
nians and Down Under, 1849-1854.

In his treatment of the Gold Rush, Jay set
out historical facts of a two-sided story never
told before, It chronicled the fortunes of the
Augtralians who rushed to the California
goldfields and conversely of the Californians
who tore off 1o the even richer Australian

goldfields.

Jay dug into such overlooked aspects as the
shortage created in the already inadequate
supply of labor in Australia. He found that
editor John Fairfax of the Sydney Morning
Herald tried to tum his fellow countrymen
away from California by describing the gold-
seekers in San Francisco as “the greatest con-
course of scoundrels ever met in one place.” By
1849 thirty ships had sailed to California with
Australians, ranging from paupers to profes-
sional men, bent on making fortunes in the
“newly discovered El Dorado.” Unques-
tionably Jay's travels in these gold rushes both
in California and “Down Under” added
substantially to the history of that riotous, ex-
citing period.

An example of how Jay scrutinized difficult
guestions came when the Historical
Library purchased a Lincoln autographed
paper with what appeared to be a Lincoln
fingerprint and a blot. Jay discussed the item
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in the Journal for June, 1949. After treating
such a point as to how the paper was folded
and what that might indicate, he concluded:

Now let us examine the fingerprint. . . . This
was obviously made by the writer’s left hand or by
the right hand of a clerk who may have taken it
from Lincoln when he signed it. At first glance it
might appear that there had been a blot in the
word “let” and semeone — either Lincoln or his
clerk — picked up the letter, pressing his finger on
this blot. This, however, does not seem to be the
case. Again, I ask you to try it. If you put your
thumb on a drop of ink you will not make a finger-
print. But if after putting your finger on a drop of
ink you lift it and put it down again, then you will .
make a print. The print, then, must have been
made by a finger which was inky before touching
the paper. Whether Lincoln picked up this paper
with an inky hand or whether it was handled by a
clerk is hard to determine. Note, however, that this
print issplayed as by a scar and that it was made by
the left thumb of the writer. Remember, wo. that
Lincoln’s left thumb carried a scar which he re-
ceived as a wood chopper.

Now list the evidence on both sides and decide
for yourself which is Lincoln’s fingerprint. Frankly,
this writer does not know.

Then he signed his staternent of uncertainty,
“JAY MONAGHAN.”

A characteristic of Jay's writing was his
ability to make the reader a part of whatever
was going on. In The Overland Trail, he and
the reader camp with the Lewis and Clark
party on the Illinois shore at the mouth of
Wood River opposite the confluence of the
broad, yellow-brown Missouri with the clearer
Mississippi. Then after five months of
recruiting, training, and loading the keelboat
and two pirogues with boxes and barrels of
supplies —including arms, powder, grain,
and a wide variety of trading items for the In-
dians—the departure day, May 14, 1804,
came. The party of some forty set off in a good
wind up the curving river that will be their
highway mile on mile, day after day, week
beyond week.

Listen as Jay joins us all to the start of the



Junior Historians of 1950 and their parents were honored at a reception at the Executive Man-
sion hosted by Monaghan, Governor Adla: Stevenson, and Junior Historian editor John F.
Burhorn.

greatest expedition in the history of the
American wilderness:

A spring freshet churned the Missouri. Great trees
rolled down the turbid current, lashing the yellow
water with bare limbs waving ugly roots in the air.
Along the shore, mudbanks, undermined by the
current, thundered into the river with reports like
artillery. French villages swung into view. The ex-
plorerslanded often. They noticed that the settlers
were very poor, almost savages. Lewis and Clark
noticed, too, that there were no young men among
them, only old fellows, women and children.
Lewis, the scientific observer, asked the reason. He
learned that all the young men were up the river
trading with the Indians for fur and tallow,
perhaps a thousand miles from their homes, to be
gone a year at a time. The explorers were told that
the great American, Daniel Boone, lived near by.
On the tenth day out, May 25, 1804, the last village
was left behind.

It will be two winters later when Jefferson’s
young Captains West reach their goal and

start the return trip. But reach the Pacific they
will. And when they do, Jay and the reader
will be there, tool

There is so much more to tell about Jay's
family and his life and work that what we have
noted up to now is hardly more than a sugges-
tion of what the total would be.

How his father was born near Louisiana,
Missouri, in 1854, attended Lafayette Col-
lege, was admitted to the Pennsylvania bar in
1878, and became a Philadelphia compiler
and publisher of court decisions and actions,
including Monaghan’s Supreme Court
Reports.

How Jay in his last year in preparatory
school went to a Quaker meetinghouse to hear
a lecture by Colorado author Enos A. Mills,
and saw him make a fire by rubbing two sticks
together, and in the process set a flame burn-
ing in one of his young auditors that was never
to be extinguished.



When Lincoln scholars were inuited to the Library of Congressin Julyof 1947
for the opening of the papers of A braham Lincoln, which had been sealed for
twenty-one years at the death of Robert Todd Lincoln, Jay Monaghan claimed
a front-row seat. Guests, from right to left, are Robert Todd Lincoln Bechwith,
great-grandson of the President; Major General Ulysses S. Grant III; Paul M.
Angle of the Chicago Historical Society; F. Lauriston Bullard, author of Lin-
coln in Marble and Bronze, Luther Evans of the Library of Congress; Robert
Kincaid, president of Lincoln Memoral University; R. Gerald McMurtry,
director of Lincolniana at Lincoln Memoral University, Monaghan; and
Ralph G. Newman of the Abraham Lincoln Book Shop.

Hours after the opening ceremonies, Monaghan joined four other experts in
the office of the Librarian of Congress for a nationwide radio broadcast. Shown
on the opposite page, at top, s Eric Sevareid (standing), news director of

WTOP-CBS, who moderated the program. Seated, from left, are Monaghan,
Paul Angle, Luther Evans, Carl Sandburg, and University of Illinois professor
James G. Randall. Below, Monaghan, Sandburg, and Louis A. Warren ex-
amine the Lincoln letter books.
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How Jay found in Scott Nearing, his
teacher in economics and social policies at
Swarthmore, the first faculty member “who
talked to his students as equals, man to man."”

How he looked like a midget with his
100-pound body, five feet six inches tall, as he
stood, only seventeen years old, in the railroad
town of Rifle, Colorado, joined up with
rough, tough six-footers bound for Meeker,
across the Continental Divide.

How he escaped from the violence in Mex-
ico to drive a mule team to the Sacramento
Mountains of New Mexico before returning to
his junior year at college.

How he loved his Colorado horse, Queenie,
so much that he rode with her in a boxcar
when he took her back to Pennsylvania.

How he was hardly more than a schoolboy
himself when he taught young Indians on the
Unitah reservation in Utah.

How he applied unsuccessfully to accom-
pany one of Donald B. MacMillan’s expedi-
tions to the North Polar regions early in the
century.

How he took on major responsibilities as
president of the Rio Blanch Wool Growers
Association, as director of the Colorade Wool
Growers Association, and as director of the
Colorado Co-operative Wool Marketing
Association.

How he raised a fund, with nickels and
dimes from schoolchildren of Illinois, to help
purchase a copy of the Gettysburg Address in
Lincoln’s handwriting so it might have a per-
manent home in the Historical Library in
Springfield.

How he joined Carl Sandburg, Paul Angle,
and James G. Randall in opening the long-
closed Abraham Lincoln manuscript collec-
tion in the Library of Congress.

How he prepared a Lincoln exhibit for the
African Republic of Liberia to celebrate its
one-hundredth anniversary and himself lec-
tured in Liberia to acquaint its people with
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Lincoln’s message to mankind.

How he raised funds for an expedition to
Alaska’s Tongass Island to acquire from a
native village a colossal totem pole, carved
with a likeness of Lincoln with a stove-
pipe hat, for preservation in Spring-
field.

How his research and writing on Ned
Buntline and other wild characters of the
West became the basis for an acclaimed
television program, “The Bad Men of Tomb-
stone,” in 1975.

How he resurrected the largely forgotten
Charles Henry Ray, a pre-Civil War editor-
in-chief of the Chicago Tribune “during the
savage years following the passage of the
Kansas-Nebraska Act,” who played a most
important role in arousing the American peo-
ple against slavery and for its abolition.

How he was the State Department’s choice
when it needed a lecturer on the Great Eman-
cipator in South America and the Caribbean.

How he, with Paul Angle, wrote the
legends for the Chicago and Illinois Midland
Railroad’s annual Lincoln calendar for some
ten years or so.

How he made valuable contributions to
Scribners’ Dictionary of American History
and their Atlas of American History, with
maps of Illinois at significant times, along with
colleagues Angle and Randall.

How he carried a Phi Beta Kappa key and
membership in Delta Upsilon from
Swarthmore, an honorary Doctor of Letters
degree from Monmouth College, and a
“diploma of honor from Lincoln Memorial
University”; how he held a distinguished
Rockefeller Foundation Fellowship at the
Newberry Library in Chicago, 1944-1945,
and was awarded the Silver Medal of the
Commonwealth Club of California in 1974.

How he dedicated his 1977 auto-
biography Schoolboy, Cowboy and Mexican
Spy to Mildred, who had worked so devotedly
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with him not only in Illinois and California but
in the archives of Peru, Chile, the Caribbean,
and Australia.

How when Jay, still the Quaker, was in the
hospital and Mildred, the Presbyter-
ian, at the health center and only a few blocks
apart, each thought first of the other. This was
the question to the visitor. He: “How is

273

Mildred doing?” She: “How is Jay getting on¢”

Due o his nine decades, Jay outlived most
of his relatives. He was survived by a niece,
Mrs. James Bullock of West Hartford, Con-
necticut. Mildred's survivors were a sister,
Mrs. Richard (Lenore) Fisher of Fostoria,
Ohio, and a nephew, Eugene Fisher of

Plymouth, Michigan.

When it came time to dedicate The Overland Trad, Jay Monaghan wrote:

TO MY FATHER

who permitted his son to
go West in the early days —
that is, in my early days.

Now it is time to dedicate these lines on these pages:

TO THE ALL-AMERICAN

who was born in Southeastern Pennsylvania
and hence by the Adantic Seaboard;
who loved the Rocky Mountain West
and never ceased to explore its heights;
who lived and worked for a third of a century
within sight and sound of the Pacific; and,
who in a decade between managed to give us
an enriching Lincoln Land heritage for which
we all can only be forever grateful —

- the Historian in Cowboy Boots.
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