
Almost Mugged by Abraham Lincoln by Lee Slonimsky
 

The first rays of the sun split the slightly parted hotel curtains 
and pooled at my feet on the bedspread.  Luminescence nudged me 
toward consciousness.   Groggily, I awoke and began to prepare for the 
day.  I’d had four hours of sleep, arriving at this modestly priced place in 
Fountain Hills Arizona late the night before, and needed seventeen.  
Given the limitations of the clock and my schedule, a brisk early 
morning walk was what I needed.  It was October and in a Phoenix 
suburb mornings could be comfortable.  I headed out the door in the 
short sleeved yellow shirt and black jeans I’d slept in. 

I was a hedge fund manager, a profession generally regarded as 
lucrative though I wasn’t one of the high paid ones.  I didn’t dress like a 
businessman and didn’t give a second thought to walking around alone in 
the semi-dark dawn.  The cool, dark blue air hit me like a shot of 
caffeine. 

I walked quickly along the back of the hotel grounds toward 
Saguaro Boulevard, which was lightly trafficked at 6 in the morning.  
Still, there were enough cars that I took care in approaching the 
pedestrian crossing, which featured broad white illumined stripes across 
the road and a gap in the concrete divider between north and southbound 
lanes.  I strolled under a street lamp and turned to scan the southbound 
traffic first, and was startled in a way that made me uncomfortable with 
myself.  A tall, dark skinned man was sitting on a bench on the opposite 
side of Saguaro Boulevard.  He was lanky, wore a long coat, and had his 
legs crossed in a relaxed manner.  Behind him was the green and 
shadowy expanse of Fountain Hills Park, one of the reasons I had 
selected this hotel.  A large silver pond glimmered in the dim early light, 
but I saw no sign of the fountain, supposedly the highest in the nation 
when spouting.  I could make out a few water fowl floating under the 
combination of moonlight and early sunlight.  These observations calmed 
me down.  Somewhat. 

In opposition to my upbringing, sense of fairness, and moral and 
political beliefs, I had connected the sight of this unexpected black man 
in an unseasonably long coat (addict covering track marks?) with a 
“security tips” sheet in the hotel room that I hadn’t bothered to read.  
Was an inner city demographic the reason for the low cost of the hotel 
room?  I hadn’t bothered reading online reviews and racially blunt 



remarks would have been censored anyway.   

This loiterer could be sizing me up now, eyeing a solitary target 
like myself, or he could have been sound asleep.  It was still too dark to 
guess. Ashamed of my stereotyping, wary nonetheless, I crossed during 
the next gap in traffic and then veered away from the man onto a park 
path that headed toward an assembly of ducks in tall reeds near the pond. 
A sideways glance told me that the potential mugger sitting so still on the 
bench was in fact a statue of Abraham Lincoln, bronze form sculpted 
into a bronze bench. 

I immersed myself in the park, walking a loop around the pond 
through greenery revealed by brightening rays of the sun.  No real reason 
to be ashamed of myself, I thought – irrational fears were a person’s 
private property – no-one knew or would have cared that I’d had a 
“fright or flight” moment with our greatest President.  And yet a 
combination of uneasy introspection and embarrassment ate away at me 
as I continued on my rounds, the pink and tan mountains surrounding 
Fountain Hills in the distance.   Look at what Lincoln must have been up 
against if even his statue was encountering discrimination!  No wonder 
he’d been murdered.   

With this Quixotic rationalizing going on, I did relax more, into 
the splendors of Fountain Hills nature.  I watched an elegant heron land 
amidst a flock of beige geese who scattered as the larger bird arrived.  
The math of the heron’s slow descent was perfect.  The pink of her wings 
matched the rose light of the sky as if she were a winged breeze.  Then a 
rabbit scampered across the hill just beyond where the heron had 
descended.  A sprawling old oak nearby filtered the sun’s rays.  As my 
gaze lingered meditatively on one especially bulbous stretch of trunk, 
Lincoln’s distinctive gaunt face came to mind, evoked by irregular bark.  
I had completed my loop and was climbing the mild incline at the 
summit of which Lincoln sat on his bench, when I saw him being 
approached by two passersby. 

I couldn’t tell exactly what they found so compelling about the 
statue.  They were an African American couple of late middle age, likely 
tourists.  The woman in particular gazed as if enchanted at Lincoln’s 
face.  She wore a big yellow hat and a red blouse, with red shorts.  The 
man was attired in a manner similar to me: orange tennis shirt, blue jeans 
and sneakers. 



“I hope you’re doing all right,” I heard the woman say to the 
statue as I waited for a break in traffic to cross Saguaro again.  She had a 
musical voice.  The man wasn’t saying anything.  As impulsively as fear 
had flashed through my mind when first encountering Abe, I now flashed 
back to the venerable oak I had just encountered, as if there might have 
been some wisdom inside it that could speak to me.  And maybe there 
was.   

My guess was that, for this woman, Abe was like Moses and his 
spirit was living in the statue.  She didn’t care that Lincoln had been 
white, and I shouldn’t have cared that the statue appeared to be black.  
Abe had earned the trust of both of us, and maybe the next time I ran into 
the unfamiliar I would do better.  I crossed the street, the risen sun 
illumining my way from behind as no street lamp could.        
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