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‘Hope to Be | Owe to

" My Mother,” Lincoln’s
. ‘Inbute.

HE history of every great man, de-
clares a well-known writer, begins at

3R his mother's knee. Behind every
" great endeavor and unselfish deed, every no-
\ble career of every illustrious man will be
& Jound a woman—ihe frail and gentle crea-
S ture whose name, perhaps, remaiyps obscured
“Yehind the glory of her son, but who began
.'go teach him high thoughts and ideals and o
& Yisp the words of “Our Father, who art in

b Heaven.”

. Abralam Lincoln's carcer began at th:
knce of Nancy Hanks Lincoln, his mother.
Wt swas she who taught him to read from an
ld Bible he came to know so sell, geho told
dm the siories in Aesop’s fables and helped
im. 20 study the “'Kentucky Preceptor.”
It was she sho taught him the letrers of
Yhe alphabet and first trained nis hand to
wserawl them. [t swas she swho iustilled in him

&a hatred of slavery and by her own gentle

8loveliness inspired a regard and esteem for
pomen schich lasted throughout his life.
t}}? '_ N’am"\' Hanks Lincoln, one h," the great
Bpesident’s  historians  declares, was “stoop-
ouldered, thin-breasted, sad—at times mis-
rable” ; a genile, kind, uncomplaining woman,
sthose life had been bue of hard labor, with
éw enjoymenis, and who dicd before her
e pnime. This was Nancy Hanks Lincoln, who
fay on her deathbed, tired and worn, her face
gban, Jier thin, bony hands clasping those of a
.'g;ie:_ar-nhf lad, whose deep-sunk eves were
ted with tears, and «who, schen he later be-
eame “a hibcrator of o race nf
clared : :
- Sl that I am: or cver hope 1o bé 1 owe
20 my mother.  Biessines on-her memory.”
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‘hard winter, travellng two or three miles a day.”

And Imagine 1itilsa Nancy Hanks, spindly-legged
and golden-haired, shivering as she snuggled under
blankets, pursuing the road of the pioneers. In the child
wiio wus to hecomie the mother of Abraham Lincoln
was now developsd a courage and perseverance which
was 10 be inherited and which afterward marked one
of the greatest of mea.

The family settled In Wiashington county, Ken-
tucky, In winter. Hard work confronted them, even
privation. Trees had to be felled, a log cabin built
and shelter erected for the stock.

Little Nancy, with her eisters, Elizabeth and Polly,
lelped elr mother, cooking and sewing and prepar-
Ing the Tude home, while the brothers, Charles, Joshua,
Willlam. Thomas and Joseph, went about with the
father, clearing the land for cultivation In the spring.
They hunted anlinals and fished in the cold streams.
And when spring came they dug the hard stony
ground and planted wheat and corn. .

Thus four years passed—four years of hard
and hard living—and then Joseph Hanks died. Not
loflg afterward the mother, worn with toil, followed:
the brothers and daughters married, and”Nancy, left
alone, was taken In by heéer Aunt Lucy—a sister of
ler mother, who had married Richard Berry. This
home was a happy one and Nancy grew up, cheerful
and pretty.

toll

A QUAINT OLD WILL ‘

When Nancy's father diad he left a will. - Tt Is stil)
on the rvecords of the Bardstown clerk's office, and
as will be seen, Nancy was the proud heiress of one
heifer, & pet called Peldy. 'The quaint will, which
wes probated May 14, 1703, runs:

. In" the name of God, Amen T, Joseph Hanks, of
Nelson county, state of Kentucky, belng of sound mind
and memory.-but weak In body and o ﬁl. to mind the
frality of all human nature, do makes an - this
my iast will and testament in the manner. and form
following, to wit:

Iterm: 1 give and bequeath unlo my son Thomas one
sorrel horse celled Major Item: 1 give ‘and bequeath
unte my son Joshua one gray mare Bonny. Item: Eive
and bequeath unto my son Willlam one gray horse calied
Glibert. Item:"] glve and begueath unto my son Charies
ene romar horse called Tobe. Jtem: I give and -begueath
unto my soy Joseph one horse called Bald.  Alfo the land
whereon 1 pow llve, contalning one hundred and fifty
nires a2

Item: I give mnd bequeath wunto my dsughter Fliza-
lieth vne heifer yvearling .called 'Gentle. Ttem: I mive and
bequeat h - unto - my daughter Folly one helfer yeariing
called Lady. Item: I give and hequeath unto my daugh
ter Nancy one helfer yoarMug called Peldy, Item: I glve
and hegueath unto my wife Nangy all and singular my
whole estate during ,mr life, afterward to be. equally
divided between all my children, It s alse my Wish and
dexira that the whole of the property Miral sbove be-
f}l;r.‘l!]l‘}l: ahould be the property of mywile during her
life

Here, too, can be found-a record of the seed which
budded so nobly In Joséph Hanks' grandson, Joseph
Hanks, unlike most of the plonears. owned no slaves.
Whepy Naney Hanks Jater marrted Thomas ldncoln

Howse Zr B brch THorms sl rarcolie MNoryrod Mg Ranaks. e Frridpirce of SAbradem L ipcolrs.

are true, the best In the country for many miien

e not only hacked and hewed and rhlqelad wood
with skill, but he-did what none others had succeeded
in doing—chiseled *his way Into the heart of Nancy.

Thomas Lincoln’, had.a varled career. He was
strong as An ox,’ temperale in his habits, an attend-
ant at church and was bitterly opposed to slavery.
Both he and Nancy agreed In that. The couple en-
tered Into a marriage bond on June 12, 1806, On June
14 the couple were married by a Methodlst preacher,
the Rev. Jesse Head, who besides being a clergyman,
‘wag an editor, comntry judge and carpenter.

And a wedding it was—with merrymaking and
feasting.. There were present the Mitchells, Shipleys
anl Herrys, Nunoy's couslns, rellnth-vul and friends
from the country roundabout. In a-pil near the house
a great fire was built, over which a shecp was placed
and barbgeved. Durlng the morning it roasted, cov-
ered by green boughs, and after the wedding L _was
cut and served for dinper. There were venison, too,
and wild turkey and ducks, The wedding was re-
membered . for years,

“There was no hint of future glory In the wedding
or bringing home ot\Nu'ncy Lineoln,” wrote Nicolay
and Hay. *All accounts represent her as & handsome
youpg -woman of 2%, of appearance and Intéllect su-
pe'rlér to her lowly fortunes. She could read and
writs—a remarkable accomplishment In her circle—
wnd even.taught her husband to form the letters of
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they boughlit no slaves and never owned any,

Nancy's life while she lived -with her Aunt Lucy
was happy. She grew into 4 young miss of unusual
beauty and became the- belle of the countryside. Hhe
Jearned to read and write, and was considered ex-
coptionally accomplished., When she married Thomas
Lincoln she taught him to spell the letters of his
name.

Thers are bhut few, and meager ! descriptions of
Nancy Hanks. One learns that she was slight of
figure, that her hair was pale golden, almost flaxen,
and her eyes were blue. Her wit was nimble.

Suitors thronged the parjor of Aunt Lucy's farm.
But Nancy lost her heart to none: she lnughed gally
al their protests, parried their importunate proposalm
with Jest and was so good-natured, so mirthful and
funny about it that all remained her friends

Nancy often went to the farm of Joseph Hanks, at
Flizabethtown., where she saw her cousin, Thomas
Linceln. Thomas was a earpenter, and if the records

his name. He had po such valuable wedding gift to
bestow upon her; he brought her to a little house In
Kllzabethtown, where he and she and want dwelt to-
gelher In fourteen, foet squared

For two happy but needy years the couple 1lved
In'a'tog cabin on the banks of what was then known
&8s MIl] creek. Plcture: to' yourself that home of the
young bride—a single room, with a huge Hreplace,
where logs burned In winter; an iron pot suspended
from a crane, rpugh chairs hewn by the carpenter
husband of . logs, a number of crude benches, a Led
made of rough trees from which the bark had not
heen removed, a spinning wheel by which the Indus-
trious wife eat and wove the material for clothing:
a room lacking .-in comfortsp typical of (he ploneer
cabins of those days, wilth an opening above Into a
loft,” reached by a ladder, where things were stored.

There, one day In 1807, Nanry's first haby was born,
It was a lttle girl, and was called Nancy, afler the
mothér, Later the Uttle glrl's name was changed to

was the youngest of -

ABRAHAM LINCOLN it
was once said that the pre-
vailing sentiment of his pow-
erful, yet sad, countenance
was expressed in the line, “Oh,
why should the spirit of mor-
tal-be proud?” .

The sympathetic observer,
who ‘found there so splendid d significance, guessed
the secret that lay-within with almest clairvoyamt
insight. .

That is the oﬁoning line of the poem which
was Lincoln’s favofte. It was written by a young
cot¢hman, who died at the age of 357—the a
atal to Burns, Byron, Motherwell and other gift

poets.

NEvsevening in December, 1883, Mr. Lincoln - pe-
‘peated the verses to 1Colone] J. ¢ Wilson, then
in Wushington,
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President.

"Can you tell me who wrate the poem T’ Mr, Lincoln
Inquired. “I can't find out. Bome of the newspapers
l;m-rl\ attriputed its authorship to me."

It was written.” Colonel Wilson replied, by Will-
lam Knox. a Scottish poet of conslderable talent, who
died in Edinburgh in 185, He published several volumes
of poems, and was well known to. Bir Walter Sootr:
Christopher North,' of gloridus memory, and to fmany
othere among the literury leaders of hts day.”

To those who appreclate meritorious verse, the same
pleasure ¢an be enfoyed here, In the reading of the poem
in ite completeness, as was vouchsafed Lincoln on that
night of rare peace and talk of beamty amid the tumult
of war and stress of his people's perfl. This Is the poem

in full;

MORTALITY
Oh' why should the spirit of mortal be proud *
Like a swift. flesting meteor, a fast-fying cloud,
A flash of the NHyhining. & break o»f the wave,
He poasseth from life to his rest in the grave

The lenves of tha oak and the willow shall fade,

Be scaltered areund and together be lald:

And the young and the wid, and the Jow and the hi¥gh.
Shall moulder to durt and  together ghall lle

The infant and mother attenlled and Joved:

The mother that Infant's affection who proved;
The husband that mother smnd (nfant who bDlessed—e.
Esch. all, are away to their dwellings of rest.

The mald on whose ohrels; on whose brow. [p whose oy,
Shane beanty and pleasure—her trinmphy aré hy;

And the memory of those that beleved* her and pralsed.
Are olfke from the minds-of the living erased.

The boud of the king u:;t. the scopter hath borne;

‘neé brow of the priest { the miter th worn;

The eye of the sage und the heart of the.brave,
hidden and lost jn the depths of the grave.

STIRRED

Tho peasint, whose [ut was te sow and fo reap;

The Nerdsman, who climbed with his goais up the steep;
The beggar, who wandered In search of his qum‘l.

Have fISed away llke the grass that we tread.

The salnt that enjoyed the communion' of heaven:
The wsinner that dared to réemalu. unforgiven;

The wire and the foolleh, the gulily and just,
Have guletly m'ngled thelr bunes in the. dust’

o the multitude goes, ke the flower or the weed,
That withers away (o let others succead: '

So the multitude comen, even those we bhehold:
To reptat every tale t“_h_n_hn often been told,

For we are the same as our fathers have been:
We sume sighta that our (athers have seen:
We drink the same stream and view the same sun,
And .ryn the same Coursy our fathers have run.

Tha thoughts We &re thinkin
From the death we are shrin
To the life. wWe are oli
But 1t speeds for us al

They laved, but the sinry we sannot unfeld:

They scornisil, but ths heart of the haughty is cold:
They grigved. bul no wall from the slgmber will come;
They Jjoyed. but'the tongue of their gi ts dumb,

They died—ay! they die. We things that are now,
That walk on Ihe turf that lles over thelr hrow,
And make in thelr deellings & traosient abode,
Meet the things (hat they met on their pil age road

Yurl hape and  dempondency. plrasure and pain,

We mingle  together r sunshine apd rain:

Aol the smile and the tear, the pong and the dinge,
Bl follow ench wvther, 1iKe surge upon surge.

*Tis, the wink of an ‘Us the dragght of & breath
From the, blossom et""-m;--u lh?‘gtm 4
oo

hink ;
shrink;

our fathers woild

ng our fathers wagl

hnr they almo would ecling:
Ike a bird on the wing.
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From the ded n. to the bier and the roud.
SR S gt o i B el

=

voice, *
followed

i\
AU WU A R PRITTRA |

Sarah. That was when Thomas Linceln married his
second . wife, Sarnh Bush,

Thowmas Lincgln owhed a farm neaf Buffalo, which
he had bought In 1803. During the two years he lived
on- Ml creek he cultfvated the farm, Improving the
ground, and there he moved the spring following the
birth of Sarah. In their life of Lincoln, Nicolay and
Hay write:

“Thomas Lincoln settled down in this dismal sell-
tude tao"a deeper poverty than afy of hils name had
ever known; and there, Im the midst of the most un-
promising eireumstances that ever witnessed the ad-
vent of & hero into this world, Abrgham Lincoln was
born. on Fehfuary 12, '1800."

The family, howéver. could not have bean ex-
tremely destitute, for, we are told, they had a cow antd
a calf, miHk and butter and a feather bed. What
wenlth! When Abraham was 4 the family moved
again—this time 10 a cabin, situaled on Muldraugh's
hill. There & third chijd was born, which dled when
a few months old.

Of the life of Nancy Lincoln at this time nothing
has been written, Of his boyhood Lincoln himself
seldom spoke. But one can fmagine the patlent
woman, alone and unassisted, performing the work
of her housahold, tendfhg the cows and milking them,
making butter, cleaning the meagerly furnished cabin
In which the family lived, cooking and spinning cloth
of which she made garments for her humband, 1ittle
Sarah and Abe, ’

Nancy Lincoln's beauty faded; the roses fled from
her cheeks, her body bacame wasted and hor shoulders
stoapéd. Bul her happy spirit never left her; she had
a word of cheer [or all her nelghbors. Storles are told
of how she visited the sick and comforted them, and
how, when her neighbors were In difMiculty, her ten-
der heart was moved and she helped them as best she
could.

“LITTLE ABE” HER SOLACE

Her life was hard., But there was cause for joy

in Nancy Lincoln's Iife. Little Abe was her constant
delight. At night, when her work was over, she
would open the. “preceptor” book and teach the two
children the letters of the alphabet. With what ten-
derness and love she must have watched them as they
studled—so’ hard lo memorize Llie A's, B's and C's—
and with what doting fondness she must have trained
little Abe's tiny hand to trace the letters on a slate!

Those were wonderful evenings, As she sat by the

hearth ahe would read stories from an old, torn copy
of Aesop’s fables. And the deep-eyed bovy would lls-
ren, with sager gage, tense face, to the story of the
wlcked. fox longing for the grapes, the fox and the
stork and the tortolse and the hare! Then, when the
story was read, little Abe would ask questions; he
would repeat the wonderful storles, and the charac-
ters and anlmajs In the old fables hecame his friends.

Dearly Nancy Lincoln loved the Bible, and there
were readings from the sacred book; thers was told
the old, old story., And, these stories Lincvoln never
forgot. When, In after life, he electrified the world
by his eloguence, hils masteéry of pure and perfect
IEngiish and his tempestuous oratory, he retold the
sume stories—the stories he heard at his mother's
knee. Y

Life was not prosperous with the father. He lelft
Kentuetky and went prospecting in Illinols, where he
ook Tp land  on/ Little Plseaqk Ii:reek. in Spencer
county. And *again the hard-worked wife was called
upon to move her home.

With . their furnlture packed in a \‘nlog and .
their cow behind, the family started on thelr long
pilgrimage In 1818, During the winter of 18516 and
1817 the family lived -in a camp. The winter was
rigorous. Hardship and privation and suffering from
voeld were the portlon of the Mttle family.

Uncomplainingly the tender, gentle woman bore
her 1ot, but:her healthh slowly gave way, her face bé-
came more Wan, A rough cabin was begun In the
spring and Mfe opened anew. lLand was cleared
Thomas Lipeoln plled his trade  among the acattered
inhabitants of the solitary réglion. They began to
progper. HBat Che life had been too hard for the ten-
der, loving wife and she sank unde¢r the burden,

One day in Oo¢tober, 1818, as she lay In her bed in
the little cabin, she called her two children to her.

The sun, flooding through the doorway, wreathed
the faded face with 8 halo of gold. Through the door
came the crisp odor of warm, brown leaves., Outsids
the birds sang. A smile wreathed the face of the
tired, weary woman.

“BE GOOD TO ONE-ANOTHER"

She took !hc’f;umln of Sarah and the thin, serlous-
faced boy. “Be good to gne another,” she sald, broken«
I¥, with Infinite tenderness, Then she closed her eyea
The wonderfyl smile .deepened, The sunlight faded
intq evening, and little Abe, leaving Sarah knealing
by the bed, cropt away and climbed the pegs in the
wall to the garret, where he flung himself on a mat«
iress . of leaves. p
Night fell, and from the loft came g stified sound
of noh.hin‘—uob‘blnx repressed, checked, restralned, yvet
80 poignant, 80 .. %0 heart-foriorn that the father,
returning home, paused hearing It; his heart sinking.
He knew, the sunllght of the boy’s life had departed.

Many yeurs afterward people wondersd at the sor-
row moulded indelibly on the face of Lincoin—like agony
ETAven on & figure of stone

Nancy Hanks Lincoln 'succuwmnbed to a fever whioh
had ravaged the country, and which carried away
the Sparrows, hushand and wife, & few days befors,
all ‘were buried on the same day.

Befgre the next December THomas Lincoln married
Sarah Bush Johnston, a widow, who, it is sald, had
rejected him many years before. ' She came from
Kontucky and & a mother to the two mother-

-~ teas children: fﬁb’.h\fﬂ}—AM. ‘and he became a dutiful

son - to her. family became more yrosperous.
But the face of the hoy, as he grew up, became more
nelancholy., It wis not untll after the death of Anne
i:utiedxr, his fiest love, thlt"therew&"e!oped in him
the gloom and sense of fatality Ich colored his
life. b

In later wears, when Lincoln, nfun ghroud in
sorrow, sat the bedside of his little son, d‘?lll-.
who was dving, he cried In qu!r: “This is
hardest trinl of my life. Why'is 1T Why ia It .
nurse who had lost hér husband and ldren  told '
him olt her!}tu_ l:a:dml" .'E!mil truiht.‘l: sadly I rely
upon his willL"™ neoln sbioo A

D‘3‘0::. the day of the funera) haht-ktd the nurse and
some friends to pray for-him. *1 will u'i g‘(o to
God with sarrows,” he sal "I wish I that
«-nl:ﬂllke falth you spealk: of. trust God will give
it Lo 'me™ Ol s

Then his memory traveled back over the year d
ar his moth 'r!’y" ”;2 t uilf:i'rl';"t'nﬂ“i m of
of mother's vonfiden 8
wd, "1 remember Rer " he ‘sald & low
w:m‘:ﬁn‘tn‘- ‘me. Mm
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