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Sarah. That was when Thomas Lincoln married bla
second, wife. Sarah Bush.

Thomas Lincoln, owned farm ne'a Buffalo, which
he had bought in 1805.- - During th two years he lived
on Mill creok he cultivated the farpi," 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 aoll-tud- e
tr a deeper poverty than affy of his name had

ever known; and there, in the midst of the most un-
promising circumstances that ever witnessed the ad-
vent of a herb Into-thi- s world, Abrham Lincoln was
bom; ....'

inc tamiiy, .nowever, could : not, have been ex-
tremely destitute, for, we are told, they; had ft cow and
a calf, milk and butter , and a feather hed. What
wealth? When Abraham was 4 the family moved
again this time U a cabin, situated on Muldraugh's
hill.' There a third child was born, which died 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 imagine the patient
wom'art.'- - alone and unassisted, - performing. Iha work
of her" household, tendfhg .the cows and milking them,
making butter, cleaning the meageriy furnished cabin
in which the family lived, cooking and spinning cloth
of which she made garments for her husband, little
Harah and Abe1. . .... .

Nancy Lincoln's beauty, faded; the roses fled from
her cheeks, her body became wasted and her shoulders
stooped: But her happy spirit never left her; she had

,a word of .cbejer for air her neighbors. Stories are told
of how she, visited the sick and comforted them, and
how, when hr neighbors were in difficulty, her ten
der heart, waa moved and she helped theru as best aha
could.

"LITTLE ABE" HER SOLACE V
tier' life was hard.; But there was cause for joy

in Nancy Lincoln's life. Little Abe was her constant
delight,' At night, whe.n 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 wa.tc.hed them as they
studied so hard to memorize the A's, B's and Ca
arid 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-eye- d boy would lis- - .

fen. with eager gase, tense face, to the story of thewicked, fox longing . for the grapes, , the fox and the
stork and the. tortoise and the hare! Then, when thestory was read, little Abe would ask questions; he
would repeat the wonderful stories, and the charac-
ters and animals In the old fables became his friends.

Dearly Nancy Lincoln loved the Bible, and there
were-reading- from the sacred book; there waa told
the old, old . story. And, these stories Lincoln never
forgot. . When, In after life, he electrified the world
by his eloquenoe, his maatery of pure and perfect
Kngllsh and bis tempestuous oratory, he retold the
same stories the stories he heard at hfs mother
knee.- " . '

Life was not prosperous with the father. Ha leftKentucky and went prospecting in Illinois, where he
took tip land- - oh ' Little - Pigeon- creek, In Spencer
county. And 'again the hard-work- wife waa calledupon to move her home.

With, their furniture packed in a wagon andtherr cow - behind, the family atarted on their long
pilgrimage in '1816. During the 'Winter of 181t and
1817 the family lived in a camp. The winter waa
rigorous. Hardship and privation and suffering from
cold were the portion of the little family.

Uncomplainingly the tender, gentle woman bora
her lot, but-he- r health slowly gave. way, her face be-
came more wan. A rough cabin was begun in thaspring and life, opened anew. Land waa cleared.
Thomas Lincoln plied li Is trade among the scattered
inhabitants of the solitary region.- They- began toprosper. .But the life had been too hard for tha ten-
der, loving wife and she sank under the burden.

One day in October, 1818,. as she lay in her. bed in
the little cabih, she' called her two children to her. .

The sun, flooding through the doorway, wreathed
the faded face with a halo of gold. Through the door

" ' "'"""' " " '' "" ""'".',,.-i-- ' ....' j." j,,,,,, "i
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re true,. the ,bet ln,tle country for many mile. -

-. not only hacked .and hawed and chiseled wood--

Vw'lth.'akUl,ut.,h'-l- what none other had succeeded
?Mrtlaolng-cbieied-hls way lnto the heart of Nancy.

; Thomas ? Lincoln , had. a varied I career. He was
strong; a an ox,' temperate In. his habits", an attend-
ant at church and was r bitterly- - opposed .to slavery.
Both he and Nancy agreed in that- - The couple en-

tered Into a marriage bond on June 12, '1808. On June
14 the couple were married by a: Methodist preacher,

'the Rev. Jesse Head,' who besides being; a clergyman,.
was an editor, comitry judge and carpenter.

And a wedding it was with , merrymaking . and
feasting.' Ther:wei;e present the JlltcUells.1 Shipleys '

" antt Berrys. Nancy's cousins, ' relatives and friends
from the country roundabout. In'a-pl- t near the house
a lire was built, over' which fa, sheep was placed
and ' barbecued.' During' the morning "it roasted, cov-

ered- by green boughs) and after the' wedding It .was
"cut and served for; dinner. .There were venison, , too,
and wild - turkey and ducks. The wedding- was re-- '.

membered.for 'years. j - ' ' "; ' :

"There was no hint of future glory in ;tbe wedding
' or '.bringing .home ofNancy Lincoln"," ; wrote ; Nl'colay

," and-Hay- . "All accounts represent her as a handsome
't'yout 'Vmatt ' '23, of .appearance arid ;lntellc,t .au,--

perl.or'io her lowly fortunes.' ' She could read and
' write a remarkable accomplishment In her, circle
land even, taught her husband to form the letters of

his 'name. "He had no such valuable, wedding gift to
bestow upon her; he brought her to a, little house tu
Kllr.abethtown. where he and she and' want dwelt to
gether, in fourteen, feet square.-- '

For two happy., but . needy years' the coupie livedln a'log cabfn' on the banks Of, what was then known
. as Mill creek." Picture' that home of theyoung bride a single room, with a huge fireplace,
.'where logs burned in winter; an. iron pot suspended
. from a crane, rugh chairs hewn by the carpenter
.husband of. logs, a number of crude benches, a bedmade' of rough trees, from which the bark had not .'been removed, a spinning wheel bv which the indus-trious wife sat and wove-th- material for clothing;,a room lacking, in comforts typical of the pioneer
Rabins of those days, with an opening above Into areached" by a ladder, where things were stored.There, one day In 1807, Nancy's first baby was born.It was a little girl, and was called Nancy, after themother. Later the little girl's name was changed to

The peaaant, whose lot was to ow and ro reap- -

The herdeman. who climbed with bis goal, up the steeo:The begaar, who wandered In search of hit bread. .

Have faded away like tha craaa that w tread, '
...

The saint that en Joyed1 the communion- - of heaven: "

The sinner that dared to remain, unfoiwiven-Th-
wtse and the foolish, tha aullty and just.

Hav quietly m'nsled their bunea in tha. dust?
Po the multitude" oa, like tbe flower or the weed. 'That withers away to let others succeed; .

"

So the multitude comes, even those we behold V
- To repeat ciry tale that has often bean. toldli 5

'hard winter," traveling two or three miles a day."
r And imagine little Nancy Hanks, spindly-legge- d

and- golden-haire- d, . shivering as she snuggled under
blankets, pursuing the road of the pioneers. In the child
who was to become the mother of Abraham, Lincoln
Was now developed a. courage and perseverance whloh
was to be, inherited and which afterward marked one

. of the greatest of men.
The family settled In Washington 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 sisters, Kllzabeth and Polly,
helped tjelr mother, cooking and sewing and prepar-
ing the rude home, while the brothers, Charles, Joshua.
William. Thomas and Joseph, went about with thefather, clearing the land for cultivation In the spring.
They hunted animals 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 toil'
and hard living and then Joseph Hanks died. Notlong afterward the mother, worn with toll, followed;
the brothers and daughters married. and'Nancy, leftalone, was taken in by her Aunt Lucy a Bister ofher mother, who had married Richard Berry. This,
home was a happy one and Nancy grew up, cheerfuland pretty.

A QUAINT OLD WILL
When Nancy's father died he left a will.. It Is stillon the records of the Bardstown clerk's office, andas will be seen, Nancy was the proud heiress of oneheifer, a pet called Peldy. The quaint will, whichwag probated May 14, 1798, run: , , .'

In' the name of Ood. Amen. I, Joseph Hanks, ofNelson county, state of Kentucky, being- of sound' mind
jnd memory , but weak in . body and caflinc to mind the

. frailty or all human nature, do make and demls thismy'last win and testament In tbe mannar. - and formfollowing:, to wit: .
Item: I rive and bequeath unto my son Thomas on

orrel horta c.lled Major. Item: I iv and bequeathunto my son Joshua one gray mare Bonny. Item: J give
I",',! huj-at- unto my son VHlliam one gray horse calledOllbert. Item:'I give and bequeath unto my son Charleson roan horae called .T"be. Item: 1 gtva. and bequeath
unto my son Joseph on horse culled Bald. .Also the landwhereon I now live, containing one hundred and r fifty '

acrea ,
Item : I rive and hauath ".unia mv nwhtA.i fu...

beth one heifer yearling .called Gentle. Item: I give andbequeat h unto my daughter Polly one heifer yearling
called I.aty. Item: I give and bequeath unto my daugh-
ter Nancy one heifer yearHng called Peldy. Item: I give
and hequeath unto my wife Nanny all and singular my
whole estate during her life, afterward to b equally
dlvldea belweon all my children. It is alio my Wish and
desire that the whole of the property ,flrst abova be-
queathed should be tbe property of my "wlfe during herlife. , ,

Here, too, can be faun d a record of the seed which
budded so nobly In Joseph Hanks' grandson. . Joseph
Hanks, unlike most of the pioneers, owned no slaves.
When Nancy Hanks later married Thomas Lincoln

EM

All I Am or Ever
Hope to Be I Owe to

My Mother," Lincoln's

i Tribute:
7T1 HE history of

' every great man, de-- i
dare's a well-know- n writer, begins at

' his mother's' knee. Behind every
great endeavor and unselfish deed, every no-b- le

career of every illustrious man will be
found a woman the frail and gentle crea-

ture whose name,' perhaps, remains obscured
behind the glory of her son, but who began
to teach him high thoughts and ideals and .0
'lisp, the words of ''Our Father, who art in
Heaven."

'Abraham' Lincoln's career began at tlu
'knee of Nancy Hanks Lincoln, his mother.

, , was she who taught him to read from an
old Bible he came to know so well, fvho told
'him the stories in Aesop's fables and helped
'him, to study the ''Kentucky Preceptor."

It was she who taught him the letters of
the. alphabet and first 1 rained his hand to

, Scrawl them. It was she who instilled in him
a hatred' of slavery and by her own gentle
loveliness inspired a regard and esteem for
yeomen which lasted throughout his. life."

, Nancy Hanks Lincoln, one of the great
'President's historians declares, was "stoop-shouldere- d,

thin-breaste- d, sad at times tms-- i
arable"; a gentle, kind, uncomplaining woman,
zvhose life had been hue of hard labor, with

w enjoyments, and who died before her
, prime. This was Nancy Hanks Lincoln, who

lay on her deathbed, tired and worn, her face
V'kvm, her thin, bony hands clasping those of a

Q-- y ear-ol- d lad, whose deep-sun- k eyes were
'l:fufd with tears and who, when he'later be--

x

caine "a liberator of a race of.; men" de-clar-

;
"All that I an: or ever hope to be 1 owe

to my mother. Blessings bn her memory."

VTT ROM his mothrr. 1n. oln once told his friend
"H ttnd ,aw ParlMr- Winiam H. Herndon, he be- - .

v-J- , ipved he inherits ins power of analysis, his
.V - 3t login, his mental ai uity and his ambition. Her
t

memory remained wan .ae of th dearest things
'fiood"

,Ue""'te' noblt "f good, heroic : woman- -

v,,?JJe'' ITar.ks was 5 years old when her parents
ar!'' 111 Vi'Ki iia and went pioneering iwest-- .

?warl i' ' r,luck-- v Nani-- was tlie youngest of .

rft Uy' iU, !lht children. Her father was Joseph.r.VT "rr nmther Nrui'-- VhtpU-y- , a daughter of :

Thi ? ple Xan, was born February 5. 1784,, '

i?-r-. .1C5r rtnlf" hy Indians while her prent
'

wm (Sy ieJf,,,fil,ill!8 wfi-- bad; in fact, theret,mth f'rouKh thev wilderness, where,
4 ISrbatk 25 women and children on

.lecture Mo fro,6 ;behln,i living the caravans.
STL tl mceion. describedy

rirll. T thoSroufh Prtvations incredible andlxni? in TmcceiT. drf men women and Children

l.orses; ,an4 the .womn, some walkini wul1.,?
their heads, others with ohUArffl i xJSl
uu,l other v.hi Id rvn 8wUnl a basket.' ,m u thelr ilfnHIl! tat), of olhe?s eoing before-.0,.ie,,- "

tl

.ii.n.t bohoid them in t month of SecSr lthaietison of unprecedented ; culd called tho

Stirred
LN'S

they bought no slaves and never owned any.1
Nancy's life while she li.ved with her Aunt Lucy

was happy. She grew into a young miss of unusual '

beauty and became the belle of the countryside. Shelearned to read and write, "and was considered ex
ceptionally accomplished. When she married Thomas
Lincoln she . taught him to. spell the letters of hisname.

There are but few. and meager ' desrriptldns ofNancy Hanks. One learns that she was slight offigure, that her hair was pale golden, almost flaxen,
and her eyes were blue. Her wit was nimble.- Suitors thronged the parlor of Aunt Lucy's farm.But Nancy lost her heart to none; she laughed gailyat their protests, parried their importunate proposals
with Jest and was so good-nature- d, so mirthful andfunny about it that all remained her friends.Nancy often went to the farm of Joseph Hanks, atKllzabethtown. where she saw her cousin, ThomasLincoln. Thomas was a carpenter, and if the records

thatMost
President.
initS yo.?r ,e" ,me wno wrote the poem?" Mr. Lincoln
LQJi 1 finl out" Bom f th8 newspapersattributed its authorship to me." -

i- -
wa 'w1inen." Colonel Wilson replied, "by Wlll-!- S

n2.r. t 8co'h Poet of considerable talent, whoin Edinburgh In 1S25. He published several volumes
?JL PfM'm: and was well known to, 8fr- - Walter Scott;Christopher North,; of glorious memory, and to nanyothers among the literary leaders of hts day."- To those who appreciate meritorious verse, the samePleasure can be enjoyed here. In the reading of the poem
tn-- tt completeness, arwas-voucbsaf- ed Lincoln on thatnight of rare peace and talk of beauty amid tht tumultof war and stress of his people's peril. This is the poem
in run: ...

MORTALITY".
- 91 "hy. ahould the spirit of mortal be proud?.Like a swift, fleeting-- meteor, cloud. "

A fltth of the llghtnlns. a break f ttie wave.He passtth from life to his rest in the grave.
- Thw leaves of tha oak and the" willow shall fade,

Ba scattered around and together be laid; L
And the yOnng and tha tl1, and the low and the hfch.Bhail moulder to dust and - together shall lie.

The infant and mother attended and loved:The mother that infant's affection who proved: --

"Tbe huaband that mother, and Infant who hleaeed '
v Each, all, are away to their dwellings of rest. .

The maid on whose rhee-k-, on whose brow, in whose eye, j
Shone benuty and pleasure her triumphs are by; V
And the memory of those-tha- t beleveil' her and praised,
Arte, alike from the minds of the living erased.

1 The tt.id of iha kins-- Uiat the scepter hath borne: '
Tnt brow of tha priest that the miter hath worn; ,'.-

' The eve of the aaire and ths heart of lhibrav, - ,'Axa hidden and lost in the depths of tao grave. i

came the crisp odor of warm, brown leaves. Outside
the birds sang. A smile wreathed the face of the
tired, weary woman.; -

'.'""' "BE GOOD TO ONE ANOTHER"
She took theTiands of Sarah and the thin, serious-face- d

boy. "Be good to one another," she said, broken-
ly, with infinite tenderness. Then she closed her eyes.
The WonderfuJ, smile deepened. - The sunltght faded
into evening, and little Abe, leaving Sarah kneeling
by bed, crept away and climbed the pegs In the
wall to' the. garret, where ha flung himself on a xnat--tres-

of leaves. .' r - vNight' fell, and from the loft came. a stifled sound
sobbing repressed, checked, restrained, "yet

so poignant,,.' so. keen,. eo. heart-forlo- rn that the father,
returning home,' paused, hearing It; his heart sinking.
He know, the sunlight of the boy's life: had departed.

Many years afterward people wondered at the or
row moulded Indelibly on the face of Lincoln like agony,
graven on a figure of stone. -

Nancy Hanks Lincoln 'succumbed to a fever which
had ravaged the country," and - which- - carried away .

the 'Sparrows, husband- - and wife, a few daya before; '

all Were buried on the same day. r.
'

Bef9re the'next December Thomas Lincoln married f

Sarah Bush Johnston, a widow, ' who, it is said, had ";
rejected him? many years . before, i She came from

"Kentucky and became a mother to the two mother--,
and--e became- - --dutiful--

son " to her. - The-famil- became more prosperous. ;

But' the face of the boy, as he grew up, became more
melancholy. 7 It was not until after the death of Anne

- ftutledge,.: his first love, that' there developed In him
the gloom and' sense - of fatality which colored hla
life. ' - - - - ,

'.In later years, when Lincoln, again shrouded lit'
sorrow- sat by the bedside of his little son, Willie,:
who was dying," he cried In despair: "This is the
hardest trial of my life. . Whyia It? Why is ItH A
nurse who had lost her husband and children - told t

him of her loss, adding, "But. Intrust in Ood. X rel
'upon bis. will Lincoln shook, his head sadly.

On. the day of the funeral he asked the nurse and
some friends to pray' for him. "I will try to go to '

God with my sorrows, he said. "I wish I had that
childlike faith-yo- u speak l of. " I trust God will give)

...it i o ' me." - . . ,.':,;',...'
- Then hla memory traveled back over the yeaisaind '

his first , loss by death came tov his. mind. He told
of his mother's confident belief In the wisdom of

' God. " 1 remember her prayers." he said, in a low j

, voice, "and they have always followed mo. They have .

'.followed- me ,all myllfe,"- - -, ; 7- - ; .

." - dt 4 ,' , a. . . .''; ' . . '

T ABRAHAM LINCOLN it
i .was once said that the pre-

vailing Bentiment of his pow-
erful, yet sad, countenance
was expressed in the line, "Oh,
why should the spirit of mor

" tal Te proud?"
. ThA

who found there so splendid ' significance, guessed
the secret that lay; within with almost clairvoyant
insight. ' .

That e opening line of the poem which
was Lincoln's favorite. It was wj-itte- n by a young
Scotchman, who died at the age of 7 the ag
fatal to liurns, Byron, Motherwell and other gifted
poets. ,M- -

yv NBrenlng In December. 1863, Mr. Lincoln-r- e

f ,i.B peated the verses toColonel J. a. Wilson, then.
ln Washington.:, V

i "Mr. President," 'remarked Ms guest, "you
have omitted a portion of it." .. j., .. t"WhatJ Is there more of 11?" exclaimed Mr. Ltncoln
with eager aatoniyhment. . ,

"Vea. sir; two more stansas." t J
. Colonel Wilson --repeated them, to the delight of Ua

For we are the same as our fathers hav been : '

We sea the same sights that our fathers have aeen: . - , "

We drink the same stream and view the same sua.
And .run the same course our fathers have run.
Tha thoughts w--e are thinking our fathers Would think:Prom the death we are shrinking our fathers wruild shrink;

.To the life we are clinging- - they also would dins;But it speeds for us sib ilka a bird, on tha wins. ,

They loved, but the story cannot unfold:
Ther scorned, but tha heart of the haughty Is cold:They grieved, but' no wall from the slumber will come;
They Joyad., but' the tongue of their gladnesa Is dumb. -

r- -. .

They died ay! they died. We things that are now, .

That walk on, the turf that lias over their brow.
And make In their dwellings a transient abode.
Meet th things that they met on their pilgrimage road.
Tea! hopa and desnondeneyT pleasure and pain,-
We rr.lngte together in sunshine and rain: ,"
And the smile and the, tear, the song and the dirge,
fctlll follow ach other, like surge upon surge.
Tie, the wink "of an eye. 'tis' the draught of a breath,
From the. blossom of health to tha paleness of death

om the gilded saloon to the bier- - and the shroud.
On! way should th. spirit of mortal be proud 1

- - - , .. , - ,

7 '


