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The Boy Lincoln, i

carly youth was spent in

Indiana, above Rockport, &

1 ity crowning the abrupt cliffs

frown over the Ohio River. He was faithful

and industrious; but there was in him & latent in-
dolence, whi wie him fond of taking his rod to
fish, or, ¥ g gun upon his shoulder, he would
roam in sear game over the long, low hills
bursting with red clay. There are living atpresent
sever ( ns who knew Lincoln well at that |
time ghtfal, and hig solitary expe-
ditions probably gave him plenty of opportunity
» his meditative faculties. The descrip-
his appearance then—his long, lank legs,
diminutive body; his homely face, upon
» prominent nose stood like a handle; his {

upon his shoulders—bring up |
1€ ture of Ichabod Crane in the twi-
¥ight, stealing over the hills of Sleepy Hollow to |
pay h ourt to Fraulein Katrina Von Tassel, |
The embryo statesznan was full of spirit and
fond of mmad pranks. One old gentleman in Rock-
port lives to tell the last time Lie saw Lincoln. He |
was visiting (he Lincoln homestead, and, as he |
was coming away, they found a trcspassing cow |
hanging about the gate. The cow had given the |
Linc uch annoyance by entering their gar-
den and committing depredations. Young Abe
was dressed in a suit of jeans, without any coat,
as it v summer time, and on his head he wore a !
broad mmed white straw hat, part of which
was cracked and broken. IFinding the cow stand-

ing hypocritically meek at the gate, young Abe |

leaped astride of her back, and, digging his bare

heels o her sides, the astonished animal broke |

away down the road in a lumbering gallop. ‘The
last Isaw of Abe Lincoln,” the old gentleman re-

lates fondly, “he was swinging his hat, shouting |

at the top of his voice, and- galloping down the
road on that thunderstruck cow.”
In the old country church nearthe Lincoln place

is a pulpit whiech was made by Abe Lincoln and |

his father. There is a book case in the Evansville
custom-house made by the same carpenters and
taker sre for preservation, Near where the old

house stood is a dliapidated corn-crib with rail |
f

floor, the rails for which were split by young Lin-
coln, Last fall a monument was raised over Nancy
Lincoln's grave through the efforts of General
Veatch, of Rockport. It is a plain slab with a

vain Inscriptio

{€a




THE LI NCOLN DUEL,
Another Version of the Aflair,

Tothe Editor of the State Journal:

I notice in your columns, this morning, a
¢‘Reminisence of Springfield,” which I beg
to correct in part, and I think probably the
best way is to tell the whole story just as it
occurred simply giving facts, dates I am now
unprepared to give, but about 1842 in the
spring, I was keeping the books of the Jour-
waL office and collecting for Col. Ed. Baker,
Abraham Lincoln, A. T. Bledsoe, I think,
Drs. Henry and Merryman. All had their
offices in this building, and I think in a large
room adjoining the counting room, all as
much the backwoods fashion as you can con«
ceive.

The JourvaL had been running several
years and had never had a ledger. So you
can form some idea of the rural simplicity.

General Shields, a native born Irishman,
a very clever man and an old bachelor,
wanting to get married, and seemingly very
anxious, wagour State Auditor. Milton Hay
and James Matheny were studying law with
Baker and Bledsoe. Allen Francis and New-
ton were younger brothers of old Simeon.
At nights wo were all en—

gaged with Stephen A. Douglas and .others

in playing ball, running foot races, telling
stories and cracking jokes at the expense of
any one, we didn’t care whom. Some one, I
don’t know who, but always thought ’twas
Milt Hay, J. H. Matheny, or A. T. Bledsoe
conceived the idea of having some fun at
Gen. Shields’ expense in the shape of love
letters from an old Irish maid out near
Athens, to Gen. Shields; and his reply.

The letters were pubiished in the Jour-
NaL, and were talked " of, laughed
at and over, and everyone with
any ffun or ideality in his composition
put in a word to make sport. Each one
would have fought to the death for Gen.
Shields-~would not have offended him for
anything; but fun we must have. The
letters were.  written and  published
before old Uncle Simeon knew it, and
General Ewing with General Shields came
and demanded the author. Mr., Lincoln
was standing at my desk reading the Jour~yaL
in the morning. We had just come down
from Mr. Lincoln’s house together, when
Uncle Simeon stepped up to Mr. Lincoln and
told him. Mr. L. turned his head right quick
and said to hmm: ¢‘Tell General Shields I
wrote the article.”

I went off on a collecting tour, was gone
some weeks—the duel had culminated, and it
will now never be known how it terminated
unless something should be said to the injury
of General Shields or Mr. Lincoln. Major A.
R. Robinson loaned Mr. Lincoln the sword
with which to practice, and fight if need be,

More anon if you desire the finale.

Jaues L. HiwL

Springfield, June 23, 1873.

Lt S SRR b S A




Mr. Herndon’s Account of Abraham Lin
coln and Ann Rutledge.
From the Boston Advertiser.
BosroN, Friday, Dec. 7, 1866.
To the Editors of the Boston Daily Advertiser:

I have just returned from a somewhat length-
ened journey through the State of Illinois. While
there, it was a matter of some vexation and annoy-
ance that I could in no wise lay hold of a Boston
paper. When a few hours gince, a paragraph
from the Daily Advertiser, headed ¢ A singular
story about Mr. LiNcoLN,” was put into my
hands, my first feeling was one of intense thank-
fulness that in all probability it weuld never meet
Mr. HERNDON'S' eyes. Did it concern any one
but him, whose name thrills through every Ameri-
can heart—were Mr, HErRxDON himself well known in
New-England—we might trust to the wisdom of si-
lence, and let the reproach sink into natural ob-
livion. But Mr. HERNDON is to write the only life of
ABRAHAM LiNcoLN which will command the atten-
tion of posterity, it is to be published by a Boston
house, and I am not willing that there should be any
doubt as to his gualifications or his character,

In order to unierstand such men as HERNDON and
LIdCOLn—iur ‘licy were both of one type—we must
bave a knowledge of pioneer life such as few Eastern

men possess. Travelers through the large ci‘ies of
the West do not often see this class of men; they
must be sought in the darkness of Egypt, in the
broad stretches of the prairie, on the dismal trail of
the legal circuit., Their lives are not like our lives,
nor are their ways as our ways. Since the days of
the old Crusaders there have been no men, I think,
80 blessed or 8o cursed, as the case might be, by the
love of women. Nor 18 it, in those far off wilds, pos-
sible to keep the secrets of a man’s life in this re-
spect. When I saw with my own eves, written state-
ments from Mr, LiNcoLN’s own hand, and affidavits
from repeated sources, as to sumilar statements made
by him in conversation, on matters which would
never have passed the lips of an Eastern man, I asked:
‘““Whbat does it mean—how can it be explained '’ and
everywhere in fouthern Illinois I received the same
answer—*‘ Only by the habits of our people.’’

t. is well to be born in Boston, well to be nurtured
in a school,where ‘‘ prunes and prisms’’ form part of
one’s elementary discipline, but it is also well to go
away from Boston, to be purged utterly of provincial
egotism and moral bigotries, and open one’s eyes to
the fact that God is competent to gave all men, and
that he specially bends to save sometimes the poor
wretch whom we Bostonians leave in the gutter.
When, a few weeks since, I wrote a Jetter to a Boston
paper, from Mr, HERNDON'S fireside, and stated how I
could at one glance distinguish the only

” in an audience composed ot New

eepers and traders, such audiences as travelers for
the most part encounter, it was not my ewn smart-
ness that I desired to advertise, but the extraordi-
nary and impassible barrier between these two races.
The time is past, I think, when any one in New-Eng-
land would justify JARED SPARKS in drawing his pen
through the phrase *“ Old Put,”’ and putting in the
*“ Gen. PuTNaM,”’ which restored the mythical dignity
of WasHINGTON. Is there any ene in this generation
who knows anything of WAsHINGTON, the man ? Cer-
tainly, there must have been some days when he
omitted to wear his starched cravat, and wheo his
horse’s heels were not duly blackened! And of Na-
POLEON, where can we find a single historie sketch ?
The early English writers make him the father of half
the illegitimate princes on the continent, including
some too near of kin. The French memoirs repre-
sent him as a miracle of chastity and devotion to

5, while now and then a foreign newspaper
that some onejdics who was an unacknowl-
edged son of the great NAPOLEO?

ABRAHAM LINCCLN did now believe in writing his-
tory in this way. He was a man who could neither
think. nor look, nor act a lie. He was great enough
to see liis own relation to his times, his personal cir-

d his God, and to be wllling that the
worl uld see If he was not great enough,
the State of i and knowing how Mr. LIN-
OOLN loved ¢ ted WiLLtaM HENRY HERNDON,
it demanded at once that th ould write s

Too ir faathful
NDON can
se of five

ient to wait
is the only wc
, Sprin~field demanded,
res.
re are two millions of people in the State of I1-
) and a larg portion cof them know in some
taghion all the facts these five lectures treat. It was
{ NDON’S business to put these facts into an
rder which would force them to illuat each other
The lectures do not constitute the ¢ Life” he is to
publish; they are only studies toward it. The lec-
ture which the Advertiser has criticised is, I believe,
the fourth of the five, and supplies a necessary link
in 1he history. It could no more be left out of a true
life of LiNcorN than DANTE’S love for BEATRIEE, or
PETRARCH'S love for LAURA, or SHELLEY’S divorce
from his first wife, could be omitted in the biogra-
phies of those poets, and still leave them intelligi-
ble. For thirty years after the period it describes,
his terrible sorrow continued to move him at times
ont of himself. and it is the onlv explanation of many

4 it bt ot Bttt oy B B e 3 ek Bk

| significant tacts. The poem, which is inseparably
) connected with his memory, became precious to him
simply for ANN RUTLEDGE'S sake.

There is the story, and Mr. HERNDON, nearly 12
years Mr. LINCOLN'S junior, has no more to do with
it than I nave as I tell it. ANN RUTLEDGE was a lady,
one of the very few that bad penetrated to Illinois as
early as 1833, Of a tamily educated and aristocratic,
but broken down, she was betrothed, before Mr. LIN-

| corx ever saw her, to a Scotch merchant. In those
j days Illinois was as far from New-York as Kam-
| schatka now is. They were soon to be married,
| when the Scotchman went for business purposes '_u
‘[ that city. For months nothing was heard _of himg it
| was supposed that he was dead or had wickedly de-
| serted ANN. The truth was that he lay ill of de-
| lirious fever at a small wayside inn. In this state
| of things, while ANN’s mind was tortured by suspense
and disappointment, Mr. LiNcoLN went to her
| father’s house to board. In time a sort of pro-
| vigional engagement ensued. There were cir-
cumstances in both lives which depressed and
pained; they learned to hold each other
very dear. Upon this state of things broke

the rumor of the recovered Scotchman’s retur
delicate nature of the woman broke under it.
3etrothed to two—both of whom she love she had
1t to die; she did not live to see him enter
ew-Salem. How he who had been absent lovea her
let the sequel show. He bought the farm for her
sake, and lives there still a bachelor. It was his
ing hand that pointed out to Mr. HERNDON tne

spot where ANN RUTLEDGE died.

That this story is true, I know, for I have read
every line of the autograph letters on which it de-
pends. That it is the truth, on which the future life
of Mr. LiNcoLN turned, Mr, HERNDON will some time
| show us. Had ANN lived to be his wife, it is the

opinion of all his Western friends that he would never
| have sought political life. His tastes were quiet and

domestic. But this trial unhinged him, made him
i for years reckless, despairing, atheistic. It was
very gradually that he came to conquer the revolt of
his own soul. It was that work well done which fitted
him to conquer other men. I dare not pursue the
su~ject further than to say that Mr. HERNDON has

a task before him which for delicacy and magnitude
| exceeds any of which I have ever dreamed. Mr. Lixn-
| ocoLx left no blood relations but his sons. None of
| ANN RUTLEDGE’S survive her. The unhappy Scotch-
| man who returned to find her dead, saw every line of

the lecture which the Advertiser criticised before it
| was printed. I think few authors of modern times
| would have been honorable enough to ask his con-
sent, since he was not to be mamed in it, but Mr.
HerxDON read the manuscript to me himself, and
would never allow me to speak of it till it had passea
that last revision.

I had not got far in Illinois before I found that the
life of ABRAHAM LINCOLN was something very differ-
ent from what we at the East had imagined. I
found HOLLAND'S book lying in half the log-cabins,
with the vexed disgust of readers pencilled on the

rgin. ¢ Gammon!’ was the most frequent com-

nt of those on the Sangamon Circuit. ¢ Pious
another. I had traversed the length and
he s before I reached Springfieid, hut
the hope that ¢ thing T might hear there would
chenge the new impression hourly diminished, and
when at last I laid my hand upon Mr. HERNDON’S
papers and said, ‘“Will the world eyer bear that you
" 11 the whole truth ?’’ he answered, ‘It must
at or nothing.”’ what would ABRAHAM
himself have de d ?”’ I continued, His
ad, a look of strange tenderness stole over
, and he answered seemed to see him and
I st as I used to do, and he says, ¢ Go ahead,
Billy.’’ must trust Mr. HERNDON, becauses ABRA-
gaM LivcoLN trusted him. There is nothing in his-
tory more touching than their dealings with each
other For more than twenty-five years they were
partners, but never kept a separate account, heia
each other’s money as they held their own, and never
suspected nor experienced wrong, never had a mis-
understanding nor a grievance. When Mr. LiNcoLN
was about to leave for Washington, he went to the
dingy little law office which had sheltered his saddest
hours. He sat down on the couch, “ BrrLry,” said
he, ‘“ you and I have been together all these years,
and have never ‘passed a word.” Will you let my
name stay on the old sign till I come back from Wash-
ington ?”” The tears started to Mr. HERNDON’S eyes.
He put out his band. “Mr. LiNcoLy,” said he,
‘I will never have any other partner while you
live,”” and to the day of the assassination all the do-
ings of the firm were in the name of LiNcOLN &
HERNDON

We must trust Mr. HERNDON also, because this na-
tion ov reat debt It was he who first led
Mr. LINC i-slavery convictions U ly re-

lent’s hands, kept the
very last. God grant he

{ which no one else would

|
|

a

Tacts
SCarce-

- he wil-

¢ ess 8 aca I The wilderness
npounce upor 1. was not our

taught him law

mus
i courts which
de showed me a law Daper one day,

with a curious twist about his mouth, “You would
not think much of that at the East,” said he, ‘* but it
does our vusiness here.”” C. HD.
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