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222 The Northern,
Wichita, Xensas, December 30, 1919.

Miss Ida M, Tarbell,
132 East 19th Street,
New York City.

My dear Miss Tarbell:

Your letter came several days ago, end the manusoript
yesterday. I can't find words to thank you adequately for
your kindness in this matter so must ask you to take that for
granted. You are entirely right in your suggestion that the
work of doing it gives the highest satisfaction. Indeed, I
don't know what would have become of me if I hedn't done this
or something of a similar nature and now that I have got the
habit, I think I shall keep on trying.

I shall try a few other publishers and if I fail com-
pletely, I think that I shall adopt the suggestion of n{
daughter and will have it typed on heavy bond paper, Wwe
bound, and present it with my compliments to the library of
the little college here with which it was my privilege to be
connected at its beginning and during the trying days following.
Then, about the year 3600, some antiquary will dig up this
priceless gem, by a colleague of Shakespeare and Irving, and
spring it on the world as an example of the fine fancy and pure
diction which obtained in the beginning of the keansas natiom,
end perhaps it will settle the mmch mooted question as to the
location of the great Battle of Armageddon, the crusis]l conflict
between the allied Incas and Astecs sgainst the Hudson Bay Fur
Company, which the Nippomic historians claimed was fought at
Manila in the Philippine Islands, the Teutonese historians
pointing to this as a triumphant vindication of their contention
that Manila was looated on the Mississippil

Recently I have been doing some little bits and send you
herewith a copy of "My Theory"”. I have never been a very greet
admirer of Mr. Whittier. Outside of "Snowbound", his poems, for
the most part, seem to me lacking in vigor of expression and
correctness of view, and full of sentimemtalism. One day 1
came across "Maud Maller", which has been a pet aversion of
mine for many years, and rashly said to my sister, "Watch me
make & boob of Mr. Whittier." Being committed to it, I had te
go to it, and this is the result, which you may tear up when

you read it.

I am sorry I have no more stories of Mr. Lincoln to tell
you, though it is possible that I may have. Only yesterday my
sister told me that one of our neighbors im "The Northern™ is & .
granddaughter of Mr. Lincoln's cousin. She was born ILincoln amd B

is a very brilliant and attractive woman, about thirty-fivofngf
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014, and I am going to sound her for anything that she may
know of her distinguished relative and if I find anythimg, I
will send it to you.

I remember one morning more than forty years ago, in
the little town of Tallula, where I was then livings-the old
Clary's Grove, you know--as I was waiting for my mail in the
post office, I heard someone remark that Mentor Graham was in
town. I went to my office and built a fire. When it got going,
the door opened and a very old man came in and asked if he might
warm himself at my fire. Of course he was welocome. A8 he sat
there, it suddenly occurred to me that it might be Mentor Graham.
He was. I tried to draw him out about Mr. Lincoln but either he
was reticent or had no reminiscences to mention. He only said:
"Abe was a good boy," and after sitting there for awhile, ross,
thepked me and went out. He died soon after.

But I believe, Miss Tarbell, that I ought to tell you a
story that I heard three years ago--a very remarkable story--
of Mr. Lincoln's parentsge. I remember very well when I first
heard of his alleged illegitimacy. I could go within a foot of
the spot where I was standing, a ten-year-old boy, when a grown
man sneered at Mr. Lincoln because of that. It was a man who
had come to Jacksonville, a refugee from Missouri, and whom my
father had befriended and who, therefore, hated my father, and
he poured that into my ears. And I remember thet you later found
the marriage license of Thomas Lincoln and Nancy Hanks and 80
settled forever the question of their marriage. But this strange
story came to me three years ago, just after the election of 1916,
and I think I ought to tell you as one deeply interested in
everything that concerns the history of Abraham Lincoln and a8
the one biographer who,I think,more than any other has given a
correct and sympathetic appreciation of his character. I read
your book last winter with the greatest pleasure and that is the
conclusion that I came to.

T was sitting in the office of a little hotel at Columbus,
Kaneas, waiting for the rain to stop so that I might call on my
customers, and got into conversation with a cattleman much older
than myself but still vigoroue in body and mind. We talked of
the election. I forget the gentleman's name but he told me that
he had been a lifelong Democrat. He had fought in the Uniom Army
end had generally supported the Democratic ticket. He had voted
for Mr. Wilson for the first term but in the second election he
could not vote for him on acocount of his vacillating policy in
Mexico and his apparent lack of grasp of the situation with
reference to the World War then raging. Neither could he vote
for Mr. Hughes for he disapproved entirely of his resignation
from the Supreme Court to run for President. So, you see, he
was a man of strong convictions and independent judgment. His
whole conversation showed it.
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Somehow the name of Mr. Lincoln came into the conversation.
He had seen Mr. Lincoln and he spoke of him with an admiration
and devotion amounting almost to reverence. I told him the
story of the ConfedSrate regiment which met as American citiszens
rather than Confederate soldiers and passed formel resolutions
deploring his death. Then he told me this remarkable tale.

He was driving through North Carolina some years after the
Civil War. He and his driver were paseing & large plantation.
The big house stood well back from the road and in fromt of the
house a man was standing who, in form and feature--for he was close
enough to see hie features clearly--appeared the perfeact picture
of Abraham Lincoln. He spoke to his driver of the remerkabdle
resemblance. For awhile the man said nothing but after they
had passed, the driver asked him if he were & newspapar mam.
He was not. And then the driver told him that the people were
very sensitive on that subject. Everybody in the neighborhood
knew it but everybody kept the story out of the papers.

The father of the men whom he had seen owned the same
plantation and was very highly regarded in the community and
for a long Aistance round; had more tham a local reputation
for his integrity, his public spirit, his kindness to his slaves
and generally fine character. But an ugly rumor began to go
about and the little Baptist church of the neighborhood, 0 whioh
thie man was a member, took cognizance of the rumor and brought
him before the bar. When he was charged with guilt toward a
young white girl living on his plentation, he arose in the church
and publicly confessed his fault. He said that his wife had
forgiven him, he hoped God would forgive him, and he begged the
forgiveness of the church, promising to do everything he could
to ameliorate the unfortunate girl's condition and make her life
more bearable., He built a house for the girl Namcy, a very at-
tractive, bright young woman, and there she lived until her ochild
was born. But that situation had its shortcomings and counld
not endure, so he gave her a considerable sum of money and she
went into the wilderness of Kentucky, where she married Thomas
Lincoln.

This is the story. My friend wae deeply impressed by
it and believed it. He knew perfectly well the mythieal
character of many stories that gather about the parentage and
early life of great men and was not unduly impressed by the rumor
itself, but the striking resemblance in form and feature impressed
him and still more, I think, the honesty and manliness of the
guilty man, in which he saw a quality that was perhaps the moat
striking feature of Mr. Lincoln's character, and further, the fact
that none of Mr. Lincoln's brothers showed any of these qualities
in a marked degree. He also expressed a cordial admiration for
the young mother, her courage im going alone with her baby into
the wilderness--a strong character.

1 have never repeated this and perhaps shall never mant;p#-_
it again and 1f I have offended you in the telling, I humbly beg..
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your forgiveness, and to take the taste of it out of your mouth,
I believa that I will tell you a little story of the gallantry
that obtained in the Civil War, as a etriking contrast to the
brutal ferocity and fiendish cruelty that was such a narked
characteristic of the recent World War.

~ In my native town there was a young merchant named
Philpot. I 4o not remember him, though I probably knew him as
a boy for I knew everybody at the time. "Philly", a8 he was
affectionately called, for he was very popular, came from
Alabama, and while the trouble was brewing between the North
and South, said boldly that if the South went out, he should go
down to his netive state to fight for her. He was born there
and his people lived there and he womld go there and fight for
her. So he aiad.

When Grant's troops were before Donaldson, on the day be-
fore ths surrender, when everything was quiet aleng the line,
an officer sprang up on the parapet and waved his sword. He
called out: "Are there any Illinois men here?”

"yWe're here!"™ the Illinois men replied.

npsre there any Jacksonville men here?"” he demended.

nyes. We're here, Philly, k" they called. "You're our
meat. We're coming for you tomorrow.”

He saluted and sprang down. The next day the fort was
surrendered and the Jacksonville bunch got Philly. When the
guard came for him they refused to give him up and were allowed
to keep him for several days. He was their guest. There was
nothing too good for old Philly.

And this story, which I got, I think, from D, R. Piteh,
whom I saw for the last in Omaha some ten years ago. He was &
merchant in Jecksonville and at the beginning of the War was
private secretary to Govermor Richard Yates the first, also a
resident of Jacksonville, as you remember. One evening, he and
the Covernor were going over a lot of papers having to 4o with
military matters and Fitch said: "Governor, we ought to have a
military man in here to help us with this." For everything was

at sixes and sevens,
"] know it," 8aid the Governor, "but they are all in the

army."
"No," said Fitch. "There is a man here, a Captain Grant,

who hasn't got & commission.”™
The Governor seid, "Cell him in." So Ceptain Grant was

called in and soon had everything arranged in apple pie order.

One evening when they were going over some matters, the
Governor said: "Grant, don't yomu want & commission?” Grant

replied, "Yes."
"All right. I'll give you the 126th Regiment. We haven't

eny uniforme or guns but they will be here in a few days."
Grant said: "Send them to Quincy. We'll start for Quiney
tomorrow morring. The boys have got to learn to march and they
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. Agein thanking you for your kinduess and
. happy and prospercus New Yeer, I am
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MY THEORY.

1 may be what they take me for,

A oynioal old bacheloer.

Perhaps. But I've a theory

0f the marriage game. It seems to me
That when the parties to the pact
Come to the nuptial sltar, backed
By loyal, firm and gm-oron‘ will

To 40 each several best to fill

T™he other's oup of happinaanm,
Without a eelfish thought or trace
0f aare for what they"re aue to get,
Their happiness is a safe bet.

Put when there's lurking in the mind,
E'en though it may be 1ll-defined,

A sense of th' duty th' other owes,
There's trouble shesd. Now, I suppose
That that's a preachment, bat it's true,
And here's another one for you.

If you wonld side-step 8ore heartache,
Be ready to give, not eager to take,
To 0ld and young this rule applies;

To rich and poor it never lies,

And as Life's mystery unfolds,

I think you'll find my theory holds.

But, Lord, what hopes does marriage quench
In lady fair and ebon wenoh;

In merchant prince and stumdling olod--
Whet hopes lie buried '‘neath its sod
Whene'er the parties to ‘the-paot

Have generous devotion lagked. - -

How of% we'think our friends mismated.
And when thay find their hopes unsated,
When he goes this way, she goes that,
Or they stage the play of 4og and cat,
We say, as we bemoen their fate,

Bach should have had anpther mate;
Gonvince ourselves with little pother,
Each might have been happy with another,

If pretty Msud had married the Judge

Ana escaped the fate of household drudge,

She might have been happy throughout 1ife's span,
Her husbend s fond, contented man.

We sigh with pseudo sentiment

That Fate their paths apart has bent,

and draw from bathos' noisome fen :

That mawkish phrase: "It might have ‘been,"
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My Theory

But what of th' others?  What of th' lsd £ il
That married Maud? He was not bad,
What would you expect of husband young

T ond thet hib wife's sffestions olmag .

To a rich 0ld man she'd met one day
While in the meadow reking hay? .
If Mand hed quit mooning and coursed him,

'Pwould have been far better for dosh of ‘hcl. 4

And what of the widov of ample dower, - R
When ehe found that her husband'se quest of power
Ead root in regrets o'er a fair young faee? .
Some reason there, eh, for pleasure's chase?

She took from life the best she could, =
Refusing o'er mendlese wronge to' bro od.

The only alternative was divorce.

Ho doubt she thought it might be worae, '
And there's & reflection in which you'll find
A hin§ for uee in life's hard grind.

When things go wrong and Joys are dead, .

The future dark,end hope is fledz-

When seems no light in the universe,

Buok up and bear it! It might be worse.

Now, liet to the tele of the Sandman's joke:
The other day beneath this oak

I fell asleep and found that Maud

Hed married the Judge. On the svenue broad
They lived within ehund of the ocean's Tosr,
In a mansion great, vith servants galore.
There were butlers, coachmen, maids end 000k8;
Pictures, tap'stries, rugs and booksj ,
The ceilings were drcams and the mirror-like floore
Adorned with weaves of Persians and Moors.

The furniture ,massive, fine and o0l4,

0f fauily,taste and travel Sold.
Tredsuresa from centuries lon.zz,;-‘c;mf dowmn,

The pride of all the cultured town.

But meud didn't like the fine old things,
Divans, chairs, couches f£it for kings.
And soon they were to the attic sent,
Replaced by pieces which merely meant
Thet Maud had money. 4 rustic scene

Was deftly shunted behind a soreen,

Quite out of sight--done by Minot.

""was too guggestive and had to go.

And soon "The Gleaners", priceless, rare,
Huong from the wall of the servents' steir.
Flatly the Judge refused to send wums
Away the gift of e dying friend.

To th' meeting homse 0ld, up on the hill, ,
Maud had gone with her folks, who went there still.
But married now, from lofty peroh, e o o
The most High Churchist of Hfjgh Church,
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0f his fine home,

My Theory

(Reverently, she said: “The Ohm'e}* =~~~
To her position” owed that towed,’ ~ . . =
She looked on & denomins$iom =
As it dut for denuncietion.

_Rnr.suuth were frequently qnomuua g o
In feshion odd.nnd pften feigned - . . =

%2 congh behind their kerchiefs white, o

Yor it was hard to be polite . o

¥hen Maud her phrases French brought forth,

Unconscious of repressed mirgh,
And &t her table when the beef st
With gravies rich was served, s shesf
Came o8 from one who heotar eips,
And while her husbend made no fuss, B SRAAL E
He winced at Maud'e "rosst beef sm jus." . .

In th' library of volumes rare
She moved with menner debonair;
Spoke of the "worka" as if she knew
Their contents and their suthors too.
"Prinoipia” in the Latin writ
For learned folk and keen of wit,
"primpitia, in ite native tongume,"
She oallel. The town with lasughfer rung.

Ales! 4lsck.: pish! tushi Ok, fie! .

And all the other words that swell

The chorus of contempt supreme. - LTI Rl
For an old man dresming Love's young dream.
The people mighed and shook the hesd,

And one of the neighbors sagely seid:

"If th' Judge had married another one,

A widow with _,a«nmtbin‘_; of her own,

i he might have been

A happy man." All said:"Ameni"

" e

"nd if Maud had married s sturdy led |

O0f habits good, & farmer bred, TSR e S
She might have been useful and justly prouwd, .

The mothar of & joyous brood - T

0f children fine, ™ And here the oak

An acorn dropped and I awoke.,

The fastidious reader may, if he desire, au“titntl
"ory" for "swell." The other kind 'will not need sny -
suggestion. | g s SRR e
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