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REMINISCENCES OF MY BOYHOOD DAYS—A. LINCOLN

In the Fall of 1844, I went into the

neighborhood in which I was raised,

where my mother and only sister were

buried, and from which I had been

absent about fifteen years. That part

of the country is within itself as un-

poetical sz any spot on the earth, but

still, seeing it and its objects and in-
habitants, arcused feelings in me
which were certainly poetry, though
whether my expression of those feel-
ings is poetry is quite another ques-
tion. This piece of poetry of my own
I was led to write:

H:r ehlldhosd’s home I ses agnln,
And n with the view
And still, as memory crowds mr brain,
There's pleasure In it oo

0 Memory! thou midway warld
"Twixt sarth and paradize,
Where things dec

In dreamy wa rise.

And, freed from all that's ln'rl.hl{ vile,
Jeem hallowsd, pore, and bright,
ke ecenes In some encha hi

All bathed In Hguld Hght.

An durky mountains plmn t.'h& e
When twilight chasea
Ad Imuln-nntu that, paasing I::r.
n distancs die away,

As leaving some grand waterfall,

We, Hogering, list its romr—
S0 mem will low mll
We've wn, but know no more,

Hear twenty years have passed away
Bloee here 1 bid farewell

To woods and fields, and sconea of play,
And playmates loved so well,

Where many were, but fow remain
Of old familiar things:

Buat seeling them, to mind ngain
The lost and aheent brings,

The friends I left that parting day,
How changed, na time has 1

Young childhood grown, strong manhosd gray,
And half of all are dead,

I hear the loved survivors tell

How naught from death eould save,
Till overy sound appears n kuoell,

And svery spot o grove.

I range the flelds with peniive tread,
And pice the hollow rooms,

And feel (companlon of the dead)
T'm living in the tombs,

When I wisited my old home in the
Fall of 1844 1 found an insane man,
Matthew Gentry, still lingering in this
wretched condition. He is three years
older than I, and when we were boys
we went to school together. He was
rather a bright lad, and the son of a
rich man of 8 very peoor neighborhood.
At the ape of nineteen he unaccount-
ably became furicusly mad, from
which condition he gradually settled
down into harmless insanity. In my
poetizing mood, I could not forget the
impression hizs case made upon me.
Here is the result:

Buat here's an object more of drend
Than mught the grave contuins—

The human form with reason fod.
While wretched life remalna.

When terror spread, and nelghbors ran
Your dangerois strength to bind,

And soon, a howling, eroey man,
Your limba were fant confined :

How thon you strove amd shrleled aloud;
Your bones and sinews bared ;

And flondish on the gpuzing erowd
With burning eyeballa glired ;

And begged and swaors, and wept und prayod
With mankse lnughter Jolned ;

How fenrful wers these signe dizployed
Oy pangs that killed the mind @

And when at length the deear amd long
Time soothed thy flercer woes,

How plaintively thy mournful wong
Upon the stlll nlght rose!

I'vo heard It oft as If 1 droamed.
Far distant, sweet and lone,
The funerml dirge it moor esemed
Of reason dend and gone.

Ta drink lta straion 1've stole away,
All stenlthily mnd still,

Ere yot the rizsing gpod of day
Had stremked the eastern hill,

Alr held her breath; trees with the spell
Geemed sorrowing angols roand,

YWhose swolling tenras in dewdrops foll
Upon the lstening ground.

But this in past, and nagght romaine
That raiesd thoo o'ar the brute

Thy plercing shrivks and soothing straln
Are like, forever mute,

Now fare thées well | More thoo the enuse
Than subject now of woe.
All montal pangs by thme's kind lnws
loot the power to koow,

0O doath! Thou awe-inapiring prince
Thaut keepst the world in fear,

Why dost thou tear more blest ores hencs,
And leave hlm lingering here?

Another, the subject a:*Bear Hunt":

A wild-bear chace, didst never seaT

m’l‘h?-n h?muu 1II._\'e1; lF Il'l'll'll—
rlahow b ool glorious gloe,
Ligs desert in thy braln,

Whan first my futhor wttlld h!ﬂ.
"Poiin L o lront

The panther’s mruu:: l’.’tlnl nlgM. with fear
And bears preyed on the swine—

But woe for Bruln®s short lved fun,
hon rose the sguesling ory;
Now man and harse, with dog and gun,
Fur vengeance, at him fly—

A sound of danger strikes his ear,
He gives the breczs a snufl ;

Awny he bounds, with little fear,
Amd seoks the tungled rough.

On hin foes, and rench the grou
a left his holf munched m.u’ﬁ'

The dogs. In circles, scent around,
And find this fresh made tﬂil—

With instant ery away they dush,

o Amd mun u famt urmuu'; o
(il I.ﬂ‘l waber uh,
And shout uu% Euwﬁllw-—

Now to elude the enger pack.
Bewr shunn the epen grownd ;

Through matted vines, he shapes his track
And runs it, roand and reand—

The tall flest cur, with deep-moiihed vales,
N ppesds him, na the wind;

While half-grown pup, mnd shorvt-legemed fice,
Are yolping far behind,

Arnd fresh reoruits avse -llr'np'nlm.' ini
joln the merey eorpa
With yelp and yell—a mingled din—
The woods wre n 8 roap-—

And round, and round the chnge now goss,
The world's alive with fun:

Nick Carters’ horie hia rider throws,
And Mase Hill deope hils  gen—

Mow parely pressed, boar glemecs baek,
And lells his tired tongoe

When s, to force him from his irack,
An mmbush on hlm sprong-—

Aeroam the g'[r.u!c he sweietin Tor Alght,
And fully |n in view—

Tha dogs, new-firal, by the sght,
Thelr ery, and spewd, renew

The foremost ones, mow rench his rear,
He turna, they dash away ;

And gircling now, the wiathful bear:
They have him full nt bay—

At top of spesd, the horsemen  come,
All sereaming In a row-—

“Whoop! Tike him Tiger—Seize him Drom®™
Bang-bang—ths riflas go-

And furloms now, the doga he tenrs,
And orushos in hin jre—

Wheeln right and left, and wpwaicd rears,
With eyes of borning fire—

But loaden death ls at his homrt,
Valn all the strength by plics.
And, spouting blosd, from every part,
rveeln, nnd ainls, and dies—

And now a dinsome climar Fose,
'Bout who should have hia skin;

Wha first deaws blosd, each hunter knows,
This prize must always win—

But who did this, and how to trace
What's troe from what's a Mo,

Like lnwyers, in o murder oooe
They stoutly arguly.

Aforesald fioe, of blustering mood,
Behind, and quite forgot.

Just now amorging from thoe wood,
Arrivea upon the spot—

With grinning teeth, and up-tarned hair
Brim full of spunk and weath.

He growla, and selzes on dead loar,
And shaltes for life and death—

And nwells ns if hie akin would l:u!r.
nd growls and shakes again
Anid awenrs, na plain an deg ean WP,
That he haa won the skin—

Coneelted whelp! we laugh At theo—
ot Nor mind, t'l‘.hl!i nﬂf.!dlm = e
pous, two-legg are
E::::Eltﬁd qu!tn 0 o

Editor's Note—Thls number of Lincoln Tore
contning the third of & series of nutablographi-
cul sketchos complled from the writings of
Abrahun Lineoln which will appoar from time
to time In this bulletin, Ewvery word used |s
just na Linecoln wrote it with the exeeption of
subatituting the first pearson for the third pe--
son &R wsed by Lincoln in the aketch ho pre-
pared for John L. Scripps In 1850, L. A. 'W.



