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To those who look beyond the headlines of history—

To the quiet hearts, the wounded souls, and the forgotten voices who shaped the world from behind closed doors. This seventh installment is dedicated to every reader who believes that even in the darkest chapters, the human spirit still shines.



Author’s Note #1

This series began, as history so often does, with a gunshot.

In the first six novels of The Lincoln Assassination Series, I followed the thunderous footsteps of history’s most infamous night. I traced the rise and unraveling of John Wilkes Booth—a man consumed by ego, ideology, and delusion. I examined the final days of Abraham Lincoln, a president carrying the unbearable weight of a fractured nation. I pursued the conspirators, the secrets, the lies whispered in shadows, and the violent moment that altered America forever.

Those books lived where history shines its harshest light—on men, on violence, on power, on guilt.

And yet, through all those pages, one presence lingered just beyond the edge of the narrative.

Mary Todd Lincoln.

She was there in every chapter, though rarely named. In every consequence. In every echo of grief that followed the assassination. But like so many women of history, she remained behind closed doors—spoken about, but never truly heard.

Until now.

This seventh novel returns to complete the story—not by revisiting the shot at Ford’s Theatre, but by stepping into the quiet rooms left behind after the roar of history faded. It turns away from the assassin and the fallen president and asks a different, more intimate question:

What happened to the woman who loved Abraham Lincoln?

Mary Todd Lincoln has been judged harshly by history—labeled difficult, extravagant, unstable, excessive. Rarely have we paused to ask what it cost her to stand beside a man carrying the fate of a nation. Seldom have we considered the migraines, the loneliness, the loss of children, the relentless public scrutiny, or the private grief she bore in silence.

In this book, I wanted to open the door to history that had been kept shut.

This is not the story of a First Lady as the public saw her. This is the story of a wife behind closed doors. A mother shaped by devastating loss. A woman whose mind burned brightly in an era that feared female intellect and emotion. A heart that loved fiercely, suffered deeply, and endured far more than most could survive.

The Lincoln assassination has been examined from every angle—political, military, conspiratorial. But the human cost of that night did not end with Abraham Lincoln’s final breath. It lived on in Mary.

First Lady of Sorrow is not an attempt to excuse, sensationalize, or rewrite history. It is an attempt to complete it. To give voice to the woman history left alone in the aftermath. To remind us that while men make history in public, women often pay for it in private.

This novel exists because no series about the Lincoln assassination can be whole without Mary Todd Lincoln standing at its center.

At least—not until now!



Author’s Note #2

BY SIDNEY ST. JAMES

History is often treated as a ledger—dates entered, names recorded, events summarized, and sealed shut. But history was not lived that way. It was lived in kitchens and courtrooms, in whispered conversations and sleepless nights, in fear and faith and quiet courage. This book was written to return history to the human beings who carried it.

This work belongs to a tradition sometimes called creative historical nonfiction. While the term is not yet universally recognized in the United States, it is an accepted and respected form of storytelling in Canada, the United Kingdom, Australia, and throughout much of the world. It describes a narrative approach grounded firmly in documented truth, while allowing the use of literary techniques to illuminate that truth rather than diminish it.

Every major event in this book is drawn from historical records, letters, memoirs, eyewitness accounts, and contemporaneous reporting. The outcomes of history are not altered. The facts are not reshaped to fit a convenient plot. Where dialogue appears, it is reconstructed from primary sources or from the documented language, beliefs, and circumstances of the individuals involved. Where interior moments are imagined, they are rooted in the emotional realities revealed by the historical record.

Some readers may prefer the label historical fiction. I understand that classification, but I do not accept the implication that a story anchored in truth becomes untrue simply because it is told with care, voice, and narrative intent. Fiction invents. This book does not. It interprets, contextualizes, and restores dimension to lives too often flattened by footnotes.

History deserves more than memorization. It deserves understanding. It deserves empathy. It deserves to be read not as a distant chronicle, but as a lived experience—one that still echoes into our present.

My hope is that this book does more than inform. I hope it allows you to feel the weight of decisions, the cost of silence, the bravery of conviction, and the quiet moments that never made it into official accounts but shaped everything that followed.

This is not an attempt to rewrite history.

It is an attempt to let history speak!
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The Life of Mary Todd Lincoln

An Invitation to the Reader

She has been called many things across the decades—troubled, extravagant, difficult, emotional, unstable. She has also been called brilliant, loyal, fiercely loving, politically astute, and far ahead of her time. Yet for all the stories told about the wife of Abraham Lincoln, almost no one has heard the one story that mattered most—her own.

This novel invites you into the life of Mary Ann Todd Lincoln, not as a footnote to a president, but as a woman who stood at the crossroads of history and heartbreak. You will walk with her through the polished halls of Lexington society, where she learned to think boldly in a world that preferred women to be silent. You will ride beside her to Springfield, where a tall, awkward lawyer noticed her quick wit and luminous mind long before the rest of the nation did. You will sit with her in the White House as cannon fire shakes the windows and newspapers mock the First Lady in the very moments she is burying her children. You will be with her at Ford’s Theatre on the night everything changed. You will feel her grief, her courage, her unraveling, and her quiet, desperate fight to hold the fragments of her heart together.

This is not the Mary Lincoln of textbooks.

This is Mary—the woman who loved fiercely, suffered deeply, and lived bravely in a world determined to misunderstand her. Her triumphs were luminous. Her losses were unimaginable. And her story, told through the eyes of a novelist, unfolds moment by moment, breath by breath, as if happening for the first time.

If you have ever loved someone who slipped away too soon... If you have ever carried burdens no one else could see... If you have ever felt the cost of being different in a world that demands sameness...

Then Mary Lincoln’s journey will touch something sacred within you.

Turn the page.

Walk with her.

Experience her joys, her torments, her strength, her unraveling, and her enduring legacy.

HER LIFE BEGINS NOW.
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Chapter 1:  Lexington Beginnings
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Mary Ann Todd entered the world on a crisp December morning in 1818, when a thin veil of frost clung to the windows of the Todd home on West Main Street in Lexington, Kentucky. Her first cries echoed against polished mahogany floors and shelves stacked with French volumes her father loved to quote from. The midwife wrapped the tiny girl in a quilt freshly warmed by the kitchen hearth and placed her into the waiting arms of her mother, Eliza Parker Todd—a gentle woman with soft eyes and a smile that calmed the entire household.

“Another girl,” Eliza whispered, brushing her finger across the baby’s cheek. “And look at her, Robert. She watches everything already.”

Robert Todd, a man known for his imposing stature and unwavering expectations, bent over the cradle and studied his daughter with unusual tenderness. His voice softened. “Welcome, Mary Ann,” he murmured. “The world will be yours to understand.”

The Todd home was large, filled with the bustle of servants, the footsteps of older siblings, and the sharp fragrances of wood polish and cooking bread. The backyard stretched into a small orchard where peaches and apples ripened every summer. Horses stamped in the stables. Carriages came and went with visitors who knew Robert Todd as a businessman of considerable influence.

Mary grew quickly. By the time she could walk, her steps led her toward whatever room the adults occupied. She had a habit of standing silent near the doorway, absorbing conversation as if each word carved new pathways in her young mind. When Robert hosted gatherings of local gentlemen—lawyers, politicians, merchants—Mary watched their hands, the rise of their voices, the way arguments crackled and softened. She never interrupted, but her eyes never missed a detail.

One evening, when Mary was barely three, she tugged at her father’s trouser leg as he spoke with a visitor about tariffs and national unity.

“Papa,” she whispered, “why do men talk so loudly when they’re upset?”

Robert laughed, scooping her into his arms. “Because, my dear, when a man believes he is right, he wants the whole world to hear him.”

“Do women not get to be right?” Mary asked, blinking up at him.

He paused, unexpectedly struck by the question. “Women,” he said carefully, “have wisdom of their own. Sometimes men just forget to listen.”

Mary tucked that away, too.

Her mother’s presence softened the edges of household life. Eliza hummed as she sewed. She kissed each child’s forehead before bed. She carried a quiet grace that balanced her husband’s stern sense of duty. Mary adored her. She followed her mother from the pantry to the parlor, often clutching the hem of her dress.

“Mary Ann,” Eliza said one morning while preparing tea, “a lady must learn to sit with a straight posture. Watch me.” Eliza lifted her chin and settled into her chair with an effortless poise.

Mary imitated her with earnest focus, shoulders drawn back, chin raised proudly. Eliza laughed, placing a gentle hand on her daughter’s cheek. “You will grow into a remarkable woman, my love.”

Mary believed her.

But childhood rarely unfolds without shadows. When Mary was six, a harsh winter settled over Lexington. The frost that glimmered prettily on windows became a menace, creeping through cracks and corners. One bitter morning, Eliza began coughing. At first, it was only a tickle, but within days, the sound deepened, rasping through the halls, waking the children at night.

Mary stood outside her parents’ bedroom, clutching a rag doll to her chest, listening to her mother struggle to breathe. Servants carried bowls of water for steam. The doctor came and went with solemn eyes. Robert paced the hallway with fists clenched behind his back, as though trying to hold the world together through sheer will.

Mary approached him timidly. “Papa... will Mama get well?”

He knelt, his face drawn. “We pray she will.”

“But you’re afraid,” Mary whispered, her voice trembling. “I can see it.”

Robert pulled her close, resting his chin on her hair. “Even the strongest men feel fear when they love someone deeply.”

A few days later, the coughing stopped—but not because Eliza had recovered.

Mary woke to a house so quiet it felt unnatural. She padded barefoot down the hall, sensing something terribly wrong. She found Frances, her older sister, seated at the top of the stairs, her eyes red-rimmed.

“Frances?” Mary whispered.

Frances shook her head, unable to speak.

At that moment, Robert Todd emerged from the bedroom, his shoulders sagging in defeat. He sat all six of his children in the parlor, though his voice broke as he spoke.

“Your mother...” He swallowed hard. “Your mother has passed on to her rest. She is with God now.”

Mary felt her body go rigid. Her doll dropped to the floor, forgotten. The room spun, tilting into a strange, hollow quiet as if someone had scooped her heart out and left her chest empty.

“No...” she breathed. “No, Papa...”

He reached for her, but Mary stumbled backwards, her breath coming in small, panicked gasps. She didn’t understand death—not really—but she understood absence. She understood the way the house felt wrong, how the walls themselves seemed to grieve.

Frances wrapped her arms tightly around her, pulling her close. “We’re together,” she whispered. “We’ll get through this.”

But the comfort didn’t settle. It floated above Mary like fragile smoke.

The funeral came with black ribbons, carriages filled with mourners, and whispered condolences that hung in the winter air. Mary clung to her sisters the entire time. She watched the coffin lowered into the ground, her small hands trembling. She stared at the mound of earth long after others turned away.

That night, in the dim glow of a single candle, she pressed her nose into one of her mother’s shawls and breathed deeply, trying to hold onto the scent before it faded forever.

The world no longer felt safe.

The house no longer felt warm.

And a small, aching loneliness settled into Mary’s soul—one that would shape her, follow her, sharpen her voice, deepen her longing, and prepare her for joys and sorrows she could not yet imagine.

Her life had changed. And though she could not express it in words, she already understood one truth:

She would have to become stronger than she ever wanted to be.

Spring returned to Lexington with blooming dogwoods and the scent of damp earth rising from the ground, but inside the Todd home, winter never quite left. Months after Eliza’s death, the children still moved more quietly through the halls, as if afraid to disturb a lingering ghost. Mary searched every room for traces of her mother—an embroidered cushion here, a lace collar there—but each day, the house seemed to belong less to the woman she had loved and more to the silence that replaced her.

One evening, Robert gathered the children in the parlor. He stood before the fireplace, his hands clasped behind his back, a familiar posture that meant he had made a decision. Mary sat between Frances and little Ann, fingers tangled in the folds of her dress.

“You are all growing,” he began, his voice measured, “and you need the guidance of a woman in this household. I have decided to remarry.”

The word dropped like a stone into the stillness.

Remarry.

Mary’s eyes snapped to his face. “But Papa,” she blurted before she could stop herself, “what about Mama?”

Robert’s shoulders tightened. “Your mother will always be honored,” he said gently. “But I cannot manage business, the home, and your upbringing alone. You deserve a proper mistress of the house.”

Mary’s heart thudded. She thought of her mother’s shawl, the one she kept hidden beneath her pillow. She thought of her mother’s gentle hands guiding hers over embroidery hoops, her soft voice singing lullabies in the dark.

“Who is she?” Frances asked quietly.

“Her name is Elizabeth Humphreys,” Robert replied. “She is respectable, well-bred, and capable. She will be a good influence.”

Mary wanted to ask whether Elizabeth was kind, whether she liked children, and whether she understood that this house belonged first to Eliza in all their hearts. But Robert’s face closed like a door. Questions, for now, would not change anything.

Elizabeth arrived a few weeks later, stepping down from the carriage with the precision of a woman who had rehearsed every movement. She adjusted her gloves, lifted her chin, and surveyed the Todd house with a critical eye. Her dark dress fit perfectly, each button gleaming, not a thread out of place.

Mary stood on the porch beside her sisters, her small back straight, her expression carefully neutral. I will not cry, she vowed. I will not let her see how frightened I am.

“Children,” Robert said, his tone warm but firm, “this is Mrs. Todd.”

Elizabeth offered a controlled smile. “How do you do?” she said, her voice cool and composed. Her gaze passed over each child, pausing an instant longer on Mary, as if sensing the stubborn spark there.

Mary curtsied. “Welcome to our home, Mrs. Todd,” she said with careful politeness.

“Your home,” Elizabeth corrected softly, though something in her tone suggested the word would soon be renegotiated. “And now mine as well. There must be order if we are to live in harmony.”

The order arrived swiftly. Servants moved under Elizabeth’s sharper instructions. The dining schedule shifted. New rules appeared like weeds—where to leave shoes, how to address visitors, the proper way for a young lady to stand, speak, even laugh. Mary felt the walls close in an inch at a time.

One afternoon, as sunlight streamed through the front windows, Mary sat at a small desk practicing her handwriting. She dipped her pen into the ink with careful precision, copying lines of script onto the page. Her thoughts wandered—to her mother’s better days, to the sound of her laugh—just long enough for a drop of ink to fall and splatter across the paper.

“Mary Ann.” Elizabeth’s voice cut through the room like a knife.

Mary flinched. “Yes, Mrs. Todd?”

Elizabeth crossed the floor, her skirts whispering around her ankles. She looked down at the blot on the page. “Sloppiness is a sign of an undisciplined mind,” she said. “A young lady must master herself, or she will forever be a burden to her family.”

A hot flush burned up Mary’s neck. She kept her eyes on the page, blinking back a defensive rush of tears. “I am not a burden,” she said, her voice low but steady.

Elizabeth’s expression did not soften. “Then prove it. Take pride in every task, however small. Carelessness now becomes disgrace later.”

She turned and walked away, leaving Mary staring at the ruined line of ink. For a long moment, Mary’s throat tightened with the urge to tear the page in half, to shout that she did take pride, that she did try. But she closed her eyes instead, inhaled slowly, and picked up the pen again.

You will not break me, she promised silently. You will not tell me who I am.

The house pressed its expectations upon her, but school opened another world.

When Mary was old enough, Robert enrolled her in the Shelby Female Academy, one of the finest schools available to girls. The academy sat atop a small rise overlooking Lexington, its white columns and broad steps giving it an air of importance. On Mary’s first day, she clutched her books to her chest and looked up at the building with something like awe.

“Remember, Mary Ann,” Robert said as he helped her from the carriage, “education is a privilege. Make use of it.”

“I will, Papa,” she replied, and she meant it.

Inside the classrooms, chalk dust drifted in the shafts of light spilling through tall windows. Maps of the world hung along the walls—Africa, Europe, the Americas—lines and names that hinted at far-off lives and histories. Shelves groaned under the weight of Latin texts, English literature, and philosophical essays. Mary breathed it all in as if she had been living on thin air until now.

Her teachers quickly realized she did not merely recite facts; she devoured them. In French class, she rolled new words across her tongue, delighting in their rhythm.

“Repeat after me,” the instructor said. “Liberté.”

“Liberté,” Mary echoed, her pronunciation crisp and bright. Freedom. The idea coiled inside her like a living thing.

In geography, she traced rivers and coastlines with her finger, imagining herself sailing past foreign shores instead of walking the same Lexington streets day after day. In history, she asked questions other students had never considered.

“If kings can lose their heads,” she said once to a startled teacher, “then perhaps they are not so different from the rest of us. Who decides who is noble and who is not?”

Her classmates giggled nervously, but the teacher’s eyes shone with reluctant admiration. “Miss Todd,” he said, “you will have to learn when to hold your tongue.”

Mary smiled faintly. “Yes, sir,” she replied, though she had no intention of blunting her mind for anyone’s comfort.

She thrived among books and ideas, storing every lesson like tinder for some future fire. While other girls talked eagerly of new dresses and potential suitors, Mary found herself drawn instead to discussions of legislation, debates about government, and the broader questions of justice that underpinned them. She read newspapers, squinting at columns of print until her head ached.

At home, she tested her thoughts on her sisters.

“Why should women be thought incapable of understanding politics?” she demanded one evening as she and Frances embroidered near the parlor window. “We learn the same history, read the same philosophers.”

Frances smiled, her needle flashing in and out of the cloth. “Because men like feeling important.”

“We could be important,” Mary insisted. “We just aren’t invited to the conversation.”

Frances tilted her head. “Then perhaps someday you’ll invite yourself.”

Mary’s lips curled with determination. “I fully intend to.”

Lexington society, however, had its own ideas.

As Mary approached her teenage years, invitations began to arrive—social gatherings, musicales, dinners where young women were expected to smile politely, display their accomplishments without appearing too proud, and evaluate the marriage prospects of the young men whose eyes roamed the room. Mary played her part as needed. She danced. She laughed. She charmed. But she could not suppress her mind the way some expected.

One evening at a small party, Mary found herself standing near two older women who didn’t realize she was within earshot.

“That Todd girl,” one of them whispered, adjusting her lace gloves. “She is clever enough for a boy. Too clever, I’d say. No man wants a wife who argues like a lawyer.”

The other tittered. “She’ll either tame herself, or she’ll never marry at all.”

Mary froze. Their words sliced through her composure, anger and hurt rising in equal measure. For a heartbeat, she considered slipping away, but something inside her refused to retreat. She stepped forward, her voice sweet but clear.

“Ladies,” she said, and both women startled, turning toward her. “Forgive me. I didn’t mean to overhear. But since I have, may I say one thing?”

They blinked, caught between embarrassment and curiosity. “Yes, child?” one replied stiffly.

Mary folded her hands before her, shoulders back, chin lifted with all the poise her mother had once praised. “If a man is frightened by a woman’s mind,” she said, “then he is not the kind of man I wish to marry.”

Silence followed, thick and charged. For a moment, no one spoke. Then a chuckle came from across the room. One of the gentlemen, a family friend who had heard the exchange, lifted his glass to her in a small salute. The two women flushed, their fans fluttering more vigorously than before.

Mary turned away, heart pounding, but she did not regret her words. As she crossed the room to join her sisters, a strange, fierce satisfaction filled her chest.

They will not decide my worth, she thought. Not them, not anyone.

And though she could not yet see the long road ahead—the awkward lawyer in Illinois, the White House, the war, the tragedies that would nearly consume her—she was already shaping the steel at her core. The world around her wanted her to be quieter, gentler, more compliant.

Instead, Mary Todd was learning how to burn.

Sunday mornings in Lexington carried a rhythm all their own. Carriages lined the streets like polished carapaces, horses snorting soft plumes into the cool morning air. Bells tolled from Christ Church, sending a clear, resonant sound drifting over rooftops. Inside the Todd household, the day began with bustle—corset laces pulled tight, gloves found at the last minute, hats pinned just so. For Mary, church was both ritual and performance.

She walked between her sisters, Frances and Elizabeth, skirts brushing. Robert strode ahead with quiet authority. Mary lifted her chin as they ascended the church's stone steps, her eyes drawn instinctively to the stained-glass windows gleaming with early sun.

Inside, she inhaled the familiar scent of wax and old hymnals. Light filtered through the colored panes, casting ruby and sapphire halos on the pews. The congregation murmured greetings, ladies with pressed curls and men with polished boots. Mary watched everything—the way people stood straighter when certain families entered, how whispers traveled like lightning.

During the sermon, the minister spoke of obedience, the natural order of man beneath God and woman beneath man. Mary’s spine stiffened. She glanced sideways at Frances, who met her look with a small, knowing smile.

“Do you ever feel,” Mary whispered behind her gloved hand, “that they speak as though women are wallpaper?”

Frances stifled a laugh. “Perhaps they would prefer it.”

Mary faced the pulpit again, her mouth set. Wallpaper could neither think nor speak, she thought. And I intend to do both.

After the service, women gathered in powdered clusters, comparing ribbons and gossip. The men, meanwhile, drifted toward the churchyard gate where they discussed county elections, land disputes, and political maneuvering. Mary edged closer, pretending to admire a floral arrangement while listening.

“Clay’s plan will never hold,” one man said.

“He’s the only one who can keep the peace,” argued another.

Mary leaned forward, heart quickening. She admired Henry Clay—the “Great Compromiser,” as they called him—whose speeches her father quoted with reverence.

“It isn’t about peace,” Mary whispered under her breath. “It’s about vision.”

A voice behind her replied, “You speak as though you’re ready to run for office yourself.”

Mary turned to see Mr. Templeton, a family friend, smiling down at her.

“If I were a man,” she said boldly, “I would consider it.”

His eyebrows lifted. “And if you were a man, Miss Todd, you might give Mr. Clay a challenge.”

Mary felt a flicker of pride warm her cheeks. Compliments about her mind were rare in a world that valued needlework over nuance in young women.

That afternoon back home, she sat beneath the large sycamore in the garden with her sisters. The branches spread wide above them, mottled bark peeling like old parchment. They had a habit of bringing pastries stolen from the kitchen, sharing them while discussing the events of the day.

“I saw you speaking to Mr. Templeton,” Elizabeth said, taking a dainty bite of a sweet bun. “What did he say?”

“That I should run for office,” Mary replied with mock seriousness.

Frances burst into laughter. “If anyone could, it would be you.”

Mary stretched out her legs in the grass, gazing up at the leaves shimmering overhead. “I don’t want to run for office,” she said slowly. “But I want... something. Something more than parties and needlepoint.”

“What more is there?” Elizabeth teased.

Mary turned onto her side, propping herself on an elbow. “Everything. The world is larger than Lexington. There are ideas, books, and city squares where men argue about the future of the nation. There are halls of government where laws are written, and history is shaped. Why shouldn’t women be there, too?”

Frances rested her hand gently on Mary’s arm. “Because the world isn’t ready yet.”

“Then let’s make it ready.”

The sisters exchanged a glance—half amused, half worried—and Mary knew they loved her ambition but didn’t fully understand it. Sometimes she didn’t understand it either. She only knew something in her wanted to push harder, think deeper, reach farther.

As seasons turned, Mary’s inner world sharpened. She became more aware of the life expected of her: polite conversation, modest accomplishments, measured steps toward a socially advantageous marriage. She saw it unfold in the lives of older girls—engagements arranged, dreams tucked away like keepsakes in drawers.

One evening, during a dinner party her stepmother insisted the girls attend, Mary found herself seated beside a young man named Thomas Reed. He had a fine waistcoat, a quick smile, and the manners of someone raised with polished silver.

“So, Miss Todd,” he said, turning toward her with the confidence of a man used to being admired, “do you enjoy hosting social gatherings? My mother says it is the mark of a refined lady.”

Mary swallowed a sigh. “I enjoy lively company, sir.”

He nodded approvingly. “Excellent. Do you play the piano? Or embroider? My future wife must at least have delicate hands.”

Mary stared at him for a heartbeat too long. “I suppose delicate hands are nice,” she said, voice smooth as glass, “but I prefer intelligent minds.”

Thomas blinked. “Pardon?”

“Intelligent minds,” she repeated calmly. “A household must run on more than lace gloves.”

Someone across the table snorted quietly into his drink. Thomas’s cheeks reddened.

“You speak boldly for a young lady,” he said stiffly.

“Only when I have something bold to say.”

When the dinner ended, Elizabeth Humphreys Todd pulled Mary aside. “You embarrassed that young man.”

Mary lifted her chin. “He embarrassed himself.”

“Mary Ann,” Elizabeth warned, “the world values modesty in girls.”

“But I value truth,” Mary replied.

Elizabeth’s eyes narrowed. “You will learn your place.”

Mary pressed her lips together. My place is not yours to assign, she thought.

Later that night, unable to sleep, Mary crept to her window. The moon cast pale light over the yard, silvering the trees. She rested her forehead against the cool glass and whispered, “Mama would understand.”

Because Mary carried her mother’s memory like a lantern. She sought warmth in it whenever Elizabeth’s words cut too sharply, or society’s expectations closed around her like a tightening corset. Eliza had believed in her—believed in her mind, in her fire, in the future that waited beyond Lexington’s manicured streets.

Mary inhaled deeply, letting the quiet steady her. Beyond the horizon lay other cities—St. Louis, Cincinnati, Chicago, Springfield. She’d heard travelers speak of new ideas rushing across America like a rising tide.

One day, she promised herself, I will not just watch the world. I will be part of it.

In the distance, a carriage rolled down the street, lanterns glowing like twin stars. Somewhere in that vast, unfolding country, decisions were being made that would shape nations, define wars, and ignite great movements. Mary sensed it—felt it in her bones—even if she did not yet know how her own path would cross those fault lines of history.

She stepped back from the window and closed the curtains gently.

Change was coming.

She didn’t know when or how.

But her spirit—restless, brilliant, uncontainable—would not remain confined forever.

And soon, the world would learn that Mary Todd was not a young lady meant for the shadows.

By the time Mary stepped firmly into her teenage years, Lexington society had begun to take formal notice of her. She entered parlors and drawing rooms with a confidence that came not from vanity but from a clear-eyed understanding of who she had become. She knew how to curtsy, how to glide through a waltz, how to charm with a clever remark, and how to skewer an argument with a single, well-chosen sentence. These were not traits everyone appreciated.

“She will never be ordinary,” Frances said one afternoon, watching Mary adjust a ribbon before a hallway mirror. “You know that, don’t you?”

Mary met her sister’s eyes in the reflection. “Would you want me to be?”

Frances smiled. “I wouldn’t know what to do with you if you were.”

Elizabeth’s expectations continued to press on Mary like a too-tight bodice, but Mary learned to navigate around them. She complied outwardly when it cost her nothing—she sat straight, spoke with proper diction, and greeted visitors with polished manners—but inside she guarded her independence like a sacred flame.

One evening, a small but notable gathering assembled at the Todd home. Among the guests were several prominent Lexington gentlemen, including—much to Mary’s excitement—a man her father admired above nearly all others: Henry Clay himself.

Mary had grown up hearing his name, his speeches repeated at the dinner table, his ideas debated late into the night. The Great Compromiser. The statesman who seemed to hold pieces of the fragile Union in his bare hands. She felt her heart quicken as she watched him enter the parlor, tall and dignified, his presence commanding and yet surprisingly approachable.

“Children,” Robert said, gesturing to his daughters, “this is Mr. Clay.”

Mary dropped into a graceful curtsy. “It is an honor, sir.”

Clay studied her with a twinkle in his eye. “So this is the Miss Todd I have heard mentioned,” he said. “I’m told you follow politics more closely than some men.”

Mary’s cheeks warmed, but she held his gaze. “I try to understand the world I live in, sir. It seems a poor use of a mind to let others do the thinking.”

Clay chuckled. “Spoken like a true Kentuckian. Tell me, Miss Todd, what do you think of our current troubles in Washington?”

The parlor hushed. Conversations at nearby clusters of guests softened as people angled themselves just enough to listen.

Mary inhaled slowly. She saw Elizabeth watching her from across the room, brow faintly creased, as though worried what the girl might say and to whom she might say it.

“I think,” Mary replied carefully, “that compromise may keep the Union together for a time, but only if men act with honor. When pride outweighs principle, no bargain will hold.”

Clay’s smile deepened. “You have a keen sense of things,” he said. “Perhaps too keen for this world.”

“I hope not, sir,” she answered. “I mean to live in it, after all.”

He nodded, clearly amused and impressed. “Then may the world rise to meet you, Miss Todd.”

After he moved on to speak with Robert, Frances tugged Mary’s sleeve. “You spoke to Henry Clay,” she whispered. “As if you knew him all your life.”

“I feel as though I have,” Mary murmured. “His words shaped many of Father’s opinions. And Father’s opinions shaped mine.”

“Elizabeth nearly fainted,” Frances added under her breath.

Mary glanced toward her stepmother, who discussed fabric patterns with another lady, her mouth tight. A small flicker of defiance stirred again in Mary’s chest.

“If she hopes to silence me by inviting great men into our home,” Mary said dryly, “she may find it has the opposite effect.”

As the years turned, talk of Mary’s prospects increased. Suitors began to call with greater frequency—some encouraged by Robert, some drawn by Mary’s sharp wit and bright eyes, others uncertain whether they admired or feared her intellect.

At sixteen, she attended a ball that Lexington society deemed the event of the season. Chandeliers glittered overhead, casting warm light across swirling gowns and dark coats. Musicians played lively reels and tender waltzes. The air hummed with the scent of perfume, candle wax, and anticipation.

Mary descended the staircase on her father’s arm, wearing a gown of pale blue that set off the richness of her dark hair. She moved with practiced grace, but her mind tracked everything—the pairings of guests, the undercurrent of whispers, the quick glances that measured worth in land, lineage, and potential alliances.

Near the punch bowl, she overheard yet another appraisal.

“That Todd girl,” a matron said behind her fan, “speaks too quickly, laughs too loudly, and reads too much.”

“Yes,” replied her companion. “But she will bring influence, and perhaps wealth. Men can forgive many sins in a pretty girl with a good name.”

Mary stiffened. Then, forcing herself to release the tension, she turned with a polite smile. “Forgive me,” she said. “I couldn’t help hearing. Did you say I laugh too loudly? I shall endeavor to be quieter.”

The matron flushed, clearly embarrassed. “My dear, I—”

“But as for reading,” Mary continued, voice gentle but firm, “I fear I cannot give that up. Books are as necessary to me as air.”

She glided away before either woman could respond, leaving them blinking in her wake. Frances intercepted her near the edge of the dance floor.

“You keep doing that,” Frances said.

“Doing what?” Mary asked.

“Setting people on their heels,” Frances replied. “It’s rather thrilling to watch.”

Mary smiled. “If people insist on speaking about me as though I am furniture, they must expect the furniture to occasionally answer back.”

Later that evening, while the musicians played a slower air, Mary escaped to the balcony for a breath of cooler night air. The sky stretched above Lexington, thick with stars. She leaned her hands on the railing, the sounds of laughter and music muted behind her.

The door opened softly. Robert stepped out, closing it gently behind him.

“Shouldn’t you be dancing?” he asked, his tone light.

“I needed a moment,” Mary replied. “The room felt... crowded.”

He came to stand beside her, following her gaze to the constellations overhead. “Your mother used to stand like this,” he said, surprising her. “Looking at the sky as if it held all the answers she wanted.”

A lump rose in Mary’s throat. “I miss her,” she said quietly.

“I know.” His voice held a weariness she rarely heard. “You have her spirit. Strong. Restless. Sometimes I see her in you so vividly, it hurts.”

She swallowed, blinking back the sudden sting of tears. “Do you think she would be proud of me?”

“I know she would,” Robert said. “And I am, too.”

Mary drew a shaky breath. “Even when I... argue? When I say things I’m not supposed to say?”

He chuckled softly. “Especially then. A mind like yours rarely sits still. But, Mary Ann—” He turned to look at her directly. “The world can be unkind to women who stand too far ahead of their time. You will have to be wise as well as brave.”

“I can be both,” she said.

“I believe you can,” he replied. “And there is something else. As you know, your sister Elizabeth has married and moved to Springfield, Illinois. She writes that the town is lively, full of interesting people—lawyers, legislators, men who shape the future of this young state. She suggests you might visit... perhaps stay for an extended time.”

Mary’s heart gave a startled leap. Springfield. A new place. New minds. New conversations.

“Do you want me to go?” she asked.

“I want you to have choices,” he said. “Lexington will always be home, but your path may lead elsewhere. Perhaps you will find it there. Or find someone there.”

Someone. The word hovered between them, thick with implication. Mary thought of suitors who admired her looks but flinched at her opinions. She imagined men who debated ideas rather than merely boasting of property and position.

“I would like to go,” she said slowly. “Not just to find ‘someone,’ mind you. To see a different world. To... discover who I might be in it.”

Robert nodded. “Then we shall make arrangements.”

As he went back inside, leaving her alone with the stars, Mary gripped the balcony rail. The future suddenly felt nearer, realer, like a river she had seen only from a distance now rushing toward her feet.

She didn’t know that in Springfield she would meet a man whose awkward gait and rumpled clothes hid a mind as sharp and restless as her own. She didn’t think she would share with him a humor that cut through gloom, a grief that would nearly break them both, and a love that would carry them to the very center of history’s storm.

All she knew was this: Lexington had shaped her. But it would not contain her.

Somewhere beyond the dark line of the horizon, a new chapter waited—of law offices and debates, of tall men with serious eyes, of choices that would change not only her life, but the fate of a nation.

Mary straightened, the night breeze lifting a loose strand of hair from her cheek.

“Springfield,” she whispered to the stars. “Very well. Let’s see what you have for me.”
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Chapter 2:  Springfield Horizons 
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The road to Springfield stretched out like a question, and Mary sat in the swaying carriage with her gloved hands folded tightly in her lap, every jolt of the wheels reminding her that she was leaving more than just a town behind. Lexington’s polished parlors, its layered whispers and expectations, receded with every mile. Ahead lay Illinois, raw and growing, where the future seemed less settled and perhaps, mercifully, less certain.

Her sister Elizabeth’s letters had painted Springfield in brisk, quick strokes: a capital city on the rise, legislators and lawyers under one roof at the Edwards house, evenings filled with talk of law and politics, the clatter of boots in the hallway, the rustle of papers, and the rise and fall of intense conversation. Mary had read each line with a quickening pulse.

“Men here discuss the fate of the Union at our very table,” Elizabeth had written. “You would thrive in such company, Mary. You would not be bored for a single moment.”

Mary had folded that letter and held it to her chest, imagining herself seated at such a table, not as an ornament but as a mind among minds.

Now, as the carriage rattled over the last stretch of road toward Springfield, she adjusted her bonnet and straightened, determined to meet this new place with the same poise she had cultivated in Lexington. Outside the window, the landscape had changed—less manicured, more open. Fields stretched wide. Towns appeared not with marble fronts and ancient trees but with wooden storefronts and new brick rising from the dust.

At last, the driver called down, “Springfield ahead, miss!”

Mary leaned forward. The town came into view, its streets crisscrossing like lines on a map, the statehouse dome rising modestly above the buildings. It lacked Lexington’s polish, but what it lacked in refinement it made up for in energy. People moved quickly. Wagons creaked past. Voices carried, rougher and more practical, as if no one had time to waste on pretense.

Her heart beat faster.

The carriage turned onto a quieter street and rolled up before a handsome house on what Elizabeth had proudly described as “Aristocracy Hill.” The front door flew open before the wheels even stopped, and Elizabeth hurried out, her skirt lifted just enough to keep it from the dust.

“Mary!” she cried.

Mary stepped down with the driver’s help and found herself swept into her sister’s arms. Elizabeth smelled of lavender and hearth smoke, the comforting blend of a busy home.

“You look wonderful,” Elizabeth said, holding her at arm’s length to study her. “Thinner, perhaps. Too many books, not enough breakfast.”

“I eat quite enough,” Mary replied, smiling. “You look happy.”

“I am,” Elizabeth said, and the simple certainty in her voice steadied Mary’s nerves. “Come, the house is eager to meet you. And so is Springfield, whether it knows it yet or not.”

Inside, the Edwards house felt different from the Todd home in Lexington. It was elegant but less rigid, its corners softened by use and laughter. The parlor held comfortable furniture and well-thumbed books. A scent of baking bread drifted from the back of the house. On a side table lay scattered papers covered in a man’s strong handwriting, their edges weighed down by a half-empty ink bottle.

“Henry must have left those,” Elizabeth said when she saw Mary glance at them. “He’s forever bringing home some bill or petition to review. You’ll meet him at supper. He’s very much looking forward to you joining our... little political salon.”

“Salon,” Mary echoed, amused. “That sounds promising.”

Elizabeth squeezed her hand. “You’ll see. We have more conversation here than most ladies are permitted in a lifetime.”

The first days passed in a blur of new impressions. Springfield was not Lexington; it lacked deep roots and ancient names, but it carried the charm of possibility. The streets were noisy, muddy after rain, alive with workers, shopkeepers, and travelers. Men in plain coats walked beside those in more polished attire, all somehow equalized by the rough edges of a growing town.

In the evenings, the Edwards parlor filled with visitors. Legislators returned from the statehouse, stamping snow or dust from their boots, shrugging off coats, laughing wearily as they collapsed into chairs. Henry opened decanters. Elizabeth arranged light suppers. And Mary, seated near the hearth, listened as conversations unfurled.

They spoke of banking and internal improvements, of canals and railroads, of tariffs and slavery, of the balance between free and slave states and the tremors running just beneath the country’s surface. Sometimes voices rose, but just as often they dropped into earnest, thoughtful tones that made Mary lean closer.

Men from every corner of Illinois seemed to pass through that room. Some were polished, some plainspoken, some forgettable. But every now and then, a name recurred.

“Lincoln said—” one man began.

“You should hear how Lincoln argued that case—” another remarked.

“I swear, there’s no one like Lincoln when it comes to making a jury listen,” a third insisted.

Mary noted the name, though she had not yet seen the man who owned it.

“Who is this Lincoln everyone mentions?” she asked Elizabeth one night as they undressed by lamplight.

Elizabeth smiled, unpinning her hair. “A lawyer. A Whig. Very able. Rough around the edges but... compelling. My husband thinks he has a brilliant mind.”

“Is he handsome?” Mary asked, half-teasing.

Elizabeth laughed outright. “He is tall. Astoundingly tall. As for handsome... I’ll let you decide that for yourself.”

Mary smiled into the candlelight. “Then I shall reserve judgment.”

She did not have to wait long to form it.

A week after her arrival, Henry and Elizabeth decided to host a modest evening gathering—a few legislators, some local gentlemen, a sprinkling of ladies. Mary dressed carefully in a gown of soft lavender that complemented her complexion and brought out the brightness in her eyes. She arranged her hair with care, wanting to look her best, not out of vanity but out of confidence. She was new to this circle. First impressions mattered.

As guests arrived, the front hall filled with the rustle of fabric and the murmur of greetings. Henry guided some men toward the parlor with an easy laugh. Elizabeth moved gracefully from group to group, ensuring everyone felt welcomed. Mary stayed near the fireplace, a position that allowed her to see the door and observe the flow of people.

She had nearly turned to speak with a lady neighbor when the energy in the room shifted. The front door opened again, and a gust of chill air slipped in along with a tall, angular man in a worn but tidy black suit. His hair was dark and unruly, as if no amount of combing ever fully tamed it. His face was long, with high cheekbones and eyes that, even at a distance, seemed alive with some quiet intensity.

“Mr. Lincoln!” Henry exclaimed, striding forward with genuine delight. “You made it.”

The man smiled, with an unexpectedly warm, almost shy expression that transformed his otherwise plain features. “I gave my word,” he said in a low, resonant voice. “Figured I ought to keep it.”

“You’re among friends here,” Henry said. “Come in, come in. Have you met my sister-in-law yet? Miss Mary Todd, recently from Lexington?”

Mary felt her heartbeat thrum in her ears as Henry turned and beckoned her closer.

She stepped forward, every lesson in poise and presentation sliding into place. Lincoln’s eyes shifted to her, curious, appraising, but not in the shallow way some men looked at women. His gaze seemed to take in all of her at once, as though he sensed the mind behind the face.

“Miss Todd,” Henry said, “may I present Mr. Abraham Lincoln, a member of our legislature and one of the most promising lawyers in Springfield?”

Mary sank into a graceful curtsy. “It’s a pleasure, Mr. Lincoln.”

Lincoln bowed slightly in return, his large hands awkward but sincere at his sides. “The pleasure is mine, ma’am,” he said. “Anyone the Edwards speak well of must be a formidable presence.”

Mary tilted her head. “Formidable? I hope that’s a compliment.”

His mouth quirked. “I’ve learned it’s best not to underestimate certain forces of nature. Young ladies with sharp minds among them.”

Her interest sharpened instantly.

“Then you won’t be offended if I ask you questions, Mr. Lincoln,” she said, her voice light but edged with curiosity. “I’ve heard your name attached to many strong opinions already.”

“Oh?” He folded his hands loosely behind his back. “I hope the opinions were sound, at least. Foolish ones tend to travel fastest.”

“Some of them,” she replied, “sound quite remarkable.”

“And the others?” he asked.

She smiled. “I’m waiting to hear them from the man himself before I decide.”

For a moment, something flickered in his eyes—a spark of interest, perhaps even delight. Around them, other conversations continued, but Mary felt the air narrow to a small, focused space where only the two of them stood.

Henry clapped Lincoln on the shoulder. “We were just about to discuss the latest wrangling over internal improvements. You should hear Miss Todd on the subject. She could give half the legislature a run for their money.”

“Is that so?” Lincoln asked, turning back to Mary with a dawning grin. “Well then, Miss Todd, I reckon I ought to be on my best behavior.”

“I certainly hope not,” Mary replied. “I prefer people to be honest rather than polished.”

“Honest, I can manage,” he said. “Polished may be beyond my reach.”

Their eyes met, and something unspoken passed between them—recognition, perhaps, of two minds that might, in time, run parallel rather than clash. Mary could not name it yet, but she felt it all the same.

In that simple exchange, in that warmly lit Springfield parlor, the course of her life began to bend.

She did not know it, but history had just quietly opened a new page.

Conversations had always been Mary’s favorite sport, and in Springfield she discovered that Abraham Lincoln might be the only man she had ever met who could keep pace with her, and sometimes outstrip her, without turning defensive or condescending. Their acquaintance grew not from stolen glances and coy smiles, but from arguments that stretched late into the evenings at the Edwards house.

On nights when the legislature was in session, Lincoln often arrived with a thin stack of papers tucked under his arm. He would hand them to Henry, loosen his collar as though brushing off the dust of the day, and accept a cup of coffee from Elizabeth with a grateful nod.

Mary learned to recognize his footsteps in the hallway—the long, unhurried stride, the slight hesitation near the doorway as though he wondered whether he truly belonged in such refined surroundings. Once inside, he settled into a chair that always seemed an inch too small for his lanky frame, his knees angled awkwardly, his big hands folded.

It was not the posture of a polished gentleman, but there was something disarmingly genuine about it.

“So,” Mary said one evening as guests arranged themselves in clusters around the parlor, “I hear there has been another battle over internal improvements.”

Lincoln gave a rueful chuckle. “Battle is the right word. Some men think roads and canals are a waste of money. They’d rather the state stay as it is—mud and all.”

“And you?” she asked.

“I’ve always believed,” he said slowly, “that if we help folks move and trade, we give them a chance to better themselves. A man with a way to get his goods to market has a better chance than one stuck behind a swamp.”

Mary’s eyes brightened. “So progress isn’t just about profit. It’s about opportunity.”

“That’s a fair way to put it,” he said. “What do you think, Miss Todd? Does a lady from Lexington care about muddy Illinois roads?”

“I care about the future of whatever place I live,” she replied, leaning forward. “And I care about the kinds of men who shape it.”

A few of the other gentlemen in the room exchanged amused glances. One of them, a younger legislator, smirked. “Careful, Lincoln. Miss Todd may hold you to account more sternly than any voter.”

“I hope she does,” Lincoln said without hesitation. “Anyone worth their salt ought to welcome a sharp eye.”

Mary felt a quiet satisfaction at his answer. Many men, when teased about her boldness, had responded by urging her to be more gentle, more mild. Lincoln, instead, invited the scrutiny.

Later that night, after most of the guests had gone, Mary lingered by the mantel while Elizabeth extinguished lamps one by one. Lincoln remained near the door, hat in hand, clearly about to leave yet reluctant to break away from the last threads of conversation.

“I noticed,” Mary said, turning toward him, “you did not answer Mr. R.’s question earlier.”

Lincoln tilted his head. “Which one was that?”

“The one about compromise,” she reminded him. “He asked if you believed the Union could be held together by constant concessions on slavery. You diverted the topic rather neatly.”

He gave a small, lopsided smile. “You caught that, did you?”

“I catch more than you might think,” she said.

“I’m beginning to see that,” he replied. “Truth is, Miss Todd, I haven’t worked out everything I think yet. I know slavery is wrong. I know that as surely as I know the sun rises in the east. But I also know this country is fragile. If we pull the wrong thread too quickly, I fear the whole thing may unravel. So I speak carefully. Maybe too carefully.”

Mary’s gaze held his. “I would rather follow a man who struggles honestly with his conscience than one who speaks boldly with none at all.”

His eyes darkened with something like gratitude. “You have a way of putting things, Miss Todd.”

“So do you,” she said. “I read one of your published speeches before I left Kentucky. You argue with clarity, and you turn a phrase well.”

He looked genuinely surprised. “You read one of my speeches?”

“Yes,” she answered. “And I remember thinking, ‘Here is a man who understands the common people and the power of the law at the same time.’”

Lincoln cleared his throat, suddenly awkward. “I’m more accustomed to folks calling me a country bumpkin than a man of understanding.”

She smiled. “They can call you what they like. I will use my own judgment.”

He held her gaze for a moment longer, then bowed slightly. “Then I’m in good hands. Good night, Miss Todd.”

“Good night, Mr. Lincoln.”

When he left, Elizabeth came to stand beside her sister at the window, watching his tall figure recede into the dark street.

“You like him,” Elizabeth said softly.

Mary did not answer at once. She followed the outline of his shoulders against the lamplight, the thoughtful way he walked with his head slightly bowed, as if deep in some private calculation.

“I like the way his mind works,” she said at last. “He builds ideas as though he is building a case—brick upon brick. And he listens, truly listens, when someone speaks back.”

“That alone makes him rare,” Elizabeth said.

“It does,” Mary agreed. “And rare men can change the world.”

Over the following weeks, Mary and Lincoln found themselves drawn into conversation whenever they shared a room. Sometimes it was deliberate; sometimes it happened by accident, the rest of the evening’s noise fading as they locked into a discussion about tariffs, banking, or the moral contradictions embedded in the country’s laws.

One rainy afternoon, Lincoln called at the Edwards house to return a book Henry had lent him—a volume of Shakespeare’s histories. Mary happened to be alone in the parlor, a volume of poetry open on her lap.

“Miss Todd,” he said, surprised, pausing in the doorway. “I hope I’m not intruding.”

“Not at all,” she replied, rising. “My sister is upstairs, but she will be down shortly. Won’t you sit?”

He hesitated a moment, then stepped inside, closing the door behind him. He held out the book.

“I’ve finished this,” he said. “I thank Mr. Edwards for the loan.”

She took it, smoothing a hand over its worn cover. “Did you enjoy it?”

“Enjoy isn’t quite the word,” he said, settling into a chair with more care than grace. “Shakespeare has a way of cutting right into the marrow of human nature. I feel less like I’m reading a story and more like he’s reading me.”

Mary’s mouth curved. “Which play struck you most?”

“Henry IV,” he said without hesitation. “There’s a moment when the king speaks of the weight of the crown, of how uneasy lies the head that wears it.” Lincoln’s gaze drifted to the window where rain streaked the glass. “It made me think about leadership. Folks often see only the power. They don’t see the burden.”

“You think about such things?” Mary asked.

“More than I’d like to admit.” His tone was wry, but something in it rang deeply sincere. “When you see how decisions made in these small statehouses affect ordinary people, you start to feel the shape of responsibility.”

“You speak as though you stand at the edge of something larger,” she observed.

He gave a small, self-conscious laugh. “I stand at the edge of a muddy street most days. That’s large enough.”

“You are modest to a fault, Mr. Lincoln,” she said. “I suspect you see farther than you say.”

He looked at her with a half-smile that held no flirtation, only quiet recognition. “And I suspect you see farther than most people around you are prepared for.”

Mary felt the truth of that settle between them like an uninvited guest neither of them minded. For a moment, the rain provided the only sound, drumming softly against the panes.

“Miss Todd,” he said after a pause, “may I ask you something?”

“Of course.”

“You grew up with comfort and refinement,” he said carefully. “You could have stayed where you were, surrounded by familiar things. Why come here—to a place rough at the edges, full of uncertainty?”

She thought for a moment. “Because comfort can become a prison as easily as it can be a blessing. Lexington gave me education and manners, but it also gave me walls. Here, the walls are lower. The air feels... unfinished, as though the story has not yet been written. I wish to be where the story is still being made.”

He nodded slowly, eyes fixed on her face with an intensity that might have unnerved another woman. Mary met his gaze without flinching.

“That’s a brave answer,” he said.

“And yours?” she asked. “Why are you here, Mr. Lincoln? You might have stayed a simple country lawyer.”

“I might have,” he agreed. “But ever since I was a boy, I’ve had this notion that I ought to leave the world a little better than I found it. Politics, the law—these are the tools I know. So I use them, clumsy as my hands may be.”

“Clumsy hands can still build sturdy houses,” she said.

He laughed, low and genuine. “You do have a way with words.”

“So do you,” she answered lightly. “Though yours come with more hesitation.”

“I’ve learned,” he said, “that words can do as much harm as good. I try to set them carefully.”
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