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A rick ty c rt , pul l d by n old blind pony er ak d along 

th narrow trail that l d from North C rolina into T .rm Th 

canva cov r bulg d with h :P of pinning wh. - 11 loom1 J?Ot nd 

:Pans and f a th er b ds . Such furni tur s ch ira d t bl e could 

b made of oak logs in this new country wh r th y would settl • 

"Son , n call d th old wom 

w uch f rther to go?" 

from th dri v r ' s seat , "hav 

ny , Ma , w ' V f w mils y t to r·ach yon side oft e 

mountain , " young Andr w Johnson repli d . 

l 

Th woman ' husb nd , trudging b sid th c rt ·sh l d tt_l ir 

on cow by a 1 th r thone , w s tired and would h v stopp d onywher 

so h could ~est his weary fe t . He looked pl dingly toward his step

son . Then the blind pony b lk d nd would not mov a st p farth r . Th 

sun w s not y t ov rhe d , but th s v nt n y ar old b9y , now h d of 

th family , gJv in . 

nThis is s good pl ce s ny to h v our noon m l , n h 

dmitt d , :p usin b side cle r str ' th t cross d th ro d . TT Th n 

w c n str tch out whil and rest befor w st rt climbing th t hill 

ah d . " 

Th y h d b en on th road ~OT n arly a month . Th town th y 

p ss d w re f wand f'r p t , nd at ach on thy were tempted to 

stop nd ettl • But ther w s little vill ge in Tenn s e call d 

Gr en ville th t Andrew Johnson still rem mbere d , and it was there h 

w · nt e d t o li v • 

"Just f w days more , d w ought to b ther , n h mused . 

Th st pf th r unhitched th pony to 1 t it graz , then h 

lay down on th ground and look d on whil his wif milk d th cow 

and th boy gath red wood to build fir • 



nl ' ll mak this one in th middle of the road so no panther 

will come along and turn ov r our skill t again, " Andrew said . 

2 . 

Thy could 1 ugh about it now , but it h d..n ' t b n funny t th 

tim it h pp n d . They h d met bars , too , as w·~l s panth rs . Andrew 

h d shot m ny one long th way . And th y knew th t a3 soon as night 

fell , th wolv s would start howling close by . But thr years aeo , 

wh n Andr w Johnson cam ov r this sam trail cross the Smoky Mount ins 

there had b en something worse than wild animals that troubl d him . H 

w s fourt en ye rs old th n , bound as an appr ntic to tailor , and 

h w running wa:y from his m st r . Th r h d b n a notic in the 

R l ·. igh St r , off ring t n dollars rew(; rd for his r turn . Th t off r 

still h ld , and it would for four y ars mor , till he r ach d man ' s ag • 

It had b en risk to go back to his old ham , but wh t els 

could boy do wh n word c e that his moth r was no longer abl to 

support hers lf nd h r lazy , worthl ss husband by talcing in washing 

and s wing . Th y wer d ep rately poor and need d his h l.P , so h had 

gon to bring them b ck to Tenn sse with him . 

nB tter come e t your dinn r , son, " the moth r c 11 d . 

And.r w pil d his pewt r plat with cornmeal mush and pi c of 

st w d rabbit , and sat down to eat . 

"Her th y don't ask lfho a fellow is nor where he's from , " 

he said. 

Anyon who offer d him work in North C rolina would b 

p~osccut d , for he w s run way . 

HBut I ' 11 not ask for work 1 " he went on . rrr 1 11 have my: own 

shop in Gr n vill , and l di s and gentlemen from 11 around will 

com to m with cloth to b cut and m de into cloth s . " 



rryou ' d go f r , son , if only you h d u li ttl ~l arning, r1 hi 

moth r sigh d . "It is my on r gret that I w sn ' t able to s nd you to 

school inst d of putting y·ou to work so young . " 

"I can g t my own l arning , M , so don ' t you worry , n th boy 

replied . ''Didn ' t I t ach myi.:i lf to r ad? And if I did that , I can 

t ch myself to writ and ciph r , too . " 

He could writ his . nam , now , and lowly but surely , h was 

l rning to form th letter of other words . Oh th r was nothing h 

couldn ' t do if h tri d hard enough ! 

3 . 

il his mother and st pf ther rested after ating , h took his 

one book from under th cover of th cart and sat down to r d , running 

hi ~inger along the print d lin and spelling each word slowly . H 

could have r cit d th pag by h rt , but it was b tter to know each 

print d word . 

"You can have th 
if you will l arn how to r ad it , 0 

book , Andy , { th man who r ad to the 

appr ntic s at the t ilor shop during th noon hour r st , had said . 

Andr w was only a child , much young r than th other appr ntic s , 

but the man had noticed how g rly h h d listen d to th sp ch s of 

famous m n re d from this book , nThe United Stat s Speak r . " 

Andr w thought of hims lf in a tailor shop of his own , with 

apprentices around him . 

nr •11 h ve this book read to th boys , not only during their 

r ~t hour , but whil thy work s w 11 , " h said . 

r FeJl.i.ow countrym n , I st8.rl;d here before you - " 

Th ne dl s would go in and out and eyee would be bent on th 

cloth, while ears would list n . Th n Andrew thoueht of him~elf , not 

only s th t ilor , but as th sp ak r himself . 

nF llow countrym n _ n 

H could s hims lf st' ding befor the p opl of Gr en -

vill , th p o l of T nn ss v n at th hit Hous in Washington, 



to th p opl of th (country . Th re was nothing a boy couldn ' t do if 

h made up his mind to do it t 

But for ·11 his dr ams , her h w s , r gg d and without a 

4 

p nny to his n , and th sol support of his moth rand his stepf th ra 

" '{ ' d b st g t on , n he s ai d , tting up to hityh the pony to 

th c rt . " e 'v a steep hill to cross b fore ~undown . " 

Th r was a sound of horses' hoofs on th dirt ro d , and just 

as th y st rtcd on their way they eaw a group of hors m n alloping 

tow· rd the • Th r w r shout and .. curs e ~ th m ch rg d down th 

hill. without pulling ov r t c let th mp ss . 

naet that n· g off the ro d , n on lash d out at the blind pony . 

"Ano th r splash d m1!1.d on Andr w' s only c9at , and laugh d in 

his f c • 

"Sil nc 1 ' tall thin man rode behind th m and reign d his 
cy'V'-

hors • H r sse d his lip ~tn.T a.bu.the horsem n with '" st rn ftrown . 

Th men w re sub du d , b,an 1110 de q_ui t ly on . 

0 I -poloeiz for th rud n as of my m n , " h aid . "They h v 

no more ri ht to th road than you . n 

n Oh , that ' s l l right , sir • 've b en jostled ·bout on this 

trip till w ... re g tting us d to it , rt Andr w Johnson r plied . 

Th man look d at th rick ty cart and th old pony , nd th 

worn and p·tched cloths thes thr wor • 

1 So you're coming to s ttl in Tenn ss e?" h ask d . 

ny s , sin . " 

"It' ' fin plac , son , and I w lcom you . A boy lik you 

c mak his mark h r • I know , for I c ov ~ this sam trail mys lf , 

forty y · rs ago . I am Gen ral Ir ckson . n 

Andr w Johnson st rd at the man ·sh rode off . Gen r l 

Jack on ! Old Hickory l H w s known und lov d all over th country , 

y t her h w s , w lcoming ' ragg d , p nnil ss boy h did not know . 



5 . 

"Th r ' s talk of I!l' 1. ing him Pr sid nt , n th st pf· th r spok 

in w • 

Pr sid nt . And.r w llackson . Only one word to chang , and how did 

it sound? ~r sid nt Andr w Johnso • h t on could do , ~.noth r coul 09.0 . 

'~Com on , " Andr w Johnson s id, turning th pony toward th 

st :p hill ah ad . n rv ' v a long w y to go b for sundown . n 
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