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September 1859, Lima, Ohio

“Sold!” The sheriff of Allen County shouted to the waiting crowd as he slammed the butt of his revolver on the small wooden desk in front of him. The crowd gasped and turned towards Mr. and Mrs. Bauer standing underneath an oak tree on the edge of the courthouse steps. 

Mrs. Bauer started to cry and Karolina approached and tried to console her. Mrs. Bauer’s husband began to cuss and swear loudly at the sheriff. The sheriff paid no attention to him and proceeded to describe the next piece of property being auctioned off that day. 

Mr. Bauer became louder and more active in his complaints against the sheriff, so the sheriff motioned to one of his deputies with a slight nod of his head. The deputy rushed past the crowd and grabbed Mr. Bauer by the arm, pulling him away from the building. Mr. Bauer, smelling of alcohol, protested and cursed at the deputy. 

His wife grew alarmed at her husband’s treatment by the deputy and broke away from Karolina’s embrace and ran over to him. She protested to the deputy to leave her husband alone, but he ignored her.

Mr. Bauer struggled free, grabbing the revolver out of the deputy’s holster and pointed it at him. Suddenly, the crowd grew silent and the sheriff froze just as he was ready to gavel down the sale of another foreclosed property. He quickly gathered his wits and jumped down from the podium and rushed over to the deputy and his prisoner. 

“Now John, just calm down,” he spoke softly as John Bauer spun around and pointed the revolver at the sheriff as he approached him. “You don’t want to do anything you are going to regret,” the sheriff said to the grizzled drunken man. “It’s only a farm, and you have your whole life in front of you.” 

John Bauer merely laughed a cackling laugh. “I lost my daughter, and my wife is leaving me too. I built that cabin with my own bare hands and farmed the land by myself. Hell, if I’m letting some new sheriff from Lima take away my property.” And he continued pointing the gun at the sheriff and cocked the trigger.

Just then a tall middle-aged lanky man dived at him from the crowd and grabbed Bauer’s hand in his strong grip. A gunshot sounded in the air. The man attempted to wrestle the gun away from Bauer before he could fire a second shot. The deputy also jumped on him.  The sheriff shouted to the deputy, “Grab him and grab the gun.”  John Bauer cried out in pain as the deputy and the tall stranger forced his hand backward. They pried the gun out of his hand before he could shoot again. The deputy pinned Bauer’s arms behind his back and dragged him to his feet. The sheriff pulled out a pair of manacles from his coat pocket and slapped them on John Bauer’s wrist.

Meanwhile, Mrs. Bauer began to cry louder and shouted, “Don’t hurt him. He wasn’t going to shoot anybody.” The sheriff grabbed John Bauer’s arm and marched him toward the courthouse steps.

“Stop!” a young man shouted from the crowd. He was a finely dressed man accompanied by a beautiful lady and a small child. They emerged from the back of the crowd and walked quickly up to the courthouse steps.

Just as suddenly, an old woman in the crowd shouted, “Peter! My God, is that you?” And she forced her way through the crowd to the young man’s side, took hold of him and embraced him.

He embraced her back, smiled and said, “Mother, I thought I would find you here.”

The sheriff spoke up, “Who the hell are you telling me to stop?” He glared at the young man. Just then the tall, middle-aged lanky man strode up to the courthouse steps shaking the dirt off his clothing and placing a silk stove-pipe hat on his head. The hat made him appear larger than life and the crowd grew quiet as they heard him speak. 

“Sheriff, I was on my way to Columbus with this young man and his lovely family,” he said as he pointed to Peter, his wife, and child. “We were passing by on our way to Delphos when we heard a God-awful commotion coming from the courthouse. I demand you release the old codger!” He pointed at Bauer. “He didn’t hurt anybody, and you just sold his farm!” The man stared at the sheriff to prove his point.

The sheriff took a long look at the man and said, “Sir, I am grateful for your help to subdue this man, but he pointed a gun at me and that’s against the law! Who are you anyway?” he gestured to the man. 

“My name is Abraham Lincoln,” the man, said proudly and, “I’m a lawyer for the railroad.”
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Abraham Lincoln spoke up louder so that the crowd surrounding the courthouse could hear him, “This man did not commit a crime, and he should be released.” He then stared at the sheriff again.

The crowd began to chant in unison, “Release him. Release him!” 

The Allen County sheriff looked around at the crowd. He took another look at the tall man in the stove-pipe hat. The crowd was becoming more and more agitated and the sheriff decided to back down. He turned John Bauer around, unshackled him and pushed him toward Lincoln.  “Here, you can have him. But if I see him again, I will arrest him,” said the sheriff to Lincoln. The sheriff turned and strode quickly into the courthouse and let the door slam behind him with a mighty thud.

Lincoln smiled as the crowd rushed towards him and began slapping him on the back and shouting, “Huzzah! Huzzah!” 

Peter and Mrs. Bauer came up to Lincoln to thank him. Lincoln smiled again and suggested Mr. Bauer pack his things and leave town. Mrs. Bauer grabbed her husband firmly by the arm and pointed at Lincoln. John Bauer grudgingly said, “Much obliged” and picked up his coat from the ground. He and his wife waded back into the crowd. 

Peter thanked Lincoln and informed him his family would take another carriage to Delphos. Lincoln bid his goodbyes to Peter and his family and headed back to the coach waiting for him on the street. Lincoln waved to the crowd as he climbed into his seat. Several young boys chased after the coach as it made its way out of town, shouting and cheering on the occupants. The dust from the dirt road slowly engulfed the wheels of the coach, and it disappeared in the distance.

Peter embraced his mother again and then looked around at the crowd. “Where is Father?” he asked. 

His mother looked down at the ground and then told him, “He passed a few weeks ago, Son. The second year of the Cholera outbreak weakened him, and he spent the last year in bed before he died.”

“But what about the store? How are you managing Father`s businesses by yourself?” Peter inquired.

His Mother shook her head and pointed to where the sheriff had stood moments before. “Sold, just like the Bauer’s farm. When he got ill, we weren’t able to pay the property taxes. So the sheriff took the general store and sold it to some newcomers. I have been living with Stanislaus and Karolina since then,” she said as she pointed at a man and a woman standing in the back of the dispersing crowd. 

Peter grabbed his wife and child’s hand and walked up to Stanislaus and Karolina. “It is so good to see you again. Thank you, kind folks, for taking care of my mother!” he said as he began shaking Karolina’s and Stanislaus' hand. 

Karolina just muttered, “Not a problem,” and eyed his new clothing and pretty wife and young child.

“Oh, I am sorry. This is my wife, Jeannette and my son Oscar. I met my wife in Chicago and we were married shortly after I opened my own store.” His mother hugged her new daughter-in-law and then bent down to kiss the child. But the child clung to his mother’s legs and tucked his head into her skirt. Peter’s mother laughed, straightened up and then hugged her son again.   Stanislaus told Peter how glad he was to see him again and that he appeared to be doing well for himself. 

Karolina shook Peter’s new wife’s hand and told her how happy she was to meet her, but inwardly she was saddened as she remembered her friend, Clara Bauer, and the burning love she and Peter shared. They had planned to run away together to New York City but Clara died suddenly from Cholera before they could go through with their plans. Peter was heartbroken from her loss and left Delphos on his own to seek his fortune out west. Now he had returned as a successful businessman with a wife and child in tow.

Peter invited his mother and her friends to come and dine with him and his family at the hotel in Delphos. Stanislaus and Karolina begged off the invitation, so Peter insisted that if they ever traveled to Chicago they could stay with him and his family.  Stanislaus smiled and told him he may take him up on his offer someday, and he and Karolina turned to begin their journey home.

Karolina waved her goodbyes and asked Stanislaus, “How are we going to pay our property taxes? Our money is all gone and there are no jobs on the Miami and Erie Canal!” she fretted. 

Over the previous year, everyone was still recovering from the financial panic that occurred in October 1857. Banks failed all across the nation. Unemployment had soared, and jobs were difficult to come by. Thousands of people like the Bauer’s were being forced out of their homes when they couldn’t pay their mortgages or property taxes.

Stanislaus patted her on the arm as they walked to their wagon parked at the edge of the clearing. “We’ll figure it out. Don’t worry,” he said. But inwardly he realized that they were also in deep financial trouble and may have to leave the home they built out of the forest wilderness in Delphos.  He told himself, “I will think about it tomorrow!” while he looked up at the sky and observed a thunderstorm fast approaching. They had 20 miles to go before they got home. They had left their children home alone while they traveled to Lima for the Allen County sheriff’s sale. 
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