HALBEY ENTERI'R'SE

CHAPTER .

I'm the richest man ip the
sald he. “Look at the gold

Which Describes the Journey of Sam. | on that girl's head—curly, fine gold,

gon Henry Traylor and His Wife and |
Their Two Children and Their Dog |
Sambo Through the Adirendack Wil |
dernesa in 1831 on Their Way te the |

Land of Plenty—Furthermore It De.
scribes the Soaping of the Brim
steads,

In the early summer of 1881 Sam-
son Traylor and his wife, Sarah, and
two children left their old home neir
the village of Vergennea, Vermont,
and hegan their travels toward the
setting sun with four chairs, a bread
hoard and rolling-pin, a feather bed
gnd blankets, a small looking-glass, &
shillet, an ax, a pack basket with a
pad o leather on the same, a
wiater pail, a box of dishes, a tub of
pork, a rifle, a teapot, a sack of
meal, sundry small provisions and a
violin, in a double wagon drawn by
oxen It Is a pleasure to note that
they had a violin and were not dis
posed to part with it, The reader must

sole

not overlook ita full histerlc signifi
cance The stern, uncompromising
spirit of the Puritan had left the
house of the Yankee bhefore a violin
could enter It. Humor and the Jove
of play had preceded and cleared a
way for it, Where there was a fiddle

there were cheerful hearts. A young
black shepherd dog with tawry polnts
and the name of Sambo followed the
WHAEDN,
If we had
tional
have

been at the Congrega-
church on Sunday we mgight
heard the minlster saylng to
Samson, after the service, that it was
hard to understand why the happlest
family In the parish and the most se

o

| cendants had been surrounded by the

| Infested

loved should be leaving its ancestral |

o g0 to a far, new country of

teo—the hast there is. She's Betsay—
my littie toy woman—half past seven
years old—bloe eyes—helps her moth-
er get tired every day. Here's my
toy man Josiah—yes, brown halr and
brown eyes like Sarah-—heart o' gold
—~helps his mother, too—six tlmes
one year old.” |
“What protty faces!" sald the wo
man as she stooped and kissed them
“Yes, ma'am Got ‘em from the
falriea” Samson went on “They
have 4!l kinds o' heads for little folka
an' | guess they color 'em up with the
blood o' roses an' the gold o' butter. |

cups an’ the biue o' violets. Here's |
this wife o' mine.  She's richern I |
am. She owns all of us. We're bher |

slaves.”

“Look= ag young as she did the day
she was married—nine years ago,’
sald the woman. !

“Exactly!” Bamson exciaimed.
“Stralght as an arrow and proud! 1
don’'t blame her. She's got enough
to make her proud, I say. I fall In
love again every time I look Into her
big, brown eyes™ |

They had a joyous evening and a |
restfal night with these old friends |
and resumed their journey soon after |
daylight. They ferried across the |
lake at Burlingion and fared l"‘.l'[

|

over the mountatus and through the |
deep forest on the Chateaugay (rall
Siloce the Pligrims landed betweesn
the measureless waters and the path- |
less wilderness they and thelr des

lnre of mystery. The love of adven-
ture, the deaire to explore the dark
and  beautiful forest, the
dreamm of frultful sunny lands cut |
with water courses, shored with sil- |
ver and strewn with gold beyond Mt— l

| these were the only heritage of the!™

vhich little was known. We might alse
have heard Samson answer :

“It's awful easy to be happy here. |
We sllde along In the same old groove,
that our fathers traveled, from Ver |
pennes to Paradlse, We work and

play and go to meetin' and put a shin
pasier in the box and grow old and
narrow and stingy and mean and go

| and frultful than any of their vision

ap to glory and are turned !nto salnts |

and angels, Maybe that's the best
that could happen to us, but
Sareh and T kind o thought we'd try
A new atarting place and another route
LI ?".'n\"fl."

Sarah and Sampson had been ralsed

thing

on adjoining farma just out of the
village. He had had lttle schoollng
bt his mind was active and well in-

clined.  Sarah had prosperous rela-
tives in Boaton and had had the ad-
vantage of a year's schooling in that
city. She was a comely girl of a
taste and refinement unusual in the

| their hande were not to touch

sons and daughters save the strenith |
and cournge of the pioneer. How true i
was this dream of theirs gathering |
detail and allurement as It passed |
from sire to son. On distant plains |
te the west were lands more lovely |

In monnta'ns far beyond was ygold
enongh to glld the dome of the heav. |
ens, ar the sun was wont to do at
sventide, and slive- enough to put a
falrly reapectable moon in It Yet for
generations their eyes weré not to see, |
these

| things. They were only to push thelir |

place and time of her birth. Many
well-favored youths had sought her
hand, but, better than others, she |

Hked the b

masterful, good-natured,
llumorous Samson, ecrude as he was
Naturally in her hands his timber had
undergone some planing and smooth
'ng and his thoughts had been gentl)
led into new and pleasant waye.

Lot ns take a look at them as they
#lowly lenve the willage of their birth
Lbhe wagon i covered with tent cloth
ir over hickory arches. They are
“itting on » =eat overlooking the oxen
vagon front. Tears are stream-
ng down the face of the woman. The
« head is bhent His elbowa are
his koeea; the hickory
of his ox whip lies across his
lash at his feet. He seems to
ing down at his boota, into the
of which his trousers have besn
folded. He is n rugged, blond, heardad
with %indly blue eyes and a

ig

reating on
handle
1ap, the
ha lon)

man

rather prominent nose. There I8 a
siriking expression of power in the
head and shoulders of 2amson Traylor
The bresdth of his back, the size of
his wrista and hands, the color of
hie face hetoken a man of great
strength.  This thoughtful, sorrowful
iftitude ia the only evidence of emo
tHon which he hetrays In a few
minutes he heging to whistle a lively
T
‘1'- bhoy  Josiah—famillarly ealled
oe-—sits heaide his mother. He &
A slender, sweet-faced lad He In
0oking up wistfully at his mother
The Nitle girl Rotasy altea hetwaen him
and her father

That evening they stopped at the
holee of an old friend some m'les
P the rusty road te the nerth
“Here we are min' west” Sam
won shouted ¢n the man at the door
"ﬂr\

He alighted and helped his family
nt of the &8 onn

“You go right in—11 take care o
the oxen,

i the man.

Rameson started for the honsa with |

‘he gift under ons arm and the bey
undar the other. A plaasantfaced

Wpmap grested them with a hearty |
arShe door
“¥You poor man! Come right In’
whe sald =

frontier a little farther to the weat
and hold the Aream and pass it oo
to thelr children,

Those eariy years of the Nineteenth
century held the first days of full-
fillment. Samson and Serah Traylor
had the oid dream 'lo their hearts |
when they firet turned their faces to
the west. For years Sarah had re
sisted it - thinking of ‘the hardships
and perils In the way of the mover,
Samson, A man of twenty-nine when
be set out from his old home. was sald

| to be “always ehaning the bird In the

bush,” He was never content with
the thing in hand. There were cer
tain of their frienda who promised |
to come and join them when, at Inst,
they should have found the land of
plenty. Bnt most of the group that
bade them good-by thought It a fonl-
iSh' enterprise and spoke lightly of
Samaon when they were gone Amer
lom hap. undervalued the brave mouls
who went west In wagopa without
whose sublime courage and sndurance
the plains would still be an unplowed
wildernsas. Often we hear them set
down as seedy, shiftless dreamers |
who rould not make a lMying at home
They were mostly the hest binod of
the world and the noblest of God's
misslonaries. Who does npot henor
them above the rthrifty, fomfort-ba
ing men and women who preferred to
stay at home where risks wers few
the supply of food eure end suffi
odent and the consolafiers of friend
ship and religion alwaye at hand?
Samson and Sarsh preferred to enlis!
and take thelr places in the fron'
hattle !ine of Civilization,

They Mad read a little book calle
The CoBa*-y of the Sangamon. The
latter =as a word of the Pottaws
tomle« meaning land of plenty. It wa: |
the name of a river in Niinole drain
ing “Doundless flowery Aows o
gnexampied heanty and fertflity. belt
sd with pimber, biessed with whad
groves, sotered with game and most]:
level, withomt a stick or a stome I«
vex the plowman” Thither the
were hound, te take np a section of

heirs, whe lived in the village o
Malons, which was iz Pranklin conaty
thay traded thal)

i

| Tramped Along Within Arm’s

S ——

"nr food and perils. Qolonel was the

near horse. Now and then Sameon
threw a sheepskin over his back and
pet the boy on it and tramped aleng
within arm's reach of Joe's left leg.
This was a great delight te the little
Ind.

They proceeded al a better pace to
the Black River country, toward
which, in the village of Oanton, they
tarmied agalo for a visit with Ouptals
Moody and Silas Wright, both of
whom had taught school in the town
of Vergennes

They proceeded through DeKalb,
Richville and Gouverneur and Ant-
werp and on to the 8and plaina They
had gone far out of their way for a
look at these old friends of theirs

Samson’s diary tells how, at the top
of the long, steep hills he used to
cut & small tree by the roadside amd
Ue its butt to the rear sxle and hang
on to Its branches while his wife
drove the team. This held their
load, making an effective brake.

Travellng through the forest, as
they had been doing for weeks, while
the day waned, they looked for a
brookside on which they conld pass
the night with water handy. Samson

| tethered, fed and watered their horses
| and while Sarah
| bullt a fire and made (ea and lrisculls,

and the chlldren

he was getiing balt and catching fsh
in the streum.

“ln a few minutes from the time I
wet my hook a mess of trout would be
dressed and sizzling, with a plece of
salt pork, In the pan, or it was a bad
day for fishing,” he writes,

After sapper the wagon was partly
unlonded, the feather bed |ald upon
the planks under the wagen roof and
spread with bhiankets. Then Bamsen

| sang sungs and told storles or played

upon the vio'in to amuse the family.

Often If the others were weary and
depressed he would dance merrily
around the fire, playing a lively tune,
with Sambo glad te lend a helping

| feot and much nolse to the program.
| By and by

the violln was put away
and all ki elt by the fire while Sarmh
prayed aloud for protéction through
the nigiat. Se It will be seen that
they carried with them their own
Ittte theater, church and hotel

Soon after darknees fell, Sarah
and the echildren lay down for the
night. while Samson stretshed out

| with his blamket by the fire In good

wenther, the loaded musket and the
dog Sambo Iging heside him.  Often
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It was pat to
te have a lNttle
arms agaln and
all my life I
baby. It felt A
house and pleap in a sefl, warm
and to eat jelly and cookies and
meat and potatoes and bread and but-
ter. MRamsen played for them and
kept them laughing with his stories
untll bedtime. They wouldn't take
a cent and gave us a dosen egxs In a
basket and a plece of venison when
we went away.”

On & warm, bright day In the sand
country they eame teo a ecrude, half
finished, frame honse at the edge of
a wide clearing. The sand lay In
drifts en ome side of the road It
had evidently moved in the last wind.
A sickly vegetation coversd the field.
A ragged, barefooted man and three
scrawny, lll-clad children stood in the
dooryard. It was noontime. A mon-
gred dog, with a bit of the hound in
htm, came bounding and barking to-
ward the wagon and pltched upon

:t%;a;

| Sambo and quickly got the worst of

i, Sambe, after much experience
in self-defense, had learned that the
hest way out of such trouble was to
selze a leg and hang on. This he
did. The mongrel began to yelp. Bam-

| son lifted both dogs by the backe of

thelr necks, broke the hold of Bambo
and tossed aside the mengrel, whe
ran away whining.

“That reminded me of a bull that
wtuckled a man over In Vermont,” he
sald. “The mamn had a club in his
hand. He dodged and grabbed the
bull's tall and beat him all over the

| lered :

lot. As the bull roared, the man hel-
‘T'd ke to know who begun

| this fuss anyway'"

Reach. |

The stranger laughed.

“Is that your house?' Samsen sald.

The man stepped nearer and an-
swered ln a low, confidential tone:
| “Say, mister, thia is a esmbination
puorhouse and idiot asylum. [ am
the idiot. Thess are the peer’”

He pointad te the éhlldren.

“You don't talk like an idiet,” sald
Samson,

" The man looked around and leaned
over the wheel as If about %o impart
® secrel.

“Say, I'll tell yo." ba wald In &
|10w tone. “A real, firstclase Iidiet
never does. You eught to see my
actions.”

“This 'and Is an (odication that
you're right,” Samson laughed,

“It proves I, the stranger whis-
pered.

“Have you any water here?’ Sam-
won asked,

The stranger

leaned nearar and
In
United Rtates. Right over yonder In
the edge o' the woods—a spring-—celd
a8 lce—Simon-pure waler. 'Bout the
only thing this land'll ralse s water.”

“Thls lamd looks te e about as
valuable as se much shiet lightuln'
and 1 gueés It cAn move just about
as quick,” sald Sameon

The stranger anawered In a low
tone: “Say, Tll tell yo, It's a wild
cow—don't stand still long ‘nough te

it. IU've tolled and prayed, but It's
hard to get much out of IL."
“Praying won't de this land any
good,” Samson answered. “What It
needs |s manure and plenty of It
You can't raise anything here but
fleas. [t isu't decent to expect (lod
to help run a flea farm. He knows
too much for that, and If you keep
it up He'll lose all respect for ye |If
you were to buy another farm and

the howling of wolvea In %he distant |

forest kept (hem awake, and the dog
muttesing and barking for hours

Samson woke the camp at daylight |

and n merry song was his revellle
while he led the horses to thelr Arink

When they set out In the morning
Aamson waes wont to say to the liftie
lad, who geserally sat bes!de im:
Well. my bey, what's the good word
this morning? Whereupon Joe would
say. parrot llke

God help us all and make His
face to shine upon us.”

‘Well sald!” his father would an
swer, and w0 the day's journey began.

Often, near ita eod, they came to |

| wome lonely farmhouse. Always Sam-

som would rtop and go to The deor
to an': about the roada followed by
Hrt's Joe and Betwey with secret bopes
One of these hopes was related teo
woklies and maple sugur and buttered
hread and had been cherished since
an hour of godd fortune early in the
trip and enceuraged by sundry good
hearied womea along the road
wher was the hope of sesing a baby

meinly
W Retney JToe'p Interest =as merely
an echa of he He regarded bablea
with an open mind, as It were, for
the opinions of his sister still had
some welght with him, she heing a

| year and a bhalf older than ke but

hahiss Invariahly A'sappointed him,
‘helr capabllitise being so restricted
AL not knowing what might happen,
& alwaye took & look at every hahy
The children were liftad out of the
agon to stretch their lege at slonghe
nd housea. They
dose behind the logm of thalr father
#hen ha stond at & stranger's deor
Then. the night being naar, they ware
always Invited to pat their horses in
the barm and tarry antil asxt mern-
ng This wae Ane In part to the wiee

An |

it should be said, the hope |

wers sure to be

! faoem of the little ~ANAren—a fast

hring It here and put It down on
-

W,

“Kiijah Brimetead Was a Friend ¢ My
Favher™

top o this one, you could probably
make a lving | wouldn't ke to live
where the wind could dig my pota
tosa. ™ -

Again the stranger leaned towars
Samson and sald In & balf-whisper
“fay, mister, 1 wouldn't
te mentisn It but talkin' o fAsan I'm

. Reme
ha'll Ale

4

body has got te scap him or

anstispected by thelr paremts. Verment for five hundred acres o
motherly hoart couM resist the sflent | 00, et lightain’, snsighted aa’ wt
1”"“‘“."." Wa was all frany e g0 W
mdervtand 1! These were mamarsble | o0 pore we are If It whmn't for 1
Aghes tor Rarsh and Jaaand Bateer. 10 g0 an’ the Oah | geem wo'd
mnhmmmﬂ:lm“mw*-

glve ye time to git anything ont of |

' the roudside and began brolling venl

'm look of pity

| biscults and honey and venlson and

#ald In his most confidentlal tone. “Say, |

| mister, It's about the best the |

“Henry was my father Haven't
you let 'ein know about your bad
| hock T

| girt

]

“Where did ye come from?T™
“Orwell, Yermont.”

“What's yer same?’
“Heary Brimstead,” the stranger
whispered.

“Son of EMjah Brimstead T

“Tea, #ir” |

Bamson took his hand and shook
it warmly. “Well, | declare!” be ex-
claimed. “Elijah Brimstead was &
fricad ¢ my father”

“Who are you?' Brimstead asked
“I'm ene o' the Traylors ¢ Vergen
nes.”

“My father used te buy eattle of
Henry Traylor.™

The man resumed his tone of con
fdence. “Say, I'll tell ye,” he an
swered. “A man that's as big a fool
as 1 am ought not to advertise It
A brain that has treated its owner as

shameful as mine has treated me
should be compelled to do its own
thinkin' er die I've Invented some

things that may sell. I've been hop-
in' my luck would turn.™ ! ]
“It'll turn when you turn it,” Sam- |
son assured him '
Brimstead leaned close to Bamson's
ear and sald In a tone schreely aud-
ible: |
“My brother has  his wn;
idiot asylum. It's a real handsome |
one an' he has made It pay, but I |
wouldn't swap with him."” 4
i

Robert

Samson smiled, remembering that
Robert had a liquor store. “Look here,
Heary Brimstead, we're hungry,” he |
sald. “If ye furnish the water, we'll
skirmish around for bread and give
¥& as good a dinner as ye ever had |
In yer life”

Henry took the horses to his barn
and watered and fed them. Then he
brought two palls of water from the
spring. Meanwhile Ssmson started a
fire In & grove of sinall poplars by

son, and Sarah got out the bread
board and the flour and the rolling-pin
and the teapot. As she walted for
he water she called the three strauge
children te her side. The ovldest was
a girl of ten, with a face uncommonly
refined and attractive. In spite of
her threafbare clothes, she had a
neat and cleanly look and gentie man

ners. The youngest was a boy of
four. They were a pathetic trio.
“Where's your mother? Sarab

asked of the ten-year-old girl

“Dend Died when my little bretber
was born”

“Who 'akes care of you?t”

“Fathier  and- God. Father says
Giod dees most of I1t.”

“Oh dear!" Sarah exclalmed, with

* They had a good dinner of fresh

eggs and tea. While they were eating
Samson told Brimetead of the land of

plenty.
After dinner, white HBrimstead was
bringing the team, one of his chil-

dren, the blonde, pale, tattered little
of six, climbed Into the wagon

| of Colonel
hrown sugar from the timid palm eof
| the boy. Then the horse was wounl te

| Ity.

seat and sat holding a small rag doll,
which Sarah had given her. When

refused to get down

“I'm goln' away,” she sald. “I'm
goln’ aw-a-ay off to find my mather,
I don't lke this place. There ain't

no Santa Claus here. I'm goln' away.'

She clung to the wagon seal lnd‘i_

eried loudly when her father took
her down.
“Aln‘'t that enough to break a man's

heart?' lie sald with a sorrowful look,

Then Samson turned te Brimstead |

and asked:

“Lovok here, Heury Brimstead. are
you a drioking man? Homor bright
now, "™

“Never drink a thing but water and |

"

tea.
“Do you know anybody who'll give

ye anything for what you own here?’ |

“There's & man in the next towa
who offered me three huudred

fitty dollars for my Interest.’

and |

“Oome along with us and get the

money If you can I'll help ye 0t
up and go where ye can earn a Iy
Ing.”

“I'd ke to, but my horse s lame
| and 1 ean't leave the children™

“Put ‘em right In this wagon and
come on. If there's a livery In the

| while Sarah

place, I'll send ye home’™
S0 the children rode In the wagon
and Samson and Brimstead wualked

drove the team to the

| mext vilage. There the good wowmab

|

hought new clothes for the whole
Brimstead family and Brimstead sold
hin 4nterest ln the mand plains and
bought a good pair of horses, with
harness and some cloth for & wagon

cover, and had fifty dollars In his
pocket and a new look In his face
He put his children om the backs of
the horses and led them te his old
home, with a sack of provisious on
his shioulder He was to take the
track of the Traxlors next day and
begin his journey to the shores of
the Hangamon |

They got Into a bad swale that|
afteruocon and Samsom had te <ul

some cordurvy to make a footing for
team and wagon and de much pryiog |
with the end of a heavy pole under |
the front axle

rmlled them out |
“When ol Oolonel henda hin neck |

things have te move, even M he ls)|

up te his belly In the mud” sald | tion

Uamaon

By and by the bhorses |

Fortunately, It
shore before it fell. All hands spent
that evening dressing the deer and
jerking the best of the neat This
they did by cutting the meat Inte
strips about the size of a man's hand
ind salting and laying it on & raek,
ome two feel abeve a slow fire, and
overing It with green boughs. The
eat and smoke dried the wmeat (n
he course of twe or three hours and
gave It a fine flavér. Delicious be
yond any kind of meat ls venison
treated in this manner. If kept dry,
it will retaln fis flaver and its sweet-

| hess for a woenth or more,

They set out rather late pexi morn-
ing. As ususl, Joe stood by the head
while the latter lapped

touch the face of Joe with his big.
hairy lips as a tribute te his generos
Colonel had seemed to acquire
a singular attachment for the bey
and the dog, while Pete distrusted
poth of them. He had never a me-
ment's lelsure, anyhow, belug always
busy with Its work or the flies. A
few breaks in the pack basket had
been repaired with green withes. It
creaked with Its load of jJerked veal-
son when put aboard.

Farther on the boy got a sore threal.

| Sarah bound a slice of pork aroupd

it and Samsou bullt a camp by the
roadside. in which, after a good fire

| was started. they gave him a hemleck
| Sweal.

This they did by steeplng
hemlock ln palls of het waler and
while the patient sat la & chalr by
the fireside. a blanket was spread
about him and ploned close te his
veck. Under the blanket they put

| the palls of steaming hewmlovk tea

After his sweat and a day and night

| In bed, with a warm fire buruing la

front of the shanty, Joe was able
to resume his seat ln the wagon. They
spoke of the Brimsteads and thought
it strange that they had not come
along.

Oa the twenty-ninth day after their
journey began they came lu sight of

the beautiful gresn valley of the Me
hawk. As they looked from she hille
they saw the roof of the forest dip-
p'ng dewn te the river shores and
streteching far (o the east and weat
and broken, here and thers, by mmall
clearings. Boom they could ses the
mnoke and spires of the thriving vl

lnge of Uticm.

e —

(To be continued.)
I ronini .

Give the Enterprise all the loeal

| news you know and it will give
they were ready to go she stubbornly | ('?u all
| Working thus we can each do

somebody elee knows.
the
other a service, p

VACATION HINTS:

Kodaks, Filme and
Supplies

Kodak Finishing and
Tinting. 0

For every $3 worth of Kodak finishing
one 6x8 enlatgement free.

Halsey Drug Store.

TECHNOLOGY

Eight Schosls: Seventy Departments
FALL TERM OPENS SEPT. 19, 1921
For niormation write ie the Reglatrer

Oremhmm

KRYPIOK GLASSES are made
and backed by a national reputa-
that is without eriticiem .
KRYPTOKS sell on merit alone,

A the day waned they came to a | | b8 annual output proves this fact,

river In the desp wooda
sxquisite bit of forest with the bells
of a hermit thrush ringing In ome
of s towern Thelr call and the
low song of the river were the omly
sounds In the stlence. The glow of
the setting sun which lighted the
western windows of the forest had »
‘olor like that of the music—goiden
long shafts of It fell threugh the
‘o0 columos Upon the rosd Dere

|

1t was an | For sale by

liéiﬂﬁafzngﬂt»l

. Harold Albro,  &°
Magulesturiog opteinn,




