Chapter One
Prosperity

     The seas grew heavy, the swells rolled with hellish force. Its constant motion churned with a devastating turmoil. The waves, some ten to fifteen feet tall, tossed the freighter about with a violent fury. The brutal wind drove a constant procession of whitecaps into the ship's side; many a wave crashing upon the vessel's deck with a battering blow. The Atlantic was relentless with its beating of the British craft. The fate of The Queen's Pride, her existence, her destiny, now rested in the hands of the Creator.   
  Rocked, a victim to this decreed of circumstance, the ship swayed violently back and forth as it was tossed to and fro in the vastness of the turbulent ocean waters. Her elderly wooden hull, and the integrity of her seaworthiness was now of grave concern to those fearful occupants aboard.
     The ship's captain, some might say a pirate by nature, was a distant relative of the infamous Blackbeard. Although Captain Bry ran a legitimate shipping business, he wasn't above engaging in an occasional illegal activity or two; nor was he above committing a violent act when things didn't appear to be going his way. It wasn't his practice to rob, rape, or plunder upon the high seas, but he was indeed a thief of sorts.
     The Captain and his crew of six were in sail from South Hampton, England to America. With a cargo hold full of brandy, wine, French champagne, and a vast assortment of other spirits, the bottom of the vessel also held a precious cargo of souls.
     Captain Bry, a man in his 50's, was chiseled and well-worn with the passage of time. A tall ominous figure, he had been a sailor the vast majority of his life. His sinful pleasures were often the company of a prostitute and the intoxicating pride of a bottle.
     When he was in port, the Captain loved to frequent the bars; his favorite being the Sea Witch, a sleazy English pub located along the north shore.
     Niles Cavendish, a carpenter by trade and builder of small boats, was a brawny Irishman who also had been known to frequent the Sea Witch at times. 
   One night after work, Cavendish walked through the tavern's doors and took a seat, where he normally did, at the end of the bar. Sitting across from him, at an angle, was a drunken Captain Bry. After the Captain had poured a few more drinks down his throat, he boldly challenged the Irishman to an arm-wrestling match.  It was a dual of sheer strength; one that would determine the master of superiority.
     At first, Cavendish ignored the Captain's invitation. He reasoned it to be drunken foolishness. But soon after Cavendish had successfully liquored himself up, he accepted Bry's challenge.
As both men prepared themselves for the feat, at a table in a dark corner of the room, excitement grew as word of the match quickly spread around the pub. Soon after, a small crowd gathered around the men. That's when the yelling started - a frenzy of wagers had begun.
     Although the Captain was clearly the favorite, Cavendish won the match in relative short order. He also won the expressed gratitude of the winners who had placed a number of bets on him. After they had walked back over to their seats at the bar, Cavendish extended his hand to the Captain and offered to buy Bry a drink.  Captain Bry shook his hand and accepted the drink. After downing it, the Captain said, "What do ya do for a livin', mate?"
     Cavendish replied, "I'm a carpenter ... I build row boats."
     The Captain's response was, "Ahhh ... I see.  I captain The Queen's Pride."
     Cavendish, after running his finger around the rim of his shot glass, spoke up to ask, "Do ya ever make way to that place called America?"
     Captain Bry replied, "We set sail for Charleston next week ... Why?"
     Cavendish was quick to elaborate on his much thought about intentions by asking, "Have ya ever took aboard passengers on that freighter, Captain?"
     Bry slightly raised his head from where it now lay upon the bar, then raised his finger to say, "We had a stowaway once."
     When the Captain didn't answer Cavendish's question of, "What happened to the stowaway?" Cavendish asked, "What would it cost me to get a one-way ticket to America?"
     Raising his finger again slightly, the Captain said, "Now ... that would cost ya a hundred pounds!"
      Cavendish replied, "I got three families in mind."
      Captain Bry boasted, "That will cost ya seventy-five pounds then ... each ... not a pence less."
      Cavendish knew it would deplete the life savings of all three families, but he told the Captain he would have the six hundred pounds Bry desired by next week.
      The Captain's response was, "We sail Tuesday. Be on board by sunset, or we sail without ya!"
     The Cavendishs, lrwins, and Smiths were all mutual friends who lived close to each other in the nearby village of Lowshire. All three of these families had long-standing dreams of making a new life for themselves in America. When Niles told the others of the opportunity they had everyone was eager to pull up stakes.  They greeted this chance of a lifetime with great enthusiasm.
     The Cavendish family, of Irish decent, consisted of Niles the father, Grace the mother, and Horatio their son. The Irwin family was of English heritage, as were the Smiths. Eli Irwin was a hard-working sheep farmer. He and his wife, Mary, had a son named Elias, but the Smiths had no children. Smith was an elderly shoemaker, who had had no previous desire for parenthood - something his spouse would quite often complain about.
     Gathering their life savings, as well as their belongings, the group of eight kept their appointment with destiny the following week.
     As they stepped aboard The Queen's Pride, excitement began to build within the group. Excitement would tum to concern shortly after they paid the Captain his bounty. They soon realized this trip wasn't going to be the much-anticipated adventure of a lifetime they had perceived as the crew locked them away in the belly of the ship. Forced to live in the isolation of the cargo hold at gunpoint, the dark, damp, musky bowels of the ship would now be their home for at least the next few weeks.
     The group was convinced Niles had noble intentions.  There was little doubt in their minds he had a desire to see a better life for them all, but his plan was about to take a tragic turn. It would not only bring heartache and sorrow to him and his family, but it would also prove quite costly for the others. The devastating consequences of this scheme would not only testify of a lack of judgment, but it would also be something that would affect them all, especially Niles. It would scar him the most, and for the rest of his life he would live with the haunting memory.
     The first week at sea proved to be a rather calm one, as far as ocean conditions were concerned, but the sanitary conditions below deck grew worse by the day. Members of the crew would unlock the door that led to the cargo hold to hand down food and water every other day, but the living conditions down there were truly less than desirable. The frequent request for release by the captives would only fall upon the deaf ears of an indifferent crew.
     The seas grew with steady intensity the second week, and the Smiths, who were already in their senior years when they decided to make the trip, became suddenly ill. The others could tell the Smiths were getting bad, but their repeated cries for help were just ignored by Captain Bry and his crew. Their complaints were instead rewarded with a rationing of food and water that were now only offered once every three days.
     The seas grew worse the third week and the inevitable occurred, The Queen's Pride had sailed into the heart of a terrible storm. The turbulent atmospheric conditions would carry over into the fourth week of the voyage and last literally for days.
     The group had seen rats on occasion before, but as the storm brewed it threw the rodents into a panicked frenzy and Grace Cavendish was bitten by one of the creatures when she accidentally stepped on one.
     Grace died only six days later from the sustained effects of a high fever. The seas had calmed by then, but unfortunately, both Mr. and Mrs. Smith also perished during that terrible ordeal.
     As he stared at the lifeless body of his wife, and the limp ones of his now deceased fiends, Niles couldn't help but notice the dejected look upon the faces of the living; he could sense the fear of hopelessness in their eyes. His heart began to beat rapidly as an uncontrollable rage began to build from within. His mind was then devoured by the self-imposed thoughts of conviction and guilt.   
     "We've left paradise to flounder about in the depths of hell, and it's my fault!" A confession that Niles would often times later ashamedly admit to.
     With the encouragement of the others, Niles made the decision to confront the Captain and his crew. After he had climbed to the top of the stairway, Niles began to beat on the bottom of the door. The locked chains that held it moved only slightly with each effort.
The hindrance was indeed a daunting obstacle.
     Only after his fist grew bloody from all the pounding did two members of the crew open the door to hand down food and water. Momentarily blinded by an intense flood of bright light, Niles grabbed the rations and threw them upon the deck. Angered by Cavendish's actions, the crew members pushed him down the stairs then slammed the door shut and locked it.
     Niles continued to beat on that door for the next four hours.    
     Frustrated by what he was doing, two other members of the crew finally opened the door. Once again shielding his eyes from the bright glare of the sun, Niles said, "We got dead down here!" The crew slammed the door, locked it, and did so with silent resolve.  An hour or so later, the door was once again opened and Niles rushed to climb the stairs, but this time Captain Bry was standing at the top of the steps, with a gun in hand. Bry pointed the weapon at Niles, then yelled, "Stand back!" 
     Cavendish did, but reluctantly so. 
     The Captain then ordered two of his crew to go down into the cargo hold and retrieve the bodies. The sailors first picked up Mrs. Smith, then carried her body up the steps to lay it upon the deck. The sailors then retrieved the body of Mr. Smith in like fashion. Then they removed Grace's body.
     With no regard for his own safety, Niles climbed to the top of the steps and stood to stare at Bry; only a few inches would separate the two. The Captain quickly cocked the hammer back on his pistol and extended his arm forward to aim it at Cavendish. 
     Niles then shouted, "What are you doing?" soon after he heard a loud splash, followed by a series of two others. Puzzled by what he heard, Niles stood and stared at the vile Bry in contemptible silence; he did so with a glare full of disgust and disdain.
     Slightly rubbing his beard, the Captain replied, "The sea can have 'em!" Bry then walked toward Cavendish and said, "Back away!" He then closed the door with his foot and chained it shut. Before walking away, Bry yelled, "Charleston's only a couple days from here. If the bunch of ya wanna live, I suggest you shut up!"
     The Queen's Pride finally docked in Charleston, South Carolina on April 1st, 1868. The ship moored at mid-afternoon that day, but the captives would have to wait several more hours before the shackles that bound their path to freedom would eventually fall.
     Once the vessel was secure, Captain Bry quickly formulated a plan then departed; his quest was the closest pub. His lustful habits were now driving him to the company of which he knew best, wine, women, and song. The sinful nature of the Captain, as it is with all sinners, was a custom that he acted upon with routine habitual practice. The desires of Bry's heart would in the end hold precedent above all else, even the safety of those left aboard. The captives would have to wait several more hours before the shackles that bound their path to freedom would eventually fall.
     Captain Bry left strict, yet detailed, orders he wanted his crew to follow then he left. The two crew members, who had routinely given the captives food and water for the previous month, were given instructions to unlock the chains that held the cargo hold door shut at midnight in order to release the five who remained.    
Two other crew members were told to escort them from the ship, at gunpoint of course, to a destination north of there a little over three miles away. There the remaining members of the crew would wait with the spare horses they had stolen. The men were then instructed to bind the hands and feet of the adults and children with ropes after they hid them in the woods. With that accomplished, the sailors were to return to the ship under the cover of darkness. Bry and his crew would then set sail the following day; after The Queen's Pride had been unloaded of its cargo.
     The Captain had spent the last few weeks devising this deliberate, what he thought was fool-proof, plan. Bry had spent those days convincing himself he wasn't guilty of anything, especially something like murder. If the authorities did pursue him and he was caught, he said he would fabricate a story that there were stow-a-ways on board his ship when it set sail and before he could discover it three of them had died. Naturally being so far from port, he would explain he had no choice but to give each decaying corpse a decent burial at sea. Bry made it a point to inform his crew of these intentions. He also made sure all transactions were made strictly through the untraceable use of cash.
     The castaways would spend the next couple of days gazing at their wooded surroundings and a small nearby brook.  They were unable to speak or cry out because they were bound by mouth, hand, and foot. A means of escape appeared to be void, seemingly lost in things that looked drastically hopeless. Surely it wasn't the end though, but they all thought it would be their demise. Niles soon found expectation in the form of all things, a small yet troublesomely dull stone.
     Niles had his hands tied behind his back, but he was able to touch and then gather in that stone. His diligent effort of rubbing the rock against the bindings of his hands eventually paid off. After an exhausting two-day effort, Niles was able to break loose from those ties that bound him.
     After Niles successfully released the others they all came to a mutual agreement, but only in the light of just one thing. The refreshing water of that alluring brook was just too tempting for them to overlook. The stench of their filthy bodies, a result of brutality and a month's worth of neglect at sea, was absolutely offensive and the smell just about too much for one to bear.
     One by one, each removed their clothes to take a turn at bathing in a small pool while another sat on the bank with their backs turned. Guarding the view of naked bodies, the bather's privacy, was the concern. Eventually each would emerge from the stream refreshed, but puzzled by the events that had befallen them none the less.
      A diabolical plot, fiendish scheme, is what the Captain had dreamed of then coerced into reality. His sinister plan was birthed out of a heart full of lies and deceit. It lead to the death and misfortune of those who had fallen into its devilish, and merciless grip.
     Virtually penniless, lost and alone, this small group of five poor souls set out to find food as they tried to retrace their previous troddened steps from days before.
     The ship's crew had been deliberately instructed to release the bound group, but into an unfamiliar land and that of a fearful darkness. Stranding them helpless was all part of the Captain's plan.  It was an effort to buy the crew of The Queen's Pride just a little more time.
     Within a few hours, the group gained direction as to where Charleston lay.  It came in the form of friendly advice of a rider passing by. They walked back to the city, then to the docks. Much to their displeasure, the ship with its Captain and crew were long gone and already well under sail; far away from port.
     It was the dawn of a new day, one in which the light of freedom was now shining, but everyone was too angry to know it. Talking among themselves, the group reasoned it would be a dangerous act to file a report. Informing the authorities of their grievous treatment was definitely out of the question. After all, they were strangers in a foreign land and they didn't dare speak of it - they were there perhaps illegally. They were left with no choice but to stay. They were now members of a new land; one that many called the home of the brave. Frustrated, and with little left to say, Niles smiled, then yelled, "Welcome to America!"
     After he made that bold statement, everyone hung or shook their heads in silent disgust. It was after that they all looked around for some place to rest. A short distance away was a group of three broken down, old wooden benches - they looked quite inviting.    
     The group felt lost in a great big world, hungry, and alone. Never once did they give a single thought to that of a divine prayer. After the group sat down, they began to feel puzzled and helpless. They seemed to have no sense of direction, but before long Mrs. Irwin gave reason for their need of a plan. They would have to formulate their next move, one to devise a way of survival.
     The group began to hear talk around town of vast fortunes to be made out west. The gold rush was on in states like California and Nevada. Numerous stories of the seemingly poor striking it rich greatly influenced both families so the Cavendishs and Irwins decided it was best to make their way westward.
     Pooling their money together, what few British Pounds they had, Niles approached the only merchant in Charleston who was willing to exchange their currency for American Dollars. Feeling he had no choice Niles made the exchange, but the greedy merchant made out far better though. The merchant moved quickly to close the deal, but he never once gave it a second thought while he cheated those poor families. After all, for him, it was strictly business.  In 1868, it took $6.83 to buy a single British Pound. The opportunistic merchant seized his chance to take advantage of those who were struggling and down on their luck. He smiled at
Niles, then offered a measly exchange rate of only three dollars for each of their British Pounds.
     Still strapped for cash, the group reverted to what they thought was drastic measures.
     But everyone was in agreement that they must trade in their valuables and most of their belongings. That included their jewelry, personal effects, and even those gold wedding rings. Niles went as far as to have the local dentist pull his two golden teeth, and remove half-a-dozen gold fillings in exchange for cash. Niles thought to himself, "Why shouldn't I step forward to give this sacrifice. After all, I'm the biggest one to blame for this mess!"
     Niles and Eli both decided it was best to approach the owner of the Livery Stable. It was their hope they could purchase some cheap transportation. The owner of the stable, who jokingly named it The Silver Shoe, had an old broken-down buckboard he was willing to part with. The wagon was in desperate need of repair, but a few rotten boards here and there didn't appear to be a big deal for Niles - he assured Eli it was something he could easily fix.   
     The only horse the stable owner had, that he would even consider for sale, was an old, worn out, worthless nag, he called, "Bell."
     After a brief bit of conversation with the men, the stable owner began to look around, then he appeared to be lost in a moment of thought. He told Niles and Eli, "This place's been good to me ... I tell ya what! I'll sell ya the buckboard for twenty, and I'll even throw in Bell for four bits." (The equivalent of fifty cents)
     Both men accepted the kindly businessman's offer.
     It didn't take Niles long to repair the buckboard. He was fortunate enough to find all the lumber he needed in the form of scraps that had been thrown out by others. In the meantime, the rest of the group was busy purchasing the necessary provisions, all the supplies needed for a long and much anticipated trip.
     Time passed quickly and everyone found it hard to believe the duration of three months had elapsed. The group had made the grueling, and often hazardous, venturesome way up through South Carolina. Then they traveled through Tennessee, Kentucky, and
Indiana, but something happened on that bright July 4th day in Illinois - it would change their lives forever.
     The group was forced to make camp near a small town called Burnt Plain. They could travel no farther because "Bell" got sick, laid down, and despite their best effort to persuade her, wouldn't get up. Old and tired, the horse eventually died within just a matter of a few hours.
     Everyone pitched in to give the animal a decent burial. The boys made a make-shift cross out of a couple sticks and placed it at the head of the grave. Then they spelled out, with numerous small stones, "Here lays, Bell, a great old horse!"
     As they sat, wondering what to do next, the group began to hear the sounds of celebration coming from what they knew to be was a nearby town. The echo of yelling and the loud pop of firecrackers going off, less than a mile away, was more than enough to arouse their curiosity and interest. Everyone then decided they should check out this unusual disturbance.
     Once they reached the outskirts of Burnt Plain, they asked a young man, who they guessed to be nine or ten, playing in the street, what the celebration was all about. His response was, "It's July 4th! ... Are you kiddin'?" 
     The group wouldn't discover until much later what the significance, or meaning of this celebration called "The Fourth" was truly all about.
     Stroding down the dusty streets of Burnt Plain was an all too similar experience for the Cavendishs and Irwins - It reflected shades of a previous experience in Charleston. The curious town folk welcomed the group with an occasional glance, followed then by a quick look away. A frequent controlled stare was the custom of the more hardened citizens, but the inconspicuous peer of discern from several windows was even more common. What an oddity these strangers appeared to be, walking, not riding into this town of only ninety-three. The group couldn't help but notice all the looks. They tried to ignore them, more important matters were of concern, but it wasn't easy.
     Niles was the first to notice the Livery Stable was closed. The sign nailed on the door read, "Gone fishin'. See ya after the Fourth!"
     The Land-Title Office was next door. Eli placed his hand on the back of Niles’s neck, pointed at the building, and said, "Let's go in there!"  Glancing over at his wife, Eli then said, "Mary, you stay here with the kids."
     Approaching the men, in route from the General Store, was Walden Freedman, local farmer, rancher, and self-proclaimed part-time preacher. Curious, and fascinated by the strangers, Walden walked ever-so-slowly toward them, but kept a safe distance.
     When Eli and Niles entered the Land-Title Office, Freedman quickened his pace and then stood outside to peer through the corner of the window. Walden did so only when he thought the Clerk, both men, Mary and the children weren't looking. The curious fellow did so all out of a simple need to eaves drop. When the Clerk glanced out the window, Freedman quickly sat down on the bench outside the storefront. The bench wasn't visible from inside the shop because the lower portion of the window's pane was covered by a curtain. Walden then removed a medium size block of wood and knife from his pocket as he normally did when he thought he was about to be confronted; ever so fearful of being caught in the act.
     With keen ears, acutely affixed, and eager to listen, the nosy busy body strained to hear the conversation occurring within the office. Freedman did so while Mary and the boys were looking the other way.
     Eli walked up to the counter, as his friend stood by, then he asked the Clerk if there was any land they could buy. The Clerk gave the two men a quick glance over, then replied, "Yeah ... some."
     Eli gave Niles instructions to empty his pockets of all the money he had, and Eli did so as well. The grand total amounted to $36.90 - it was all they had left. After he had counted it, Eli glanced over at Niles. He then lowered his head slightly, briefly closed his eyes, nodded his head and said, "This is the right thing to do!"
     Cupping his hand over the last of their life's savings, Eli slid the coins toward the Clerk. "We've come a long way, Sir... Can't see that we can go any farther. This place you call Illinois looks as good as any to settle upon. We'd like to purchase a wee bit of land." That was Eli's humble, yet simple request.
     The Clerk laughed out loud, then said, "That won't even get ya a month's worth of room and board in a hotel!"
     With a sense of urgency in his voice, Eli began to plead with the Clerk. "Our horse is dead. We're new to this country. We don't know what else to do!"
     The unsympathetic Clerk said, "You're wastin' my time!" Pushing the money back toward Eli, the Clerk then shouted, "Go buy yourself another horse ... Get out of here!"
     Freedman overheard every word. 
     After Eli and Niles had exited through the door, Walden began to whistle softly, then whittle a little more. Mary and the boys were curious and asked the men what happened, then they all stood in the middle of the street and whispered among themselves.
     Freedman slowly raised his head to glance at the group. Then with a hidden inward smile, looked back downward to ask, "Got trouble?" as he continued with his carvings.
     After a brief conversation among themselves, Eli walked over to the curious stranger, then said, "Yes ... we do!"
     With a smile now upon his face, the farmer extended forth his hand, then said, "I'm Walden Freedman."
     Eli was puzzled by this man's friendliness, but he extended his hand to shake the hand of the stranger - he did it out of simple response. "Eli ... Irwin" was his reply.
     Freedman said, "I farm a little ... preach some too!"
     Eli's response was one of silent wonder.  It was reflected by the expression on his blank face.
    "I hear you're lookin' for some land ... maybe settle down.”
Freedman inquired.
     Eli's puzzled thoughts were now being substituted for ones of examination, inquiry, and investigating reason.
     Walden hung his head and looked down when he realized Eli knew he had been eavesdropping. "I got a little over a hundred acres west of town." Whittling a little harder, Freedman said, "I can't possibly till it all!" Walden glanced up at Eli, then he looked over at the others who were standing in the street and stared.  He could easily sense their fear and worry, their faces boldly revealed it. "I'll make you a deal ... I'll give you twenty acres ... You can split it up if you like. You pay the seven-dollar fee and I'll deed her over!"
     With a hint of suspicion in his mind, doubt, and mistrust, Eli said, "What's the catch?" 
     Freedman replied, "There isn't one!"
     No one in the group would ever know of Walden Freedman's dream, the one he had just the night before. It was something the farmer kept to himself for a lifetime; a secret he never once revealed, or made anybody else aware of.
     God spoke to Walden in that dream. He told him two men, two young boys, and a woman, would appear in town, lost, the following day. The Lord said, "I am going to restore them, for they are strangers who have come a long way … foreign to this land."
     Freedman was instructed in the dream to give those strangers one-fifth of his land. In return, the Lord promised the farmer his obedience would reap a hundred-fold.
     After Eli told the others of Freedman's generous intentions they all wondered why someone would do such a thing, but welcomed the gift with understandable reservation.
     Walden walked into the Land-Title office with Niles, Eli, Mary, and the boys to sign over the best twenty acres of prime land he had on the northeast corner of the property. The Clerk knew Walden, and he was somewhat taken back by all that. The farmer's puzzling act of kindness was strange to everyone present, but Eli went ahead and paid the seven-dollar fee. Within a matter of less than thirty minutes, the deed was finally ready. It was recorded and official, but simply read: "#36, Walden Freedman to Niles Cavendish / Eli Irwin, deed, 20a, Burnt Plain."
     Walden took the group out to see the land that afternoon. Once there, Niles looked around, then said, "This is a beautiful place, Mr. Freedman. How can we thank you?" 
     Walden simply nodded his head a few times. It was like the farmer was saying, "Don't worry, you already have."
     Eli convinced Niles it was best to stay there, make camp, then plan for the building of a home before winter hit. They spent the night camped out under the shade of a large oak, on what they thought was that of inherited good fortune. Both men were now in their late 40's. Luck, they thought, had smiled upon them both, for they were able to avoid participation in the country's Civil War. Little did they realize it was God's hand of direction that was guiding the circumstances of their lives.
     Walden made arrangements to have the group's buck board delivered the following day. The group informed Freedman of their intentions, their plan, when he arrived. The Cavendishs would take the ten acres to the west, and the Irwins would take the other ten to the east. Both families planned to pick a suitable location on both plots to build themselves a cabin each, and elected to move forward rather quickly before cold weather approached - all that was perfectly acceptable to Walden.
     Walden, his wife, and two sons dropped by to visit their new neighbors just three days later. The Freedmans had given it a lot of thought, and then volunteered to help build those cabins. Both families, the Cavendishs, as well as the Irwins, greeted the gracious and kindly offer with open arms and with tearful, reddened eyes of joyous acceptance. Less than a week later, Freedman arrived with his family, a team of horses, and a portable saw mill he had borrowed - a friend of Walden's in town had lent it, free of charge. Everyone then set out, with serious determination, to proceed with the construction of the family homes.
     Located in a nearby woods was a large grouping of red oak trees. Those trees provided all the lumber for both projects. At times the workday began before the light of day and then ended with the setting of the sun, but with diligence, and a whole lot of hard work, both homes were completed in a little under five months - nearly a full week before Thanksgiving.
     Over the course of time, the Cavendishs and Irwins became a welcome addition to the community. After Niles had settled in, he learned the trade of furniture making and set up shop in Burnt Plain, where he ran a profitable business. Eli pursued a career in the field of which he knew best, which was raising animals, and he became a successful cattle rancher.
     Walden Freedman became a well-known leading member of The Disciples of Christ in the state, and before his death he would lay claim to more than 10,000 acres of prime tillable land. The land was a blessing, a gift from God, Walden would boast. A payment it was, the result of God's divine promise He had made, and that is what Walden had always faithfully perceived.
     The air was crisp that fall day in early November of 1871. Only a few weeks before, the Southeastern Railroad company had laid track through the northern portion of White County and Mr. Freedman's property. The rail-line connected Evansville to St. Louis, then it ventured farther westward to points beyond.
     Niles's son, Horatio, and the Irwin's son, Elias, were now the best of friends. Both boys were twelve and tall for their age. They loved to frequent Mr. Freedman's pond; a great fishin' hole. It was a small body of water that lay just south of the railroad tracks. The pond was filled with big, hungry catfish - the source of many a divine nightly meal.
     That particular day, both boys acted upon a plan they had been devising for a long time.  The scheme was one of skipping school. The Cavendish boy was successful in convincing his friend they needed a break. "Besides, what's it gonna hurt?" Horatio reasoned.
     The one room school house they attended was run by an elderly woman.  He was known to the community as Miss Lynch. She was nicknamed, "The Hangman," by Horatio because of her hard attitude, lack of humor, and love for the strict enforcement of rules.
     The fish weren't biting very well that day, so the boys withdrew their lines from the muddy water when they heard a Locomotive in the distance that afternoon. They ran the entire 3/4 of a mile from the pond to the tracks, arriving just in time to see the Illinois Central roll past. Black billowing smoke filled the air; it rolled from the old steamer's stack. The dark cloud appeared to be hugging the ground and its sulphurous odor smelled of burning coal - the lingering effects were something difficult to escape.
     As the massive locomotive's silhouette got smaller and smaller, minuscule in the distance, the distinctive Chuka, Chuka sound it made grew weaker and weaker. The train's whistle had blown several times, warning the boys of danger. The roar of its bellowing blow echoed across the landscape, signifying its intimidating presence, but now the locomotive's whistle was only a faint blast of steam that could be heard in the distance - a final expression of farewell from the train's engineer.
     Horatio watched the train until it disappeared over the horizon. He then looked down at a rock and kicked the stone with his foot. With a great deal of seriousness in his voice, Horatio glanced over at Elias standing beside him and said, "I'm not gonna rot in this place like my old man ... I got big plans!" Horatio then placed his arm around the neck of his friend, smiled, and pointed in a westerly direction. His final statement was, "That's our ticket out of here, my friend ... The railroad is the future!"


