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New York, New York - May 1847

[image: ]




Cooper’s uncle knew the Mitchells and wrote Garth when Cooper decided to head to America. Cooper was 20 and itched for something new. America was the land of opportunity and thus seemed like the place one ought to head. Once the connection was made and a job offered, Cooper decided to leave for America. 

In truth, his father was still young and would maintain the family farm. Cooper’s older brother, Stephen, was already working on the farm. Stephen expected their father would give the farm to him when their father retired. Due to loyalty, Stephen would move into the main house but keep a spot for his father and mother to live for the rest of their lives. The second son did not fit within the family farm concept. Cooper was aggressive and tough and  built himself a career of his own, which probably would include farming. Yet there was no available, inexpensive land in the county, or in England for that matter, as all the farmlands had been taken. In America, farmland was free for the taking.

Cooper was a lanky lad, quick and spry when afoot, with a soft wit and smile that brought friends in naturally.

His steamship arrived directly at Ellis Island. Cooper noticed a few passengers stood aside with their luggage, but did not rush with the crowd into the area where he expected to depart. When the gang plank was set in place and the gate opened, he looked back, and those folks were still just waiting. Then he realized they were Americans and would go to a different pier, probably in Manhattan, which he could see in the distance. Everyone pointed there as the ship entered the great harbor.

Cooper was immediately caught in the rush forward. They herded toward the building and squeezed through double doors to face a dozen places with ropes strung to keep the lines in order. Most rushed into on or another lines. Cooper stopped and read the signs. Most were destinations, so people were lining up to go to a destination. Then he saw one that read, “Employed People.” He walked toward that, as did very few others. Mitchell’s letter and job offer made Cooper’s admission through Ellis Island easy. 

Matters soon got complicated. Cooper, fortunately, had directions. He took a ferry from Ellis Island to Manhattan, then hired a wagon to ride, with his trunk, across the city to the East River. The driver took him to the Stonington Steamship Company, where he boarded a steamship called the Narragansett. On that very same afternoon, the Narragansett left for Stonington, Connecticut. The problem was that the railroads did not have bridges crossing the Connecticut River or the Thames at New London. The steamship bypassed much of Connecticut. Cooper spent the night aboard the Narraganset and was up early, standing at the rail watching the steamship approach the Stonington Harbor. Once on land, he caught the Providence & Stonington railroad, which landed him at the Union Station in Providence. From there, passengers could take a train either to Worcester or Boston.
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Providence, Rhode Island, April 1847
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Cooper stopped at Providence and looked for a horse to purchase. His letter had him walking east to Wareham, some thirty miles east. Cooper had ridden often in England and, during his early teens, had worked at a stable taking care of the horses stabled there. He looked forward to a horse of his own. With that came the freedom to go about as he pleased.

His agreement with the Mitchells was for convenience. It provided a job, which helped him gain connections and easily pass through the NYC Custom House. He planned to work for the Mitchells for a year or two. Cooper had paid for his voyage by himself. And had savings in a bank in Dorset, on the south coast of England.

Cooper left his baggage with a porter at the station and began to visit the stables. He inquired and learned that six prominent stables, along with others, might serve his needs. He had nothing else to do, and this would be fun.

He slowly approached the first stable, Hobson’s Horse Farm. There were fields around, and he meandered toward the barn, looking at the horses. Of course, not all of the horses would be for sale, but one could gain an understanding of their fitness and care. It was a cloudless day with a hint of movement in the air. None of these horses had a blanket. Cooper decided the horses would not need blankets on this day. The barn was sizable, and the house seemed small. It was square with double windows on each side of the door and two smaller windows projecting out of the roof, on the second floor. Cooper was not impressed.

He approached a worker, introduced himself, and immediately learned that the stable boy was not the owner. The young man guided Cooper to the house. Cooper waited while the worker went inside to talk to the owner.

When the owner emerged, Cooper thrust his right hand forward. “I’m Cooper Duran, looking for a fit riding horse.”

“All of ours are fit!” replied the owner. “I’m Butch Hobson. Our horses for sale are in the pen behind the barn. Let’s take a walk.”

Hobson continued. “How much are you willing to pay?”

Cooper hesitated. He did not want to give away what he could afford, thought for a moment, then replied. “Ten shillings less than you want.”

“Ha! Ha! You a Brit?”

“Yes. I guess I should have said, dollars.” Cooper replied as they rounded the corner of the barn.

The men stood for a while at the fence, looking at the horses. There were seven horses, all looking straight at Cooper. They were all trained and fit.

“Mind if I enter?” spoke Cooper.

“Feel free.”

Cooper ducked and stepped under the top rail and over the bottom rail. And rose into the enclosure. He walked to the group, and not a single horse took a step. Cooper patted them one after another. Just casually looking at each horse. None was fat. All seemed healthy and well-fed. None stood out. They were ordinary.

Cooper turned, walked over to the fence, and ducked between the rails again. “How expensive are these?”

Hobson replied. “Ten, except for the male. He’s $12.”

“Well, thank you. I’ll keep looking. 

“Them’s all I have now. You can check back in a week.”

“I’m traveling. Very pleased to meet you, Mr. Hobson.”

“Butch! As I said, you are welcome any time.”

Hobson turned toward the house, and Cooper made his way up the drive.

Half an hour later, he approached the second stable and thinking this would take all day if not two.

The second barn was close to the business district, with a door to the building on the street. Cooper walked in and met the owner.

“Sheffield here! How can I help you?”

“Mr. Sheffield, I’m looking for a fit riding horse.”

“You have come to the right place. May I ask your name?”

“Cooper Duran. Just arrived from England.”

“My folks are from Lincolnshire. From where do you hail?”

“I’m from Dorset on the south coast, and I landed in New York just yesterday.”

“Oh! Then you’re looking for a horse that swims!”

“Don’t they all?”

Laughing. “Let’s head out back.”

“I’d at least want one that does not sink!” Replied Cooper as he turned to follow Sheffield.

He remarked as Sheffield stepped through the door, holding it for Cooper. “These aren’t city horses. We rotate them to our farm every other day. Thus, we do have others to show you if necessary.”

The pen held more than a dozen, perhaps twenty horses.

Cooper immediately focused on a brown male. Course-featured and tall. “He’s rough but handsome in his own way. How much would he cost?”

“Rascal? He’s a dandy. We have a young lady who enjoys riding him at the barn on weekends. She’ll miss him quite dearly. He’s friendly and lively. Likes to run. He has some racehorse in his blood, sire’s side. I’d let him go for $18.”

“Why don’t you show me his features. I’m not sure he’d like me poking around.”

“Surely. Rascal stands at almost 15 hands. Has run a mile in just over two minutes without training. His withers are strong, and he is well-muscled through the hind quarters. See, he has all his teeth. His eyes are clear, and he’ll look you right in the eye. From the front, he’s well-balanced – everything’s in line. The same’s true from the side. Never grumpy. Always eager to follow a lead. He’ll figure out where you are going and won’t need steering once you are on the way. He’s smart and well-trained. That’s why we let the young lady ride him.”

“He’s six years old but looks to be about eight. Notice the forelock. It’s not straight and not wavy. It reminds me of straw by the way it hangs. Same for the mane. The right nostril is larger than his left. And he has some whiskers here and there that make him look older. From the side, you can see that he’s lean with long, muscular legs. He’s never been a workhorse and can stride for hours, keeping a good pace.”

Cooper walked straight for him. Rascal stood still and looked Cooper in the eye. Cooper raised his hand and gently stroked the cheek. Rascal nickered, enjoying the soft touch.

“How did he get the name?”

“My daughter was riding him when they both were young, and he stopped at a pond and went nose-to-nose with a frog. He started playing with the frog, which jostled my daughter. Once she righted herself, she could see he was just having fun. The frog seemed to understand and did not jump away. He stepped into the pond and circled the frog before it jumped into the weeds. We changed the name. I’ve forgotten his original name, but he’s forgotten it as well.” 

He’s undoubtedly our best at this time, and I’d say I’ve never had better at this price.”

“I’ll take him! Rascal it is! I need to purchase a saddle, a halter, and all the necessary equipment. Do you happen to have a hoof pick?”

“Yes.” Taking a pick from his pocket and handing it to Cooper, Sheffield inquired. “Why?”

Cooper bent down, picked up the left hind leg, and laid it over his thigh. “He doesn’t have a limp, but favors that leg just a tad. Yes, there it is, a small pebble in his hoof,” Cooper said, holding up the small stone he’d picked from the hoof.

“Oh, for goodness’ sake. To spot that, you must know horses. I did not notice.”

“He’s fine. And I’m happy to have him!”

While paying and Sheffield was collecting the gear, Cooper asked. “Do you happen to have a couple of long polls and some wheels?”

“What on earth do you need that for?” Replied Sheffield.

“I have a trunk that I’ve used while traveling. Rascal won’t like it on his back. I doubt if he’s ever pulled a wagon, but perhaps he would not mind pulling a travois.”

“Never heard of a travois with wheels, but we have a rotten old harness cart. Let’s look.”

Back in the last stall was a heap of stuff. Pointing in two directions were harness cart tongues. The men reached in, and each grabbed one. The whole pile moved. They then began separating the items, tossing them aside to free the cart. The cart was busted, the seat was gone, and the carriage was thoroughly rusted. They each tested the wheel on their piece. 

“These will work with some grease.” Said Sheffield.

“I’ll take it. Take them!” Said Cooper.

“Let’s see if it works at all. This cart will not hold anything since the seat is busted.” Replied Sheffield. “This is no good.”

“Hmmmm.” Mumbled Cooper. “Perhaps we can reassemble it and tie it together. I have one trunk, and Rascal is not used to pulling a wagon. He might not mind this because it’s light. Do you have a saw?”

“I do have a hacksaw. That carriage is metal, although the tongues are ash. Let’s see what we can do.”

While Sheffield went for some tools, Cooper looked over the cart. He decided to make cuts where the center beam had broken and rebuild a place for his trunk. The wheels turned, and not a single spoke was broken. The damage appeared to be confined to the cart itself. 

When Sheffield returned, Cooper informed him of his plans.

“That should work.” There are plenty of small boards around the barn. And I’ll get some wire.”

They trimmed the ends of a post to fit into each end of the former crosspiece. They discussed the width, deciding on a size that would be just slightly wider than the horse’s rump. That made tongues parallel.

The post was round, but they nailed a narrow board to the post and attached two braces, one forward and one aft, serving as additional support. The trunk would straddle the board.

“Great!” Cooper stated as they stood to view their handiwork.

A closer inspection revealed that the new beam or pole was not secure. It was level, but not when they raised the tongues to the height they would be when fixed to Rascal. After some discussion, they took some rope and tied the two supports under the board so the wheels could not spread apart. They also wired the front of the board tightly to each of the two tongues to be sure they were sturdy. 

“It sure isn’t pretty, but it might work.” Remarked Cooper.

“How should it be tied to Rascal?” replied Sheffield.

“I hadn’t thought about that.” Thought Cooper. “Perhaps we should just tie the ends together and loop the rope over the saddle in front of the horn.”

“That’s a good idea because Rascal isn’t used to any harness.” Offered Sheffield.

“I thought the same. I’ll put my legs over the ropes, so they do not rub Rascal as we ride.”

They wired the ends of a five-foot rope to each tongue and doubled-wrapped the ends, so they were tight and sturdy. Sheffield brought the rig forward behind Rascal and lifted the rope over Rascal’s hind quarters, laying it on the saddle.

“It surely ain’t designed by Leonardo Da Vinci! But it should do the job.” Said Sheffield.

Rascal stood steady and looked back at the rig.

“How much for the parts and the help? Asked Cooper.

“Nothing! It was fun. You can sell it when you arrive at your destination and pocket the profit. Although I’m quite sure you will not pocket a hay penny.” Joked Sheffield, happy to have made the British connection. “We should grease the wheels.”

Cooper paid for the horse, said some pleasantries to Mr. Sheffield, and left. Rascal kept looking back to see what he was pulling. Uncomfortable and moving slowly, Cooper did not press the pace. 

Cooper thought – he was lucky to find Sheffield. The man had good horses and was helpful. Nice man.

They headed back to the station to pick up the trunk.

After tying Rascal to a railing, Cooper retrieved the trunk and got help placing it on the contraption behind his horse. It took some effort to get it appropriately placed and tied tightly. Cooper tipped the porter and comforted Rascal. He purchased a carrot and fed the horse before moving away. 

This trip was going to be a trial. Cooper did not know how Rascal would react to pulling cart. Cooper walked, leading him down the street for a block so he could get used to pulling the contraption, even though it was light. Rascal glanced back but kept pace. At the corner, Cooper put his foot in the stirrup and mounted Rascal. He waited for the horse to adjust.

They moved forward, and everything seemed fine. The horse was interested but not concerned.

They headed east at a slow pace. 
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Southwestern Massachusetts – April 1847
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Once clear of the town, Cooper gigged Rascal to a canter he intended to maintain for the long trip. The horse accepted readily and seemed eager to travel.

On the first night, they stopped at a farmhouse with a roadside sign that read ‘Room for Rent’. Cooper pulled in with his apparatus trailing behind and inquired about the room. It came with supper, and they had a stall for his horse. It was early, but this was the right thing to do—no sense pressing too far on the first day.

After paying and learning that he would eat with the family at 6:00 pm, Cooper went to his horse and disengaged the contraption. He also took off the bridle and saddle, and immediately, Rascal bolted forward, ran in a circle, and went for a romp. Cooper thought the horse might run away because he had not yet formed a relationship with the horse.

Perhaps Rascal was just feeling free and wanted to romp. The horse ran back and forth and headed for a garden by the barn. Rascal sniffed around, then looked up.

Cooper strolled toward the horse, not sure what was to happen next. Rascal stopped and looked at Cooper, splayed his front legs, and tossed his head, first in one direction, then another, then blew. Cooper took another step toward the horse, and it bolted again and romped around the barn.

Cooper had no idea what to do next and stayed in place. He stepped back and his boot hit something in the garden. Cooper looked around and saw some carrots. The greens were heavy, so he recognized the carrots were ready. He dug one up and began to wipe off the dirt.

Rascal was standing and watching Cooper. At first, Rascal did nothing, then he took a step forward, hesitated, and took a couple more steps. Shaking his head, Rascal walked over in front of Cooper. Cooper offered the carrot which Rascal took.

Cooper reached up and brushed the horse’s muzzle with his hand. That appeared to calm Rascal. Perhaps he was finished with the romp.

Grasping a hold of the bottom of the horse’s mane, Cooper led him toward the house. His trunk was there, and nestled within was the new horse brush. Cooper flipped the trunk open, reached for the brush, and began brushing Rascal. Horses like a good brushing, first against the grain, then with the grain, to smooth the coat. Cooper did a thorough job, which took about half an hour. Rascal was happy, almost purring like a kitten. 

Cooper again led the horse, grasping his mane, and walked him to a small pen behind the barn. Closing the gate behind them, Rascal strolled around the penned area. Cooper went inside and found some oats and fodder, which he brought out for the horse. There was time before sunset, so Cooper left the horse in the pen and walked to the house. He would return later and take the horse to the stall for the night.

That went well, Cooper thought. The horse did not run away and seemed to accept his new owner. Cooper was confident the two would form a close relationship in time. He headed toward the house, where the smell of something cooking filled the air.

The following day, when leaving the house and walking toward the barn, Cooper stopped and picked another carrot. He whistled loudly, one long tweet, a call he’d used all his life. Entering the barn, Rascal was looking at him with his ears erect. He’d heard and now associated the call with Cooper.
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Wareham, Massachusetts – Spring 1847
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April 2nd 1847, they approached a sign - Wareham, MA. The main road was perhaps a mile off the coast. Occasionally, the water was visible in the distance to the right. Farms on both sides had small barns and modest houses. There was a pleasant breeze off the ocean. It was a nice summer day.

To the right, a man was working in the field. He appeared to be weeding. The crop grew low at this point, and Cooper was unsure what was growing. Cooper stopped on the road, dismounted, and approached the man, who stopped and waited for him.

“Hello! Nice day! You are working hard. Do you know where I might locate Mr. Garth Augustus Mitchell’s farm? Inquired Cooper.

“Know it well. What’s that you a pulling?” Asked the man.

Cooper laughed. “That, my friend, is the very latest in traveling trunks. I rigged it with some help from the former owner of the horse. My horse is not used to pulling a wagon, so this contraption does the job. I hope it lasts till I get to Mitchell’s farm.”

“Not seen anything quite like that wagon. The Mitchells own a spread just east of town. It’s along the coast like mine, but larger. There is a large house with a massive white barn that will certainly catch your attention. You can’t miss it. Most of the other barns are red, like mine. Red paint lasts longer.”

“Thank you very much! How far is the town, and how much further is the Mitchel’s?” asked Cooper.

“Three miles to town, plus another two or so. I’m Will. Here, have some water and take some for your horse. Mighty fine-looking horse, by the way.” Said the farmer, sauntering back a few steps to a bucket with a ladle hanging off one side.

Cooper followed him. “I appreciate this. My horse will probably need it more than I.”

“What’s his name?”

“Rascal. Don’t ask why.” Responded Cooper. “My name is Cooper Duran. I’m going to work for Mr. Mitchell.”

“Be sure to mention that you stopped at William and Mary Holt’s farm. The Mitchells are a fine family. I’ve been farming here since before the town was started. Mitchell was here before me. He’ll work you hard and pay you fair!”

Will picked up the bucket, scooped a ladle for Cooper, and began walking toward the horse as Cooper drank and followed.

Will put the bucket to the horse’s muzzle, and Rascal drank heartily.

“You’re not worried that the horse will spoil your drinking water?”

“Nope. Animals go first. If they’re sick, we don’t work. Nothing gets done. If I’m sick, I work anyway.”

They chatted for a while, and Cooper thanked Will for the directions and the water. “Pleased to meet you, Will. Hope to see you again.” 

Cooper mounted, nudged Rascal, and they continued up the main road. Glancing back, Cooper noted Will was hoeing again.

A short while later, they came upon Wareham, a small town on the edge of a vast bay. There was a lot of activity near the water, and the village had several large structures with few windows. Probably storage buildings, thought Cooper, who observed that the town was in the center of a farming area and perfect for shipping the harvest. There were about ten crisscrossing streets, none long.

Cooper hitched Rascal by a water trough with sufficient lead to allow him to drink. After taking some funds from the trunk, Cooper walked over to a bank to set up an account. Afterward, he headed for a stable to get some alfalfa for Rascal. With the necessities concluded, he went to a restaurant for a late lunch.

The barkeep was just standing around and started a conversation with Cooper. Cooper asked about the town’s history and got more details than he needed. When finished, he tipped the man, went to his horse, and rode east. 

The road went southeast, but Cooper was sure it was correct, as it was the only option. Not long after, he saw the farm—a colossal white barn surrounded by broad fields containing several crops. There was a wooded area adjacent to a pasture with many horses. Most of the horses were huge, clearly bred for working.

Cooper pulled the lead to move Rascal toward the main house. Dismounted and tied the horse to a post.

As he climbed the stairs, a young lady came out to greet him.

“Good afternoon, miss! I’m Cooper Duran, newly arrived from England to work for Mr. Mitchell.”

“Welcome, Mr. Duran! I’ll fetch my father. He’ll be pleased to meet you. Please have a seat on the veranda.”

The south side of the porch stretched out from the house toward a pair of large oak trees with a fabulous view of the bay. Cooper sat in a chair facing the bay. There was a warm breeze flowing toward the water. The chair was comfortable, and Cooper relaxed.

Mr. Mitchell exited the house, and Cooper stood and turned toward him. He was a powerful man, but not tall. Broad shoulders, wearing a farmer’s hat, and a big smile. He had a neatly trimmed goatee and wore a vest.

Mr. Mitchell thrust his hand forward to shake Cooper’s hand. “Cooper Duran! I’m happy you are finally here. I’m Garth. It’s been a couple of months since we agreed to get together. You have a fine horse; did you bring him across the ocean?”

“Nice to meet you! I purchased Rascal in Providence.”

“Rascal? Is that British?”

“No. It’s American. The former owner’s daughter named him. And yes, it seems like a long time since we agreed. Booking passage is not easy, even for a single man. That took several weeks, and the ship did not sail for another week. They simply do not know how long it will take to load the cargo. I could have stayed home for another week, but I found myself waiting in a boarding house for a week. There was absolutely nothing to do or to see in that city. Plus, the crossing took forever. I’m anxious to get started.”

“Let’s chat while we take care of your horse.” Said Mr. Mitchell as he turned down the steps to cross the lawn.

“What’s that behind your horse?”

Cooper replied. “That is a broken harness cart, and we took it apart and put it back together again to carry my trunk. Rascal is for riding. And I did not want him to pull a heavy wagon.”

“He surely can’t pull as much as Buck.” Mr. Mitchell pointed to a giant horse in the pasture. “But I’m impressed you were thoughtful in caring for a horse you just purchased.”

“I chose to buy a good one. Rascal is about six years old yet seems mature. Along the route, I’ve found him playful and full of pep. I was told he’d run a mile in just over two minutes, but he has not been trained for racing. So, if I’m going to ride him for a decade, I’d best take care of him and start building a relationship.”

Mr. Mitchell continued. “That’s very wise. I was not aware that you had experience with horses.”

“We had a couple of workhorses which I drove. A school friend once invited me to run with the hounds. My horse had a hard time keeping up, but enjoyed it as much as I did. It was fun rather than work. My job was to feed and groom our two work horses, to keep them calm and healthy. It’s not hard to know what they are thinking, as they communicate well with other horses and find ways to do so with humans. Now and then, they appreciate an apple.” Replied Cooper.

“Buck will sidle up to you in an amicable way if you have a carrot in your pocket. Mentioned Mr. Mitchell. “There’s a bunkhouse behind the barn. It’s built for twelve, and we keep six fellows around all year. At harvest time, we sometimes put up extra tents. We eat together at the house.”

“I’ll help you with the trunk. Introduce yourself when someone comes in, and at supper, you’ll meet everyone.” They reached up after Cooper untied the trunk, each held an end of the trunk. Mr. Mitchell continued. “How’s that uncle of yours doing? It must be a decade ago when I met him, and of course, I have not been back to England since.”

“Walter is the same. He never changes, never is sick, and never stops telling stories. The granary and mill are as busy as ever. I think the town would fold up if something happened to Walter.” Said Cooper.

“We came to see the mill. He showed us every mechanism he’d invented. The mill and its operation are quite impressive. We have adapted several of his ideas in our town mill. Our mill does not function as well as his very old one. It was amazing how smoothly everything ran, and Walter mentioned it was a century old.” Rambled Mr. Mitchell. “I’m happy he wrote about your interest in emigrating to America. Now, you and I do not have a formal agreement. You are welcome to come and go as you please. Just give me a month’s notice when you decide to leave. And we need a good day’s work while you are here. Pay is the same for all the workers. The seasonal workers make less, of course. Rascal’s welcome, no charge. A couple of the workers own horses themselves. It helps if we need something in town and do not need to take a wagon.”

Cooper led Rascal while Mr. Mitchell walked alongside. They rounded the barn and unhitched the horse from the contraption. Rascal was frisky. So, Cooper led him to the pasture, opened the gate, and let him in with the other horses.

Mr. Mitchell remarked. “The other horses might not take a liking to a new horse.”

Cooper replied.”  We’ll see. Rascal is quick. I doubt any of those can keep up with him.”

Rascal headed toward the other horses but did not get too close. He circled, being careful, then settled down and ate some grass. The others did not seem to notice or care and continued eating.

“That was easy!” Mr. Mitchell remarked as he and Cooper turned to the bunkhouse. Cooper was left to set up his area. He chose the far end, which had some privacy. He had more than an hour and thus took his time. This part of his journey would be interesting. Observing a large-scale farming operation would be a valuable learning experience. The Mitchell farm was well-run and appeared to be quite successful.

Cooper took a long walk. First down to the bay, then a wide circle around the house, and back to the barn. He went to the fence, whistled, and Rascal came directly to him. Cooper decided to take him inside and fix up a stall. The horse went in first and turned in the second stall. It appeared to be empty, with fresh straw on the floor. Cooper left to collect the alfalfa, which he placed in a feeder on the stall’s wall. He went back and brought a bucket of water. Cooper knew Rascal would enjoy the alfalfa and it would help him get used to his new surroundings.

Supper was a cacophony of chatter. There were ten at the table. Mr. Mitchell, His wife Sarah, and daughter Priscilla (She was the young lady Cooper met on the porch upon his arrival), The cook, Matilda (A huge woman with a warm smile), plus six of Cooper’s fellow bunk mates, Johnny, Will, Samuel, Abe, John (Who everyone called Tree because he was pretty tall), and Ralph.

The conversation ranged from how tall the corn was to the fact that one of the milk cows was pregnant, to local gossip, to news from Washington, D.C. to the arrival of Cooper.

Cooper preferred to listen and learn about his new co-workers.

But Mr. Mitchell inquired about his experience with horses. “Coop, do you mind being called that?”

“It’s fine. Been called that all my life.”

“Tell us more about riding in England.”

Cooper replied. “I always cared for the family workhorses and rode them when there was spare time. They enjoyed getting out and running. I think it helped them overcome the drudgery of working every day. Anyway, after school, I also worked at a stable which had about thirty horses. They were mainly owned by people in town and used for riding on weekends. Wealthy folks from the city owned a few. Those needed to be exercised; however, my boss was always concerned about injury, so I did not run them hard. I kept them to the trails where we knew the ground was solid. I learned to avoid turkeys; horses seem afraid of them.

“There were several workers who taught people how to ride. On slow days, I followed along and learned a lot. Much of the training involved horses known as Jumpers. The stable had a special corral set up with several jumping stations: one had multiple rails that could be adjusted to a higher height, one with a pool of water, some bushes, and others with both blind and open sight lines. I exercised some of the jumpers. You must get to know the horse. Some hesitate at different points and need to be guided into the jump. You could land on your keister in a flash if it is not done correctly. They balk or stop. I didn’t jump any high barriers. The good riders give them confidence just by how they sit or squeeze their knees as the station approaches. If you are not leaning correctly, the horse will know. That makes the jump harder, and the horse is aware and concerned. To avoid making this too dull, I’ll conclude that the horse and rider must trust each other and anticipate what is coming up next in the sequence of challenges. It’s teamwork, but many riders feel they are the boss, and that fosters seeds of doubt, which can spoil the teamwork. If you watch a rider, you can tell in a couple of hundred feet whether the rider and the horse are teammates.

Mr. Mitchell commented. “Interesting! Have you also been involved with birthing?”

“Yes. It’s never easy. I do not think I have ever seen one happen as expected. There is always a need for assistance of some kind.”

“Assistance is a nice word. We all agree with that! It is good to have an extra hand with horse experience.”

Thinking quickly, Cooper diverted the conversation. “How often do you get to Boston?”

“Not often,” Spoke up Tree.

“Not often enough!” Seconded Ralph.

Mr. Mitchell cut in. “The harbor at Wareham is sufficient to handle all of the shipping from this area. Buzzards Bay is deep and open. We have finger-like peninsulas that help break up big waves coming into the bay. Several harbors handle large vessels, including Marion and Onset, as well as New Bedford and Falmouth, which are even larger ports. Thus, this area has plenty of traffic to handle its business and farming trade. It takes several days to ride to Boston, or almost a week by ship, as they must go around Cape Cod. My family goes to New York City more often than Boston, as it is closer by steamship.”

Priscilla spoke up, and everyone went silent. “Every other year, my father rents a sailboat, and we sail to New York City. It is wonderful. Mother and I usually see a play on Broadway. When I grow up, I plan to live there.”

Her mother, Sarah, put her hand on Priscilla’s arm. “Honey, let the men talk.”

Cooper noted Priscilla’s disappointment, but the conversation shifted back to the interests of the men.

Johnny intimated. “I heard that they might dig a canal from the tip of Buzzard’s Bay to Plymouth.”

“That’s not going to happen!” Inserted Ralph.

“It would cut several days off a trip to Boston!” Injected Johnny. 

Samuel ended that topic. “There is no way they can dig a ditch deep enough and wide enough to allow ships to go both ways simultaneously. It cannot be done.”

Priscilla interjected. “No one would want to go to Boston anyway.”

Will spoke for the first time. “Henry Forester said. He’d heard that the barley prices were going down due to a bumper crop in the mid-Atlantic states.”

Mr. Mitchell responded. “I also heard that rumor. So far the price has been steady. With the crop in the ground, there is nothing we can do except grow as much as we can. It is one of those wait-and-see situations. Thanks for bringing that up, Will. We all must keep our eyes on this sort of thing.”

All the wonderful conversation was interrupted by several courses of delicious servings. Matilda kept getting up and going to the kitchen for more. Cooper felt her looking at him, so he was sure to eat everything. On the other hand, Matilda wanted to be sure what he liked or disliked. When he ate everything, she thought, ‘He’s a good boy, not a fussy eater.’ And she was happy. The desert was a rhubarb pie made with raspberries, sweet, not too sour, which was delicious.

The next day was a workday. Cooper rose when the others got up and asked what they would be doing. The answer was weeding, so Coop knew which clothes to put on.

Breakfast was eaten swiftly. And the crew was off with a stack of hoes in a wagon, heading toward the north section. Cooper was surprised at how far that was. The farm was huge indeed.

The next several months proceeded as expected. Lots of work, sore muscles, catch some essential sleep, and up the next day to work. Coop rode Rascal on Sundays, first to church, then for a leisurely ride around the farm. 

One such Sunday, he took Rascal up to the road, and they headed east through farm country for a couple of miles. He then let Rascal run back at a swift gallop. The horse enjoyed the romp but was winded as they neared the farm, so Cooper slowed him down, and they entered at a comfortable pace. Cooper spent an hour wiping off the sweat and brushing Rascal. Rascal enjoyed every minute and nudged Cooper when a spot needed more brushing.

Cooper drove a wagon to town one day for some grain that the farm didn’t produce, a lengthy list of grocery items, and Mr. Mitchell had a meeting at the bank.

Cooper first saw her – tall, blond, walking stately, and well-dressed. She was striking yet different: her pale skin and delicate features made her astoundingly beautiful. Then she disappeared.

He hoped he’d see her again in the store and moved ahead, picking up grocery items, while looking about hoping to see her. That did not happen. 

In the months since Cooper arrived from England, this was the first pretty lady he’d seen. He couldn’t get her out of his mind, yet he had no clue who she was. A picture of a goddess, blond as a corn muffin, strolling gracefully under a sunny sky, stuck in his mind. 

Cooper was concerned that he would never see the young lady again, as they only came to the town every fortnight, on a Saturday, to deliver crops and pick up supplies. Occasionally, when the crops ripened, the visits were frequent, and several wagons were used. Plus, he was not always chosen to go on the trip to town.

Cooper began lifting the boxes onto the wagon. Mr. Mitchell helped with a couple because they were significant. 
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