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Chapter 1

​


 


Opposition to slavery was reaching a peak in
Northern states and religious groups and others referred to as
abolitionists were actively smuggling slaves from the South through
a system referred to as ‘The Underground Railroad’. It was not
actually underground or a railroad, but a series of safe houses
owned by freemen or northern sympathizers who were willing to risk
their lives to help others.

Escaping to a northern state was not a complete
answer because of the Fugitive Slave Act which guaranteed a right
for a slaveholder to recover an escaped slave in any state. This
Act forced many of the escapees to continue on north to Canada…and
the goal was to get as many to Canada as they could.

This law enraged the citizens in the North and many
of the states passed their own Personal Liberty laws that stymied
the Slave Act. Connecticut was one of those states, and the one
that Ebenezer Butterworth chose to be his home. Butterworth was not
his real name, but the name used by Cornelius Butterworth, his
owner. He had long forgotten his father’s African name, but now he
was free and Butterworth was as good as any.

Mary Astor was the owner of the final safe house
that Ebenezer landed in and something sparked between the two.
Feelings against slavery ran high but there was still plenty of
prejudice and racism and for that reason, Ebenezer and Mary never
married, but lived a secret life. Industry was booming in the state
and he had no trouble getting a job in one of the large shoe
factories so life was finally good for him and Mary, When Joseph
was born, Ebenezer was determined he would lead a better life than
working in one of the local factories.

Although he was much lighter skinned than his
father, he still endured the constant and sometimes cutting remarks
of his fellow students in law school. When he graduated, there was
no firm that would take him, so he set up his own practice only to
find trouble getting clients.

He, like his father, met and fell in love with a
young Irish immigrant lass, and when they married, they moved to
the farm with Ebenezer and Mary. Both Ebenezer and Joseph were hard
workers and while other farmers in the area were struggling, they
were living comfortably, as the farm produced most of their
needs.

They were all happy when Fiona and Joseph had a son
and, keeping with the tradition of using names from the bible, they
called him Samson. Tensions were running high between the slave
states of the South and the Northern states, and much of that
tension spilled over to the local communities.

When Samson was eight years old, he witnessed
something that no child should ever see. Ebenezer had awakened to a
light flickering in his window, and when he looked out, he saw a
burning cross in the yard. He quickly woke the others and Joseph
was just dropping Samson out the back window when the door was
kicked open and men stormed in, grabbing them all. Samson did as
his father had said. He ran for his life as he heard the words
‘find the boy’ being shouted behind him.

When he reached his hiding spot, he sat and watched
as the men dragged his family out and hung them on a big oak tree.
He didn’t understand what was happening and when the men rode off,
he ran again. He had no idea where he was going, but he kept
running until he reached Boston. He had no idea where he was, only
that it was a big city that he could hide in. He roamed the streets
keeping out of sight by day and scrounging in the garbage behind
restaurants at night.

He became an efficient scrounger, but as the weather
turned colder, she found it harder to find warm places to sleep. So
when a missionary from Charles’ Brace's orphanage approached him,
it sounded better than the way he was living.

Charles Brace was a young minister whose concern for
the young children living on the street caused him to create The
Children’s Aid Society. His first goal was to try to get the street
children off the street through guidance and vocational aid, but by
the time Samson was taken in it had become a full-blown
orphanage.

The other boys in the ward he was in were living in
their own small society, where there were leaders and followers.
The leaders, of course, were the bullies and the followers were the
others who lived in fear. It didn’t take Samson long to realize
that he didn’t want to be a follower, and it took a lot of beating
at the hands of the bigger boys before they finally left him
alone.

Although the beatings stopped, the teasing went on
and he hated that even more. While most of the others had made some
friends, he stayed to himself with no interest in making any
friends, and that seemed to make him a target. The chant ‘Butter,
Butter from the gutter’ echoed through the halls, and by the time
he left, he was just called ‘Buttercup’.

Soon the orphanage was being overrun, not only by
orphans but by children of immigrants that had no way to care for
them. Brace soon realized that they were being overwhelmed by the
numbers, and having come from a small rural town, he thought that
the children would have a better chance at a good life in a more
rural setting.

He contacted ministries in other states and arranged
the passage of some of the older ones for the ministries to
integrate them into their congregation. These shipments to all
parts of the country became known as ‘The Orphan Trains’ and Samson
was soon on one of the trains bound for Lexington, Kentucky. When
he left the orphanage, he had learned two things…how to hate and
how to fight.

Reverend Morris and his wife met the train and
helped the twelve boys off the train. They were an unruly bunch,
but with his gentle manner, he loaded them in a wagon and they were
soon led into his church in front of a group of waiting
parishioners.

He lined the boys up in front of those who had
answered his call to take in a young boy. Work on a farm never
seemed to get done, and most thought that having an extra set of
hands was a significant benefit for the price of only some
food.

They slowly began to step up and look at them,
almost like a man buying a horse or a slave would do. This was a
farming area and the biggest boys went first, as they would make
the best farm hands, and when a man came to Samson, he turned to
his wife.

“This one is sort of puny, but he could wash the
dishes and make the beds for you.”

She smile and looked at Samson, but before she could
answer Samson stepped up to him.

“I’m not going to do any dishes for you and if you
try to make me, I’ll cut your throats in the night when you’re
sleeping.”

The woman gasped, and the man took her arm and
hurried her away. Another man and woman who had been quietly
waiting and taking in the whole procedure stepped up to him. The
man put his hand out with a big smile.

“I’m Henry Williams…and I agree a woman’s work is
not for a man, but I sure could use some help around the place if
you are willing to work with me.”

Samson looked past him to the woman standing with a
similar smile and he slowly took the outstretched hand. Without
another word, the three of them walked out of the church and when
they were in the wagon, the woman spoke for the first time.

“My name is Maude. The reverend said your name was
Samson Butterworth. What would you like us to call you?”

The gentleness of her voice reminded him of his
mother and he could almost hear her calling him to come in for
supper.

“You can call me Sam Missus Williams.”

Henry turned to the boy seated between them,
surprised at how well-mannered he was.

“Yes Sam, you can call us Henry and Maude if you
want to.”

Sam never said another word until they arrived at
the small farm. When they pulled into the yard, it shocked him how
much it reminded him of the home he had run from. Maude felt him
stiffen, but had no idea what was going through his head.

When he finally lay in his own bed, he cried himself
to sleep, and it was the first time he had cried since he ran. It
was only the beginning of a full night of tears as all the pent-up
memories came racing to the front.

Maude heard the sobs, but Henry held her back.

“No Maudie, this is something he has to work out for
himself.”

They had no idea what he was crying about, but they
assumed it had something to do with his new surroundings, so she
reluctantly followed Henry into their room as they began their
first day with the young boy they soon considered their new
son.

For the next ten years, Sam helped Henry around the
farm, enjoying the fact that Henry never asked him to do anything
he wouldn’t do himself, and it made him feel more like a partner
than just being used.

Each night Maude helped him with his reading and
writing, and after those lessons, she read from the bible while
Henry sat in the rocker with his pipe. It was easy for Sam to feel
the love and he thought that this was what his life would have been
like if his parents had lived, and the memories of that unsettled
his mind.

He had just turned eighteen when the war broke out
and although Kentucky fought hard to stay neutral, Sam had no
difficulty choosing his side. When he was ready to leave, Henry and
Maude stood in the yard to say their goodbyes. It was an awkward
moment for Sam as he saw the tears running down both of their
cheeks.

Henry wanted to drive him the ten miles to
Lexington, but he preferred to walk, and as he turned to leave, he
suddenly turned back to them.

“Maude and Henry, you are both good people and have
shown me a lot of love, and I think you should try to get another
boy to share some of that love.”

Maude walked into his waiting arms and when she
stepped back, Henry took her place with a powerful hug that he held
for what seemed a long time.
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It was a war that almost everyone thought would be
over in a matter of months, if not weeks, but it dragged on. It was
well into the first year and as the bodies piled up, he soon found
that the adventure of war was a deception and he became
disillusioned. The people he was fighting were also Americans and
the more men he killed and were killed around him, the faster the
politics of the war escaped him.

The Northern army consisted mostly of foot soldiers
with only the officers riding horses. There were horse-riding
Dragoon regiments, but since rifles were almost impossible to
reload at a gallop. Even the newer breach loaders could only fire
one shot and then had to clumsily be reloaded so they were
considered a mounted infantry who rode to the battle but dismounted
to fight.

Seeing the success of the Confederate cavalry
against their ground troops where their men were being fought to a
standstill and were often routed by the Confederate cavalry, the
generals knew they had to make some changes, and it was the
invention of the Colt Dragoon pistol that changed all that.

The Confederate Army had made arrangements through
European middlemen to purchase these weapons from Colt, and now the
Army of the North needed the same weapon. They were a heavy-duty
pistol patterned after the Walker Colt designed for Sam Walker of
the Texas Rangers and used successfully by them against the
Comanche. They were considered horse pistols and, with two of them
nestled in holsters across the saddle, it gave each man a
twelve-shot firepower.

When the call went out for volunteers to join the
mounted troops, Sam was quick to step up. He was tired of marching
into battle after battle, seeing men falling all around him…and
wondering when it would be his turn.

When he arrived with the others, he had no real idea
what to expect. He had been around Henry’s horses and had learned
from him how to approach and respect any animal, but they were not
riding animals.

When his horse was pointed out to him, he took the
approach that he had learned, talking gently the whole time. He
watched as the fearful look in the horse’s eyes slowly changed to a
look of curiosity, and as he began rubbing her down, he felt the
muscles relax. When he finished, he went to her head, gently raised
her nose up, and looked directly into her eyes.

“Don’t worry girl, you and I are going to be good
friends.”

He stood and studied each other until they were both
comfortable. Then he remembered a story from the bible that Maude
had read.

“My name is Samson and I’m going to call you
Delilah, but I am going to share my strength with you as you are
with me.”

For the first time in his life, he had something
that he was responsible for. He had learned how to be around
Henry’s horses with his guidance, but as far as he was concerned,
this was his very own horse. He knew little of the breed at the
time but was soon told by one of the men who was much more
experienced with horses that she was a Morgan Horse.

This was all very new to him, but the army had
sought out some of the men from Texas in the ranks to teach the men
riding skills. From the very first lesson on how to saddle, he was
enthralled with the idea. At first, he had seen it as a chance to
get away from the fighting, but now he was getting excited at being
able to ride and also tend to his very own horse.

Once they mastered staying on the back of the mounts
at a full gallop, they began the real training. Being a good
horseman was not enough. They had to learn how to ride into battle,
firing weapons as they charged the enemy. Delilah soon learned the
signals from Sam using only his knees and he became proficient with
the dragoon pistols.

It was those sudden charges that instilled fear into
the foot soldiers, and Sam was going to be part of that system. The
dangers were still there, but it was not the same as marching
directly into a line of soldiers waiting to cut him down. With the
maneuverability of a good horse, he could be out of firing range in
no time.

As their training was coming to an end, a General
came to inspect the results and when he saw the men getting ready,
he called to Sam.

“Grab that horse, son, and let's get on with
it.”

Sam stopped in his tracks. He was not in front of
Delilah, so he was not sure what to do…until one of the Texas
sergeants stepped up.

“Begging your pardon, General Watson, but we have
partnered each of these men with their own horse so that each man
and horse can learn each other's ways.”

The Sergeant stepped back at attention, nervously
waiting for a reply to his interruption and as Sam stood at
attention as well, the General cleared his throat.

“Okay, Sergeant, that makes sense.”

Then he turned to Sam.

“Get on with it, young man.”

Two days later, they were on their way to the front
and ordered on their first charge. There were ten men in his troop
and when they raced in on the flank of the enemy at a full gallop
firing the dragoon pistols, it was chaos. They raced across the
field of fire as their own infantry charged, taking advantage of
the disarray of the enemy.

Sam learned from that action that it was the first
ones into battle who stood the best chance of making it through.
The onrushing horses usually panicked the foot soldiers, and it
took them time to get back into action and shooting. By that time,
Sam and Delilah were on their way out of range of their guns as
well as the guns of their own attacking troops.

When the war was finally over and the troops were
being mustered out, Sam led Delilah up to the table where a
Sergeant was inspecting papers and issuing releases. When Sam
insisted he wanted Delilah, the sergeant refused. The ensuing
argument caused a ruckus that brought attention to the general who
was overseeing the operation and he approached.

“What is going on here, Sergeant?”

When the sergeant explained the situation, the
General turned to Sam for his explanation.

“It seems I recognize you, son. I’m glad to see that
you and your horse made it through safely.”

He stood for a moment as they waited for him to
continue and he looked at Sam again and then at Delilah standing
faithfully behind him.

“Give him his horse, Sergeant…in fact, give their
mounts to any of these brave men who want them.”

The sergeant followed orders and Sam rode away from
the war, but his outlook had not changed. He felt like he was
adrift in the sea of life with no set direction to take. Being
orphaned at eight years old may have contributed to his feeling of
being adrift in life. He believed he had overcome the memories of
the orphanage, but he was still struggling to find his place and
determine his goals.

He rode straight and hard for the Williams farm, and
when he arrived, he was met at the door by a stranger who informed
him that the Williams had sold everything and headed to Oregon. He
knew little about this migration to the West and, in his
disappointment, he didn’t take the time to learn. It just added
another layer to his confusion.

They called the grass around the Williams farm
bluegrass and when the herds of buffalo moved to the west, the
horse breeders moved in. Thoroughbred horses were in fashion and
the region quickly developed as the supplier of some of the best
and fastest horses in the country.

He approached the Wellington Stables and was hired
by Avery Wellington as a stable hand. Having learned what he had
from Delilah, he felt he was capable of working with any horse
anywhere, but it was not to be. After two years, he was still a
stable hand and the only thing he liked about it was the
horses.

Avery Wellington was an Englishman who had little
feeling about how he handled his employees, but he was raising some
very fine Arabian Horses. Wellington’s cold and impersonal attitude
toward his workers was fine with Samson, as that is how he felt
about people himself. Lately, he had been turning to the bottle
that seemed to give his mind some rest from what had become a
constant dilemma.

He was a diligent worker, which kept his mind from
wandering into dark places during the day, but in the evenings, he
needed help and the area around Lexington had more than its share
of taverns, public houses, and inns, all of which served his
needs…but his choice to venture into the Crossroads Tavern changed
his life.

As he sat at a table in the corner, a man came over.
Pulled out a chair, and proceeded to sit down.

“Don’t mind if I join you, do you?”

Sam saw the humor in the situation, considering he
had already seated himself, and he looked closely at the man.

“No, help yourself.”

The man stuck his hand across the table.

“Name’s Jeremiah Oswald, and I never did like
drinking alone…I ain’t much of a drinker, but being in a strange
place, it seems to help.”

Sam took his hand and noticed the firm grip. He
surveyed the man up and down, noticing his unusual dress. His
buckskin jacket especially took his interest.

“So, where do you hail from?”

A big smile flashed across his face, and somehow it
made Sam feel better.

“Oh, I come from a lot of places, mostly west of
here. I just came this far to the east to see my ailing brother…but
I didn’t make it in time.”

Sam was taking an interest in him now.

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

The man flashed the same big smile again.

“It’s no problem. I ain’t seen him for years and I
probably wouldn’t have known what to say to him, anyway. All the
folks
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