GOING WEST

CHAPTER 1

HE was not a born fighter, in spite of a
big, husky frame through which the
urge of physical life was strong. On the
contrary, he was a civilian and a business
man in every nerve of his body. Eight
generations on American soil had bred a type
essentially industrious, notwithstanding all
the fighting in which the family had been
engaged. His father had fought in the
Spanish-American War; his grandfather in
the Civil War; his great-great-grandfather
in the Revolution; farther back, his ancestors
in the Connecticut Valley had beaten off the
French and Indians for nearly a hundred
years.

All that, however, had been alien to the
main purposes of life. lIt; had been incidental,
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