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able. While it was done very wellinmy father's
small shop, where the excellent quality of his
work gave him a local reputation and a better
price, it did not prove to pay wellon a more ex-

tended scale.
After this, Harris went on the road with a two-
•%.

horse team selling axes, for they were then sold
principally in the country by peddling. Harris, I
think, tired of this business and eventually went
away. Iaccompanied him as far as Yeagertown.
He said he would visit the factories about Phila-
delphia, and we all expected it would not be long
before his return. IfIhad known that Iwould
never hear from or see him again, it would have
filledme with crushing sorrow, for he was nearer

to me than any of my brothers ; we had grown
up together, and my affection for him was very
strong.

Icontinued principal operator at the factory,
making shingling hatchets and colliers' shovels.
This was between my eighteenth and twentieth
years. My father thought this work too hard for
me, but Irather enjoyed it, for Ihad much lei-
sure time, which Idevoted principally to reading.
There was a circulating library in Lewistown,
kept by a Mr.Cogley, of whichImade free use.


