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Chapter One: The Wonder of the Rendezvous Camp
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“Come on, Son. Time to see what we can get for these furs and pelts.”

Jacob heard his father and followed him to the large site up ahead. It was a large tract of land where this year’s rendezvous camp was held. The plain field that was walled with the mountain range on the horizon was perfect for the event. 

There was no way one could miss the event. The rendezvous camp seemed to announce its presence with how it stood out from the general area. The tents that dotted the camp were painted with bright colors and made of colorful cloth. There were bright lights from gas lamps and torches to keep the camp visible at night. The sounds of rowdy mountain men and Indians could also be heard from a distance. There were men haggling for the best price on furs or for a good trade. There were also several mountain men playing cards at the poker and faro tables. There was also the sound of gunfire from the men participating in the shooting contests. Above the whole camp was a thick cloud of smoke from all the cigars and peace pipes being smoked. There was even a scent of cooked beef and the sweet aroma of peace pipes in the air. The whole camp itself was a treat for the senses.

It was here at the rendezvous camp that young Jacob Hughes and his father, trapper William Hughes, went to sell and trade their furs and wares. The elder Hughes came to camp to make a good profit and get some good trades. The younger Hughes accompanied him simply to see and experience the spectacle of the whole event. And as they approached the rendezvous camp, it did not disappoint the young man.

“This is rendezvous camp, Papa? It’s amazing!” he said.

The sense of wonder in the young lad only grew as they approached and finally entered the camp itself. For a young boy that spent most of his life in a cabin, letting countless slow afternoons pass, this was a genuine thrill. It was as if young Jacob had stepped into a giant pop-up book complete with colorful and intricate illustrations. There were several trappers dressed in animal skins like his father everywhere he looked. The men were noisy and boisterous and mingled freely with Indians who wore similar clothes or went shirtless, exposing their tattoos and war paint. Representatives of the various fur companies were also in attendance and were demanding the lowest prices for the best furs. Young Jacob also spotted several horses tied in a general area and some men even had large dogs that looked quite ferocious but seemed quite timid.

William Hughes saw the look of wonder in his son’s eyes and he couldn’t help but smile. He had worked as a trapper for some years now, enough years to make his soul weary of the job and of life. Seeing his son be touched by wonder by something like the rendezvous camp that was a yearly routine for him, touched his own soul. His young son found wonder in it, and it made him reconnect with the true reason he chose to be a mountain man in the first place. Despite the constant danger, there was something to be said about living out in the wild all the time. Something about being so free and not chained to much of anything, but nature, its creatures and the seasons. At that moment, his son reminded him of that reason again. 

“Well, I’m glad you like it Son. Trappers like myself get together here once a year to trade our furs, share stories, play contests, and just generally have a good time. Some of the lucky ones even get themselves a good Indian bride or such.” William said.

“So that’s why this camp is held every year? So men like you can trade and socialize? Sounds fun!” Jacob said.

William shrugged his shoulders. “Well, there’s also a practical reason behind it. With all the trapping men like me got to do, and all the furs we have, it sure would be inconvenient if we had to lug all the stuff to the city or find the potential buyers. No, we simply wouldn’t be able to do that no more. Not on top of everything else we have to do. So the fur companies organize this yearly event so we can trade with them, and they can distribute the furs we trapped. And we can also get good supplies from them, for the rest of the year. And well, if we can also have a little fun here well, ain’t no shame in that. Pretty good deal for everyone concerned, don’t you think?” William said.
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