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Dear Reader:


The Childhood of Famous Americans series, seventy years old in 2002, chronicles the early years of famous American men and women in an accessible manner. Each book is faithful in spirit to the values and experiences that influenced the person’s development. History is fleshed out with fictionalized details, and conversations have been added to make the stories come alive to today’s reader, but every reasonable effort has been made to make the stories consistent with the events, ethics, and character of their subjects.


These books reaffirm the importance of our American heritage. We hope you learn to love the heroes and heroines who helped shape this great country. And by doing so, we hope you also develop a lasting love for the nation that gave them the opportunity to make their dreams come true. It will do the same for you.


Happy Reading!


The Editors
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Illustrated by E. Joseph Dreany
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To Elsie Stokes, whose interest in my books of this series has been a source of great encouragement to me
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Illustrations


Full pages


Bill offered the pan to the squaw.


The trappers came slowly, singing.


“Do they go on like this all the time?”


He whooped again and Jake hit him.


Bill came in with his gun on his arm.


Bill said he wanted to learn to write.


The chiefs had come to complain.


“Would you like to have a few lessons?”


The Pony Express had started. Hooray!


Buffalo Bill was a wonderful showman.


Numerous smaller illustrations
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Trade with the Kickapoos


THE INDIAN trader, Isaac Cody, stopped his ox team in a little clearing at the foot of a steep hill.


“Well, this is Salt Creek Valley,” he said to the handsome boy on the seat beside him.


“Look, Pa! There are hills all the way around it.”


“I told you it was the prettiest valley I had ever seen.” Then Isaac jumped down to the ground, and his eight-year-old son followed him.


“Some campers made this clearing in just the right place for us, Bill. It’s close to the trail, and that’s where we have to be for trade.”


“Look how wide the trail is!”


“That shows it is traveled by many feet.”


“Indian feet?”


“Of course. There’s a large Kickapoo village a few miles away.”


While they talked, Bill helped to lift the heavy yoke from the tired oxen. He was very strong for his age. He knew how to do things, too, and he did them without being told.


He took the oxen to the creek and watered them. He tethered them in a grassy place so they could graze. Then he went back to the wagon. There was plenty to do to get ready for customers.


Mr. Cody had pushed the heavy white cover to the front and had let down the endgate. Now Bill helped him unpack the merchandise.


They were alone in this Kansas wilderness. There wasn’t a white person nearer than Fort Leavenworth, six miles away. But Bill didn’t think about this. He was born on the frontier in Iowa in February 1846, and, until a month ago, had lived there all his life.


The Cody family had then moved to Weston, Missouri, a town on the Missouri River. It was about four miles above Fort Leavenworth which was on the Kansas side of the river. It was five miles above the town of Leavenworth, Kansas, also on the Missouri River.


The father and son worked for some time without talking. They were too busy to say anything. The merchandise had to be arranged before any Indian customers came. Finally, Mr. Cody broke the silence.


“Yes, this valley is in a splendid place for trade. This trail goes on to the Far West, all the way to California. It’s the one the gold seekers use. And there are hundreds of families moving out to Oregon now. We’ll see their big covered wagons passing along.”


“Won’t they buy our things?”


“We can’t count on them. They have to travel light. And they are all poor people looking for a better place to live. I want the Indian trade. It will be steady, year in and year out. I can come back with other loads. I might even build a log storehouse and stay here.”


“Stay? You mean live here? All of us?”


There was fright in the boy’s voice, and Mr. Cody noticed it. But he only smiled and said it would be a beautiful place for all of them.


“This land belongs to the Indians,” he went on. “But if I can get the good will of the Kickapoo chief, I’ll have no trouble about living here. The question is, how to get his good will. Shall I go to his village, or shall I wait till he comes here to trade?”


Bill didn’t seem to be paying much attention to his father’s words. He had taken a gun from the driver’s seat and had carried it around the wagon.
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“Pa,” he said anxiously, “don’t you want your gun at the back of the wagon where it will be handy?”


“Handy for what?”


“Indians.”


“But, Bill, I told you this tribe here in Kansas is friendly with white people. I won’t need my gun.”


“Pa, I have something to tell you! A man in Weston said the Indians would kill both of us.”


“That’s ridiculous! Your Uncle Elijah has lived in Weston for years. He said these Kickapoos were peaceful. You know how many of them trade at his store.”


“The man said they had to act that way in Missouri, because there were so many white people who lived there. But he said you couldn’t trust the Kickapoos out here in this valley. He said they would scalp us.”


“He was just trying to scare you, Bill. Who was he?”


“I don’t know.”


“Was he tall and thin? Was he round-shouldered? Was his hair coal-black?”


“Yes—yes.” The boy nodded.


“I thought so! It was Abel Smith. He told you those things to keep me from coming here. He thought if he scared you, your mother wouldn’t let you come. And she wouldn’t consent to my plans, either.”


“I didn’t tell her.”


“That’s where you fooled him. Now I’ll tell you a secret, Bill. This Abel Smith wanted to bring a trade wagon here himself. He tried to borrow the money in Weston, but no one would loan him a cent.”


“You thought of it first, didn’t you, Pa?”


Mr. Cody nodded. “Before we left Iowa. Brother Elijah wrote me about this valley. He said it would be a good place for Indian trade. He urged me to come west. He was sure I would make more money trading than I could farming.”


Bill was silent for a moment. Then he burst out, “Pa, that man made it all up about our being killed!”


“Of course. I’d rather trust the Kickapoos than Smith and his crowd. Why didn’t you tell me about this right away?”


“I knew you would come anyway. And I was afraid you wouldn’t bring me if you knew I was scared. I want to go everywhere you go, Pa.”


Isaac patted his son’s head affectionately. “Now then, you’re not afraid of Kickapoos anymore, are you?”


“Not now. Do they have good ponies?”


“I think so. These prairie Indians are fine horsemen.”


“Maybe you could buy a pony for me.”


“I wish I could, son, but I’ve put all my money into this wagon and merchandise. I might be able to trade for one.”


“Oh, Pa, could you?”


Mr. Cody smiled. “Well, I don’t know if I should. You might be afraid to ride a Kickapoo pony.”


Bill laughed. “Abel Smith can’t scare me off a pony.”


“Good. We’ll see what happens. Maybe some Indian customer will bring one to trade in. Now put that pile of red wool blankets here by the endgate, in plain sight. They’ll go first, or I’ll miss my guess.”


BARGAINS FOR SQUAWS


That afternoon four squaws gazed into the back of the trade wagon and smiled and nodded.


“Pretty,” said one.


Beads and brass jewelry sparkled in the sunlight. Red and green ribbons fluttered from ropes overhead. Bright-colored shawls swung from the framework were used for the cover.


Back of the endgate was a bolt of calico gleaming with red roses. Close by, the pile of red wool blankets glowed warmly. Blades of long hunting knives and scissors shone like silver. Even the black cooking kettles were glossy.


The squaws pointed to this and that, and the trader told them the price. This was worth so many marten skins. This was worth so many otter skins. A saddle would take so many beaver skins. A bridle would take so many fox furs.


“Not too many skins,” said the oldest squaw.


Another nodded. “Good bargain.”


“We’ll tell our tribe that you don’t cheat,” said another.


“We’ll tell Chief Black Wolf,” added the fourth.


They brought their bundles of furs from their ponies and began to buy. Beads, scissors, ribbons, calico, and shawls were traded for marten, otter, and fox skins. But no one bought the blankets.


The women felt them and seemed pleased. But not a skin was offered.


“Do I charge too many skins?” asked the trader.


“No! No!” the squaws cried. But still they didn’t buy.


Now three women bought cooking kettles. The fourth wanted one, but there were no more. She was so disappointed she began to weep.


The others said it was too bad, and they were sorry. But no one offered to give up her kettle. “We saw them first,” they said in Kickapoo language.


“Just like white women,” Mr. Cody whispered to Bill, while the squaw wept louder and louder.


Then Bill remembered something. There was a frying pan with a long handle in a dark corner up front. He got it out and offered it to the weeping squaw.


She looked, grabbed it quickly and laughed aloud. “Hi! Hi! It won’t burn face! I like it.”
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The oldest one came back. “I forgot to tell you, Trader—Chief Black Wolf will take the blankets. He’s coming soon. You keep. You won’t sell them to other braves?”


Mr. Cody promised.


“You won’t sell them to other squaws?”


Mr. Cody promised this.


“You won’t sell them to white men?”


Mr. Cody promised this also.


The squaw was pleased. “Our chief will be a friend to you—a good friend—you’ll see. Good-by!”


“Good-by!” called the others, as they rode away smiling.


The squaw was pleased. “Chief be friend you—good friend—you see. Goodee-by!”


“Goodee-by!” called the others, as they rode away smiling.


Mr. Cody and Bill waved to them and then sat down on a log to talk things over.


“This is luck, Bill, just pure luck. I wanted to get the good will of this chief, but I didn’t know how. Now see what happened. Four red blankets did the trick.”


“Mother will laugh about it.”


“Now I can bring another load. Maybe I can put up a store and start a regular trading post.”


“Like Uncle Elijah’s?”


“Yes indeed. Then I’ll build a log cabin, and we’ll move here.”


“And I can have a pony.”


“I hope so, Bill. Things certainly look rosy for us now.”





The Red Blankets


THERE WERE no more customers that afternoon. After supper the wagon cover was stretched over the back and tied down tightly.


“The squirrels must be kept out—the crows, too,” said Mr. Cody. “We don’t want them stealing our jewelry.”


Bill smiled at this. But he stopped smiling when he saw his father spreading their blankets under the wagon.


“We must stay close to our load,” he explained. “But I’ll keep a fire burning all night.”


“I’ll take my turn at watching the fire, if you’ll wake me.”


Mr. Cody laughed. “Might as well do it myself, son. You’ll have to get up early and keep camp while I go hunting. There’s only enough food for our supper and breakfast.”


“What if the chief comes?”


“I’ll be back long before Black Wolf can get here.”


Sleeping on the ground didn’t bother Bill. He had done that every night on the long journey from Iowa to Weston, Missouri.


But he was a little frightened when his father put his gun under the wagon within reach. “I thought fire would keep wild animals away,” he said.


“It will. I may need my gun to scare away another kind of animal—gold seekers bound for California.”


“Oh!”


“Some of them are all right. Others are the wrong kind. They would steal everything in the wagon. But don’t worry about that, Bill. Those travelers don’t start out early. They couldn’t find the trail in the dark.”
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