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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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ILLUSTRATIONS



Andy read out loud the stories on the front page.


A thick cloud of red dust almost hid the cattle and the drovers.


Mr. Lowe was standing on his porch, a musket in his hands.


From the interior of the fort, they would heave the cannonballs toward the British fleet.


Charles Town was even more beautiful than Jimmy had promised.


What Andy witnessed that afternoon would stay with him for the rest of his life.


As Andy darted out the door bullets whizzed above his head.


Suddenly the officer withdrew his sword and swung it hard at Andy.


Just before his mother disappeared from sight, she turned once more and waved to him.


Andy went to every cockfight in the city.


They packed their belongings and joined the wagon train.


He started raising thoroughbred horses.
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Why Do I Have to Go to School?
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“Ouch!” eight-year-old Andrew Jackson cried. “You stuck me!”


“Well, if you don’t stand still,” his mother admonished him, “your leg is going to have more needle holes in it than your pants!”


“Why do I have to go to school anyway, Mother?” Andy said. “I already know more than the master does.”


“Andy Jackson! You hush that kind of talk,” his mother scolded. “I’ll not hear any more of it.”


Andy’s cousin, Jemima Crawford, looked up from washing the dishes. “Andy’s telling the truth, Aunt Betty,” she said. “He’s read all three of the books, and he knows how to do addition and subtraction better than the schoolmaster.”


“Andy’s teaching me how to add and subtract, Aunt Betty,” Louisa, another one of his cousins, said. “I asked the schoolmaster to help me, but he said he was too sleepy.”


Andy’s mother let out a sigh, but she didn’t say anything. Andy knew what she was thinking, though. He had overheard her talking to Aunt Jane, his mothers invalid sister.


“It’s no school at all, Jane,” she had said. “The people of South Carolina don’t want to waste their money on a real school.”


Andy knew his mother was right, although he’d never tell her so, because that would mean she’d probably want to send him somewhere else. Many times she had told him that her dream was for him to become a Presbyterian minister.


There are other things I want to do instead, Andy thought. He longed to see the rest of this new country. Over and over he listened to the stories that passing travelers would tell about what lay to the south and north of where the Crawfords and the Jacksons lived in the Waxhaws, that broad strip of land between Charlotte, North Carolina, and Lancaster, South Carolina.


The log cabin school that Andrew Jackson attended in that year of 1775 stood in a grove of scrub pine trees. The cabin was small, about twenty square feet, and its one door was hung by leather hinges. It had no windows.


Suddenly Andy had an idea. “Jemima!” he said. “Bring me that … ouch! … newspaper!”


Jemima dried her hands and picked up the copy of the Charles Town Post. It had been left yesterday by a traveler. She handed it to her cousin.


While his mother continued mending the tear in his pants, Andy read out loud the stories on the front page. They were mostly about events happening in far-off places, such as the battles at Lexington and Concord in Massachusetts and the meetings of the Second Continental Congress in Pennsylvania.


All of a sudden Andy forgot the reason he had wanted to read the newspaper to his mother in the first place—to prove to her that he didn’t really need to go to school. Now all that he could think about was how angry he was with the British, those people from across the wide Atlantic Ocean who thought they had the right to tell the Americans how to live their lives. One of these days, Andy vowed, he was going to fight these British!
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“There!” Mrs. Jackson said. She cut the thread with a kitchen knife, tested the mend, and stood up. She ruffled Andy’s red hair. “You need to take a brush to that before you go to school,” she said. Without waiting for him to comment, she looked into his blue eyes and added, “I know you’d rather go with your uncle James on the cattle drive to Charles Town, Andy, instead of going to school, but then that’s probably what you’d end up doing for the rest of your life.”


“That wouldn’t be so bad, Mother,” Andy said. “I like taking care of the cattle. I like being outdoors. That school building is so hot and stuffy.”


“Oh, Andy! You have so much potential,” his mother said. She put her hands on his shoulders and drew him close to her. “I’m not against your helping your uncle James with the cattle, before and after school, because it’s important that you do your share of the hard work around here, but the only way to get ahead in life is to get an education. Without an education, you’d be working in the fields from before the sun comes up until after it’s gone down, with little to show for it except baked skin and callouses on your hands.” She sighed deeply. “With your father dead, you and your brothers will have to make your own way. Learning is easy for you, Andy. It’s not for Hugh and Robbie. That’s why I insist that you go to school!”


School! Andy thought. He didn’t even like the sound of that word.


Mrs. Jackson looked around the kitchen. “Chores done?” she said to her nieces.


Jemima and Louisa nodded.


“Then finish getting ready for school and go say good-bye to your mother,” Mrs. Jackson said.


When Andy’s father died, Mrs. Jackson’s sister, Jane, had asked her and her three boys to come live with the Crawfords in the Waxhaws. Mrs. Crawford was an invalid and needed someone to help her with the household and to take care of her children. Mrs. Jackson, with no means of support for her and her three sons, accepted. It was a wonderful arrangement, for the combined families lived together in harmony. Mr. Crawford had promised Andy’s mother that he would looked after her three sons as though they were his own, and he had kept that promise.


“I’ll be outside with Uncle James,” Andy shouted as he headed out the door.


“Stay off that rail fence,” his mother shouted back to him. “I don’t have time to mend your pants again!”


Andy knew he only had a few minutes before his brothers and his cousins would be ready to leave for school. He hurried outside once more to be around his uncle James and the other men, including his older Crawford cousins, Edward, George, and James Jr., whom everyone called Jimmy, as they thinned the herd for the drive south to Charles Town.


Andy wished he could be like some of South Carolina’s wealthy settlers who raised cattle. He had heard his uncle James talking about how, when the first settlers arrived on the coast of South Carolina, they didn’t find the vast forests that other settlers had found farther north along the coast. Instead, they found large areas of grassland and only patches of forest. They soon discovered why. The Indians that were native to the coastal areas regularly burned off the forests so that they could farm and hunt, and so they could also see their enemies approaching.


Although the early settlers of South Carolina brought with them only a few head of cattle, their cattle grew very fast on the rich and nourishing grass that was available. It didn’t take a lot of effort to raise cattle—all the settlers had to do was to keep an eye on them as they ate their way through the available grass—so it wasn’t long until they had huge herds. In order to keep their cattle in food, these settlers drove their large herds a hundred to two hundred miles to grasslands on coastal plains. When the herds were ready for market, the settlers would then drive their cattle to Charles Town or even to Philadelphia, in far-off Pennsylvania.


When Andy reached the cattle pen, he climbed up on the rail fence, this time being extra careful so that he wouldn’t tear his pants again.


He knew he was disobeying his mother, but he wanted to sit beside his cousins as they told their hired hands which cows were to be taken out of the stock for the drive. Andy pretended he was the one yelling, “That brown one! This black one!” He knew he had a good eye for which cows would bring the most money at market.


“Andrew! Get down off the fence.” Andy turned and saw his uncle James coming toward him. “I know for a fact that your mother told you not to climb back on there.” When his uncle saw the incredulous look on Andy’s face, he had to laugh. “I’m not a mind reader, son,” he admitted. “I was getting a drink of water from the rain barrel just outside the kitchen window, and I heard what your mother said.”


Andy grinned and climbed down.


“Let me go with you on the drive to Charles Town, Uncle James,” Andy pleaded. “Mother doesn’t understand. I’m bored in school. I already know everything.”


His uncle James snorted. “No man should ever think that he knows everything, Andy,” he said. “A really smart man is the first to admit that he knows very little.”


“Well, what I meant is that, well, I know as much as …,” Andy tried to say.


But his uncle James held up a hand to silence him. “You know how important it is to your mother that you get a good education. It’s important to me too,” he said. “I’ve promised her that when you’re old enough, I’ll take you with me on one of the drives, but I need people who are really smart working for me, and you have to go to school to get smart. Andy, I think you’ve got a good head for knowing which cows to sell and which ones to fatten up some more—”


“I do, Uncle James!” Andy said, interrupting him. “I do!”


“… but it’s a long way to Charles Town, at least one hundred and sixty miles, and Charles Town is a big place, not like around here,” his uncle continued. “If you get tired, I don’t have time to carry you, and when we get to town, I don’t have time to make sure you don’t get into trouble.”


Andy felt his temper rising, the temper he was famous for in school, the one that often got him in trouble for arguing with the schoolmaster and for fighting with some of the other boys in the class. It really made him angry when people thought he was a baby, that he couldn’t take care of himself. Besides, if he was good enough to work for his uncle here on their farm, before school and after, then why wasn’t he good enough to go with him on the drive to Charles Town?


But before Andy could say anything else, several of the steers closest to the fence where he was standing decided they weren’t going to cooperate with the men trying to separate them from the herd. Most of the dust they stirred up landed on Andy.


Andy let loose with some colorful language. Now there was so much dirt in his eyes that he couldn’t see and so much dirt in his mouth that that was all he could taste.


“Come on, Andy!” his cousins called to him. “We have to leave for school.”


“Hold your horses!” he called to them.


It was useless, Andy knew, to keep talking to his uncle and his mother about not going to school and going on the cattle drive instead. They had made up their minds. When it came right down to it, he couldn’t disobey them, even if in his heart he wanted to.


Andy hurried to the water pump and pumped out just enough water to smear most of the dust that had settled on him. Now he was even more miserable.


“Andy?”


Andy looked up to see his mother coming toward him.


“Yes, ma’am?” he said.


“When you were reading the Charles Town newspaper just a while ago, I was so proud of you,” his mother said softly.


Andy shrugged. “It’s nothing to be able to read, Mother,” he said.


“Oh, but it is, Andy!” Mrs. Jackson said. “And your father would have been proud of you too!”


Andy felt a swelling in his throat. It always happened when his mother talked about his father. He guessed it had something to do with how much he missed having a father, although he tried hard not to think about it very much. After all, he had Uncle James.


“Tonight, after supper, I’m going to tell you all about your father and your grandfather and how we came to be in the Waxhaws,” Mrs. Jackson said. She gave him a big smile.


“There are some things that I think you should know, now that you’re getting older.”


Hearing that, Andrew grinned. Had his mother really said that he was getting older? It was almost as good as going on the cattle drive with Uncle James.


“Now, off to school!” Mrs. Jackson said. “You’re going to be late.”


Andrew ran to catch up with his cousins, shouting “Wait for me!” as he did. Knowing now what awaited him that night, he was sure he could probably make it through one more day of school.





The Jacksons Come to America
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Two hours later Andy was leaning his head on his school desk, which was really just a long wooden slab fastened to one wall, used by all of the students and made as smooth as possible by an ax. Andy was doing his best to stay awake as the schoolmaster read one of the longest and most boring poems that he had ever heard.


Why did his seat feel even harder today? Andy wondered. He shifted uncomfortably on the bark-free log and thought about building a chair like the one his mother sat in at home. Of course, that would probably make everyone think he planned to stay in school longer than he did.


All of a sudden, above the droning of the school-master’s voice, Andy’s ears picked up another sound he was very familiar with: the lowing of cattle. “Here it comes!” he shouted, interrupting the schoolmaster’s recitation. “Here comes the cattle drive!”


When he had first got to school that morning, Andy asked the master if they could stop class and watch when the cattle drive came by. The school-master feigned disinterest in such an unscholarly activity but agreed that perhaps some in the class might find it interesting, from a purely intellectual standpoint. The way he said it, Andy knew the schoolmaster wasn’t included in that group.


But Andy easily saw through the man’s ruse. The schoolmaster was always happy for an excuse to indulge in his favorite pastime—doing nothing for several minutes.


Andy raced out the door of the cabin and to the edge of the dirt road. Immediately he saw his uncle James at the head of the drive. He waved to him. His uncle James waved back.


Andy’s brothers and cousins came to stand beside him, and the remaining students stood just outside the cabin door, showing very little interest in the cattle drive, but enjoying being free of the stuffy interior.


A thick cloud of red dust almost hid the cattle and the drovers as they made their way down the road. Andy knew that if they stayed where they were, they would all soon be enveloped in the dust too, but he didn’t care. For those few minutes he could pretend that he was going on the drive with his uncle and older cousins after all.


When Uncle James came abreast of them, he saluted Andy, Hugh, and Robbie, and blew a kiss to his two daughters. Andy returned the salute. His cousins waved to their father and called to him to bring them back something from Charles Town.


With their father gone, Jemima and Louisa moved away from the edge of road, out of the cloud of thick red dust. They were soon followed by Hugh and Robbie, who didn’t share Andy’s interest in cattle drives.


For just a moment Andy thought about running into the middle of the herd and hiding until they were so far from the school that his uncle James would have to take him with him to Charles Town. But then he thought about how disappointed his mother would be with him if he did that, so he simply stood there and let the red dust cover his face and his hair, and get into his nostrils so much that it made him sneeze several times.
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Finally Edward, George, and Jimmy rode by. Andy waved to them, and they waved back, but almost immediately they were distracted by some steers who thought the school yard was the end of the trip.


Andy continued to stand by the side of the road until the drive had rounded a bend and he could see only the last tendrils of the dust clouds.


As Andy turned to start back toward the schoolhouse, he saw Thomas Rawlins coming toward him. He didn’t like Rawlins at all. For one thing, the boy was smart, almost as smart as Andy was, and Rawlins actually enjoyed listening to the schoolmaster read his long, boring poems. For another thing, Rawlins was older than Andy, a little heavier, and was always trying to boss Andy around.


“Jackson! The master said to come back inside!” Rawlins shouted arrogantly. “The Master said you don’t know enough to be wasting any more of your time.”


Rawlins knew exactly what to say to make Andy lose his temper.


“I know more than you and the master put together!” Andy shouted to him.


“I can say today’s poem by heart,” Rawlins taunted him. “Can you?”


“What good is that going to do a man?” Andy demanded. “I can read the stories in the Charles Town Post about patriots fighting in Massachusetts, and I can do the figures so that we know how much each head of cattle will bring us per pound.”


Rawlins snorted. Andy knew Rawlins didn’t think much of that.


“I can also throw you!” Andy added for good measure.


Rawlins raised his fists. “Try it!” he said.


Without even thinking about the consequences, Andy raced toward Rawlins and threw himself at him. Rawlins was caught by surprise. He landed on the ground with a whoof as the air rushed out of his lungs. Andy, now on top of him, started pummeling Rawlins about the face.


“You there, Jackson! Stop that!” Andy looked up and saw the schoolmaster standing just outside the cabin door. He had a huge switch in his hand. “Fighting is uncivilized. Which means that you, Jackson, are uncivilized!”


Andy stood up and brushed himself off. He offered Rawlins a hand, which Rawlins took, and pulled him up.


“We weren’t fighting,” Andy shouted to the schoolmaster. “We were just wrestling.”


“Whatever you call it, stop it,” the schoolmaster said, “and come inside and finish your work.” With that, he disappeared back into the cabin.


“Next time I’ll be ready for you, Jackson,” Rawlins muttered under his breath, as he headed back to the cabin.


Andv didn’t care how much schoolwork he had already missed. He was sure he could catch up in no time.


He walked slowly to the pump just outside the door. He knew that if he had been on the cattle drive, he wouldn’t have to wash off at a pump. He’d join the other drovers as they took their baths in one of the many creeks they passed. That day would come, Andy knew. Then, for the second time that morning, he washed cattle dust off his face.


When school was out that day, Andy headed home with his brothers and cousins. Even though Andy was still disappointed about not getting to go on the cattle drive, he had turned to thinking about what his mother had said to him that morning, that she was going to tell him all about how their family had come to America. It was a story he had heard only in bits and pieces. Now he would hear it all.


Andy and his brothers did their chores, which had almost tripled with the men and older boys gone. But Andy was strong and quite capable and wanted to show his mother and Aunt Jane that he could take care of them.


Finally, with supper over and the dishes out of the way, Mrs. Jackson asked everyone to decide what task they wanted to work on that evening and then to gather together in front of the fireplace in the kitchen, because she was going to tell them a story.


Often when they gathered like this, the different adult family members merely talked, telling about their day, giving their opinions on various matters, including what news was available from passing travelers or what Andy had read to them from the Charles Town newspaper. But tonight was different, Andy knew. He was going to hear his family history.


Usually the girls knitted or worked at the spinning wheel. Most of the time the boys whittled something like wooden pegs or spoons, but Andy decided he didn’t want a task to do tonight, because he wanted to direct his entire attention to what his mother was saying.


Andy and his brothers and their cousins always sat on the floor, as near the hearth as they could, enjoying the warmth of the fire. The adults all sat in straight-backed chairs. Aunt Jane, however, always sat in a long seated chair, with her feet on a stool, covered with a blanket. Andy didn’t remember a time when his aunt Jane wasn’t ill. The rest of the Crawford family was in very good health, but Aunt Jane seemed to grow weaker every day.


Andy realized how fortunate they were. With his father dead, all kinds of horrible things could have happened to his family, including their being separated and sent to live with different relatives. Even though he was sad to see his aunt Jane slowly losing her health, he was just glad that his own mother was healthy and could help to take care of her sister. It was as if his mother were the mother to the Crawford cousins, and Uncle James were the father to the Jackson boys.


With everyone started on his or her task, Mrs. Jackson said, “I promised Andy this morning that I would tell him the story of our family. I hope the rest of you don’t mind.”


“Oh, no, Aunt Betty!” the Crawford girls said. “We want to hear it too.”
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