







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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Davy ran as fast as he could go.

“Pa! Pa! Uncle Joe shot-----”

The two boys clinched and rolled.

The heavy gun kicked sharply.

All the Crocketts crowded to the door.

Davy loved the tales told.

“I want to go home awfully bad.”

“Now I reckon you’ll fight.”

He sat on a bench along the wall.

They used their guns as clubs.
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Davy’s First
Haircut


MRS. CROCKETT was firm. “Every boy and man on this Tennessee clearing gets a haircut this day. You are all as shaggy as Indian colts after a hard winter.”

Seven-year-old Davy looked at his four older brothers. Long hair hung around the ears and down the neck of each one. It had felt warm and comfortable all winter. Not even Pa had had a haircut since fall.

There was sunlight in the main room of the log cabin. Outside the spring sun was warm. The heavy front door stood wide open. The wooden shutters on the two square windows were fastened back. Except for the backlog, there were only live coals on the big hearth.

Davy nudged eight-year-old Wilson. “Come on, Willy. We’ll be wild ponies and Ma can’t catch us.”

“You will be right here when your turns come, Davy and Wilson. Clear out now till I get through with the big ones.”

Davy and Willy, with little Joe tagging after them, cantered into the yard. They galloped and they bucked. They neighed and they whinnied. They shook their manes and kicked up their heels. Around and around the bare space near the house, down the slope to the edge of Limestone Creek, the make-believe horses raced and played.

Soon they grew lazy and came back to the yard to watch the haircutting.

Ma had chosen a big stump near the house for her barber chair. First Pa was seated there to have his hair cut. Then Jason, Jim, and Bill each took his turn.

Ma placed the pewter bowl she had brought all the way from Maryland over each head in turn. Her shears had come from Maryland, too, and Ma was very proud of them. The blades were heavy and long. Pa or Jason honed them sharp for her, but Ma always stood by to see that they did the job right.

Davy and Wilson laughed and teased the older boys. Grown-up Polly and little Janie, glad that girls could wear long hair, came out to watch and laugh, too.

“Jason’s got a haircut! Jason’s got a haircut!” they chanted. “Jason can’t fight. Jason’s too white under his ears!”

“Ma, Jim’s ears are too big.”

“Look, Ma, old Whirlwind’s just waiting to eat a piece of Jim’s big ear.”

“Watch out, Jim! She’s a-cutting!”

Bill didn’t fidget. He hunched up his shoulders and shut his eyes. He held his head so still the bowl didn’t move.

“Bill’s a scaredy! Bill’s a scaredy!”

The older boys did not stay after Ma let them go. They followed Pa to the creek. Long before it was Davy’s turn they were splashing and yelling in the cool water.

Davy begged, “Please, Ma, cut my hair tomorrow. Look, Ma, let me go swimming now and tomorrow I’ll sit just as still as Bill did.”

Ma would not listen—just put the bowl on Davy’s head. The bowl was too big, and she sent Janie to get a smaller gourd bowl.

The shears looked bigger and brighter and sharper close up. They made a great clacking noise. When the cold metal touched his ear Davy gave a yell and jumped. He would have run away, but Ma had a firm grip on his head.

“Sit still, Davy. I haven’t cut off an ear yet.”
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The big shears clicked above Davy’s ears and across the back of his head. Their flat blades felt cold against his scalp as Ma clipped the long hair away.

Then Ma took the bowl from Davy’s head and combed his hair with the coarse-toothed wooden comb. She trimmed the longer hair on top of his head.

“Ma, there’s hair on my face and down my neck! It itches!”

“Be still, Davy,” Ma said. “You’ve fidgeted more than all the rest put together.”

“Ma, that’s enough. Ma! I don’t want to look like a skinned possum.”

“You won’t, Davy,” Polly said with a laugh. “You look more like a coon with its hair all roughed up.”

Davy made a face at her. Wilson, who was waiting for him, suddenly shouted, “Davy grins just like a coon.”

Janie came up and peered into Davy’s face. “Do you?” she asked. “Do it now. I want to see how a coon grins.”

Davy looked at her round little face and couldn’t help laughing. “Sure, Janie. I can grin better than any coon that ever lived.” He gave her a wide grin.

Polly and Ma laughed. Ma combed his hair once more and then laid down the shears. “Go on, boys. Pa’s got the soap. Wash well.”

Pa, with Jason and Jim, was already out of the water. They sat on a big rock in the sun getting dry. Bill watched Wilson and Davy rub soap on their bare bodies. The harsh lye soap made the boys’ skin tingle.

“That’s enough. Come on now. Let’s see if you’ve forgotten how to swim.”

Wilson jumped in. “Br-r-r! It’s cold!” He thrashed around to get warm.

Bill splashed water on Davy. “Jump in, Davy, and work like Willy. It’s fine.”

Davy held his breath and threw himself flat on the water. His arms and legs moved violently, almost before he thought. Bill had taught him to dog-paddle the summer before, but this was no time for such a slow stroke.

“Hey, Willy! Who said this water was cold?” Davy was warming up.

After a bit the three boys climbed on a rock in the center of the stream. The sunny rock felt warm, but the air was chilly. Davy started to go down toward the pool on the other side.

Suddenly Pa yelled, “Davy Crockett, get back on that rock!”

When Pa spoke all the boys heeded. He demanded prompt obedience. He didn’t hesitate to use a whip if he didn’t get it fast enough.

Davy climbed back. Pa added, “Don’t you dare go swimming in that big pool. The current is mighty strong in there when the creek is full. It would take you right on down over the falls and out into the Nolichucky River. You’d be drowned sure. I don’t want to see any of you boys trying to swim there.”

When Davy got dressed, his clean linsey trousers and shirt felt good. The air was cool against his neck. He felt slim and tall and grown-up. He felt big enough to climb old Bald Mountain, or kill a brown bear, or paddle a canoe down the Tennessee River. He wanted to run and climb trees and shout at the top of his voice.

The spring night was chilly. It was good, after supper, to sit on stools or on the floor around the big hearth fire.

Pa told tales, fine ones, about Noah building an ark when the big freshet came; about a man named Samson who had more strength than any man in the world, till his hair was cut.

Then he told about fighting Indians. Pa knew many Indian stories. When he and his father had moved over the Smoky Mountains in 1775, Indians had hunted through all these woods. They had tried to drive out the white farmers to protect their hunting grounds. They had killed and scalped Grandpa and Grandmother Crockett and carried off Pa’s younger brother.

All that had happened several years before Davy was born in 1786. Pa had helped to drive the Indians out of this part of the valley and to the south along the great bend of the Tennessee River.

After he finished telling about the Indians, Pa told about Daniel Boone on a bear hunt.

“When I’m big I’m going hunting with Daniel Boone,” Jim said. “Daniel Boone’s the best hunter in Carolina or Virginia or Kentucky or anywhere else.”

Jason said he was going to learn how to make guns. A man had to have a good gun to hunt with, and Jason wanted to make them.

Davy was staring into the flames. Polly nudged him gently. “What are you going to be when you grow up, Davy?” she asked.

Davy didn’t turn around. “I’m going to be six feet tall,” he told the fire.

Everyone laughed. Davy flushed and his hard little hands doubled into fists.

“I’m going to hunt, too,” he said determinedly. “I bet I kill more bears than anyone else, even Daniel Boone.”



Adventure in the
Forest


ONE SUNNY DAY in early summer Davy was lonesome. Pa had given all the other boys jobs to do.

Ma and Polly were busy, too. Janie had to rock the heavy cradle so tiny baby Sarah would not cry. Little Joe was sound asleep.

Davy wandered up the hill. A big hound was lying half in the shade, half in the sun. Davy called, “Here, Whirlwind, here. Come here, Whirly.”

The dog cocked one ear and looked around lazily. He did not get up. He didn’t even stretch.

“Best bear dog in all the Great Smoky Mountains,” Pa often said. “Give me old Whirlwind and I can tree any bear that ever grew. He has more sense than most men.”

“Come on, Whirlwind. Get up.” Davy pulled the dog’s ear. “Let’s go hunt bear.”

Whirlwind growled softly. He might have been dreaming.

Davy poked at him. “Bear, Whirlwind. Bear!” He tried to make his voice deep like his father’s voice, but without success.

This time Whirlwind got up and stretched. He did not jump around and bark as he did when Pa said, “Bear!”

Davy started up the path toward the forest. Whirlwind followed. He looked slow and lazy, but he kept up with the boy. Davy talked to him. “We’ll go right up this path. Then we come to the trail. Bill showed me one time. It starts at the big sycamore tree where Pa got the wildcat.”

Whirlwind yawned loudly. Davy looked back. The hound seemed ready to stop and finish his nap.

“Come on, Whirlwind. Here, boy, here!” Davy picked up a stick, held it before the dog, and then threw it up the path as hard as he could throw.

Whirlwind looked at him with disdain. That was puppy play.

Then Davy remembered. He would need a stick in case he met a bear. Looking for a good strong stick, he left the path. Soon he found a kind of trail which led like a tunnel through the underbrush.

It was fun to go through the tunnel. It turned now to the right and now to the left. Sometimes sunlight came through the leaves. Sometimes the tunnel was almost dark. Davy forgot he was looking for a stick. He pretended that he was a fox trailing an opossum.

His bare feet made no noise on the path. He brushed the little branches away from his face as quietly as he could. Often the tunnel was so low he had to crawl.

After a long time he came out beside a rocky ledge. Davy climbed up and lay down to rest. He watched the sun on the leaves over his head. Then he fell sound asleep.

When he woke up he thought Wilson was pushing him out of their bed. He kicked back. His foot hit soft fur. Since he slept under a fur covering all winter long that felt right.
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