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A Trade Worth Making


Synopsis: A Trade Worth Making -- Two people
change their lives and move somewhere else from their
hometown.

 


 


The Start of the Oregon Trail

Independence, Missouri

1853

 


William Douglas stood looking for the
last time at his cabin in the woods. It would be the last time he
ever saw it and he was glad of the decision. He could make more of
a life for himself out in Oregon now that his mother, father and
brothers had passed away. Cholera had struck their little town hard
that past winter and he was the sole survivor of his family and the
family business of fur trading. Now that he didn’t have help from
his brothers to catch the animals, he decided to pack up his things
to move on to a new land called Oregon. He had heard there was gold
near California, but it didn’t interest him as much as the prospect
of becoming a trapper. Oregon was supposed to be wild uncharted
territory and he could make more money trapping there than in
Missouri.

‘Gold is just a faze’
William thought. ‘What happens if it ever runs out? At least you’ll
always have animals.’

As William packed his last bag and
loaded it on his horse, he turned one more time to look at his
family’s cabin. His entire family had passed within those walls so
it was for the better to move on. He had even grown up in that
house so the memories he saw everywhere was just too much to see
anymore. Without a thought of goodbye, he mounted his horse and
began to ride away from the life he once knew without any
regret.

 


 


Victoria Smith sat an old rocking
chair in her grandmother’s home. She had lived there ever since she
was twelve years old when her parents died in a stagecoach
accident. Her grandmother was her only living relative so after her
parents had passed away; she was sent to live with her. Before the
accident, Victoria never knew her grandmother very well. After all,
she grew up in Boston and her grandmother lived in Independence,
Missouri. But her life with her grandmother was a very good one.
Even though they didn’t have a lot, they were always happy because
of the love they both had for the Lord. Her grandmother had led her
to Jesus when she was fourteen and ever since then she had a
burning desire to know more about Him. Her grandmother had always
told her she would make a great missionary but got sick very easily
on boats so going overseas was out of the question. But her
thoughts often had wandered to the west and what it would be like
there. So much freedom and a place she could share the Lord with
people.

By the time Victoria turned sixteen,
her desire to share Jesus with people had grown immensely.
Everywhere she went, she carried her Bible with her and any
conversation started with her ended with her speaking of the Lord
in one way or another. Mostly everyone in town knew Victoria
because her grandmother’s house was right in the middle of town.
After her daily chores, her favorite spot was right on the front
porch, rocking in the rocking chair while she read passages from
the Bible. Sometimes even the little children in town would come
and sit by her so they could learn more about Jesus. Victoria loved
that most of all because she always kept in her heart about what
Jesus said about letting the children come to Him.

But now she was twenty and her
grandmother had passed away from old age a few months ago. Her
grandmother had lived a long and good life, but it didn’t take away
the feelings Victoria felt about her being gone. Everything she had
learned about the Lord she learned from her grandmother and with
her gone it felt like part of her was missing as well. So it was
six months after her grandmother had passed when Victoria decided
to finally pack her things and leave Independence. She had heard of
a wagon trail getting ready to move out to Oregon and the idea
aroused her interest. The vast unknown of being somewhere brand new
made her heart leap for joy. She could start life completely over
but the best part of it all was that she could share the Lord with
new people. Everyone in town already had heard her talking about
Jesus many times so she finally felt her work was over there. It
was time to move on and start a new life for herself. And today was
the day.

Victoria rose up from the rocking
chair that she had grown to love and turned around to look at her
grandmother’s house. That house held a lot of memories for her but
as she looked down at her carpet bag, she realized it was time to
do what she was called to do. To spread the word about Jesus to
people who needed it.

“Jesus, please be with me.”
She silently prayed as she picked up her carpet bag and walked down
from her porch for the last time.

 


 


William arrived in the center of town
on his horse in time to see many people starting to organize the
wagon trail.

“Alright everyone, now if
you have personal belongings, please bring them to the back wagon
to be loaded,” said a tall man near the center of the
crowd.

The crowd started moving away from the
center and towards the back wagon so they could start loading
furniture and personal belongings. William started to ride his
horse slowly towards the back wagon and once he got close enough,
he dismounted and grabbed his bags.

“Welcome sir. Are you
leaving today with us on the wagon trail?” asked the tall man from
the center of the crowd.

“Yes, my name is William
Douglas,” Replied William.

“Well, it’s good to meet
you. My name is Jack Ross and I’m the leader of this wagon trail.
Do you have any belongings that need to be stowed away?”

William picked up his four bags and
shook his head. “No, this is all I’m taking.”

“Well you sure do travel
light now don’t you?” laughed Jack. “Put your bags in the back
wagon and we’ll get your horse tied up and ready to go.”

William politely nodded and began to
walk to the back wagon. As he started to put his first bag onto the
steps, he noticed a woman walking towards the wagons. Her brown
hair was tied up in a delicate bun with just a few soft wisps of
hair hanging around the frame of her face. Her slender figure moved
quickly through the center of town and her dress was a beautiful
blue color. As she got closer, he noticed her green eyes glistened
in the sun and looked full of hope and love. He had never seen
anyone so beautiful in his entire life.

Finally she got to the center of town
and stopped to talk to the leader, Jack. William couldn’t help but
watch and noticed Jack point her towards his direction.

‘She must have bags to
load’, he thought as he saw her start coming over.

As she got closer, he began to load
his last bags and once he finished, he saw her standing right
beside him. He held his breath for a moment as he looked up and saw
her eyes looking at him. She was so beautiful that he didn’t think
he could move away.

As she looked at him, her face started
to redden a bit and she looked down at her carpet bag. But before
she could pick it up, William took it from her and placed it in the
wagon.

Her eyes looked deep into his before
she softly said, “Thank you.”

He nodded to her; his heart pounding
in his chest. As she turned to walk away, he wondered why he felt
like this. He had met and known women in his life but never once
did he feel like a bag of jumping beans like now.

He watched her walk back to the center
of town and saw her turn only once to look back at him. When their
eyes met, she flushed again and turned back around. This was
certainly going to be an interesting journey, he
thought.

 


 


Victoria didn’t understand why she was
feeling so strangely over a man she didn’t even know. As she got
back to the center of town to wait for the wagon train to get
ready, she couldn’t help but look at him again. His dark hair
shined in the sun and his deep green eyes seemed to look straight
at her soul. She had never met a man like him before and yet she
didn’t even know his name. Her curiosity was certainly peaked about
who he was and why he was going to Oregon as well. As she stood and
watched the last of the people put their belongings in the back of
the wagon, she noticed him watching her from across the way. She
flushed and looked away quickly. Apparently she peaked his interest
as well.

The day was long and hot once the
wagons began moving. The leader, Jack, said it would take months to
get to Oregon but he promised to make the trail painless and easy
for everyone. He had been the leader of five wagon trains before so
his experience made everyone feel more comfortable. Most of the
people on the train had never even left their own state before so
it was a scary thing to be leaving everything and everyone they
knew behind.

Once they had covered enough miles for
the day, Jack decided to stop for the night and set up camp. The
women got out of the wagons and started to gather water and the men
scouted out logs and sticks to build fires for cooking. It was
getting close to sunset so everyone tried to work quickly. Once
camp was setup and dinner was cooking, Victoria started scooping
out plates to the travelers. One by one they lined up to get their
food and she handed them their portion. As she worked, she didn’t
notice that William was next in line. When she turned to scoop his
food, she saw him and her heart jumped. He smiled and watched her
fill his plate.

“Thank you,” he said to her
with a smile.

Before he could turn and walk away, he
turned back to her and asked, “What is your name?”

She flushed once more and softly said,
“Victoria.”

He smiled at her and said, “My name is
William.”

She looked up at him and just as she
was going to say something, someone from the line shouted, “We’re
hungry back here!”

William moved out of the way and
Victoria started scooping food out again. But before he could walk
away, he looked at her one last time.

 


 


Weeks passed as the wagon train moved
onwards towards Oregon. Each day they got closer, the spirits of
the travelers lifted up. No one could have imagined how hard it was
for them each day. Living in a wagon and living off the land like
early settlers. A few people had already gotten sick during the
journey but most were pressing on with strength and character. One
of those was Victoria. Over the past few weeks he had noticed much
more than how beautiful she was. She was also beautiful on the
inside as well. She always volunteered to serve dinner each night,
she helped cook every meal, and she read the Bible to the children
on the wagon train each night. And when she had a quiet moment to
herself, she was either praying or reading the Bible for herself.
William had never known someone like her. His mother and father
were devout Christians and he himself knew of God but he had never
taken the time to read from the Bible much. He was always very busy
trying to trap animals with his brothers. He did remember one time
his older brother John tried to tell him about Jesus when they were
out hunting, but he shrugged it off. He was too busy thinking of
the game they would bring home that night. His parents had even
tried to tell him about God, but he was never interested. He always
had other things on his mind than to sit down to read the
Bible.

After about a month on the trail, they
finally came to Lexington, Nebraska. By that time, it was September
and it was starting to get a chill in the air. It was going to be a
hard winter trying to make their way across the country, especially
for the children. You couldn’t push the animals as hard as you
could if it was warm so they would be going even slower. Some of
the travelers were beginning to get restless and the children were
dying to stretch their legs and run all day instead of sit in the
wagons.

“Don’t give up hope! I’ve
traveled this trail many times before and I promise, even though it
seems long, you will eventually get there,” Said Jack one night at
dinner.

“Then why aren’t we making
at good tracks?” shouted a big man from the back.

“We’re only in Nebraska and
we’re been on the trail for a month now!” yelled
another.

“Please, I understand your
frustrations, but you can only push the animals so far each day,”
said Jack.

“I think we need a new
leader!” yelled a man from the front of the group. A few other men
began to chime in with agreement until Jack took out pistol and
shot it towards the sky. Suddenly everyone got quiet and watched
him with eyes wide open. No one had ever seen a stern side of Jack
before.

“Now listen, I’ve traveled
this trail and I know how to get you all there. Not one of you has
any idea the way to go without me. You would get lost and die out
in the wilderness. Is that what you want?” asked Jack.

No one said a word and Jack nodded his
head. “Then that’s settled. Let’s all turn in for the night so we
can have an early day tomorrow,” he said as he watched the crowd
dissipate towards the wagons.

Once Jack had went into the first
wagon to sleep, the three men who had argued with him earlier
gathered by the fire.

“I don’t like the way he
thinks he’s the only one who could get us all to Oregon,” said
Charlie, a broad man with a lisp.

“Yeah, he thinks he’s the
only one with smarts enough to drive the horses across the country.
Ya know I was a cattle driver with my daddy for years. This is a
piece of cake compared to that,” said Rick, a tall lanky man with a
staggered step.

“Well what you plan on
doing about it?” asked Victor, a short stumpy man that had alcohol
on his breath.

“I say we get rid of Jack
and get these wagon trains really moving,” said Rick.

Victor laughed as he took another swig
of his bottle. “How you thinking on doing it, Rick?”

“Setting fire to his wagon
of course. That way he won’t be bothering us again,” replied
Rick.

“But how, Rick? There are
too many people still awake,” asked Charlie.

“When they go to sleep,
stupid. I’ll be waiting for him until then,” replied
Rick.

The men all laughed and passed the
bottle around to each other. Tonight would change the course of
everything.

 


 


It was very quiet that night after
everyone went to bed. The fire was out and the camp was silent and
dark. Once Rick was sure he wouldn’t be seen, he snuck around from
the bushes and led Charlie and Victor towards the
wagons.

“Which one is Jack’s?”
asked Victor.

“The very first one. Since
he’s the leader, he thinks he should always be first with
everything,” snarled Rick. “But that’s all about to
change.”

The men moved slowly through the
darkness until Charlie tripped on a log.

“My leg!” he screamed out
in pain.

“Shut up you idiot! Go wait
by the fire pit if you can’t follow,” said Rick angrily.

“But I can’t walk!”
exclaimed Charlie.

“Then crawl you fool!”
snarled Rick.

Charlie crawled off, drunk and
stammering to himself as Rick and Victor moved forward. Rick cocked
his gun and held it in his hand tightly. Tonight he would show Jack
just how much he hated him. How much he wanted to watch him suffer.
He was tired of always being treated badly in life. And out in the
wilderness, no one was going to tell him what to do.

Once they reached Jack’s wagon, Rick
sent Victor to peek inside quickly. Victor climbed on the first
step and saw Jack fast asleep on the floor of the wagon. And he was
all alone too.

Victor climbed back down and smiled at
Rick. “He won’t ever wake up again.”

“That’s the plan,” said
Rick. He then reached into his pocket and pulled out matches. “Go
get some branches. We’re going to cook him alive.”

Victor hurried off to gather branches
and Rick crawled under Jack’s wagon. He started pulling up grass
and breaking twigs to get his fire going. Once he had a pile, he
pulled out a match and struck it against his pants. As the flame
burned with intensity, he slowly lowered it to the grass and twigs
he had piled up and watched it glow as it caught.

Just then Victor came back with a
handful of branches. “Rick, where are you?” he cried.

“I’m under here you idiot.
Get down and hand me the branches.”

Victor started passing the branches to
Rick and watched the flames start rising higher and higher. Finally
they got so high and large that Rick had to get out from under the
wagon. When he crawled out, he kept throwing twigs, branches, and
grass onto the pile.

“Hand me your bottle,” said
Rick.

Victor hesitated, but slowly pulled
out his bottle and handed it to Rick. Then he watched as he poured
the bottle onto the fire and the flames soared and crackled. Rick
smiled to himself and lit more matches against him pants. As he
threw them in, he saw the cover of the wagon finally catch fire. He
smiled at Victor and said, “Let’s stand back and watch.”

“But what if he wakes up
and tries to get out?” asked Victor.

“Then we’ll shoot him,”
replied Rick. “It’s as simple as that.”

 


 


William was sleeping in one of the
back wagons when he started to smell smoke. His eyes opened because
he knew he had helped put out the fire earlier. ‘Maybe someone is
awake’, he thought. ‘Maybe it’s Victoria.’

He got up and quietly walked to the
steps of the wagon, trying not to wake anyone up. Once he got to
the steps, he saw a thick cloud of smoke coming from the front of
the line. He jumped off the last step and started to run when he
saw flames completely covering the first wagon.

“Fire!” he screamed as he
began running to the wagon. “We need water, a wagon is on
fire!”

People started coming out of the
wagons in a hurry. Some started screaming, the children started
crying, and the men started searching out water. William ran to the
wagon to see whose it was. ‘What if it was Victoria’s? What if
she’s in there?’ he thought. Without thinking, he ran into the
burning wagon. If she was in there, he had to rescue
her.

William could barely see anything with
the flames and smoke all around him. He started screaming,
“Victoria!”

“Help me!” screamed a man
from the back of the wagon. William recognized the voice instantly.
It was Jack. William got on his hands and knees and started to
crawl to the back of the wagon to get to Jack. Once he reached him,
he cut a piece of his shirt with his pocket knife and put it over
Jack’s mouth. He then pushed him forward to get out of the wagon.
Jack went first and William followed right behind him
quickly.

As they neared the front, Jack started
to go faster when suddenly the top of the wagon crashed down on
William. Jack was too far ahead to notice and he kept making his
way to the outside. The force of the blow knocked William
unconscious and the cover caught fire on top of him. As he lied
there burning alive, Jack finally fell down the steps of the wagon
and crawled across the ground coughing. The crowd saw Jack and ran
to him.

“What happened?” asked a
man who helped him up to his feet.

“I don’t know! I was
sleeping and then I saw the flames. By the time I woke up, I
couldn’t get out by myself!” said Jack.

“Then how did you get out?”
asked another man who brought him a cup of water.

Jack took a sip of water and said,
“William helped me out. Where is he? I have to thank
him!”

The crowd started looking around but
no one could find William. Jack’s heart dropped. William was behind
him and he never made it out.

 


 


Victoria heard the commotion outside
her wagon and woke up quickly once she smelled the smoke. When she
sat up, she noticed she was the only one in the entire wagon.
‘Something’s wrong’, she thought. She ran down the wagon steps and
immediately saw the flames and smoke coming from the first
wagon.

“Oh Jesus, please protect
everyone!” she said out loud as she picked up her skirt and ran to
the wagon. Once she saw the crowd, her eyes started scanning for
William but she couldn’t find him. Her heart started pounding as
she pushed her way to the front. She saw all of the men passing
buckets of water to throw on the wagon when her eyes saw Jack,
covered in soot and ash, screaming at the men to get
inside.

“Jack, what happened?”
Victoria exclaimed.

“William saved me but he’s
trapped inside!” yelled Jack.

Victoria’s heart dropped. “Someone has
to get him out!” she screamed.

“No one will go in after
him! They’re trying to put the fire out more before they go in
after him.”

“But what if he’s dying?”
screamed Victoria. “He needs help!”

Jack was too out of breath to go back
inside and the men were too busy putting out the fire. So Victoria
took off her jacket, tied it around her mouth, and ran inside the
wagon.

“No, Victoria!” screamed
Jack as he tried to grab her arm. But she had already run
inside.

Once she got into the wagon, she
dropped to her knees and started to crawl to the back of the wagon
in search of William.

Suddenly she saw him, lying underneath
the cover of the wagon which was fiercely on fire. Praying to Jesus
to be with her, she grabbed his arms and began to drag him out from
under the cover. With strength that didn’t come from her, she was
able to pull his body out from under the burning cover and toward
the steps of the wagon.

“Someone help me!” she
screamed as she got to the steps. Five men ran over to her and
helped her out of the wagon as the rest carried William out and
placed him on the ground. Once on the ground, the men started
trying to roll William on the dirt to put out the last few flames
that were still caught on him. Once the fire was out, Victoria
pushed her way to William and fell down beside him. His shirt was
completely burned off of him and most of his skin including his
face, chest and hands were terribly disfigured from the burns.
Tears began to stream from her eyes as she placed a hand on his
chest and prayed for a heartbeat. When she felt one, she screamed,
“He’s still alive!”

When the crowd heard, one of the men
pushed his way through. “I’m a doctor from back east. Let me see
him!”

The man sat down next to Victoria and
took his tools out of his pack quickly. When he looked down at
William, his eyes widened. William looked like a monster. His skin
was mangled and was mostly gone. He was surprised William was even
still living.

Once the doctor began working, he did
everything he could before wrapping his body in cloth with cream
underneath.

“Someone is going to need
to change the bandages and keep an eye out for him,” the doctor
said.

Victoria looked up at him with tears
in her eyes. “I’ll do it.” She said.

The doctor nodded and handed her the
items she would need to take care of him. As she looked down at
William, she no longer saw that same beautiful man who had caught
her attention. She now saw a man who was close to death, with very
little skin left on his body. ‘But looks are superficial’, she
thought. ‘I still love him’.

 


 


Victoria sat up with William all night
long. Long after the fire was put out and everyone else went back
to bed, Victoria sat next to him with his head in her lap. She
couldn’t leave his side in fear he would die. So she sat and read
her Bible as he slept. And when she wasn’t reading her Bible, she
was praying for God to spare his life.

The next morning Jack brought the
group together and told them he would be sharing a wagon since his
had burned down with all his belongings in it. He also had noticed
that Rick, Victor and Charlie were gone and so were three horses
and a box of cash that was hidden in the back of one of the wagons.
Jack wanted to go after them but he had too many people







































































































































cover.jpg
"“s'&. "”"'DOREEN

}"our FHistorical
Romgmees

o

THEODDS-AFTER
ACCIDENTS::





