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Doctor Samuel Claybourne had upset his
wife for the final time. He was headed out, to once again, be the
guide of thousands of pioneers who were trying to reach their
dreams. He’d made the Oregon Trail many times over, always being a
guide for those who would take on the biggest adventure of their
lives.

Burying hundreds of men, women and
children along the way, it was a catch twenty-two for the
missionary. His heart wrenched from pain with every one that he
laid to rest; but his duty was to help those get through the two
thousand mile journey.

“I don’t see why you have to
always be the one to deliver those foolish people.”

His wife was pleading with him to
retire from his duties, hoping to spend out her final days
alongside her husband.

“Rose, I think you should
wash out your mouth with soap. If you recall, we were one of those
foolish people once.”

“Yes we were, but we also
buried half our train, didn’t we?”

“We did. However, when will
you realize that there are those who have the same dreams we did,
my dear? In addition, if I can help a few families save their
lives, then I’m going.”

With that said, it was
decided.

 


 


He arrived in Independence, Missouri
with his horse and a saddlebag. There, he would wait for all the
wagons to pour in from all over the United States. They would
refresh themselves, stock up on their supplies and prepare the
wagons for a rugged journey of over two thousand miles. He might as
well of been a Captain, leading his army to war, because once they
hit the trail, that’s what it was.

However, his love for God and those who
believe needed him; he wasn’t letting them down.

He pulled into Independence with high
hopes of finding a good team to lead. He had made the trip with
every kind of man you could come across. It was his hope that he
would guide people with more common sense than book knowledge; and
the doctor planned to meet up with the Wagon Master, Charles Piles.
Together, they would lead a crazed bunch of dreamers along the
course of dry, flat plains and then through the most rugged
mountains imaginable.

Arriving in plenty of time, he chose to
enter the supply store and check out what they’d have to offer his
companions. Rummaging through piles of weathered clothing, he
wondered why everything he was seeing was so worn. He approached
the caretaker of the store and demanded to see the clothing they
should be offering.

“May I ask where the fresh
new clothes can be found? I have nearly three hundred people on my
train alone that will need new items, not these worn pieces of
garbage. Where did you get such rough attire...off the
dead?”

“As a matter of fact, we
don’t believe in waste. These clothes have sentimental value and
will provide many people with what they don’t have.”

“Are you telling me that
these clothes came from the dead?”

“Yes, they did.”

“How in God’s name did you
manage that?”

“Many people that die along
the trails have perfectly good clothes, so why should we waste
them?”

“So, someone rides along and
strips these people of their clothes?”

“It’s not as bad as it
sounds. We have people that ride up and down the trails and I
assure you that they are able to get the clothing before any foul
odors fall upon them. They collect them, and then they bury the
dead, respectively.”

“That’s bull. I ride these
trails all year round, so why do I come across so many bodies that
are lying out, exposed to the elements and the wild
animals?”

“Sir, who do you think you
are?”

“I’m Doctor Samuel
Claybourne, a missionary guide for these people. We bury the dead,
so the animals won’t dig them up. Looks to me like you have people
that must dig them up and take their clothes, in order to save
yourselves some money.”

“Well, I’d suggest that you
focus in on what’s truly important. Get them through the trail
however you can.”

She walked away with her nose in the
air, leaving him standing gasp. Throwing down a pair of trousers
that wouldn’t last but a couple days on the trail, he followed
her.

“I’d like to see your new
items. Is there some reason you are saving them?”

“Sir, we have people that
have paid their prices for such items. If you’d like new clothes,
then I’d suggest arranging that before you get here.”

That was her final answer and he just
shook his head, wondering what the world was coming to. He walked
back over, picked items up, and began dusting them off, trying to
make them more presentable to his coming train.

Finally, waiting in a chair on the
front porch of the store, he noticed a young woman, riding up on a
lone horse. Waiting to see a man following her close by, he never
did show up. Out of curiosity, he got up from his chair and
approached her.

“How do you do, ma’am. What
brings you here today?”

“I’m making my way out to
Oregon, probably just like you.”

“Your husband must be proud
to have a woman so brave and dedicated to travel alongside of
him.”

“Husband? I don’t have a
husband.” She turned away from him and walked towards the
store.

“You’re making this trail
alone?”

“Why, yes,” she told him,
stopping mid-step. “Is there something wrong with that? Are women
not allowed to travel without a husband on this train?”

“Why, no. I just figured
that a pretty girl like you would have a husband. I
apologize.”

“Pretty girls can offer much
more than their looks. I’ll have you know that I am good on a horse
and have worked hours in the grueling sun.”

“I’m sure you have. I’m very
glad to meet you.”

Holding out his hand to try to make
amends, he said “I’m Doctor Samuel Claybourne. I’ll be your trail
guide and provide you with God’s word along the way.”

Reaching out her hand, she shook it
reluctantly.

“Well, I ‘m Suzanna Stockton
and I come from Elem Grove, here in Missouri.”

“Very glad to meet such a
fine young woman, Suzanna.”

“I’m sure.”

She walked away, leaving him standing
in the dusty street and feeling like a fool.

 


 


Entering the store, she wondered what
the horrible smell was as she held her hand over her mouth.
Watching her reaction, he quickly followed her inside. He strolled
around, taking note of what she might be needing. Every item she
picked up, she quickly put them back down. She marched over to the
counter, demanding to know why the clothes stunk.

About the time she was to be eaten
alive by the woman behind the counter, Claybourne ran to her side.
Knowing that she wasn’t going to get anywhere with the woman, he
touched her arm gently and ushered her out of the store.

“Suzanna, I have already
inquired about the rough clothing and she claims this is all they
have. Nevertheless, if we go down the road a ways, I do know of
another supply store and I’m sure they’ll have more to fit your
needs.

“I can take you there, if
you like.”

“Thank you for the
information, but I can get there alone. Where may I find that
store?”

“Yes, ma’am. It’s about a
half mile down the road. Can’t miss it.”

He tipped his hat, realizing that she
was going to be one of his favorite people on the trail. She
thanked him, headed back out and jumped atop her horse. It wasn’t
long, probably a couple hours, and she came back with her saddlebag
stuffed with proper attire.

When the rest of the train came
rolling, Claybourne put word out about the other store, and it
wasn’t long until the store that offered dead people’s clothes,
stood empty. Claybourne had served his people well.

 


 


It wasn’t too far for his people to
travel on down the road and empty out the supplies store, making
them fierce competition. They also had plenty of space for the
train to camp, while they waited for the grass to grow along the
Oregon Trail. This would allow enough fresh green grass to provide
for their stock. It would only take a few weeks for the land to be
covered with enough grass to start their trail and then they could
share fellowship, re-supply and enjoy their time together, getting
to know one another.

During that time, he was able to
reconnect with Suzanna on better terms.

 


 


Charles Piles and Claybourne had
already started a good friendship by the time it was time to shove
off. This laid the ground for getting along and compromising on any
decisions they’d have to make.

Children were drawn to Claybourne
because he offered stability and joy.

He was always thinking of ways to keep
the young children occupied and prepared them with the strength and
faith they would need. He knew though, that he was looking into the
tiny faces, of which many wouldn’t even make it past the
plains.

He informed the train that they’d be
heading through the Great Plains and Platte River. Speaking with
each group, he explained to them the dangers involved along the
plains and crossing the Platte.

Then, one by one, the wagons got in
line, ready to begin their journey. Thousands of trains would be
making their way out to Oregon, or somewhere between and under him
would be at least a dozen wagon trains for this trip.

Heading out in front was the Wagon
Master Piles. He’d be leading, while Claybourne would ride up and
down the train, checking in on each wagon along the way. The wagons
were filled with families, sometimes having as many as six or seven
children on board.

Just because they were entering the
plains, it didn’t mean it would be easy sailing. In face the first
part of the trip, from the Missouri river to Fort Laramie, they
would face many difficulties, with disease and illness always
showing its arrival.

Traveling through the plains, they had
been informed that they would bring all their wagons into a huge
circle when they retired for the night. One child hollered out at
Claybourne that he knew why.

“Why’s that,
son?”

“That’s so the Indians can’t
steal our horses, oxen and cattle.”

“Well that could possibly be
one reason. However, mainly it’s so the animals won’t be wandering
off. You really don’t see many encounters with Indians out here,
not like you’ve evidently been told. Did you know that most of the
time, it’s the Indians that help us out along the
trails?”

“They help us out?
How?”

“Well, they trade with us.
We can gain lots of ground with some of the things they trade. They
also have helped us out with people getting sick and they apply
their own remedies. They have helped many people get back on track
too, if they’ve wandered off the trail.”

“Wow, I sure hope I get to
come across some like that.”

Laughing at the young child, Claybourne
rode along, visiting with wagons filled with children, telling them
stories about how Indians had helped them on many trips. He thought
it was important to relieve the tiny children of their fears and
let them get some real history lessons while they
traveled.

 


 


They traveled for a good six hours when
they started out. Claybourne warned them that as the days went by,
they would be traveling for longer periods, but he was willing to
let them ease into it at first.

The first night, they found a good spot
to pull over and they all brought their wagons up closer, in a
circle. They enjoyed doing some chores, cutting wood for campfires,
and feeding and checking the stock. Then they all settled in for a
good supper around the lit fires, telling stories and getting
acquainted.

During this time, Claybourne was able
to visit with Suzanna Stockton. She had managed to purchase a small
wagon and a team of oxen. Riding along alone, she had done very
well, keeping up.

In addition, she had gotten to know
several of the other women, finding herself new friends. As she sat
next to a few children, Claybourne went up to her and took Plies
with him, wanting to introduce the two. He wasn’t sure why, but he
knew deep down that the two should meet.

The evening went well and the next
morning, they headed out again, this time they traveled further,
just like Claybourne had told them. This went on for about a week
and then they were growing closer to the Platte.

Here, they would have to prepare to
cross, and here, they would lose a few oxen and companions. As many
of them built boards under their wagons, raising them up on
pallets, they were too comfortable, because it made them feel
invincible.

This, he had warned them about, telling
them that anything could go wrong. One family didn’t heed his
warning and they allowed their tiny children to sit up front. As
they were crossing, two of their small children fell overboard, and
by the time people could get to them, they had been carried away by
the current. This was their first encounter with loss.

Staying long enough to allow the
parents to mourn, everyone ran to their side. Before they could get
every wagon across, they had lost two oxen and an older woman; a
grandmother who was traveling along with her son and daughter in
law. She had stood up and when she did, she leaned to the right,
falling in the swift current.

It was a horrible experience for all,
and they found out quickly how fast they could lose a loved
one.

 


 


Following their crossing, they carried
on until they found a place to pull over. There, they planned to
stay a few days so they could care for their animals and get their
washing done. This is when they experienced their first bout with
cholera.

Suzanna was a blessing to a family in
particular when their child came down sick. Several people had come
down sick and a doctor along the trail made the announcement of
cholera.

However, it wasn’t the only sickness
that struck and Suzanna was very good
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