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Authors’ Notes




The story of Buffalo Bill Cody is filled with
real history and mythical legends. It is, at times, hard to
separate the two. Buffalo Bill was featured in over two-thousand
dime novels and comic books. Some have said that he was the first
comic book superhero. He was also once the most famous man in the
world. It was hard to separate the real person from the myths. We
attempted to pull the biggest events from his life and place them
into a book of fiction. The nature of historical fiction is that we
add to the story from our own imaginations. Josh Brand does not
exist in history, but he most certainly does on these pages. His
time travels drop him into Buffalo Bill Cody’s life during
important events. We drew as much of the scenery and the action
from Bill’s or from witness accounts. It is written to give you,
the reader, insight into the birthplace (LeClaire, IA) and the life
of Buffalo Bill. The Buffalo Bill Museum in LeClaire, IA is real.
You can visit it and see the artifacts of Bill Cody’s life and many
of the people around him. You can see more of the museum and the
fantastic displays at buffalobillmuseumleclaire.com.


Chapter 1: Finding the Magic Amulet




“I’ve been hit,” groaned Joshua Brand as he
fell to the floor. He reached out to grasp his assailant. “You
villainous varmint. You’ll pay for this.” He gasped and fell
silent.

The villain came close and poked him. “Are
you okay, Josh? I didn’t really hurt you, did I?” She looked at her
gun. “These are only Nerf bullets, and they can’t hurt you. You’re
just playing dead, aren’t you?” Josh’s little sister, Lily,
pleaded.

He opened one eye and saw the horrified look
on her face, and smiled. “Just kidding, Lily. Wanna play again?” he
asked, but his mother interjected.

“Joshua, Lily and I are going shopping for
new shoes. Do you want to come?”

Josh put both hands to his throat and choked
out, “I’d rather not. Shopping chokes the life out of me.”

“Don’t be so dramatic. A simple no would have
been enough,” Mom said as she picked up her keys and purse. She
turned to Lily, who was putting her old shoes on. “Lily loves to
shop, don’t you, honey?”

“Uh-huh,” the little girl reported with a
quick series of head bobs.

“Your dad is home, Josh, but don’t bother
him. He has work to do. You can play your video games or watch a
movie. Just be quiet, okay?” Mom asked.

“No problem.” Joshua responded with a smile
that showed he was glad to get out of shopping.

He turned and headed toward the couch and
plopped down. He flipped through the channels, but as usual there
were a hundred channels and not one good thing to watch. Josh
grabbed his tablet and booted up a video game, but it dimmed and
faded halfway through the boot-up. He had forgotten to plug it into
the charger, and realized he had left the charger at his friend
Isaiah’s house.

His joy of being left alone to do whatever he
wanted was fading. He was bored. He even said it. “I’m bored,” came
out of his mouth.

Just then his dad looked around the corner.
“Bored, huh?” He paused as Josh looked his way. “Can I suggest
something?”

“Sure, Dad,” he answered.

“You could clean your room,” his dad said
with a smile.

“I promise to do it later. I was thinking of
getting out of the house for a while. Can I go down the block to
the Buffalo Bill Museum?” Josh had always liked looking at the
historical things inside. He had many fantasies of riding the range
with Buffalo Bill, Wild Bill Hickok, and all the other brave men
who’d tamed the west. He thought if he could have lived at that
time in history, he would never have been bored.

His dad agreed, and Josh set off for the
short walk down the street. The museum sat at the bottom of the
hill next to the Mississippi River, and he was there in just a few
minutes. As he walked up to the museum, he saw the big buffalo that
sat out front. He remembered that just the week before, when he
took his sister for a walk by the river, she had pretended she was
talking to the buffalo, to the picture of Buffalo Bill, and to an
Indian, somewhere in her imagination. The buffalo and she always
blew kisses to one another, and she said Buffalo Bill was so kind
and nice. She liked his eyes. It was the Indian, though, that
seemed to get most of her attention. The last time she’d talked to
him, he promised to give her, as she said it, an omelet. What in
the world they were talking about, Josh had no idea. Josh laughed
and hoped it was filled with good veggies, ham, and cheese. A
western omelet was his favorite.

As he walked by Mr. Buffalo, as Lily called
the metal animal statue, he thought he heard the sound of a kiss.
He spun around, but there was no one there, and the old buffalo
certainly hadn’t moved. He shook his head in disbelief. When Josh
reached the steps he heard a voice that said, “See you later.” The
voice startled him. Josh took a step backward and looked again at
the buffalo and the picture of William F. Cody, the man the museum
was named after. He thought, Maybe the pepperoni was bad on the
pizza I had for lunch.

Since Josh’s family had a family membership
to the museum, he visited often. The host or hostess at the desk
always said, “Back again, Joshua?” He always answered the same way,
“Yep.” Josh walked in, they exchanged their normal greetings, and
he walked down the ramp to the museum. He looked at the pictures of
the river pilots and wondered which one was George Tromley, Jr.
George was his favorite, since Josh actually lived in the house
that George had owned. On his front porch stood a wood carving of a
river pilot. It looked more like a cartoon than a real person, but
everyone still called it George as they walked by him into the
front door. He liked the river boats, but boats were Lily’s thing.
She loved the boats and the river. Josh loved the old west and the
lore of Buffalo Bill.

Josh walked through the displays. He wanted
to lift the glass and look at the old comic books, but he knew that
would get him in trouble, so he simply stared at them while
dreaming up what stories must be inside. There must be tales of
heroes and gunfights and riding hard across the western
territories. He imagined himself there. He imagined himself riding
the trails with Buffalo Bill, Wild Bill, and Texas Jack. After an
hour of seeing the same displays once again, he grew tired and sat
down to watch the video about Buffalo Bill. He knew it well enough
that he could repeat each word along with the narrator.

Sitting in the warm museum relaxed Josh. He
had been up late due to the sleepover at Isaiah’s house. His
eyelids grew heavy. He told himself that he would let one eye rest
while he watched the movie with the other. For Josh, that worked as
well as it would for any kid. Soon he could feel his head drop to
his chest, and he was sound asleep.

He had no idea how long he had been napping
when a voice jarred him awake. “Did you drop this, Joshua?” the
man’s voice said. Josh popped his eyes open.

“Huh? What’s that?” the boy said.

“I asked if you had dropped this Indian
amulet. It is a right pretty one. Seems my friend, Chief Iron Tail,
had the same one the last time I saw him,” the man behind Joshua
said.

“Huh?”

Josh knew the name of Iron Tail. He had been
a friend of Buffalo Bill. Joshua had actually seen pictures of
him.

“An Indian amulet, or did you say an omelet?”
Josh was afraid to turn around. He pinched himself to see if he was
asleep and let out a slight ouch. He was most certainly awake. The
man reached over the boy’s shoulder and dangled the amulet, which
was made from leather, beads, and a beautiful agate stone that
looked like an old west prairie with mountains, in front of Josh’s
face. It looked authentic, and the leather fringe hanging from the
man’s coat sleeve looked pretty authentic as well.

The boy slowly turned his head and body
toward the figure behind him. His mouth dropped open. He could not
believe his eyes. What he saw was impossible. What he saw either
had to be a ghost or a dream. He had already eliminated a dream, so
this had to be a ghost. He reached out, expecting his hand to pass
right through the image in front of him. Instead it was stopped by
a hard, solid body wearing a beautifully bead decorated leather
coat. He looked up. He saw the goatee on the man’s chin and the
long bushy mustache. Then he looked into the blue eyes of the
figure. There was no mistaking it.

“You’re Buffalo Bill. You’re the real Buffalo
Bill.”

“Why, yes I am, youngin’. I have been
watching you each time you come in, but you never hear me when I
speak. Your sister listened, and she talked, but you always walked
on by. Today though, we need to talk. I want to show you what my
real life was like,” Bill said as he tipped his hat back on his
head. “Come with me.” The old west pioneer reached his hand out to
Josh and pulled him to his feet. “Let me show you my life.”

Joshua stopped and said, “I can’t. I have to
be home for dinner.”

“We’ll be back in plenty of time,” Buffalo
Bill stated, and strolled up the ramp toward the entrance to the
museum. He motioned for the boy to follow, and he did. The two
turned right at the top and walked toward the archive room.

Josh had been in the archive room many times.
He had read a lot of the books on the shelves, and was familiar
with the musty smell of the old books. It was a small room, and
certainly not large enough for a wild-west adventure. Josh tried to
protest that it was the wrong way out of the building when the
cowboy swung open the door and walked through.

Josh stopped at the doorway. Where was the
archive room? It was gone, and in its place were the blue skies of
old LeClaire, Iowa. Gone was the paved parking lot. Gone was the
Blue Iguana. Gone were many of the buildings. He had a pang of fear
when he realized that even his house did not sit on the hill above
them. He had a worse feeling when he realized that Happy Joe’s no
longer existed. Did that mean that pizza no longer existed?

He took a step back into the hallway and
questioned whether he really wanted to make this journey. Was he
brave enough for the adventure that lay ahead? He wouldn’t know
unless he took that step through the door. Josh bit his lower lip.
Should he step into history?


Chapter 2: Life in Old LeClaire


As Josh stared into the afternoon sunlight
bathing the scene before him, he looked out to see, not the Buffalo
Bill from his museum encounter, but a young Bill Cody, known to all
around him as Will. Will motioned with his hand for Josh to follow.
Still unsure but filled with an adventurous spirit, he stepped into
the archive room—or rather, into history. He was struck by the
sounds of the Mississippi River flowing behind him, the paddles
splashing in the river from the skiffs that sailed closer to the
pier, and a voice that yelled, “Hey, Will, what brings you to
town?”

Young Will Cody reached up and grabbed Josh
by the shoulder as they walked down to the river to say hello to
the friendly man who was bent over while curling rope. A beautiful
young woman stood next to him, wiping the sweat from her brow with
her long dress sleeve. The man’s face was familiar to Josh. He had
seen it in the pictures in the museum, but couldn’t quite place it
yet.

“George and Katherine Tromley, I want you to
meet my friend, Joshua Brand,” Will Cody said as he pushed Josh
forward. Josh stared at the two. If he remembered right, this would
be George Junior’s parents, and George Junior was the river pilot
who had owned the house that Josh currently lived in. He stuck out
his hand.

“It is a thrill to meet you. I know all about
you since I live in your son’s house,” Josh said, then gulped. He
had made his first time-traveler mistake. He tried to recover.
“That came out wrong. I’m sorry. It is just that I never met a
river pilot before.” Oops, he’d done it again. At that time George
Sr. was a young man who had not yet attempted to push a load of
logs with a steam-driven boat.

George and Katherine looked at the boy
strangely. George spoke with his Canadian accent. “It is good to
meet you, Joshua Brand. Be careful of the company you keep. Little
Will is quite the adventurer, and may drag you into some wild and
dangerous situations.” George bent over to lay the coiled rope on
the ground.

Katherine, though, had heard Josh’s comment
about a son in her future. She grinned toward the boy and said,
“So, I will have a son, my little fortune-teller?”

“That came out all wrong, Mrs. Tromley,” Josh
stammered as his face grew red with embarrassment.

She laughed and poked George in the arm.
“Look, our little fortune-teller has grown embarrassed.” She
tousled Josh’s dark brown hair in an act of friendship and to show
that she was kidding him. Josh lowered his eyes and breathed out a
long gasp of relief. He had made his first time-traveler mistakes,
but it was overlooked.

Will Cody tugged at Josh’s shirtsleeve. For
the first time, Josh noticed that he was wearing the blousy shirt
and rough cloth pants of the period. The magic amulet—or omelet, as
Lily called it—had done more than transfer him into the past. It
had made him a living, breathing part of it.

“Where are you two boys headed for?” asked
Katherine.

“I want to show him the sights of our
bustling little town,” Will stated.

“We’ve been growing lately. All this loggin’
up north is putting LeClaire on the map. Loggin’ is the future of
this here town,” said George as he lifted his hat off his head and
wiped the sweat from his forehead with a bandanna. “Have fun boys,”
he said, then added, “And Will, stay out of my melon patch.” George
laughed and turned toward the river.

“Why did he say that?” Josh asked as he put
his hand on Will’s shoulder. Will turned around and looked at his
time-traveler friend, and grinned a devilish grin.

“Some of his melons are the sweetest and
juiciest in LeClaire. I sneak into the patch when no one’s around
and have a few for lunch. I been caught a few times, so everyone is
knowing I steal melons.” Will had turned to continue walking when
he rolled his head back over his shoulder and said to Josh, “I’m
mighty hungry for a melon, now that I talked about them. Wanna join
me in a nice tasty melon patch raid?”

“That is not a good thing to do. Mr. Tromley
plants those melons for his family’s use. I just can’t steal a
melon,” Josh said, rejecting Will’s idea.

“All right, I was just joshing you. Got
anything that you would like to see in our little town?”

“Could we walk through town? I want to see
what buildings I know. Some things look really different. Like that
water tower isn’t there anymore,” Josh told Will as he pointed to
the water tower behind a building. Josh knew the brick structure as
the Blue Iguana restaurant. “That is a Mexican food restaurant in
my day.”

“There aren’t many Mexicans this far north. I
don’t think they would be very welcome this close to the end of the
Mexican-American War. Old Rough and Ready Buchanan and Lieutenant
Ulysses S. Grant beat ‘em real bad,” Will said as he stared off
into the west. “I want to see that California Territory one of
these days now that it belongs to the United States. I don’t think
the Mexican people will ever want to come north after that.
Especially not enough for a small town to have a restaurant where
just they eat,” young Will Cody remarked.

“Will, a Mexican restaurant is a place they
make Mexican style foods like tacos and tortillas. Everybody eats
there. My grandmother takes me there often.” Josh corrected Will’s
false understanding of what a Mexican restaurant was, then added,
“And the food is great!”

Josh was shocked that he didn’t know anything
about the Mexican-American War. He had heard it mentioned once at
school, but knew nothing about it. He made a mental note to get
some books at the library to learn a little more American
history.

“I understand now,” Will nodded, and said.
“What else is different?”

“Right here,” Josh said as they walked
halfway down the street on the river side, “Is my favorite place.
It’s called Happy Joe’s. They have pizza, ice cream, and games. I’m
really good at the games.”

Will stared back at him, lost in thought. The
boy rubbed his chin next and said, “Josh, I know what ice cream is
and what games are, but I have never heard of pizza. Is that a
Mexican food, too?”

Josh smiled. He would have to get used to
explaining what it was like in the future, much like Will Cody
would have to explain a lot about his own time. “Let me explain how
pizza is made. You make bread dough, roll it flat in a circle, put
tomato sauce on it, and meats and cheese. After that, you cook it
in an oven. Pretty simple stuff and—”

Will stopped suddenly. The two had reached
the corner while they talked, and Josh thought he heard sounds
beneath the planks that ran like sidewalks over the dirty
street.

“Will, I don’t want to sound stupid, but I
think I hear something underground.”

***

Will put his finger to his lips to stop his
new friend from talking further. He took Josh by the arm and headed
him toward the river before he said another word. Once they were on
the edge of the Mississippi River, Will spoke in hushed tones. “The
Underground Railroad runs through LeClaire. They use the tunnels to
take the runaway slaves from the river to a house on the hill. From
that point they move further north to freedom.”

“In my day, we have train tracks on the
surface. They run about thirty yards from here. Why did they put
them underground?” Josh questioned.

Will grinned. He couldn’t believe that Josh
had not heard the stories of the Underground Railroad. Maybe the
future didn’t have good one room schoolhouses like they had in his
time. Not that Will liked school, but his sister and brother had
learned a lot about reading and writing. Will could manage his
letters, but reading wasn’t that important to him. He liked the
outdoors. He liked the river. He was interested in adventure.

Looking around to make sure no one could
overhear his conversation, Will talked softly, knowing the breeze
off the river often carried sounds further than anyone thought.
“Iowa is a free state. We don’t like slavery here. It is illegal.
It ain’t right that some people are not free to do what they want
with their lives. My father is against slavery.”

He looked around again to see if anyone was
in earshot of their conversation. “Slaves sometimes escape from
their plantations. The runaways walk at night with a guide from the
Underground Railroad, called a conductor. The conductor moves them
safely from one hide-out to another. The houses are called depots.
You see, they use all the words of the railroad, but there ain’t no
tracks.” Will slowly turned, so he was facing the hill that rose up
away from the river. Josh turned with him. “See that house up
yonder in those trees, with the quilt hanging on the
clothesline?”

“Yep, I do,” answered his time-traveling
friend.

“That’s our depot. The runaways come across
the river in a boat….” Will paused and turned back to the river.
Josh pivoted and turned with him. The breeze caught his thick, dark
hair and blew it into his eyes. He brushed it away from his face.
Will continued. “When they land, they enter a tunnel and make it
safely underground to the depot. No one ever sees them walking the
streets.”

“Why would that be bad if you are a
non-slavery state?” Josh asked.

“Because slave catchers can come to LeClaire
and grab the negroes. Worse, they beat and sometimes kill the
conductors and the homeowners where they find them. It is a bad
scene if they are discovered.” Will stopped talking.

***

“So the tunnel runs under that building and
up the hill to that house?” Josh said, then went quiet. The
building was the spot where the Pelos Coffee Shop stood in his
time. His grandfather knew Mr. Pelos. Josh didn’t. His sister,
Lily, knew Mr. Pelos as well, but she seemed to know everybody from
her daily walks with Grandfather through modern LeClaire. He
wondered if the tunnel still existed in his time period. If it did,
Josh wanted to see it. He turned again to Will and said, “Where do
they go from here?”

“The slaves coming from the west go into
Illinois, then on to Detroit and finally into British North
America. Others head for the free lands out west,” Will
answered.

“British North America is called Canada now,”
Josh reported. “How do the slaves know where to go and when to run?
It had to be a secret or they would get caught. How did they know
when a conductor was in their area?” Josh asked.

“Remember that quilt hanging on the
clothesline?” Will asked. Joshua nodded his head yes. “Well, the
quilts have secret codes in the designs. At least, that is what my
mother tells me. I suspect her quilting bee makes the quilts with
the secret codes. She can tell you more about it when you meet her
on another visit.”

Josh started to ask another question, but he
was cut off from saying anything else when two of Will’s friends
called his name from upriver. Will rotated his body and saw two
boys heading his way.

Will looked at Josh and said, “That’s Joe and
Albert Barnes. They go to the log cabin school with my brother,
Sam, and sister, Martha. They’re a little older, but the two are a
lot of fun. We did some skiff riding together, and with the rains
of the last few weeks, the river is running fast and high. I bet
they want to grab one and go for a ride.”

“Skiff riding? What’s that?” Josh asked as he
scratched his head. He wondered what kind of adventure his new
friend Will Cody was getting him into.

“Skiffs are flat bottomed boats. Bigger ones
carry our vegetables to New Orleans to sell, and the smaller ones
we use for crossing the river and fishing.” Will grinned.
“Sometimes we borrow one and go for a ride. If the river is flowing
fast, we could end up in Davenport before we know it.” Then Will
laughed. By the time he finished his story the two Barnes boys had
reached their spot by the river.

“The river looks fast today, Will. You
thinking what I’m thinking?” Joey Barnes asked as he pushed his
straw hat back on his head. Albert was standing with a large smile
on his face. The three were ready to do some skiff riding.

“Well, I was thinking that since my mother
had to go over to the Parkhurst house to help Mrs. Parkhurst care
for her husband, who has the grip, that Mr. Parkhurst won’t be
needing his skiff today,” Joey Barnes told the others with a
devious grin on his face. He motioned with his head for them to
follow him.

The four boys headed upriver to where the
Parkhurst skiff lay tied to a tree along the river. As Albert
untied the boat the other three pushed it toward the water’s
edge.

Josh spoke up. “Does Mr. Parkhurst allow you
to take his boat out on the river?”

Albert and Joey looked at Will with questions
written all over their faces. “Who’s the new kid, Will? He ain’t
going to tattle on us, is he?” Joey asked.

“This is Josh Brand. His family is just
passing through, and I offered to show him around LeClaire. He’s
all right. He just doesn’t know the great fun that skiff riding
is.” Will had told the truth. Josh was only passing through—their
time zone, that is.

“Then I guess it is our duty as citizens of
this fine town to show him a good time. Let’s go, boys,” Joe said
as he shoved the boat toward the river.

Will jumped in first with Josh right behind
him, then Albert. Joe pushed hard and the boat went fully into the
Mississippi River. He splashed through the shoreline waters and
dove into the skiff head first. The river’s quick current grabbed
the boat and moved them downriver.

***

The boys paddled to the middle, enjoying the
rough ride of the swollen river. Will splashed water back at the
others with his paddle. The cool, wet spray felt good on the hot
summer day. Albert splashed back with his paddle. Soon all four
were soaked to the bone, laughing and hollering. For the next
several minutes they were all having a great time.

None had noticed that the boat was moving
quickly and turning in circles. Before long they had drifted far
from the shores of either Illinois or Iowa. Joe noticed that the
skiff was out of control and headed for a log that was
free-floating in front of them. The skiff, the boys, and the large
log collided as Albert and Will tried to push away with their
paddles. The boat was moving too fast, and the collision snapped
the two paddles in half. The four were now drifting and spinning in
the raging river current toward the rapids. They had no way of
steering or paddling back to safety.

“You know, this ain’t good,” Will deduced.
His face had lost all the joy of the summer day fun, and was filled
with the possibilities of how this adventure gone bad could get
even worse.

Albert screamed for help. Joey hid his eyes.
Josh sat with real fear clouding his face, but Will’s eyes were
spinning and looking for a way out. He finally saw it. Along the
Illinois shoreline, an old man was running to his canoe. He pushed
off with a powerful shove and was in the canoe and in the water in
a few seconds. The man’s strong arms slid the
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