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Chapter 1
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Eastern Europe was going through a period
of upheaval, territorial wars, and religious conflicts that were
draining the coffers of all the countries. Holland was just at the
end of a ‘golden age’ of economic wealth, and now it was being
brought down by intrusions at its borders.

The Dutch East India Company dominated the
‘spice market’ for the past hundred years, but now the British and
other countries were seriously cutting into their trade so the
captains were driving their ships to the maximum, and that meant
driving the men hard as well.

To defend the country from those constant intrusions required a
lot of money and that money was coming out of the pockets of what
they referred to as the peasantry. The rich somehow managed to stay
rich while the peasant people, the farmers, boat builders, and the
workers bore the brunt of the heavy taxes.

Thousands of people were boarding the
boats destined for the ‘new world’ and the promise of a new start
to life with no conflict. At first, they were mostly Germans, but the deterioration
of the lifestyle of the Dutch started affecting the future of the
young Dutchmen and more and more of them were leaving as
well.

Lars Youngblood saw the wanderlust
in his son Maarten's
eyes and he knew the boy had to answer it. In Maarten’s case, he
knew nothing of the new world. All he knew was he had to see more
of the world than just the Youngblood dairy, and he longed for the
adventure and excitement that stories of the world offered
him.

He went down to the dock and walked on the first ship he saw.
The 
‘Gulden Zeepaert’ was an old ship that was small compared to its
counterparts, and for that reason, there were not
many who wanted to work on her, so he jumped at the chance with
little regard for the one-year contract he had to sign.

His first
three months aboard The Golden Seahorse were hard ones. Not only
did he have to learn a new way of life, but he had to fight the
rough seas on the small ship that rocked like its namesake, a
seahorse. There was no adventure or excitement, only long hours of
hard work, and three months later, when they put in at Dakar, it
was the first time his feet felt solid ground since they
sailed.

His hope for
adventure and excitement did not materialize here either, as the
captain warned the crew not to venture far from the ship because he
knew the inhabitants would kill a man for the shirt he wore. It was
a strange land to him and he took as much in as he could from his
position on the dock next to the ship.

The next stop
was at The Spice Islands in the West Indies, where they usually
managed to get loaded with a rich load of the spices or exotic
textiles that the Islands offered…but this time a British warship
turned them away. They sailed around and when they finally landed
at a small island to replenish their supplies, Maarten finally got
some of the adventures he longed for.

Natives that
were friendly inhabited it and, after some negotiation, they got
the supplies they needed, and since the Golden Seahorse was
commissioned to expand the territory of the Dutch West Indies
holding, they set sail again.

Australia, a
place they called New Holland, had been discovered almost a hundred
years earlier, and they felt they needed a revisit to survey the
situation. By the time they reached its rugged shores, Maarten was
tired of sea life. It was not the hard work that bothered him, but
the monotony of the constant view of only the vast oceans.

His view of
New Holland, although a pleasant break from the ocean, was less
than hospitable. Their presence noticeably perturbed a race of
aboriginals, who were not outright hostile, but lined the shore,
convincing the captain not to launch any boats to survey the
situation.

Their next
destination was Suriname in the Caribbean, where the Dutch once had
many colonies, but their hold on trade in that area was also being
heavily challenged by the French, Spanish, and British. After
the Second
Anglo-Dutch War the treaty of Breda gave the Dutch Suriname,
and it gave the British New Amsterdam, which they promptly renamed
New York.

It was while
they were loading sugar cane in Suriname that Maarten’s one-year
contract expired, leaving him free to travel wherever he wanted. As
warm and inviting Suriname was, there was little other than the
climate to keep him there.

When he heard
talk of the Americas, his interest was piqued and the next ship
that he signed on was headed for ports in the Americas…and this
time he didn’t sign any papers that locked him in. He had a vision
of what it would be like, but when he set foot on the shore of the
American colonies, it surpassed even that vision.

He soon
learned of the new colony of Pennsylvania and the large number of
Germans who were settling there. He had only a smattering of
English and the chance of communicating with people in the Germanic
language drew him there.

The skills he
mastered at sea were of little use to him on land, so he fell back
on something he knew well. So when he arrived at Otto Muller’s
small dairy operation, he was welcomed and given a chance at doing
the job he did know.

It felt good
not only being on land but also being back in the friendly
surrounding of a dairy. Dairy cows had to be milked every day and
being a dairyman meant that he had to be ready at all times for
milking, but it was a pleasant change from the continual rocking of
the deck beneath his feet so he fell easily back into his old
trade.

It answered
Otto’s dilemma of finding anyone who would dedicate their life to
that, so when Maarten came along, he was happy to have a worker
that he didn’t have to train and one he could depend on.

Otto’s
daughter Frieda also liked the new helper, and they were soon
married and raising a family and, as their children grew, they too
helped with the growing dairy. Otto now had some time to pursue a
lifelong passion for cheese making. Although cheese was popular in
other parts of the world, the lack of production in the colonies
kept its popularity stymied and Otto was determined to change
that.

When Otto
died, he willed his dairy to Frieda and Maarten and it became The
Youngblood Dairy, and now the burden of continuing Otto’s work fell
on Maarten and his family. Keeping milk fresh was always a
challenge and although their daily deliveries to Philadelphia paid
most of their bills, it was the starting of Otto’s cheese that was
the saving grace of the dairy.

As the demand
for Youngblood cheese grew, the need for more milk increased the
size of the dairy and also forced changes in cheese production.
Using Dutch ingenuity, they developed a windmill that would turn
large paddles that stirred the cheese in bigger vats, allowing an
increase in production.

In time,
Maarten’s oldest son, Kyler, and his son, Michael, continued making
the Youngblood Cheese and by the time Maarten handed the reins to
Michael, they had markets up and down the coast as far away north
as Boston and South to Richmond.

Michael was
the first of the Youngbloods on the dairy to venture so far afield,
and his amiable personality endeared him wherever he went, and when
he brought home a bride, Frieda and Maarten were delighted. He
continued expanding the business, and when his second son was born,
his wife Constance insisted that they break the tradition of giving
the Youngblood children Dutch names and she called him Cletus after
her father.

Cletus grew
into the dairy routine like the rest of the children, but he
aspired for more. He was an avid reader and when he read he dreamed
about the places in the books, but when he read the Journal of the
Lewis and Clark Expedition, it became more than just a dream…it
became an obsession.

He had read
about men going to the western wilderness but paid little attention
until he read the Journal. William saw the look in his eyes and,
after hearing the story of his grandfather’s wandering ways, he had
hopes that his son would get the wanderlust out of his system and
come back to the tradition that ran through the blood of the
Youngblood family.

Hearing about the far west mountains
ignited a flame within Cletus that would not be extinguished until
he answered the call to the west. He was twenty years old when his family bade
goodbye and he rode off carrying only a little money he had saved
and a Hawken Rifle that his father gave him.

As he traveled further from the settled
areas, he found the country was just as wild as he had imagined and he lavished
on it. Sleeping under the stars and seeing animals and things he
had only read about exhilarated him, and when he saw the mountains
in the distance, he could hardly wait to be there.

There was still a lot of riding ahead of
him until he reached the foot of the massive mountains. As he
neared them, he spotted the first man he had seen since he hit the
vast plains, and they approached each other cautiously. The man was
dressed in deerskin clothes and sported a long, bushy beard and
disheveled hair, and when he was close enough, he cautiously hailed
to Cletus.

“Names Jerome Walcott, and I be
friendly…you headin’ for the rendezvous?”

Cletus waited until the man was beside
him.

“I’m Cletus Youngblood, out of
Pennsylvania, and I’m not sure what you mean about the
rendezvous.”

Jerome smiled with his tobacco-stained teeth
showing through his bushy beard.

“Ah, it’s a pilgrim I have…well don’t worry
ol’ son, there ain’t no rightly way o’ ‘splaining the rendezvous so
if you tag along with me you can see for yoursef’.”

As they rode along the foot of the
mountains, Cletus let Jerome do
most of the talking, but his eyes were constantly glued on the
towering mountains. He listened carefully as Jerome told him about
the ten years he had been trapping the mountains, along with many
others who had become called ‘Mountain Men’.

These were the men he was about to meet
and when they finally reached the rendezvous, it was the most
amazing thing that he had ever seen. All of Jerome’s telling of it
came nowhere close to describing it.

There was an enormous field full of makeshift tents, with
men dressed like Jerome everywhere, and along one side of the field
was a row of wagons, with merchants offering trade goods in
exchange for furs.

About every third wagon sold whiskey, and
they had no shortage of customers. Some were dancing with each
other while others were showing off their shooting talents, and
almost all were drinking…but their underlying mission was the
trading of their furs.

As they rode through the throng of people, he saw that there
were also Indians mixed among the men. He had not encountered any
of the plains Indians on his long journey and it surprised him to
see them here celebrating with the others.

He assumed that they were there under some
friendly agreement and Jerome confirmed that these were friendly
Indians who had come to rely on the conveniences that the white man
had to offer and to the traders their furs were just as good as any
of the others.

As he walked along the line of wagons, he began to understand
the purpose of the rendezvous. This is where the trappers traded or
sold their furs, but it was much more. After being in the mountains
from early spring until late fall, it was a place where they could
have some contact with their own kind.

Many of these men had not seen another
white man or even an Indian since the last rendezvous. It was a
lonely life if a man let it, but for most of these men, it was
their way of existence, and that impressed Cletus.

His ride to the mountains was to fill the
obsession he had of just
seeing them and riding among them, but now he saw a new purpose as
he watched the men walking around this field. These were fur
trappers, and this is the place where they came once a year to sell
their furs, meet with others of their kind, and blow off
steam.

He stayed close to Jerome for the first
few days, but he listened and learned as much as he could from
these men, particularly about trapping for beaver. When he decided
that this was going to be the life for him, he set about getting
some traps, but Jerome intervened and saved him money from having
to buy them new.

He found a man who was giving up and going
back east and soon
Cletus had the necessary equipment, but not the knowledge that he
would need. It was the end of the season and most of the men would
soon be traveling to their wintering places, something Cletus had
not even considered.

Being from Pennsylvania where they had some generous snowfalls
but fairly decent temperatures, he was not aware of the harsh cold
winters along the front of the mountains, so when Jerome offered to
share his place, Cletus jumped at the chance. He would have a warm
place to stay and a chance to get the knowledge he would need to be
a successful trapper.

Jerome’s place was little more than
a hovel, but he soon
settled into the routine of hunting for their daily food and
gathering wood to keep them warm at night. The long evenings were
spent listening to Jerome’s tales of adventure, but mostly about
his expertise at trapping beaver.

Jerome telling him how to do it was one thing, but actually doing
it was going to be the test, so when it came time to head back into
the mountains, Jerome offered to show him how and where to set his
traps. Cletus had no idea how unusual it was for a trapper to share
his favorite spots, but Jerome found something he liked in this
‘Pilgrim’, as he called him, and after two months he was sad to see
him set out on his own. His final wave to Jerome was a bittersweet
one. He was glad to be going on his own, but somehow he would miss
the nightly stories the old man told.

Being alone in a wild country like this would have driven most
men insane, but Cletus thrived on it. His first venture was to
build some kind of shelter to protect him from the sudden storms
that raged through the mountains. He built it just big enough to
provide him shelter and not be easily seen by any passing
Indians.

According to Jerome, the Indians in the
mountains were fairly tolerant of the few white men they met, but
that information was tempered with a warning that, in his words,
they could be ‘notional’. He explained that the mountains were
frequented by several tribes and that they were not always friendly
with each other, let alone any white man they strayed
across.

He explained as much as he could about the
Ute, Shoshone, Cheyenne, Crow, and Blackfoot which were some of the
ones he was most likely to run across. It seemed that the Ute,
Shoshone, and Cheyenne were somewhat friendly to most of the white
men, but the Crow and the Blackfoot were very territorial and
therefore apt to be unfriendly.

Jerome described the dress and the look of
each of the tribes as best he could, and Cletus kept that information in the back of
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