
Micco - A Seminole Indian Boy 

By Roger Vernam 

Micco was a Seminole Indian boy. He lived on an island in the 
Everglades of Florida. All around the island were miles and miles of 
swamps. 

Micco never saw a mountain and would not have felt at home 
anywhere else but in the Everglades. 

In some places the water was very shallow. These shallows 
were often filled with sawgrass. This is a tall, strong grass with 
sharp edges like the teeth of a saw. Where the sawgrass grew, it 
looked as though there was dry ground underneath. But Micco knew 
that if he stepped into it, he would sink into water and mud. 

In other places the water formed deep lakes. In the deep spots 
Micco’s father could paddle his canoe. In the shallow water, he 
pushed it ahead with a pole. His canoe was a dugout. He made it 
from the trunk of a cypress tree. The cypress is a tall tree, that grows 
on the islands of the Everglades. The wood is very hard.  

After he had cut down the tree trunk, Micco’s father chopped a 
little hollow along the top. Then he built fires in the hollow. When 
the fires had burned out, he scraped away the charred wood. So he 
burned the hollow larger and larger, until his canoe was finished. 
When Micco was only four, he began to help his father and mother 
with their work. He did not go to school, but his parents and 
grandparents taught him everything that a Seminole should know. 

He learned to carry water from a spring to the wigwam where 
he lived. At first his mother gave him a little gourd to use as a pail. 
As he grew taller and stronger, she gave him larger ones, so he 
could carry more water at a time.  

Micco’s father was a great hunter. There was always plenty of 
meat in the wigwam. There were other good things to eat, also. Wild 
fruits and nuts grew on the islands of the Everglades. When Micco 
wanted an orange, his father picked one from a tree. 



Micco’s mother had a nice garden. In it she raised corn and 
sweet potatoes. She ground the corn into meal. From the meal she 
made bread. In the back of the garden was a patch of sugar cane. His 
mother sometimes gave him a slice of sugar to suck. It tasted as 
good as your lollipops do.  

Did you ever see a squash vine growing up a tree? There was a 
climbing squash in Micco’s garden. It crept right up among the 
branches. The squashes looked as though they were growing on the 
tree, instead of on a vine. 

When Micco’s mother wanted to cook a squash, Micco’s father 
picked up his bow and arrow. He shot the arrow straight through the 
stem of one of the squashes. The squash fell with a loud “Plop!” 
Then Micco ran to pick it up. The squashes often broke when they 
touched the ground. Then Micco’s mother did not even have to cut 
them open. 

Micco’s home was a wigwam. It looked a good deal like the 
summer houses you sometimes see in gardens. It had a framework 
of poles. The floor was not placed on the ground. It was high 
enough for a dog or baby to walk under and was made by fastening 
a floor of split poles to the framework and covering it with mats of 
woven reeds and grasses.  

The sides of the wigwam were covered with deerskins to keep 
out the rain. During hot weather these were rolled up from the 
bottom like awnings. The roof was made of leaves which were tied 
to the framework and held fast at the top by heavy poles. They were 
very large leaves from the palmetto tree. Palm leaf fans are made 
from these leaves. They made a cool roof for the wigwam. The hot 
rays of the sun could not get through them. The heavy rains ran right 
off this roof, to. So Micco’s home was cool and dry, no matter how 
hot or how wet the weather might be.  

All over the island tall trees grew. Some of them had veils of 
gray moss hanging from the branches. These were live oaks. When 



Micco climbed into a live oak tree, he was hidden by the moss from 
anyone who was standing on the ground.  

The Everglades were full of interesting things. Some of them 
were lovely to see. Some of them were dangerous. 

His father showed him alligators and water snakes when they 
were going through the swamps in their dugout canoe.  

The alligators looked like rough logs lying on the water. But 
when they opened their great jaws, Micco could see rows of strong, 
sharp teeth. He knew he must learn to defend himself against 
alligators, when he was old enough to be a hunter. 

There were many wonderful things to see, in this Everglade 
country. Beautiful birds of all colors. Micco liked to watch the white 
herons scooping up little fish in their big bills. He knew they were 
getting food for the hungry little herons, which were waiting in mud 
nests in the trees. The loveliest birds of all were the pink 
flamingoes, which stood on one leg in the swamps.  

Often Micco heard wild turkeys “gobbling” in the trees. He 
learned to “gobble” too. Sometimes the turkeys thought he was 
another turkey, calling to them. Then they called back to him. 

Micco was never lonely, even when he went into the woods 
alone. He liked to watch the birds and animals and insects. 
Sometimes he made friends with them. He knew he must learn all 
about these woodland creatures, to become a good hunter in the 
Seminole tribe. 
 

“What pretty birds,” Micco thinks 

As he sees them flying high. 

Their feathers are a dainty pink 

Against the blue, blue sky. 

“I’d like to jump on one’s back 

and float right thru the air 

I know it would be lots of fun, 

But---guess I wouldn’t dare.” 



 

WEEK FIVE: HISTORICAL FICTION 
 

MATERIALS NEEDED: Paper and pencils 

Readings: Micco - A Seminole Indian Boy 
 

 

What is historical fiction? How is it different from general fiction? 
How is it different from non-fiction? If the students are having 
trouble telling the difference, read the story first and then discuss 
these differences. 

 

Terms of the week 

Historical Fiction: First, have the students try to brainstorm what 
this term means. Then, provide them with the standard definition. 
Ask them to come up with a few examples, and provide a few 
yourself if they are having trouble. 

Historical Fiction: A story that is set in the past, usually with a 
setting and characters that are drawn from real history. 

 

Sample Discussion Questions (you do not have to do all of these!) 

1. Do you think Micco was a real Seminole Indian boy? Why or 
why not? 

2. What makes this story historical fiction and not non-fiction? 
3. What did you learn about the way Seminole Indians live that 

you didn’t know before? 
4. Write: Make a list of plants and animals that you could find in 

the Everglades. Compare that to the plants and animals that 
you could find in Connecticut. Are the lists similar or 
different? Why? 

 

Interactive Activity! 
 

 

Write a short historical fiction story about what it would have been 
like to live in your town in the past using your character. Pretend 



there are no cars, no cell phones, no computers, etc. What would 
your town have looked like? What would someone your age have 
done for fun? Be sure to include a historical figure - they can live in 
your town, or travel through your town, etc. 

 

At the end of the session, collect all of the students’ notes and put 
them in your group’s folder in the Main Office for next week. 
 



Training for the Presidency 

By Orison Swett Matden 
 

    "I meant to take good care of your book, Mr. Crawford,'' said the boy, 
"but I've damaged it a good deal without intending to, and now I want to 
make it right with you. What shall I do to make it good?'' 
    "Why, what happened to it, Abe?'' asked the rich farmer, as he took 
the copy of Weems's "Life of Washington'' which he had lent young 
Lincoln, and looked at the stained leaves and warped binding. "It looks 
as if it had been out through all last night's storm. How came you to 
forget, and leave it out to soak?'' 
    "It was this way, Mr. Crawford,'' replied Abe. "I sat up late to read it, 
and when I went to bed, I put it away carefully in my bookcase, as I call 
it, a little opening between two logs in the wall of our cabin. I dreamed 
about General Washington all night. When I woke up I took it out to 
read a page or two before I did the chores, and you can't imagine how I 
felt when I found it in this shape. It seems that the mud-daubing had got 
out of the weather side of that crack, and the rain must have dripped on 
it three or four hours before I took it out. I'm sorry, Mr. Crawford, and 
want to fix it up with you, if you can tell me how, for I have not got 
money to pay for it.'' 
    "Well,'' said Mr. Crawford, "come and shuck corn three days, and the 
book 's yours.'' 
    Had Mr. Crawford told young Abraham Lincoln that he had fallen 
heir to a fortune the boy could hardly have felt more elated. Shuck corn 
only three days, and earn the book that told all about his greatest hero! 

    "I don't intend to shuck corn, split rails, and the like always,'' he told 
Mrs. Crawford, after he had read the volume. "I'm going to fit myself for 
a profession.'' 
    "Why, what do you want to be, now?'' asked Mrs. Crawford in 
surprise. 
    "Oh, I'll be President!'' said Abe with a smile. 
    "You'd make a pretty President with all your tricks and jokes, now, 
wouldn't you?'' said the farmer's wife. 
    "Oh, I'll study and get ready,'' replied the boy, "and then maybe the 



chance will come.'' 
 
 
 
 

George Washington and the Cherry Tree 

As told by Mason Locke Weems 
 

    When George was about six years old, he was made the wealthy 
master of a hatchet of which, like most little boys, he was extremely 
fond. He went about chopping everything that came his way. One day, 
as he wandered about the garden amusing himself by hacking his 
mother’s pea sticks, he found a beautiful, young English cherry tree, of 
which his father was most proud. He tried the edge of his hatchet on the 
trunk of the tree and barked it so that it died. 
    Some time after this, his father discovered what had happened to his 
favorite tree. He came into the house in great anger, and demanded to 
know who the mischievous person was who had cut away the bark. 
Nobody could tell him anything about it. Just then George, with his little 
hatchet, came into the room. “George,” said his father, “do you know 
who has killed my beautiful little cherry tree yonder in the garden? I 
would not have taken five guineas for it!” 

    This was a hard question to answer, and for a moment George was 
staggered by it, but quickly recovering himself he cried: “I cannot tell a 
lie, father, you know I cannot tell a lie! I did cut it with my little 
hatchet.” The anger died out of his father’s face, and taking the boy 
tenderly in his arms, he said: “My son, that you should not be afraid to 
tell the truth is more to me than a thousand trees! Yes – though they 
were blossomed with silver and had leaves of the purest gold!” 
 

 

 

 

 
 
 



 

WEEK FIVE: HISTORICAL FICTION 
 

MATERIALS NEEDED: Paper and pencils 

Readings: Training for the Presidency, George Washington and the 
Cherry Tree 

 
 

What is historical fiction? How is it different from general fiction? 
How is it different from non-fiction? If the students are having 
trouble telling the difference, read the story first and then discuss 
these differences. 

 

Terms of the week 

Narrative: First, have the students try to brainstorm what this term 
means. Then, provide them with the standard definition. Ask them 
to come up with a few examples, and provide a few yourself if they 
are having trouble. 

Narrative: a story that presents connected events that may be 
organized into various categories (ex: fiction, non-fiction, etc) 

 

Sample Discussion Questions (you do not have to do all of these!) 

1. Historical fiction contains some parts of the truth. Which parts 
of the Abe Lincoln story do you think are true? Which parts do 
you think aren’t true? 

2. What makes these stories historical fiction and not non-fiction? 
3. The word “barked” in the first paragraph of the George 

Washington story most nearly means: a) chopped, b) kicked, 
c) pulled, d) grabbed 

4. Write: In what light does the author portray George 
Washington? Use contextual clues for the story.  

5. Discuss: Make two separate lists of facts you can find in each 
story. Which story has more facts? Does this make you feel 
differently about the stories? Why or why not? 



 

Interactive Activity! 
 

 

Write a short historical fiction narrative about your character 
meeting a president or another historical figure. Try using a person 
you’ve learned about in class. Be sure to include 3 facts! Then, read 
your story aloud, and see if your classmates can figure out which 
parts of the story are true, and which parts are not! 

 

At the end of the session, collect all of the students’ notes and put 
them in your group’s folder in the Main Office for next week. 
 



Lonesome Valley 

By Margaret Shauers 

"Lonesome Valley! They sure named this place right," Deborah 
complained while she spooned oatmeal into her baby brother's mouth. 
"It's been two months since we left the wagon train to find our own 
homestead. We haven't seen anyone except ourselves since we bought 
flour and lard at the trading post that same day." 

Mother finished braiding eight-year old Melissa's hair and turned 
toward Deborah. "We must be thankful that we have each other," she 
said. "Remember Mr. Jones from the train? He was settling even further 
down the valley. And he is all alone." 

Deborah shuddered at the thought. She wiped the baby's face, then 
went to spoon out her own oatmeal. Indeed, she did know that her family 
was lucky. They had brought lumber with them in an extra wagon. 
Unlike most of the settlers on the treeless plains of Western Kansas, they 
did not have to live in a mud hut for the first years. Father had built a 
snug, if very small, cabin. They also had all of the dried meat and 
vegetables she and mother had spent months preparing before they left 
Illinois. Their milk cow and six of the ten chickens they started with had 
stayed alive on the long, jolting wagon trip across the plains. 

"It still gets lonesome, doesn't it, Melissa?" she said. Four years 
younger than Deborah, eight-year-old Melissa could be tiresome. But at 
least she was another young person to talk and sometimes play with. 

"I miss my friend Lydia, but it's fun here, too," Melissa said. 
"Today I will take Baby Daniel outside for a picnic while you and 
mother wash clothes. Maybe we'll find wild berries like we did last 
week. I love berries and cream." 

"You look like you like cream," Deborah said, smiling down at her 
chubby sister. 

"Father said Mr. Jones might be coming through here almost any 
day now," Melissa reminded her. "He said he'd go to the trading post one 
day before winter sets in." 

The day passed as usual. Deborah and Mother did the family 
laundry out along the creek bed, using one of the fat white bars of lye 



soap Grandmother had sent with them from home. In the afternoon 
Deborah turned the thin strips of deer meat Father had staked out on a 
high platform to keep it safe from wild animals while it dried. This 
"jerk," Deborah knew, would taste wonderful when boiled up in stews 
during the long winter when the snow was too deep for Father to hunt. 

"Look!" Melissa cried late in the day. "Someone is coming across 
the prairie. See the dust flying around what must be a wagon? Do you 
think it can be Mr. Jones?" 

"He would come from the other direction," Deborah said, suddenly 
feeling excited. "It must be someone new! Father said other settlers 
might arrive before winter." 

"It is very close to winter," Mother said with a frown. "How will 
they get even a sod hut built in time? It takes weeks to bust the earth for 
the mud bricks people use." 

Slowly the wagon drew closer to the homestead. But finally, they could 
see people on the wide wagon seat. 

"A father and a mother," Melissa said. "See, she has a poke bonnet 
just like Mother's. And I think she's holding a baby." 

As they drew closer, Deborah cried, "Look! Behind the wagon, 
herding their cow. It's a boy and a girl. Melissa, they look just about our 
ages." 

At last the wagon pulled across the grass and stopped beside the 
creek. Deborah and Melissa ran down the slope to meet them. 

"Hello, hello," Deborah cried. "The water here is good and safe to 
drink." Then, shyly she smiled at the boy and the girl. She'd been right. 
The girl looked close to her own age. The boy was just Melissa's size. 

"I'm Deborah," she said. "This is Melissa." 

"We're Samantha and Gerald Brown," the girl responded. She 
looked shy, too, but happy. "I am so glad to see someone our ages," she 
said. "Everyone on our train was old, and we haven't seen anyone else 
since the trading post where we left the trail." 

"We will be just a mile down the road," Mr. Brown was telling 
Deborah's mother. "We had problems with the wagon so we are very 
late. It looks like we'll have to dig a cave into a hillside to shelter in this 
first winter." 



"My husband's scything prairie grass for the cow and our plow 
horses to eat this winter," Mother told him. "Off across the prairie there. 
He'll be home soon for supper. You must stay and eat with us, of course. 
I'm sure John will want to help you get your family safe before the 
coming cold." 

Deborah looked away from her new friends in time to see Mother 
approaching Mrs. Brown. 

"Why," she realized, seeing the joy in her mother's face, "She's 
been just as lonesome as I have! How happy she is to find a new friend." 

She turned then to her own new friends. "Come along," she said. 
"We brought a croquet set with us in the extra wagon. There is plenty of 
time to have a game before we eat." Then she ran, smiling, all the way to 
the house. Suddenly Lonesome Valley wasn't nearly so lonesome. Soon, 
she thought, there would be new families of friends all across the prairie. 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

WEEK FIVE: HISTORICAL FICTION 
 

MATERIALS NEEDED: Paper and pencils 

Readings: Lonesome Valley 
 

 

What is historical fiction? How is it different from general fiction? 
How is it different from non-fiction? If the students are having 
trouble telling the difference, read the story first and then discuss 
these differences. 

 

Terms of the week 

Setting: First, have the students try to brainstorm what this term 
means. Then, provide them with the standard definition. Ask them 
to come up with a few examples, and provide a few yourself if they 
are having trouble. 

Setting: In historical fiction, it is the historical moment in time 
and geographical setting in which the story takes place. 

 

Sample Discussion Questions (you do not have to do all of these!) 

1. What do you think the setting of this story is? Underline key 
words in the text that describe the setting. 

2. Discuss: What makes this story historical fiction and not non-
fiction? 

3. Write: Why do you think the characters in the story moved to 
Lonesome Valley? Write your thoughts in a short paragraph. 

4. Describe what you think Lonesome Valley is like based on the 
story. How would you feel if your family moved there? 

 

Interactive Activity! 
 

 

Each student should secretly pick a historic time and place, and then 
write a short story about their character in that setting. They can use 
examples of history from their classrooms for inspiration! Make 



sure they make at least 3 references to the historical period in which 
the story takes place. When they’re done, have each child read their 
story aloud, and see if the group can guess the setting in which their 
story takes place! 

 

At the end of the session, collect all of the students’ notes and put 
them in your group’s folder in the Main Office for next week. 

 



James and the Time Machine 

By Ninja Spider 

James was bored. His parents had gone out to lunch and he was all 
alone in the house. With nothing to do, James was yawning his head off. 
Suddenly he had a brainwave. 

“I’ll sneak up to the attic and use the time machine to have a 
splendiferous adventure,” he thought. 

James sped up to the attic. This was actually his uncle’s workshop. 
There were lots of machines there, but the time machine was only one 
that actually worked. James had experienced many hair raising and spine 
tingling adventures in the time machine. 

“Where should I go today?” he wondered. He grabbed a large 
encyclopedia from his uncle’s overloaded and dusty bookshelf and 
pressed the shiny red button on the time machine. 

The sparkling glass doors slid open. James hopped inside and 
toppled over onto the chair. The heavy book hit a button. The machine 
whirred to life and James found himself strapped tightly to his seat. 

The time machine spun on the spot and traveled back in time at the 
speed of light. It stopped suddenly with such force that the doors slid 
open and James stumbled onto the ground, still clutching the book. 
Before he knew where he was, two hefty men had grabbed him by the 
arms and dragged him into a building. 

James looked around. He was in a large hall. There were paintings 
and carvings on the walls. James recognized the carved symbols. They 
were hieroglyphics. There was a huge raised platform on the far end. 

On the platform was a magnificent throne with a man sitting on it. 
He was wearing a splendid jeweled headdress and no shirt. He also wore 
a large gold necklace and lots of bangles and amulets on his arms. Two 
servants on either side of him were fanning him with large feathers. 

The Pharaoh was staring at a map drawn crudely on a papyrus 
sheet. 

‘Egyptians!’ gasped James. ‘And that’s the Pharaoh!’ 

‘WHO ARE YOU?’ the Pharaoh boomed. ‘Who are you to disturb 
the great Pharaoh Khufu at a worrying time like this?’ 



‘My name is James,’ he said boldly. ‘I have come to help you with 
--er-- whatever is worrying you.’ 

‘Ah! The Assyrians have declared war against us!’ cried the 
pharaoh. He burst into tears, sobbing into his hands. The court priests, 
slaves, scribes and advisers all fell to the floor and sobbed too. 

‘Oh, I can help you with that!’ replied James cheerfully. 
James loved anything to do with history. He collected pictures, 

information and fun facts and kept them stored in his head. Because he 
was from the future, he already knew about the Great War between the 
Egyptians and the Assyrians, and how the Egyptian armies had defeated 
the invaders. He opened his encyclopaedia and went up to the king. On 
the page was a map of the battlefield, and the text was all about the war. 

‘The Assyrians are the most powerful warriors ever,’ said James. 
‘I know that!’ snapped the pharaoh. 
‘And it is almost impossible to defeat them’ continued James 

patiently. ‘But there is something I can tell you that they don’t know.’ 
James read the paragraph and went on. ‘There is a deep ditch over… 
Here!’ He pointed it out in the book and then drew it on the Pharaoh’s 
map. ‘No one can cross it. But on our side near the edge are hills. If your 
men can climb them, they can shoot arrows at the Assyrians and it will 
be very difficult for them to fight back. Easy!’ 

Pharaoh Khufu looked as if an electric bolt had hit him. Then, he 
leaned over and hugged the surprised boy. 

‘Fetch the best royal garments that I have!’ commanded the king to 
his servants. They scattered off, and within a minute came back with a 
glorious headdress, a white sarong, bangles and a pure gold necklace. 
They started to dress James in these fine garments. 

‘Thanks!’ he shouted hoarsely. ‘I have to go now, or I will be late 
for my dinner.’ 

‘You’re not going anywhere!’ yelled the king, angrily. ‘You are 
needed here. You shall be my chief adviser.  When I am dead, you will 
be mummified with me and placed in a royal tomb. Grab him!’ 

One of the servants dropped the overly large feather and grabbed 
him by the arms. James struggled and kicked but it was no use. The man 
was too strong. Still clutching his gifts, he bit his captor. He let go with a 



yell and sucked his bleeding finger. James ran wildly into the time 
machine and slammed the ‘GO HOME’ button with his elbow. The 
machine gave a jerk and in a flash, James was back in the old attic. He 
looked down at the garments. 

“Gosh, I hope mother doesn’t ask me about my blue jeans and T-
shirt. And I have left uncle’s book behind, too. Well, at least I will win 
next year’s fancy dress competition,’ he chuckled, looking down at all 
the finery. “What an adventure!” 
 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

WEEK FIVE: HISTORICAL FICTION 
 

MATERIALS NEEDED: Paper and pencils 

Readings: James and the Time Machine 
 

 

What is historical fiction? How is it different from general fiction? 
How is it different from non-fiction? If the students are having 
trouble telling the difference, read the story first and then discuss 
these differences. 

 

Term of the week 

Pseudonym: First, have the students try to brainstorm what this term 
means. Then, provide them with the standard definition. Ask them 
to come up with a few examples, and provide a few yourself if they 
are having trouble. 

Pseudonym: A fictitious name, especially one used by an 
author. 

 

Sample Discussion Questions (you do not have to do all of these!) 

1. Did you notice the name of the author? Do you think this is 
his/her real name? 

2. What makes this story historical fiction and not non-fiction? 
3. Do you think the Egyptians would have won the war without 

James’ help? Why or why not? 
4. Write: Make a list of pseudonyms that you might use as an 

author. Samuel Clemens’ pseudonym was Mark Twain, so the 
names you pick don’t have to be as silly as Ninja Spider! 
Include some reasons why you picked the names you did. 

 

Interactive Activity! 
 

 

Write a short story about your character’s time-traveling adventure! 
Pick a historical setting, and be sure to make 3 references to your 



story’s time and place. Sign the story with your new pseudonym - 
you can even pick one for your character, too! 

 

At the end of the session, collect all of the students’ notes and put 
them in your group’s folder in the Main Office for next week. 
 
 
 


