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Chapter 1


 


The smartly dressed
young man sat alone staring at the name on the door. It was a bleak
room devoid of any pictures or ornaments that might at least
brighten it. For a meeting of this importance he wore the dress
uniform he had just bought for this occasion. General Winfield
Scott was one of the four leading generals of the Union army and as
he stared at Scott’s name on the door he wondered why he had been
called…whether it was good news or bad.

He had never been in
this position before but he felt sure that being called to the
office of one of the most important generals in the army was not
good news. The war still raged on far to the south when he had left
it and he was concerned why he was pulled off the battlefield to
attend to the needs of a general. He had been in the war for three
years now and as a Captain of a cavalry unit he felt that the best
use of his time would be at the front…not sitting in an
office in Washington.

He had come from
California, not necessarily to join the war but as an escape from
his life there. When the war started he enlisted and, having been
raised riding horses, he was taken directly into the mounted
Cavalry. Good horsemen were in short supply, especially horsemen
who could manage a rope or fire a gun at full gallop.

He knew where his duty
lie but he was fed up with all the killing and maiming of young men
that the war had brought to him, but he was a man who lived up to
his promises and when he took the oath to serve his country he
considered it a promise he had to keep.

No matter how much he
wracked his brain he could not come up with a reason why he should
be sitting here…and then suddenly the door opened and he was
beckoned in by a young man also in uniform.

A rather stout looking
man sat behind a big desk with an expression that did not give away
a hint as to what the meeting was about. He laid a file he had been
reading on the desk, stood up and after the usual salute came
around the large desk.

“Captain Trevelyan,
good of you to come.”

He held his hand out
which the Captain took, but as he shook the hand he couldn’t help
smiling at the fact that an order from a General was not something
that fell in the category of ‘good of you could come’.

“Yes sir.”

He wanted to add that
he was a little at a loss as to the visit but he knew that the best
way to deal with commanding officers was to keep his mouth shut and
only speak when he was asked a direct question. The General turned
and went back behind his desk and pointed to a big stuffed
chair.

“Have a seat son…I’m
sure you are wondering why you were called here today?”

The Captain sat down
and waited and as the General sat down he offered him a cigar from
a handmade box on his desk…another thing he learned about dealing
with superior officers was to never turn down a gift they
offered.

He held the cigar in
his hand waiting for further word, but now he was worrying…a
General doesn’t invite a young Captain into his office for a smoke
unless there was something very serious and likely dangerous
involved. The likelihood was that they needed someone to go behind
the enemy lines and gather information…he was sure a spy was what
they needed.

The General lit his
cigar and waited until the captain had the smoke curling up from
his.

“This damn war is a
perplexing thing and it is draining our resources, not only in
manpower and supplies but in actual money…money that is needed to
keep the country running. I understand that you, Captain Trevelyan,
are from California.”

The Captain nodded as
he waited for the axe to fall. The General needed him for something
and he knew now that something was probably dangerous…but he
waited, as was his custom, for the information to be
forthcoming.

“I have a file here
that tells me as much as the army knows about you…and please
correct me if there are any errors.”

He opened the file and
started reading.

“You are from the area
of Sacramento California…your father owned a ranch there and that
is where you learned how to ride so well…you are unmarried…and by
your record I can see that you are not lacking in courage.”

He nodded to all the
statements and he wanted to say ‘just get on with it’, but he sat
and waited.

“We are in desperate
need of money and there is plenty of gold in California that we
could use, but the last three times we tried to have it shipped
here it was intercepted by Reb forces. One shipment we tried by sea
was intercepted by what we are sure was a Reb ship. They took the
gold and sank our ship drowning most of the crew. The second and
third shipment we tried overland and both were met by a Reb
patrol…tell me Captain what would you say to that?”

Finally he was asked a
direct question that required a direct answer…but he waited a
moment thinking about his answer.

“Well sir, it would
seem to me that someone is leaking the information on when and
where the shipments are made.”

The General smiled for
the first time.

“Exactly! That is
exactly my thinking. I am also thinking what we need is a man who
could go to the area …a man such as yourself who belongs there, a
man who could move freely and not arouse any suspicions. It is not
as important that we find out who is tipping them off as it is that
we get a shipment of gold through.”

The Captain’s mind was
racing…he was preparing himself for a totally different kind of
mission…but California, why did it have to be California? He had
left California to escape his past and now he was being asked to
return and face that past. As he looked at the General he knew
there was no way he could turn him down or turn down a mission like
this for his country…he was trapped as he nodded his agreement.

The General went on to
explain the cover story he had conceived and waited for any
suggestions of improvements. It was going to be reported that he
was released from the army with a medical discharge and as a result
he would return to his home. He listened thinking that the General
probably had the help of his advisors in concocting the story, but
when the General told him that there was no one else to know of the
plan, because of his suspicion about the information being leaked,
he was impressed.

When the General
finished laying out his plan he explained that they would have only
one more meeting to finalize it so he sent his newest undercover
recruit away to think about what he would need to complete the
task.

Captain Benjamin
Trevelyan walked the streets for hours taking in the fragrance of
the blossoms that filled the trees and thinking how different it
was from the smell of cordite and gunpowder that he had just left.
As the evening approached he began wondering what his return to
California would bring. He spent the night in a small room over a
local pub not wanting to go outside or to talk to anyone…all he
wanted to do was think about the duty that lay ahead of him.

The next morning he
was back at the General’s office at the prescribed time, only this
time the General was much more cordial, and just as he was told the
meeting included only the two of them. When he was seated in the
same big stuffed chair the General offered him another cigar as
well as a drink of his private stock whiskey.

The General then
proceeded to lay out the rest of his plan, a plan that Captain
Benjamin Trevelyan thought was really not much of a plan.

“You will actually be
discharged from the army when your mission is completed
successfully and you will not be required to return…that will be
your reward for your service to your country…and me.”

The General let that
sink in and those were the words that were the most important to
him, he had already seen enough killing to do him for his lifetime
and now he was being given a way to escape the carnage of war. He
was thinking that if the mission was unsuccessful he would probably
be dead…and that would be his service to his country and the
General.

The rest of the
General’s plan was quite simple, or at least simple for him to
explain.

“No one must know that
you are working for me, there is only one other person who knows
about your mission and he has already been dispatched to
California. His name is Captain Bruno Arthur and by the time you
get there he will be in charge of the Armory in Sacramento…where
the gold is being kept. He will get the gold to you, but it will be
up to you to get it back here.”

He would be given
enough cash to get him to Sacramento and once there he was to get
the gold that was being held under guard of a few Union soldiers in
the Military Armory and get it back, undetected, a thousand miles
to the railhead in Cheyanne.

The General went on to
explain that the newly formed Northern Pacific Railway had forged
it’s way from Council Bluff as far as Cheyanne working toward a
intercontinental connection to the west coast …and he also
explained that it was part of the reason they needed the California
gold so badly.

He reiterated again,
to make it clear, that once he had the gold he was to arrange some
sort of method to get the shipment to the rail head at Cheyanne
where it would be met by Union troops for the final leg of the
trip.

As they sipped their
whisky he continued to fill Captain Trevelyan in on the fact that
the territory between Cheyanne and Sacramento was still a wild and
mostly unsettled. The Captain had been raised in the west and he
was quite familiar with the wildness of the areas of the mountains
but he sat and listened to his words of warning.

He was aware of the
fact that aside from the threat of Confederate troops there were
any number of gangs of outlaws that would be more than happy to
relieve him of the gold. The detail that a wayward group of
Confederate soldiers were roaming the countryside was testimony to
the General’s theory that the Rebs were hiding out in the mountains
waiting for information on the gold shipments and readying their
plan of attack.

The spy networks for
both sides were very active knowing that the gold from California
was critical to both sides but the information about how critical
was not public knowledge. Both governments were struggling
financially and the loss of the three previous shipments had put
the north in a deep hole.

Not only had the rogue
group of Confederate soldiers been able to intercept the shipments
but they were also somehow successful in getting the gold back
across the country to their own lines. This was something that he
was sure the General and his agents were working on and he was
hoping that his shipment would not turn out to be another one
lost.

He went on to explain
the shipments they lost had been guarded by a limited number of
soldiers and the taking of those shipments meant the loss of life
for most of the men guarding them.

This was the answer to
the obvious question of just having the army deliver the shipments,
so now he understood why the task was being given to him. The
General was hoping a single man without any army escort would not
attract the attention of anyone, and the Captain knew if the word
got out like it did with the other shipments that it would be like
putting himself out as a target.

His job was to get the
gold out undetected with no military guards but there was no
indication in the General’s plan as to how this was to be done. He
further explained that finances would be set up in the form of a
bank account in Sacramento under an assumed name, but that caution
must be taken not to reveal the purpose of his mission.

The Captain sat
quietly listening to the General’s outline of what he called his
plan but he realized that in reality there was no real plan for
shipping the gold and it would be all up to him to get it done when
he got there. It was going to be a battle between the Confederate
spy system watching the gold and himself.

Since there was to be
no more contact it meant that he would be working almost entirely
on his own and, although the General was putting a lot of trust and
faith in him, he was going to need some help so his only request
was that he be allowed to take his brother with him.

When he explained that
his brother was in the army with him the General balked at the idea
knowing that, because he too was in the army, it would mean
ordering up his file and a thorough review which could lead to
unnecessary speculation by sources outside his office.

When the Captain
explained that there was no file on his brother he found it hard to
believe, but the case was that there really was no file on him.
Paco Trevelyan was a Modoc Indian and the army was not taking
Indians at the time of his brother’s enlistment. The turnout of men
wanting to enlist was so great at the time that Paco fell through
the cracks as he went on with his brother Benjamin.

Paco was four years
old when he was rescued by Benjamin’s father, Corbin Trevelyan. The
Modoc had massacred a wagon train coming through the Sierras and
when the local settlers formed a militia to retaliate Corbin was
one of the first to sign up. When they came upon the Modoc village
the reprisal was swift and bloody with that blood being not only
the Modoc warriors but also the women and children.

Corbin had signed up
to ride against the Modoc men who committed the massacre but
killing women and children went against his grain. He grab the boy
from the arms of his dead mother just ahead of the men who were
going among the bodies finishing off any that were still alive.

He rode off ahead of
the others vowing that the terrified boy in his arms would not
succumb to that fate. The only thing he found out on the long ride
home was that his name was Paco, and that he was frightened. When
he arrived home with the exhausted boy asleep in his arms his wife
Maria took him and never let go, and he was raised with their two
other boys.

When they felt he was
old enough to decide for himself they sat him down and explained
the whole story giving him the opportunity to go back to the Modoc
people or to stay with them. So there would be no undue pressure
for his decision Ben and Trevor were not included in the meeting
but Maria sat quietly praying for the right answer As Corbin
explained it all to Paco and she saw the smile on his face when he
looked her way she had that answer

Through the years Paco
and Ben were inseparable and when Ben left California and his home
Paco was right beside him. He knew his brother was hurting and,
although he could not seem to ease his pain, he was there for him
at every turn.

At first the General
was reluctant to agree but after consideration he relented, knowing
that it might be better to have at least one person on his side in
the volatile climate of California. When the meeting was over the
General shook his hand, handed the Captain his phony release papers
and wished him good luck.

 


 


 


Chapter 2


 


The Rocky Mountains
were the first line of mountains they would encounter as they stood
creating a formidable fortress keeping everyone accept the hardiest
men out. The towering peaks had been somewhat conquered by the
early trappers who travelled on foot or by horseback but soon the
settlement of the lands beyond required a method of getting wagons
through.

Lewis and Clark has
led an expedition to find an acceptable route but they mainly
followed the river system and ended up further to the north with a
very difficult crossing of the Bitterroot Mountains. It was the fur
trading mountain men that first discovered the two passes further
south that became the door that opened the way through for the
thousands and thousands of settlers that followed.

It was the two long
gradual sloping passes that connected to form a way through that
became known as the South Pass. They crossed the Continental Divide
at its lowest point in a broad, mostly clear, saddle with a gradual
climb making it ideal for wagon travel, and the trail it opened
became known as the Immigrant trail. Most of the wagon trains were
headed for the Oregon Territory but when gold was discovered in
California this route became an even more used road.

The trip from Cheyanne
led them through the South Pass where they turned south and took
the Mormon trail which led to the Central Overland route and cut
almost three hundred miles of the original California Trail to the
North. Benjamin Trevelyan was a careful man, a man who studied
every inch of the country as he travelled through it and any way he
could save time meant less time he and the gold would be in
danger.

It had been this same
cautious care that had kept him alive in the fierce battles he had
just left and since this was going to be the route that he was
going to bring the gold he didn’t want any surprises…at least in
his travelling conditions. The two previous shipments had been
taken just on the eastern side of the first mountain range, the
Sierras which were further to the west, but he still wanted to know
about all the conditions past that point.

Crossing the desert
directly east from Salt Lake was a five hundred mile trip across
the Great Salt Lake Desert and it was a challenge that took the
lives of many of the travellers and their animals who were
unprepared for such a harsh and unforgiving country, but a new
route further south solved that problem.

Although it crossed
several small ranges it offered water at points along the way that
led them to the final pass across the last range of mountains, the
Sierra Nevada’s. The final crossing of those massive mountains was
brutal on the thousands of animals that had drawn wagons over to
their final destination. The approach from the east it was a steep
and treacherous climb which led to a long gradual approach to the
rolling hills of the Sacramento Valley.

It had been only
eighteen years earlier that the first covered wagons crossed
through this pass and at that time they had to lower their wagons
with ropes down a cliff that they named Emigrant Gap. A road had
since been constructed around that area but it was still the most
hazardous part of the Overland Emigrant Trail.

Ben was considering
the different options he had to transport the gold and even if he
could somehow get it out of Sacramento unseen, none of them looked
easy. The closer he got to California the more the problem of
moving the gold, and re-establishing himself in a situation that he
had fled from, worked on him.

Paco as usual knew his
brother was fighting a battle within himself so he rode quietly
beside him watching him make notes in his little book and saying
nothing. When they reached the summit of the pass, that was now
being called Donner Pass, Ben stopped and, even though it was early
in the day and there was still much more daylight for travelling,
he decided to make camp for the night.

There was still some
snow from the past winter beside the road along the shaded areas
and even on some of the peaks where it never left. Every winter
because of the Pacific storm pattern there was a high snowfall
average in this area and the pass was usually closed for a few
months in the dead of winter. It was already getting late and Ben
figured that he would soon have to get his gold shipment out in
order to be back across before the snow fell.

Not only was he under
the pressure of finding a way to transport the gold he also had the
approaching winter to worry about. Winter started later everywhere
else but the Sierras were different…it could start anytime up this
high and once it started it was not long until the pass was
closed.

As they sat in the
waning light Paco watched as his brother stared into the distance
toward the west, He was aware of the thoughts that were going
through his mind…because he had lived them as well and he also
wondered what their reception would be like.

The death of their
father was sudden and tragic, as it often was when men went to sea,
but that
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