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Author's Note
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'Brave' is a title which I hope conveys both the bravery of the main characters, as they triumph over their respective demons, and the bravery of the Comanche, from whom I have drawn much inspiration for this and other stories.

A young man, living on the streets is knocked down by a car; the driver, a rich and influential businessman, moves the young man from the hospital to his home to care for him.

Thus begins Archie’s journey.

Kindest regards,

Alp Mortal
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Synopsis
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A destitute and uneducated young man living on the streets is knocked down by a car. The driver, Joseph, a wealthy and influential businessman, takes the young man into his home to better care for him. Thus begins Archie’s journey of self-discovery. Joseph employs a nurse, Nathan, to provide the care and a teacher, Anthony, to help the young man to learn how to read and write. Joseph’s personal assistant, Jacob, completes the cast of this story.

Archie and Nathan fall in love. For Archie, love is a both a word and a feeling which he has never known before.

However, what appears to be charity and compassion on the part of Joseph begins to take on an altogether different complexion and suddenly Archie and Nathan are in danger. Jacob tips them off to the threat and helps them to escape from Joseph’s house. Seeking refuge in the Comanche grasslands, Archie and Nathan meet Gus, an old Comanche warrior, who gives them sanctuary. Learning to ride and exploring the landscape of love is all-consuming, except for the nagging, burning question which was never answered; why had they needed to flee from Joseph and Anthony?

A puzzle, given to Archie by Jacob, once solved, leads them to a hoped for rendezvous with Jacob where the threat becomes both real and deadly. Joseph’s true motives for helping Archie are eventually revealed and all are thrown into mortal danger.

‘Brave’ is a metaphysical journey which borrows from the Comanche creation myth. The title 'Brave' was chosen to convey both the bravery of the main characters as they triumph over their respective demons and the bravery of the Comanche from whom I have drawn much inspiration, both for this and other stories.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Broken
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By

Alp Mortal
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Chapter One – At least I got a private room
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I broke my leg, badly. The first break was near the top and the second just about halfway between the knee and the hip. It was pinned inside and it meant having to stay in traction for six weeks. It wasn’t my fault, this guy lost control of his car on the ice and he really didn’t stand a chance. I wasn’t looking and he hit me. The edge of the bonnet broke my leg just above the knee and the second break occurred as I was thrown over the car and I hit the edge of the kerb as I landed. The rest of my injuries were minor cuts and bruises; they said I was lucky not to have suffered severe head injuries.

Well, the thing is, I don’t have anyone or any place, so when I got to the hospital, there wasn’t any one to call and then they started to treat me differently because I hadn’t washed or eaten in so many days and I couldn’t answer any of their questions because I didn’t understand them. In the end, I just screamed and someone sedated me. When I woke up, I was in this room; everything was white and smelled of bleach. I had a white gown on and do you know, for a second, I thought I was in Heaven. And I would have thought I was in Heaven if I hadn’t been attached to the traction machine and my leg hadn’t hurt like Hell.

No one came; I think they’d forgotten about me. Two days they left me just lying in that room. Then he came, the driver, and all Hell broke loose because he found me. The shouting started and the fussing and the cleaning up and the food and the drink but in the end he said, “Move him to the house.”

He had directed this to a smartly dressed man who was neither young nor old; he looked severe and I was afraid of him. For some reason, I was moved to the man’s house; a large house with a beautiful garden and installed in a room with a window overlooking the garden. The traction machine came too and there was a nurse who tended me all day. At night, she left and I felt very sleepy.

One night, I think she forgot the sleeping pill in my concoction of drugs and I wasn’t sleepy after she’d left. I lay and listened to the noises of the house and I could hear music. Very late, the door opened and the man who had been driving the car came in. He looked startled when he saw that I was awake.

“Hello,” I said.

“Hello,” he said softly.

“I can’t sleep.”

“Usually when I stop by, you are fast asleep.”

“Why am I here?”

“We can look after you better here.”

“What’s your name?”

“Joseph; what’s yours?”

“Can’t remember.”

“The doctor says that you didn’t hit your head so we are puzzled that you seem unable to remember anything.”

“I remember lots of things; it’s just that some things aren’t important enough to remember.”

“Your name is very important.”

“Only if you use it.”

“How long have you been living on the streets?”

“A long time; since I was a child.”

He looked at me for a long time without speaking and then he asked, “Do you need anything?”

“It hurts.”

“Where?”

“Where the pin goes through; the weight pulls on it and it gets sore around the edge.”

“What does the nurse do?”

“She puts some cream around it and then it hurts less.”

“Where is the cream?”

“In that drawer; the blue and white tube not the red and white tube; that’s toothpaste.”

He laughed as he fetched the cream.

“Shall I put some on?”

“I don’t know. She could get upset, I said, ‘let me do it’ and she said, ‘no, you have to be a nurse to do it’ ...”

“I’m confident she won’t mind if I do it.”

“Okay; be careful.”

“I will.”

He folded down the sheet to expose my legs. I was naked ‘cos it made it easier for bathing and changing the dressings, a gown just got in the way.

“Oh,” he said a little surprised.

“I don’t wear the gown. It gets in the way all the time and I get so hot.”

“I understand ... I should put on some gloves.”

“In the second drawer.”

He pulled on a pair of sterile gloves and very, very carefully applied a little of the cream to the pin site which got sore the most.

“Thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

“Will you tell her that you did it and it wasn’t me?”

“I don’t think she’d believe it was you; you can’t reach the drawers.”

“I guess; still, best if you say.”

“Okay I will ... did you ever go to school?”

“No, I don’t think so.”

“Do you know how old you are?”

“No.”

“Okay, enough questions; but you need a name; you could choose one.”

“I only know yours.”

“What if I bring a book of names and we choose one together?”

“Could we do that?”

“Yes, we can.”

“Okay ... when?”

“Tomorrow, just before lunch and we’ll have lunch together.”

“Do you smoke?”

“Yes; I shouldn’t but I do.”

“Could we have one now? The nurse says it’s not allowed but I really need one; she doesn’t smoke so she doesn’t know how bad it can get.”

He reached in his jacket pocket and brought forth a beautiful cigarette case which he opened, and he offered me one.

“Thank you.”

He took one too and he lit his and then he held out the lighter, a gold one, to light mine. I sucked and felt the warm, dry smoke fill my lungs.

“Better?” he asked, smiling.

“Like you can’t believe.”

We sat in silence for a few minutes then he asked, “How do you survive?”

“I’m good at finding things.”

He smiled to himself.

“When you are out of the traction machine, you can sit in the garden when it’s not too cold ... or in the conservatory.”

“What do you do?” I asked because clearly he was very wealthy.

“I buy and sell shares.”

I must have looked blank.

“Like you, I’m good at finding things; things some people don’t want and then I sell them to other people who want them.”

I felt better for knowing that because it meant we had a sort of connection.

“Do you have a family?” I asked.

“Not really; I was an orphan and made my own way in the world.”

That was astounding to me, that he should have been able to get so much from having nothing. Clearly it meant he was very good at finding the things that people wanted.

“Who is the other man?”

“Jacob; he manages things for me when I don’t have time or if I’m away.”

“Are you going away soon?”

“No; in the Spring I shall take a holiday in the South of France.”

I must have looked blank again.

“It’s a different place, a long way from here ... there’s a beach. I could show you in the atlas.”

Too many words I didn’t understand and it was tiring to have to think so much.

“I’m feeling sleepy now.”

“I’ll say goodnight and tomorrow we’ll have lunch and I’ll show you the name book.”

“Okay,” I said, “please tell the nurse I didn’t touch the cream and you smoked in here; she’ll be suspicious.”

“I will, don’t worry.”

He kissed me on the forehead; I don’t know why. He smelled of something nice; least it wasn’t bleach.

“Goodnight,” he said but I was already drifting off.
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Chapter Two – In roads
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The following day at noon, Joseph returned and the other man, Jacob, wheeled in a trolley upon which was our lunch. The nurse left. She’d been in a foul mood all morning and I think Joseph must have said something to her. She was sullen and quiet and didn’t answer me when I spoke. Jacob left us to it.

“It smells good.”

“An omelette.”

I didn’t say anything and I tried to look less blank. We ate and chatted about the nurse.

“I told her that I had put the cream on and I said you were allowed to smoke in here if you wished.”

“She was angry with me.”

“I don’t think so; angry with herself. She’d forgotten to give you the pill that helps you to sleep.”

“I don’t always need it and I don’t always want to fall asleep as soon as she’s gone,” I said.

“Then you should say that you don’t want it.”

I must have looked frightened at that.

“I think we need to change a few things ... to make you more comfortable.”

I reflected on that. Didn’t you just get what you got?

“Did you bring the book?”

“Yes, I did. I’ll read a few out and if you like the sound of one, then we’ll write it down and when we have a list of the ones that you like, we’ll pick one of those ... So, Abraham, Alexander, Archibald ...”

“I like that one.”

He wrote it down and we continued this process for about fifteen minutes and there were four names on the list; ‘Archibald’, ‘Charles’, ‘Drake’ and ‘Edward’.

“We’ll do some more tomorrow. I brought the atlas so you can see where we are and where the South of France is ...”

He opened the big heavy atlas and found a page, placing the book on the tray that fitted over the bed, so that it didn’t touch my leg. He pointed out the tiny dot which he said was our home, his home.

“Serville; that is the name of this place ...”

I looked into his eyes, mine were full of wonder.

“Perhaps I’ll bring the globe so you can see the whole world as it is. It’s hard to see the world when it’s flat like this ... would you like a coffee and a cigarette?”

“Yes, please.”

He poured a small cup of the strong, rich, bitter fluid and handed it to me.

“May I have some sugar please?”

He dropped a cube in the cup and lit a cigarette for me, handing it to me, he said, “The doctor will come soon to check on you ... is there anything else you want?”

His voice was like the coffee but not bitter and not overly sweet, certainly rich and dark.

“A piece of paper and a pencil.”

“Oh; do you want to write something?”

“Draw something,” I said because I didn’t know how to write.

“I’ll ask Jacob to bring some up.”

I must have looked a little uneasy.

“He’s very kind; he doesn’t smile very much I agree.”

I smiled because it was as if he could read my thoughts.

“I need to do some work but I’ll see you later after the nurse has gone home.”

“Okay.”

He kissed me on the forehead again.

“Don’t worry about Jacob or the nurse; everything will be fine.”

He left and about half an hour later, Jacob came in with a pad of paper and a handful of pencils. He placed them on the tray.

“Thank you.”

“If you need anything, please ask.”

It was the first time I had heard his voice and it was deep and woody.

“The nurse has not been back and I need to relieve myself but she took the bottle away this morning and didn’t bring it back.”

“I’ll find her ...”

He left and ten minutes later he returned with the bottle.

“Here,” he handed it to me.

“Where is she?”

“She left.”

“I didn’t mean to get her into trouble ... Joseph put the cream on and he offered me a cigarette and I took all the pills but she forgot and-”

“Shush,” he said very softly.

The tears were running down my face by now. They always do when I panic or get very upset.

“Use the bottle and I will empty it and bring it back.”

He turned and headed to the window so that he didn’t see as I relieved myself.

“Finished!”

He came back and took it from me, leaving, but returning in less than five minutes, placing the empty bottle within reach.

“Do you need to use the bed pan?”

“Not yet,” I said, “but at this time she usually cleans the pin sites and puts the cream on.”

“I can do that if you tell me where the things are.”

I told him where to find the gloves and the sterile swabs and the fluid which stung and the cream which helped to ease the pain. He sat on the edge of the bed and cleaned each site. He was gentler than she had been and eventually I unclenched my teeth and relaxed but I was sweating and the drops stood out on my forehead.

“What are you going to draw?” he asked as he finished up.

“I never know until I start; whatever comes into my head.”

He bathed my face and said, “Tomorrow there will be a new nurse, so for the rest of today, I will tend to you and if you press that button I will come.”

“Thank you.”

I dozed for an hour because it was exhausting trying to understand everything he said and what it meant and I was still worried about the nurse and even feared she might return to seek revenge on me. When I woke, I drank some water and smoked a cigarette before placing a sheet of the paper in front of me and then I just turned my eyes inward to see the picture which I would draw. I draw without seeing my hand grasp the pencil or watch as the lines appear on the paper. I draw with my eyes turned inward. Often I close them if the light outside is too bright. It takes barely ten minutes for the picture to be finished and I feel much better when it is done. The image recedes and I’m left with the inky blackness.

I had an urge to empty my bowel but I was a little afraid of asking Jacob to help me but I didn’t want to mess myself, it causes so much more work, so I pressed the bell.

Five minutes later, Jacob appeared.

“I need to use the bed pan; I’m sorry ...”

“Don’t apologise; how does it work best?”

“If I hoist myself up, slip it under me and when I’m done, I’ll hoist myself up again but you’ll have to wipe me because I need both hands to lift myself.”

He said nothing and just got the pan and the packet of wet wipes that were kept with it. I reached up and grabbed hold of the strap and lifted myself up. It wasn’t that I was heavy but the movement put pressure on several pin sites and made me gasp.

“Slip it under now,” I said with a degree of urgency.

I lowered myself so that my buttocks were on the rim of the pan.

“It may take a few minutes,” I said.

He sat and saw the picture on the tray.

“You drew this?” he asked with mild surprise.

“Yes,” I replied.

“May I show Joseph?”

“Of course you may.”

My bowels emptied and the sound and smell were always pretty overpowering and acutely embarrassing.

I just turned red.

“Finished?” he asked.

“Yes,” I said as I hoisted myself up again so he could remove the pan. He did and placed it on the floor out of the way and then he wiped me, placing the soiled wipes in a paper bag.

“All done,” he said and I lowered myself again and he left with the mess. He came back with the emptied bed pan.

“Thank you,” I said.

“Press the button if you need anything.”

He left with the picture to show Joseph and the thought of seeing him later and seeing the globe were very comforting. The nurse had turned the TV off at the plug so I couldn’t switch it on with the remote but I didn’t feel like calling Jacob back so I just lay and watched the shadows move across the room. I guess it was six or thereabouts when Joseph came in.

“Hello,” he said, smiling.

“Hello,” I replied. “Did she leave because of me?”

“No, not at all. She left because she didn’t want to look after you anymore ... at least look after you how I see things.”

“The cigarettes and the cream and the pill ...”

“A new nurse is coming tomorrow with the doctor who is coming to check up on you. Jacob will bring dinner along shortly but I wanted to talk to you about the picture.”

“Did you like it?”

“Yes, it is very interesting.”

“Keep it if you like it.”

“Thank you; did you want to see the globe?”

“Yes, very much.”

He went outside and brought in a huge globe that sat on a heavy wooden frame which had wheels. He pushed it over so I could see it more clearly.”

“What is it exactly?” I asked.

“A picture, if you like, of the Earth. Imagine you could see the Earth from very high up, like from Space; it would look a little like this ...”

“It’s round.”

“That’s right, well, very nearly, like all of the planets in the Solar System.”

“All the ...” and I must have been frowning.

“Planets, the huge lumps of rock like the Earth that orbit around the Sun.”

“Like the moon.”

“Yes; Earth has a moon and the other Planets which are bigger also have moons, just bits of rock floating in Space around the Sun.”

Jacob brought in dinner on the trolley again.

“Will there be anything else, Sir? I have to go ...”

“No, that’s fine, Jacob. See you tomorrow.”

He left.

“Where is he going?” I asked, looking at the globe.

“To the airport to pick up a friend who is going to be staying with us for a while. Someone who might be able to help you to understand better the things that make you frown.”

He brushed the back of his hand across my brow very gently as he said this.

“I understand a lot of things,” I said proudly, “but many I don’t and even those I do, I sometimes wonder why it is important that we do or try.”

“Very wise words; so ... a pork chop and boiled potatoes with crème caramel for dessert.”

I just smiled broadly because that was the simplest way to indicate that I was happy and when I smiled, he smiled and I liked his smile.

He sat and drank his coffee and we smoked and he played a little music. I asked him to switch the TV back on but only so I could switch it on later with the remote control.

“Did you always draw such interesting pictures?”

“As far as I can remember; sometimes I drew them and someone would give me a little money for them.”

“Is there anything I need to do for you before I go?”

“I need to relieve myself. I can use the bottle but if you can empty it and put it back where I can reach it that would be fine.”

“Sure; now?”

“Yes.”

He got up and stepped to the window just as Jacob had done.

“Finished,” I said and he came back and took the bottle out and then returned with it empty, placing it on the table beside the bed where I could reach it.

“The doctor will be here tomorrow to look at your leg and he may suggest that soon we can fit the external fixator which means you can sit in the wheelchair ...”

“Okay,” I said smiling, but the word fixator was unfamiliar and slightly worrying.

“Did you get bathed today?”

“No, do I smell?”

“Not at all but would you like to wash to feel fresh?”

“I can wait until tomorrow when the new nurse comes; it’s okay.”

“Are you sure? Because I really don’t mind; I just want you to be happy.”

“I would like to wash my face and clean my teeth.”

He brought the bowl with the flannel and the soap and I washed my face. Then he brought the cup with fresh water and the toothbrush remembering which tube in the drawer contained the paste.

“Are the pin sites sore, do you need the cream?”

“No, they’re better. Jacob cleaned them more gently than she. I’m okay now.”

“Rest, sleep, I’ll check on you later. The new nurse will be here tomorrow and the doctor will call.”

“And your friend?”

“Yes; he’s going to be very interested in the picture as well ...”

“Goodnight,” I said, feeling the happiest I had felt since he’d knocked me over.

“Goodnight.”

I dropped off pretty quickly. I often feel more tired after drawing a picture than at other times but I was aware of a movement, very late. The air stirred but I couldn’t see anything. It could have been a dream.
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Chapter Three – New arrivals
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In the morning, I was awakened by Joseph, bringing me my breakfast tray.

“Good morning,” he said as he put it down.

“Good morning, Joseph.”

“Did you sleep well?”

“Yes, thank you ...”

“The new nurse is coming with the doctor. He can show them everything that they need to do and I will be here to make sure that the nurse understands what you need.”

“When is your friend coming?”

“At lunch time; I’ll introduce them to you this afternoon. Perhaps you could draw another picture.”

“Yes, I will!” I said quite excitedly.

“Enjoy your breakfast. Does your bed bottle need to be emptied?”

“No, I haven’t used it yet.”

“I’ll come back soon with the wash bowl and your toothbrush.”

I just smiled and dug into my toast and honey and the fresh black tea.

We attended to my ablutions and I still hadn’t used the bottle.

“If you’re embarrassed, I’ll leave the room,” Joseph offered.

“It’s just that...” how did I say that my ‘thing’ was hard and would not subside?

“I think I know what you want to say. It’s okay, it’s quite normal.”

“It doesn’t usually last so long.”

“It might be the drugs you’re taking to fight any infection caused by the pins through the bone.”

I thought about that for a moment.

“What will happen when I’m better and I can walk?”

“When you’re strong and you can walk, then we’ll decide. What would you like to do?”

It sounded like I had a choice; I did not really comprehend the idea of a choice. I went back, didn’t I?

“I’ll go back,” I said, but it sounded more like a question.

“You don’t have to. You could stay here or maybe in time get a place all to yourself.”

“You need money for that, I know that much,” I said confidently.

“If you were to sell your pictures then perhaps you would have enough.”

“I’d have to draw a lot of pictures.”

“Not if you sold them for what they are truly worth.”

What did he mean; what they were truly worth?

“I don’t know ...” I said, “How long do you think I’ll be here?”

“Getting better? Eight weeks said the doctor at the hospital but the doctor who is coming today will have a better idea.”

“If it is still hard when he comes, I don’t want him to see it like that.”

Joseph understood what I’d said within a second or two.

“I don’t think he’ll worry. He may be able to prescribe a different drug that does not have the same effect.”

“The nurse will see it.”

“The new nurse is a man called Nathan.”

“A man?!” I exclaimed.

“Yes, he is highly trained and helps people with broken bones; he will help you to get strong again.”

“I wish it would go away, the more
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