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As the "Apache Wars Saga"
continues, the U.S. Army fights to tame the American Southwest,
while the Apache fight for their survival. Torn between them is
Captain Nathaniel Barrington, who left his cavalry troop to live
among the Apache. Now with war about to break out between the
states, and the fierce Cochise leading the war tribes, both Apache
warrior and U.S. soldier would learn a lesson about each other that
they would never forget …
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Chapter One

 


WICKIUPS WERE DEMOLISHED, the campsite
flattened, possessions loaded onto mules and pack-horses. The
Chiricahua Apaches were departing for another range, where locust
pods, wild potatoes, and onions could be harvested.

Warriors, wives, and children fidgeted
uneasily, waiting for aging Chief Miguel Narbona to climb onto his
horse. He managed to place his foot in the stirrup, then struggled
to grab the horn of his stolen U.S. Army saddle, but could not pick
himself up off the ground.

The People felt embarrassed for their
once-great chief humbled by age. Sick all summer, he trembled, arms
and legs emaciated, then his frail body went slack. He dropped to
the ground, stirred, wheezed faintly. No one moved or said a word.
Chief Miguel Narbona had led them for more than fifty turbulent
harvests, was the greatest Chiricahua warrior who ever lived, but
had grown feeble, pathetic.

Some turned away, unable to bear the
grotesque spectacle. Others stared with disbelief that such a fate
could befall a warrior who had been indomitable in battle, his
mighty arm slaying many enemies.

 


THEN ALL EYES turned to the warrior
who had been designated by Chief Miguel Narbona as his
successor—Cochise, son of Pisago Cabezon. Forty-two years old,
Cochise wore a white breechclout, deerskin shirt, moccasin boots,
and a red bandanna around his straight, shoulder-length black hair.
He appeared taller than his five feet ten inches, due to erect
posture, and not a muscle twitched on his face as he gazed at
magnificence laid low. Finally, unable to bear the dishonor longer,
he reached toward Miguel Narbona. “I will help you,” he said
gently.

“No,” croaked Chief Miguel
Narbona.

“We have a long ride
today.” Cochise spoke cheerfully as he raised the chief to the
saddle.

“Let me be!”

“But it is time to
leave.”

“I am staying,” replied
the chief of the Chiricahuas.

No one said a word, the destruction of
Miguel Narbona too painful to bear; some closed their eyes.
According to the wisdom of the People, when a warrior became
decrepit, he was left behind. Cochise dutifully lowered to the
ground the great fighting chief.

Cochise was a veteran of countless
battles himself, but nothing compared to the wars of Miguel
Narbona. Now the old hero lay crippled, and Cochise prayed for
guidance. The People believed all events contained spiritual
dimensions, and accordingly, the new chief received a silent
message from the Mountain Spirits.

He opened Miguel Narbona’s
saddlebags and withdrew his Izze-kloth Killer of Enemies
Bandolier, which a warrior wore into battle. Constructed of
buckskin strips woven into four strands and attached to a buckskin
pouch filled with sacred pollen, it was decorated with talismans
and amulets, worn across the chest from left shoulder to right hip,
providing protection from enemy arrows and bullets. Cochise dropped
the bandolier over Miguel Narbona’s head and was adjusting it when
the old chief asked in a weak, cracked voice, “What are you
doing?”

“Preparing you for battle,
sir.”

“My battles are over,”
whispered the dying old man. “You take it, Cochise.”

“I could not—”

“This is my last order to
you. Do as I say.”

Cochise, overcome with grief, found
himself unable to move or even think. Then Dostehseh, wife of
Cochise, stepped forward, carrying a gourd of water. She was
daughter of Chief Mangas Coloradas of the Mimbrenos, and understood
well the requirements of somber circumstances. Nearly as tall as
Cochise, full-bodied, the mother of Naiche and Taza, she knelt
beside Miguel Narbona, placed the water before him, and pressed a
kiss against his forehead. Then she arose, took Cochise’s hand, and
walked with him toward his horse.

Then other women advanced, bearing
jerked meat, acorn bread, and mescal root candy, which they lay
before Chief Miguel Narbona. He sat cross-legged, shoulders
hunched, head hanging low, ashamed that a warrior could no longer
mount his steed.

Cochise gave his mentor one last,
lingering look, then turned abruptly and climbed into the saddle.
Pulling his reins to the right, he headed toward the
potato-gathering ground. The others followed Cochise into the
wilderness, leaving an ailing old chief surrounded by gifts and
prizes. From that day onward, the lives of relatives and friends
would depend upon the clarity of Cochise’s judgment, the wisdom of
his spirit.

 


COCHISE HAD INHERITED
tremendous challenges, for the Jicarilla and Mescalero People, to
the east of the Chiricahuas, had been overrun by the
Pindah-lickoyee White Eyes, while the Mimbreno homeland currently was under
invasion. The Chiricahuas were the next Western tribe, and soon
would face the dreaded onslaught of the bluecoat army, while
the Nakai-yes Mexicans were pressing from the South. Am I strong enough for
the greatest challenge of all? wondered Cochise.

He turned in his saddle for one last
glance at the gallant old chief, who receded into the desert that
had made him, and then was gone.

 


IT WAS AUTUMN of 1857 in the eastern
lands, and the United States of America wallowed in the worst
economic panic since 1837. Its financial institutions shaken by
overspeculation in railroads and land, its once-humming factories
closed due to lack of demand, the country was rent by widespread
civic unrest, tens of thousands out of work.

The New Bedford whaling fleet lay at
anchor because of diminished demand for whale oil. Tobacco growers
could not sell their harvest except at half the usual price. Cotton
had dropped from sixteen cents a pound to nine cents, while the
largest crop in history was being harvested south of the
Mason-Dixon line. In New York City raucous crowds demonstrated in
front of City Hall, where Mayor Fernando Wood had told an audience,
“Multitudes labor without income while surrounded by thousands
living in selfishness and splendor, who have income without
labor!”

These were among the
dispiriting items read by Nathanial Barrington in the
Tribune as he sat
in the dining room of the Saint Nicholas Hotel, nine blocks uptown
from City Hall. It was two in the afternoon, bustling waiters
serving local businessmen, tourists, and salesmen.

Attired in a dark blue suit, over six
feet tall, Nathanial was on the beefy side, thirty-four years old,
with blue eyes and blond hair marked with one single silver streak.
To look at him, one might see a banker, broker, or lawyer, except
for his tanned features and callused hands. No one would imagine
that the gentleman sitting by the window had spent most of his life
in the Army, and lived for a spell among the Mimbreno
Apaches.

Appearances notwithstanding, Nathanial
Barring-ton had been an apprentice warrior known as Sunny Bear, and
once had eaten the heart of a bear, not to mention roast mule and
prairie dog stew. Nathanial reveled in his secret life, for he fit
neatly into no group, a lone warrior against the world.

As an officer in New Mexico Territory,
he’d been shot during the Chandler Campaign of ’56, and the Apaches
nursed him back to life because he’d saved the life of Jocita, wife
of Chief Juh of the Nednai clan. After ten months with the People,
he’d sworn never to make war on them again, so he’d returned to
Fort Marcy, resigned his commission, and headed back to his
hometown of New York, after twelve years faithful service to the
flag.

Clean shaven, with a faint
scar on his right cheek, he could find no mention of New Mexico
Territory in the Tribune,
although one article featured the T’ai P’ing
Rebellion in China, and another reported on the efforts of Emperor
Alexander II of Russia to emancipate the serfs. Nathanial wondered
about old Apache friends such as Chief Mangas Coloradas, Victorio,
Nana the medicine man, and Geronimo of the Bedonko
tribe.

Returning to the
Tribune, Nathanial read the latest dispatch from Kansas Territory,
where proslavery and antislavery adherents had been killing each
other in undeclared guerrilla war for over three years. Two
territorial governments had been established, antislavery in Topeka
and proslavery in Lecompton, while the Democratic administration of
President James Buchanan tended to favor the Lecompton government,
because the solid slave-owning South was the backbone of the
Democratic Party. According to the Tribune, the Lecompton
government was drafting a constitution permitting slavery, and
would submit it to Congress without allowing the citizens of Kansas
to vote. The big question was whether the Buchanan administration
would dare defy the majority of Kansans who opposed slavery, or
defy the South. Slavery was the most burning issue in America,
newspapers fanned the flames continually, and Nathanial saw his
nation drifting closer to civil war, like a raft at Niagara
Falls.

Sometimes Nathanial broke into cold
sweats and occasionally had the urge to rip the Saint Nicholas
dining room apart. He was a man of strange passions and hopeless
dreams, who had felt happiest when living among Apaches, but
returned to civilization for the sake of his White Eyes wife,
Clarissa, and their baby daughter, Natalie.

Nathanial and Clarissa were descended
from affluent old New York families, and the Panic had not touched
them. They enjoyed income without labor, but Nathanial nearly had
died for his country on several occasions, and unlimited
possibilities carried its own hazards.

Nathanial wanted to become an Indian
agent in New Mexico Territory, working for peace among Apaches and
Americans, but couldn’t leave New York City because Clarissa was
preparing for her first public concert. She had studied piano most
of her life, and an impresario named Martin Thorndyke had offered
to sponsor the event at the Apollo Rooms. Now Nathanial seldom saw
his wife, while their daughter was cared for by their Mexican maid.
Nathanial wouldn’t stand in the way of Clarissa’s music, but
preferred the active outdoors life to the Saint Nicholas
Hotel.

Carriages, wagons, and
scarlet-and-white omnibuses rolled along Broadway, while sidewalks
were crowded with newsboys, elegant lady shoppers, lawyers,
beggars, pickpockets, and stockbrokers. Sometimes Nathanial
imagined Apache raiders riding down the famed thoroughfare, yipping
and yelling, driving a herd of stolen cattle. He considered his
months with the Apaches the pinnacle of his life, and twice had
gone on raids, wearing his Killer of Enemies Bandolier. He even had
fallen in love with Jocita, but preferred not to think of her now
that he was back with Clarissa.

She entered the dining room, and
Nathanial felt relieved to see her at last. His wife was twelve
years younger than he, also blond, but several shades lighter, and
slim, of medium height, with an open-faced freshness and aura of
self-assurance. Nathanial studied Clarissa as a connoisseur
considers a painting by Rembrandt, as she searched for her wayward
husband. She wore a white silk blouse and plum-colored skirt shaped
by crinoline, providing the illusion of enormous hips and tiny
waist.

Finally, he waved, and with a harried
smile, she crossed the dining room. Nathanial couldn’t help
noticing the many masculine eyes that escorted her.

“Sorry I’m late,” she
said, sitting opposite him.

They didn’t kiss because both
disapproved of ostentatious affection. “I thought you weren’t
coming,” he replied.

“I’m sorry,” she said
softly.

“How’re the rehearsals
coming?”

She closed her eyes. “Oh, Nathanial,
I’m so afraid.”

He considered her a sensitive artist,
although she’d survived two years on the frontier and once had shot
a wanted criminal in self-defense. He loved her honest schoolgirl
face, the sweetness of her nature, and the passions that lurked
beneath her prim society-woman exterior. “What are you afraid
of—hitting the wrong note?”

“Yes, because many
musicians will be in attendance, plus the press. I don’t want to
embarrass my teachers, my family, and you, my dear.” She placed her
hand on his.

“What’re you doing this
afternoon?”

“I have to pick out a
dress for the concert.”

He glanced around, then lowered his
voice “Let’s go upstairs.”

“I don’t have time, but
I’ll be home early.”

“That’s what you said
yesterday. Do you know how much I need you, Clarissa?”

Calmly, she sipped water from a carved
crystal goblet as she evaluated her mate. He had gained
considerable poundage since returning to New York, his face puffy
due to excessive alcoholic beverages, fine red traceries on his
cheeks. She considered him a paradox—the disciplined West Point
officer, survivor of numerous battles and skirmishes, weak in his
resistance to food, drink, and other flesh pleasures. A whiff of
the cavalry charge enveloped him, the only man she’d ever truly
loved. “Just a while longer,” she said.

“I’ll be patient,” he
replied, trying to sound pleasant, but failing. “I can’t help
wondering if you’ve changed your mind about returning to New Mexico
Territory.”

“Of course
not.”

“I suppose it’s satisfying
to have folks say you’re a genius.”

“On the contrary, how can
I possibly attain everybody’s expectations? That’s why I need your
love and encouragement.”

“But you have them,
Clarissa. Am I not your most enthusiastic admirer? In fact, I want
to be the only member of your audience, but that’s just
selfishness, and I must share you with the public.”

 


THE SETTING SUN cast red and orange
streaks against the sky as Cochise led the Chiricahua People north
to the potato-gathering ground. Feeling bereft, he prayed he could
hold the coalition together, for there were many factions, the most
prominent led by Elias and Esquiline. Yet Miguel Narbona had
favored Cochise above them, and often Cochise wondered why.
Although he had been an outstanding sub-chief, so were Elias and
Esquiline, plus Chepillo, Aguirre, and Parte. What did Miguel
Narbona see in me?

Beside him rode his wife, Dostehseh,
and she too was capable of leadership, for as daughter of Chief
Mangas Coloradas, she had seen governance from an early age.
Cochise glanced at her, a strongly built, sharp-featured woman with
eyes fixed on the horizon, straight black hair trailing down her
shoulders. She had offered Cochise wise counsel, and sometimes he
credited his rise to her. If I have doubts, perhaps I should step
aside, thought Cochise.

“You are troubled, my
husband,” said Dostehseh.

“I fear dissension without
the steadying hand of Miguel Narbona,” he admitted.

“Your worst enemy is
yourself, Cochise.”

“But I can’t help
wondering—”

She interrupted him. “This is not the
time to wonder. You must use what you have learned and lead the
People to great purposes.”

He reflected a few moments, then said,
“With you at my side, I can lead as well as anyone, I
suppose.”

“You are better than the
others because more is required than a strong arm and fighting
spirit. You have been selected because you are a better thinker
than they.”

Cochise decided not to mention certain
doubts, because he didn’t want to demoralize her. A chief was
supposed to be strong, regardless of how he felt.

The warrior known as Coyuntura,
Cochise’s younger brother, called, “Someone is coming!”

The languid atmosphere transformed
into high danger as warriors and women checked weapons. Too often
the People had been surprised by enemy soldiers, and only four
months ago the Mimbreno Sub-chief Cuchillo Negro had been killed by
bluecoat soldiers in the Valley of Dead Sheep.

“It is Yrinco,” said
Coyuntura, who was tall like Cochise, only thinner, with a solid,
squarish jaw and prominent cheekbones.

Cochise stood in his stirrups, shaded
his eyes with the palm of his hand, and detected a rider heading
toward him. Evidently, due to the rider’s leisurely pace, there was
no trouble, and Cochise breathed a sigh of relief. Yrinco was
returning from a scouting mission, for the People deployed scouts
and spies across the homeland, reporting unusual events. Like a
dutiful wife, Dostehseh slowed her horse and dropped back from the
head of the formation, as Elias and Esquiline, the two leading
Chiricahua sub-chiefs, advanced.

Yrinco, a short, squat warrior with a
scar on his shoulder, came abreast of the leaders. “Where is Chief
Miguel Narbona?” he asked as he scanned the assembly.

“We have left him behind,”
said Cochise.

Yrinco appeared taken
aback, and indeed lost his train of thought. His eyes misted, then
he cleared his throat and said, “The Nakai-yes Mexicanos have a ranch
straight ahead. I counted eight men, one woman, and two children.
They have many fine horses.”

“Not for long,” said
Esquiline.

Cochise was offended at Esquiline’s
presumption, because he, Cochise, was supposed to make the
decision. Yrinco continued his report. “They are about one day
away. The nearest bluecoat army post is Fort Buchanan.”

Cochise realized that Chief Miguel
Narbona would not hesitate to accept such a bounty. “Esquiline is
right,” he said. “Those horses will be ours.”

 


HORSES AND CARRIAGES
rumbled on busy Broadway as Nathanial entered Pfaff’s, a tavern
popular with writers and journalists, five steps down from the
pavement, near Prince Street. Filled with cigar, cigarette, and
pipe smoke, it was here that Nathanial spent his evenings since
Clarissa had become embroiled in preparations for her concert. And
sitting alone in the corner, reading the Herald, was one of Nathanial’s
favorite drinking companions, the poet Fitz-Greene
Halleck.

“Mind if I sit down?”
asked Nathanial.

“By all means,” said Fitz,
sixty-seven years old, with a bright, bubbly manner and wavy gray
hair, immaculately attired in a brown check suit, white shirt, and
yellow cravat. “The waiter has stepped outside for a breath of
fresh air, and perhaps someone garroted him.” Like most New
Yorkers, Fitz was fatalistic about crime.

“On the frontier,”
explained Nathanial, “most everybody carries guns, and garroting is
unheard of.”

Fitz smiled. “Nathanial, you can’t
imagine how you fascinate me. There you were, living with Indians,
outlaws, and renegades at the edge of the world. What a life you’ve
led, while all I’ve ever done was sit in a room and scratch
paper.”

“Why don’t you go West,
Fitz? Can you imagine what it’s like to breathe real fresh air,
without the stench of chimneys or garbage lying in the
gutters?”

“But it is the very stench
and degradation of New York that keeps people like me alive,”
replied Fitz. “On the other hand, I wouldn’t mind living with
bloodthirsty savages for a while, provided they wouldn’t massacre
me. The Apaches are a warrior race fighting hopelessly but
courageously in defense of the land bequeathed them by their gods.
How sad, tragic, and beautiful.”

“Why not write the true
story of the Apaches?” suggested Nathanial. “Hell, look at the
success of James Fenimore Cooper with the Mohicans. He’s dead, and
his books still are selling.”

Fitz shook his head sadly. “It would
require a Homer or Pindar to do justice to the Apaches, not a mere
versifier such as I. But I’ve always been curious, Nathanial. Did
you ever … ah … dally with one of their ladies?”

“Now Fitz—a gentleman
never discusses such matters.”

“On the contrary,
dalliances are the main topic of conversation among
gentlemen.”

“The most eloquent
experiences of my life were spent sitting in silence with my Apache
friends, drinking tulapai and smoking the pipe.”

“Is tulapai some sort of
coffee?”

“No, it’s more like
whiskey, and produces extravagant hallucinations.”

Fitz smiled. “Next time you go West,
you must send me some.”

An empty wicker jug of tulapai stood
beside Chief Miguel Narbona as he lay on the blanket, his rheumy
eyes focused on swirling constellations overhead, across which rode
White Painted Woman, goddess of the universe, on a white horse with
reins of diamonds. Weakening, delirious, the aging chief knew his
hour was at hand.

“Come to me, White Painted
Woman,” he whispered hoarsely. “Do not make me wait
long.”

She appeared in no hurry to carry him
away, so he lay gasping, his consciousness fading, his mind
spinning with images of great battles in which he had contended
when he’d been strong, hardy, a tornado of destruction, while now
he lacked strength to sip sacred tulapai.

He struggled to arise, to no avail.
The People believed they went to another world after death, where
they joined departed family and friends, and existed more or less
as in the homeland, but with no White Eyes or Mexicanos to disturb
them. What a relief to get away from those devils, thought Chief
Miguel Narbona.

His neck and shoulders ached fiercely
whenever he moved, his stomach blazed with hunger, and worst of
all, he had the most terrible headache of his life. It will be over
soon, he told himself. He tried to wave to White Painted Woman, but
his hand wouldn’t lift off the blanket.

A gust of wind blew over him, then he
heard a faint growl. Sometime later, there was a snarl. Miguel
Narbona smiled. White Painted Woman has sent her servants to help
me.

The coyotes emerged from the
chaparral, licking their chops, glancing at each other through
slitted eyes, then advanced ceremoniously. Chief Miguel Narbona
could not defend himself, nor did he want to. “Eat my flesh,” he
whispered. “Let me make you strong.”

Their leader advanced, lowered his
head, and gazed directly into the eyes of Chief Miguel Narbona.
“What are your last words?” he seemed to be saying.

“When I was a young
warrior,” rasped Miguel Narbona, “I performed great
deeds.”

 


The coyote opened his dripping jaws,
then closed them around the flaccid throat spread before him. Chief
Miguel Narbona finally rode alongside White Painted Woman, showered
by stars, headed toward canyons of plentiful game, where no enemies
would molest the People again.

 



Chapter Two

 


THE SOUTHWESTERN SECTION
of New Mexico Territory was called Arizona, an Indian word
meaning little spring.
Many considered the barren terrain unsuitable for
cattle ranching, but indigenous strains of grama grass were
available, though not as plentiful as on the Great
Plains.

Stubbornness was required to raise
cattle in such a land, but the rewards were sufficient for Raphael
Fonseca, who had built a small cabin for his wife and two sons. His
herd had multiplied to nearly five hundred, while his corral
contained more than forty horses. He hope to become a wealthy
caudillo someday.

Thirty-eight years old, with a long
chin, wide mustache, and eyes that turned down at the corners, he
slept peacefully in the hour before dawn, his wife, Cecilia, at his
side, their two sons down the hall. He was becoming a successful
man, God had been kind, and soon he’d pay off his bank loan. Life
was good for Raphael Fonseca, and he had much to be proud
of.

The ranch basked in the moonlight, his
weary vaqueros slumbered in the bunkhouse, but José, the cook,
opened his eyes in the tiny shed that served as his quarters. The
first one up every day, he dressed quickly, then scratched his neck
as he made his way to the main house to begin breakfast. The
vaqueros wouldn’t work without their bacon and beans, washed down
with thick black coffee.

A ragged line of mountains sprawled
across the horizon, stars twinkling merrily above. It seemed like
any other night, with nothing to fear, as José reached the back
door of the hacienda. He spotted movement in the corner of his
right eye, but before he could turn, his jugular was sliced
precisely. He toppled to the ground, as Coyuntura raised his
gore-stained knife in the air. The thickets and clumps of cactus
came alive as warriors rushed forward silently, armed with bows,
arrows, clubs, and lances. The first glow of dawn appeared on the
horizon as one contingent headed for the bunkhouse, the other
toward the main hacienda. They smashed open doors, dived through
windows, and the ranch was taken by surprise. In the darkness
Fonseca hastily removed the rifle above the bed, thumbed back the
hammer, and was slammed in the head with a war club. As he fell to
the floor, the last sound he heard was the scream of his
wife.

The warriors quickly overwhelmed all
resistance, but there was no time to lose. They ransacked both
buildings, saddled fresh horses, and their last act was to torch
the buildings. Flames licked up walls and out windows, burning
furniture, fabrics, and wood trim, but adobe doesn’t burn; it just
holds heat like a giant oven.

Singing victory songs, the People
herded horses out of the corral, then headed for the open land. The
roof of the barn collapsed in a mighty explosion, throwing a shower
of sparks at the sky.

 


AS VICTORIOUS APACHES rode
toward their camp, singing of glory, an audience of sophisticated
music lovers gathered at the Apollo Rooms on Broadway at Canal
Street in New York City. The featured performer was Clarissa
Rowland-Barrington, and due to the economic power of the
Barringtons and Rowlands, whose enterprises advertised in all
newspapers, a variety of motley fellows known as music critics were
in attendance, among them Reginald van Zweinan of the
Sun, best man at
Clarissa’s wedding, who was disposed to write a glowing review even
if she played the piano with her nose.

The Apollo Rooms had been the site of
the first Philharmonic Orchestra concert in 1842, but the
Philharmonic had since moved to the new Academy of Music on 14th
Street, and the Apollo now was available for magic shows, the
popular Ethiopian minstrelsy, plays, and legitimate musical
programs such as Clarissa’s.

The Steinway piano and stool stood
together on the empty stage, a stark white curtain in the
background. Clarissa’s parents sat in the front row, beaming with
satisfaction, while toward the back of the hall, between
Fitz-Greene Halleck and Reginald van Zweinan, rested the performing
artist’s husband, wreathed by alcohol fumes.

Promptly at eight o’clock, the
featured artist stepped onto the stage, receiving enthusiastic
applause that did not impress her, since she knew practically
everyone in attendance had been coerced into coming by her parents.
Attired in a maroon dress with fashionable leg-of-mutton sleeves,
she advanced toward the piano, sat on the stool, and looked at the
sheets of music.

Her first selection was
Mozart’s Fantasia
Sonata, and without further ado, she proceeded to
finger the keys. The concert hall fell silent, except for clear
notes wafting into the heavy auditorium air. Clarissa loved
Mozart’s sweetness, beauty, and the orderliness of whatever madness
had driven him to write countless symphonies, sonatas, operas, and
other works of genius, while carrying on love affairs, intrigues,
and spending faster than he earned. Clarissa believed that she had
penetrated the very soul of Mozart, understanding precisely what he
had been aiming for.

Loyal to Mozart’s spirit, Clarissa’s
fingers rippled over the keys, unaware that the audience was
transfixed by what they considered her unique interpretation of the
great master. In the back row Nathanial studied the patrons
carefully, noticing that no one slept or crocheted during
Clarissa’s performance.

Nathanial had listened many times to
his wife’s piano playing and considered her a musician of
exceptional talent, her feminine fire enlivening even the most
placid themes. Who is this woman I married, he wondered. She is so
superior; I wonder why she stays with me.

“She has Olympian
grandeur,” whispered Fitz, immaculately attired in a black suit,
white shirt, and black tie.

“Not a bad line,” replied
the walrus like Reginald, writing in his notebook. “It shall appear
in my review tomorrow.”

“Without payment to its
creator, I’m sure,” noted Fitz.

“Sssshhhh,” said the lady
sitting in front of them, a gray-haired dowager wearing a diamond
necklace. Not another sound could be heard from the audience except
an occasional cough, for ventilation was not an advantage of the
Apollo Rooms.

Finally, Clarissa hit the sonata’s
last chord, closed her eyes, and paused, fingers arched over the
keys as she savored the moment of completion. She was utterly lost
in the chambers of her mind, dreaming of herself as Mozart’s wife,
when the wave of applause washed over her. Aroused from her dream,
she stood, faced her audience, and curtsied. Flowers rained upon
her, gentlemen pounded their hands, while ladies tapped daintily. A
huzzah went up from the throat of Reginald van Zweinan, for no one
was more loyal than he, and it appeared the roof might split as
Clarissa took her second bow.

She had won their hearts as with the
vaqueros and bullwhackers in Sante Fe and every other audience
before whom she’d performed. I must never doubt myself again, she
advised herself, but how can an artist not doubt, for the truth of
art is elusive, and there are no absolute standards, save those of
the heart.

She waited for the applause to
diminish, then sat behind the piano once more and began Mozart’s
Fifth Sonata in G Major. Meanwhile, the stout impresario,
Thorndyke, stood at the rear of the audience, stroking his black
beard. Thirty-five, a Yankee from New Hampshire, he was searching
for a special talent that he could promote, utilizing the publicity
techniques demonstrated by Phineas T. Barnum during the successful
tour of Jenny Lind, who’d taken America by storm during 1850-52.
Thorndyke had failed in numerous business ventures, but his facile
explanations had managed to raise the cost of Clarissa’s concert,
mostly from her relatives. She’s quite beautiful in an understated
way, he calculated, and she has a newsworthy background, plus she
certainly knows the piano. Perhaps she’s just what I
need.

Clarissa’s final selection was “The
Ship on Fire,” a popular song by Henry Russell, full of rising
crescendos, diving arpeggios, and crashing octaves. Accompanying
herself, she sang in her clear, delicate voice of the sinking of
the ship, the lowering of the boats, and a gentleman surrendering
his seat to a young lady.

The song was mawkish and bombastic,
when it wasn’t overflowing with sentimentality and bathos. But the
audience abandoned their New York cynicism, perhaps due to the
dramatic talent of Clarissa Rowland-Barrington, or possibly because
they lived in a heroic age. Everyone was captivated, including
Clarissa’s husband, as the rescue ship arrived, and Clarissa sang
the final refrain:

Cold, cold was the night as they
drifted away and mistily dawned o’er the pathway the
day.

There was silence, then the hall
filled with applause like cannonades. Clarissa stood and held out
her arms, realizing that the hope she’d nurtured since early
childhood finally had come true as she was showered with garlands
of flowers.

There comes a time when a performer
must leave the stage, regardless of how wonderful the praise, so
Clarissa blew them all a kiss, then turned and walked gracefully to
the wings, where, alone in the darkness, shrouded by curtains and
props, she closed her eyes and relished the moment. Her name was
shouted, her vanity expanded like a balloon, and tears of ecstasy
came to her eyes. For the first time, she felt utterly brilliant.
But it’s only my family and friends, she reminded herself wryly.
Total strangers would never respond this way, except it hadn’t been
much different in Sante Fe.

Confused, wondering what it meant, she
opened the door to her dressing room and was surprised to see
Thorndyke seated before her mirror. “I foresee a program of
concerts beginning at the Academy of Music,” he declared, “and then
on to Philadelphia, Baltimore, Charleston, Atlanta, and perhaps to
New Orleans, up the Mississippi to St. Louis, then back east. Why,
I had no idea you were so exceptional!”

Her proud husband arrived, gave his
wife a firm kiss on her laughing lips, and declared, “Best I’ve
ever heard you.”

Her parents arrived next, followed by
other relatives, friends, and Reginald van Zweinan. “New York has
crowned a new queen tonight!” the newspaperman cried excitedly.
“That will be my headline. What can I say, when I have heard
perfection? And that will be my opening line.”

Nathanial felt himself pushed to the
side by well-wishers, while Thorndyke babbled about an
international tour. Leaning against the wall, Nathanial gazed at
his wife glowing in the effulgence of gaslight. He realized there
was a side to Clarissa he didn’t know, and in fact great ability
resided within her, while he was an ordinary fellow, an ex-soldier
of no special accomplishments, something of a bore. I wonder why
she remains with me? he asked himself.

On the morning after the concert,
Clarissa and Nathanial breakfasted together in their rooms at the
Saint Nicholas Hotel. She wore a red silk robe, her long blond hair
gathered behind her head with a matching red silk ribbon, and she
continued to bask in the glow of her performance.

Clarissa never had known anything like
the adulation of a sophisticated New York audience, not to mention
the incredible offer of Thorndyke, who was organizing a new concert
at the most prestigious venue in the city, the Academy of Music
itself. Clarissa had received excellent reviews from
bought-and-paid-for music critics, and several interesting articles
had been written, emphasizing her experiences on the frontier. She
recalled taking her first bow, as flowers fell like colored
snowballs upon her, the penultimate moment of her life.

Meanwhile, on the other side of the
table, Nathanial sat morosely. My wife has become a celebrity and
doesn’t need me in the least, he mulled. “Are you going to accept
Thorndyke’s offer?”

“I haven’t made up my
mind,” she replied. “What do you think?”

“We couldn’t leave for New
Mexico Territory as soon as we’d planned, but I don’t have a job
yet, so I guess it won’t matter.”

She placed her hand on his wrist. “Are
you sure you won’t mind, Nathanial?”

“Of course not,” he lied.
“This might be a convenient time for me to visit my father, because
perhaps he can help me find a position with the Bureau of Indian
Affairs.” She’s barely listening, he suspected.

“I’ve got to get dressed
because I have an appointment with Mister Thorndyke.”

She pecked his cheek, and he caught a
last glimpse of her glorious rump encased in red silk as she
departed their dining room. He gazed into the grounds of coffee at
the bottom of his cup, as if to divine the future. He feared
Clarissa would leave him for her wonderful musical
career.

Nathanial had killed Apache Indians
with his bare hands, but there was something fragile at the core of
his existence, for he believed he was fundamentally worthless, an
intellectual midget not worthy of a great woman’s love. He made his
way to the whiskey cabinet, poured himself two fingers of Kentucky
bourbon, knocked the potion back, and it hit him like a Broadway
omnibus. Then he collapsed onto the nearest chair, where he stared
for a long time out the window at the clear blue sky.

The sky was cloudy in New Mexico
Territory, and the stink of charred wood and adobe permeated the
air, as a detachment of dragoons advanced closer to the ruined
hacienda. A flock of buzzards scattered, squawking disapproval at
the interruption of their feast, black wings defacing the late
afternoon sun.

Captain Beauregard Hargreaves of South
Carolina, Nathanial’s former West Point roommate, rode at the head
of the detachment, his nose covered with the orange bandanna of the
dragoon service. Perched on his head was a wide-brimmed vaquero
hat, and he wore a brown rawhide jacket over his blue Army shirt,
plus vaquero boots with spurs. He looked more like a brigand than
an Army officer as he advanced onto the scene of the
atrocity.

It wasn’t the first one he’d seen, nor
would it be the last. He halted his horse in front of the main
house, climbed down from the saddle, and looked around grimly.
Semi-eaten decomposing corpses could be seen and smelled, horses
and cattle gone. Apaches had struck again, apparently within the
past forty-eight hours.

Beau had been on the frontier since
arriving for the Mexican War. Not very tall, with a deep chest and
curly black hair peeking beneath his vaquero hat, he took out his
notebook and wrote notes. “Sergeant Barlowe, please organize a
burial detail.”

The men grumbled as they climbed down
from their saddles, because they’d joined the dragoons to fight
Apaches, but spent most of their time digging, cleaning,
constructing buildings, and riding about the landscape, searching
for but seldom seeing the enemy.

Beau felt their frustration, because
it was much like his own. He believed the federal government should
send more soldiers and systematically clear the land of Apaches,
but the federal government was mired in the Kansas controversy,
economic collapse, and numerous other pressing issues, while New
Mexico Territory was far from their minds, because New Mexicans
couldn’t vote.

Beau sat on the ground and surveyed
the ranch as sounds of shoveling and cursing came to his ears. He
could imagine the barn and main hacienda before the Apaches had
struck, a bucolic rural scene, despoiled and bloodied by craven
savages.

Beau hated Apaches and believed their
wicked deeds far outweighed their charming qualities. His old pal
Nathanial Barrington had lived among them and come to respect their
so-called holy lifeway, but Beau thought Nathanial tended to
romanticize Indians.

Beau watched his men drag corpses
toward the big hole, and two apparently were children. He thought
of Beth and Beau II back at Fort Buchanan, with his wife, Rebecca.
Goddamned Apache bastards, he thought.

The soldiers lowered corpses into the
hole as an eerie moan arose within the ruined hacienda. The
dragoons reached for their weapons as Sergeant Barlowe advanced to
investigate. “I thought we got ’em all,” he said
gruffly.

Sergeant Barlowe also was a Mexican
War veteran, and he’d remained in the Army perhaps out of
patriotism, laziness, or loneliness. With a graying mustache and a
lean whiplash build, he entered the charred building, followed by
four dragoons. A whimper issued from a pile of rubble in the corner
of a bedroom, where part of the roof had caved in.

The men lifted away charred timbers
and gradually exposed fingers covered with blood and ashes.
Sergeant Barlowe leaned out the window and shouted to Captain
Hargreaves, “There’s a survivor.”

They carried the near-dead victim
outside and laid him on the ground. No doctor traveled with the
detachment, but the men cleaned Raphael Fonseca off, bound his
wounds, and set his broken bones. Lacking a wagon, they threw away
supplies and tied him head down over a packhorse.

The gray-haired sergeant trudged
toward the detachment commander, didn’t bother to salute, and said,
“I know what yer a-gonna say afore you open yer mouth, sir. You
want me to take five men and return to Fort Buchanan with this
wounded civilian. You’ll take the rest and pursue the
Apaches.”

Beau smiled. “Sometimes I think you
know me better than I know myself, Sergeant Barlowe.”

Sergeant Barlowe shouted orders, the
men mounted up, and the detachment split apart. One small
contingent retraced their trail to Fort Buchanan, while the larger
one moved out at a trot, following tracks left by the Apache
marauders. If we maintain this pace, figured Beau, we should catch
up with the fiends tomorrow.

That night, Cochise slept deeply, arms
entwined with Dostehseh, as if they were halves of the same
four-legged creature. His first raid as chief had been successful,
and great riches had come to the People, thanks to Cochise and his
plans. A dance would be held to celebrate, once they arrived at
their destination.

The People slept happily when
hoofbeats came faintly from the distance, and a guard shouted, “A
rider!”

In an instant warriors and their women
were awake, reaching for their weapons. A defensive line deployed
with no orders from Cochise, for the men had been trained as
warriors from an early age. The hoofbeats came closer, and one of
the guards shouted, “It is Posito.”

Posito had been guarding the
backtrail, and it was clear that someone was following them,
otherwise he would not ride at such a pace. His horse galloped
closer, and Posito leapt off the animal’s bare back before it could
stop.

Posito was short, wiry, with angry
eyes and a vivid scar on the side of his face. He came to a halt
before Cochise and said, “About fifteen bluecoats are following us,
but they have stopped for the night.”

A decision needed to be made, and
Cochise wondered what Chief Miguel Narbona would do. The answer
came in an instant. He would attack, but now White Eyes had rifles
that they could fire more quickly and accurately than old muskets.
Yet at close range, not many bluecoat soldiers could stop
Apaches.

“I think we should trap
them,” said Cochise. “Who is with me?”

All the warriors raised their hands,
but some had to stay behind, to guard horses, cattle, and women,
and there was no point in sending too many warriors to manage a
small task.

Cochise selected thirty warriors; they
gathered weapons, and their wives saddled horses. Then the warriors
mounted, bows slung across their backs, Killer of Enemies
Bandoliers strung across their chests. Cochise led them toward the
bluecoat pursuers, to teach a lesson in diplomacy. This is our
land, and how dare you follow our trail, hoping to harm
us?

No one could say exactly when the
Apache wars had begun, but perhaps a Spanish conquistador had shot
an Apache for sport, or an Apache had taken a mule from the herd
belonging to the legendary Hernan Cortes. The United States
formally accepted responsibility for Apaches during the Mexican
War, and Captain Beauregard Hargreaves had been fighting them ever
since.

Now he rode at the head of
his detachment; it was morning, and he was following tracks of
Apache marauders. He was aware of the old military adage,
don’t split your forces in enemy
territory, but the rules were
different in New Mexico, where mobility, not numbers, was the key
to success.

Beau bounced up and down in his saddle
as his horse trotted over the mesa, surrounded by mountains
standing like castles of forgotten empires, turgid prisons, or
needles thrusting into the clouds, as rays of purple and orange
decorated the sky. He could see literally hundreds of miles, but
preferred to scan nearby greasewood bushes and prickly pear cactus,
for the Apaches’ favorite trick was the carefully sprung ambush.
He’d dispatched scouts to the front, rear, and flanks of his small
unit. The worst mistake an officer could make was to get caught by
surprise.

Beau recalled his old West Point
roommate, Nathanial Barrington, taken by surprise in the Embudo
Mountains in ’54, nearly killed. Nathanial also had been ambushed
near the Santa Rita Copper Mines in ’51. Beau missed Nathanial,
who’d resigned his commission and gone back East, after having his
fill of the Apache wars.

Beau felt guilty about his old West
Point roommate, because once Beau had planked Nathanial’s wife,
Clarissa, during the year everyone thought Nathanial had been
killed in action, but instead had been living with Apaches. Beau
hoped Clarissa never would tell Nathanial of this escapade,
otherwise a shooting might well ensue, and Beau might have to kill
his chum in self-defense. Beau didn’t realize that a woman like
Clarissa never would admit such a forbidden act, and in fact nearly
had convinced herself that it never happened.

A cautious officer, Beau decided to
check his old Walker Colt pistol once more, because dust could jam
moving parts. He blew out the barrel, spun the chambers, and
thumbed back the hammer. He preferred the Walker to the new Colt
.36 Navy model because the Walker was heavier and therefore more
useful as a club in close fighting at which Apaches excelled. I
wonder if they know we’re following them? he asked himself as he
aimed at a clump of cholla cactus.

Cochise lay on a high
ledge and peered at two columns of bluecoat soldiers below,
following the trail of stolen horses. The movements of
Pindah soldiers
are predictable as mules, decided the newly crowned sovereign. What
kind of warriors behave in this manner? The stupidity of his foe
confounded him. Perhaps they are trying to trick me, but Miguel
Narbona would not turn away from such a column.

Cochise descended the mountain and
joined warriors waiting for him beside a winding arroyo. Without a
word, he climbed onto his horse, then rode toward the spot where
the ambush would take place, his warriors following past mesquite
trees and cholla cactus. At midafternoon they staked their horses
in a canyon, left one of their number on guard, and then advanced
to the trail, where they dug shallow holes, covered themselves with
dirt, twigs, and leaves, and lay down with their weapons, breathing
through reeds.

When finished, the land appeared a
barren wasteland, not a soul in sight.

The dragoons continued their dusty
march, following the trail of Apache rustlers through a region
where the white man seldom visited. They struggled to stay awake,
boredom hanging on their eyelashes like lead weights.

Military expeditions into Arizona
usually were uneventful, so the dragoons expected no difficulties
beyond running out of water. They were confident the enemy would
split into several units, then meet later at a prearranged spot,
eluding all pursuers, but they had not reckoned on the desire of a
new Chiricahua chief to prove himself.

Cochise lay beneath a thin film of
dirt, waiting for bluecoat soldiers to walk into the snare. His bow
in his right hand, he was as motionless as a rock.

The possibility of peace with the
White Eyes simply didn’t occur to Cochise. How dare they threaten
the Chiricahua People? he asked himself. We are not Jicarillas,
Mescaleros, or Mimbrenos, and we are not surrendering one inch of
this homeland.

On the trail the White Eyes scout
approached, slouching in his saddle, and Cochise identified him as
a Papago, a tribe the Apaches had fought since the old time. It
would provide great satisfaction to kill him, but Cochise was
hunting bigger game. Pass on, thought Cochise darkly. We will deal
with you later.

Moolik the Papago rode through the
Apache ambush, unaware anything was amiss. He had told lies to
obtain his job, and the Americanos assumed he was a skilled tracker
because he was an Indian, but not all Indians are the
same.

In point of fact, Moolik had been a
mediocre hunter and warrior, and that’s why he’d sought employment
with the White Eyes. He carried a new Sharps breech-loading rifle
and also possessed the latest model Colt revolver with plenty of
ammunition. Ordinary Papagos only dreamed of such possessions, and
no longer need Moolik roam the wilderness in the hope of creeping
up on a deer, for now he ate with the Army, the food appearing
magically in wagons continually arriving from the east.

Moolik hoped someday to visit the
eastern lands, where multitudes of Americanos lived in towering
magical villages, but usually he spent his pay on whiskey. Dreaming
about exotic foreign places, drooping in his saddle, slack-jawed
and lazy, the Papago rode blithely through the Apache
ambuscade.

At the head of the formation, Captain
Hargreaves was alert and poised, his bloodshot eyes searching every
notch and gully for signs of Apaches. The way he saw it, the safety
of his men, not to mention his own skin, was his
responsibility.

He turned and looked at them, not the
usual crabby lot of soldiers, but seasoned veterans who had
volunteered for special scout duty, hoping for faster promotions or
to prove they were the meanest sons-of-bitches on the range. But
they too were cautious, hands near their revolvers. Death could
come swiftly, and all a dragoon could do was pull his trigger as
quickly as possible.

Beau had been in the Army so long, he
knew no other life. Duty, honor, and country had become part of
him, just as profit and loss are second nature to businessmen. He
had been caught in the grandeur of the Mexican War, had fought at
Palo Alto and Resaca de Palma, stormed the battlements of
Monterrey, and been wounded at Buena Vista. Raised in the
traditions of Southern chivalry, he considered the Army a noble
calling reserved for men of honor.

Yet Beau was not well paid by common
standards, because many Americans considered their professional
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