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A Brass Stars Adventure

Raven Coyne

I ride point for the small wagon train heading north.  The first day was quiet and uneventful, but it turned out that Havana was wrong. The soldier boys had been part of a detachment sent to the Fort Worth area to requisition slaves for some fortifications being built along the Red River. By the second day, they had picked up our trail and were tracking us.  As we slowly plod north I see three horsemen off to our left and ahead of us, one changes course and rides toward us.  I pull my penknife and keep it hidden in my hand.  As the man approaches I swear.

“That you Captain?” I know the man.

“That’s me, Carl. How you been keeping?” I answer as casually as I can. I guide Chimborazo another ten feet closer to Carl.  Carl doesn’t take notice of this.

“Still alive.  Got transferred to this hell hole after Corinth. What are you doing out here and out of uniform?” Carl asks. I realize right then, he knows the answer already.

“Well Carl, I got sent to New Orleans to steal the payroll for some Federals. I decided I wanted the money for myself so I stole the money, shot my command, and left. Now I’m here.” Carl looks stunned as he hears my frank answer. 

He sputters “Well, why the hell not share?  You didn’t need to kill your men.”

I laugh a little, “I wanted all of it for myself, Carl.”

Carl sits stunned in the saddle “I’m going to have to report this Captain. They’ll have you for this.” I see the sly look in Carl’s eyes as he says this. He’s calculating how much of my gold he can take just to keep his mouth shut. Carl always was a sneak and a thief.  I look back and see Trixie’s wagons stopped some way down the trail. No matter what I have to do she, Havana, and the girls are safe.

“Right about now Carl you’re adding up all the things you want to buy once you desert and take off with some of my gold,” I say evenly.

“Maybe. Or maybe I’m thinkin’ on the promotion I’ll get for dragging you in.” Carl responds.

“Carl I know you, you’re lower than a snake’s belly. You want out of the army and an opportunity to have gold in your pocket instead of worthless paper.”  I answer.

“Okay fair enough I do. Now how much do you plan on handing over?” Carl says making his mind up to deal.

“Nothing,” I say.

“What the hell?...”Carl says, a quick motion of my wrist and the penknife sail through the air and embeds its self in Carl’s chest. He gasps a small sigh and begins to fall from his horse. I’m not fast enough to catch him. His two partners see him fall and begin to race over. “ Awwwww Hell!” I swear and pull out the buffalo gun. I leap off my horse slap his rump to get out of the way and take aim at the further of the two men and squeeze off a shot. The ball catches him in the chest and he falls.  The last man pulls his handgun and pulls up his horse. Loosing off a couple of shots in my direction he wheels around and begins to ride away.  I grab Chimborazo’s reins and go after him. If I don’t catch him half the Confederate army will be chasing Trixie and me. I race up the arroyo the man takes and then cut left over a small hillock. The soldier’s horse is no match for Chimborazo; few horses are, and I get out ahead of him.  I pull my pistols and grip the reins in my mouth.  The soldier tries to dodge me and turns right to escape but Chimborazo pours on the steam and we catch up.  The soldier turns and fires his handgun at me. I hear the balls crack wheat as they fly past. Chimborazo and I ignore the fear and sound and I take aim with both guns and let loose three rounds from each.  The man’s horse falls shot down, I then race up to the man as he tries to rise and shoot him.  One round from each pistol into his chest.  Making sure he’s finished off I chase down Carl’s and the other soldier’s horse and shoot them.  Then I head back to Trixie.

“Why shoot the horses?” She asks as the whole party looks aghast at me.

“If we take ‘em someone is bound to recognize them, if we leave them they’ll head back to the Confederate encampment and they’ll send a whole lot more soldiers to find out what happened. At least this way we’ve got a day or two more.” I respond “We better make the best of the time we’ve been given. I hate to ask this, but we better travel by night. There’s still some good moonlight. The horses will be alright and we have plenty of water. What do you say, Trixie?”

“The sooner I’m out of Texas the better.” She answers and the wagons begin their slow crawl.  
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The Indian glimpses the odd scene as he comes down the long well kept drive.  The blackened skeletal remains of several outbuildings and the grass surrounding the area burned.  His frustration is like a mighty wave that crashes in on him as he realizes once again Brass Stars is one step ahead of him.  As he sits his horse he considers the situation.  The garrison commander was of no help, he would divulge nothing without a written order from his commander at Red Station. Further, the garrison commander would not allow a message through the singing wire. That meant a trip to Red River for the order, which was too far away and would take too much time.  He would again rely on speaking to those that would speak to him and piece together what happened.  As he muses, the first piece rides up.  The Confederate cavalryman looks furtively around him in fear of being seen.

“I would speak with you Indian.” The shy trooper said.  It was obvious he was unused to Indians. The Indian nods quietly. “You see Slim was a friend of mine and I feel like he should be taken care of, anyway his ghost needs to rest proper.  He and Timothy were sent here to round up a servant that works here.  They didn’t come back. After three days the commander sent me and Stahls to check things out. We found the place like this. This weren’t no Federals or Indians.” The soldier says and waves his hands at the burned-out wreck. “Might have been some bummers but I doubt it.”

“What was this place?” The Indian asks.

“Madame Trixie’s bake oven.” The trooper says with a smile. “Best damn fuck in Texas.”

“Do you know what happened to the inhabitants?” The Indian asks.

“The what?” The trooper looks confused.

“The whores” The Indian supplies.

“Damnedest thing! They just disappeared they didn’t go to Fort Worth.  And we only found Carl and Timothy inside one of the outbuildings.  We found some wagon tracks heading north.  We sent a patrol out but lost them in the long grass.”  The trooper says then turns his horse to leave “That’s all I can tell you.”

“You’ve been most helpful. “ So saying the Indian flips a fifty-cent piece to the trooper who ogles the coin and nods his thanks with a smile.

The Indian looks at the land and sky north. A small prayer to the sky and land for clear weather and clean tracks seems appropriate.  Now he has the trail again.
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We put a good sixty miles between us and the dead Confederates as we make our way up toward the Indian Territories just north of Texas.  I manage to dodge more encounters with soldiers by taking us up cattle trails and hope we don’t run into a drive.  That hope was in vain after about a week of hard travel we run into a drive heading to Red River Station.  Trixie always with an eye toward a business opportunity has the girls set up shop. 

“You’ve got to be kidding me?” I say rolling my eyes.

“All I’ve got chipmunk is Confederate script. No good where we’re going. These cowhands have got good US money and a need that must be scratched.  We’re staying two days then we’ll hit the trail again.” Trixie says to me as she explains the change in plans. If it were any other woman in all of creation I would have left her and moved on but this is my Trixie and I can’t do that.  

“Fine.” I surrender “I’ll ride out ahead and find a trail.  We’ll be in the Indian Territories inside of a week. We better be prepared.  You got some trinkets we can use as presents?”

“Such as what?” Trixie asks

“Mirrors” 

“How do you expect my girls to look pretty without a mirror?” Trixie counters

“Okay, beads, rings, bracelets?” I ask.

“We’ve got enough of that to spare.”

“Can you give me a handful? I’ll be on my way tomorrow at first light. I’ll be back in two days with a route planned out.” I say and Trixie nods and opens a jewelry box in her buckboard. She scoops up a hand full of cheap necklaces and rings and hands them to me. I stuff them in my saddlebag. As I cross our encampment I see the girls setting up small lean-tos, tossing blankets and pillows on the ground inside.  As they set up the cowhands come over and gawk at the girls picking out who they want.

“I can’t pay you till we get to Red River,” says the foreman to some of the men. All are eager to get some money so they can have a roll with the girls.  Others have managed to hold on to a dollar or two and are going to the small creek next to the encampment to wash up.  Trixie comes over to the foreman and smiles sweetly.

“Surely a dollar or two won’t hurt will it Mr? Mr?” She says and I smile watching her go into her Madame routine.

“Davis ma’am,” the foreman says “Ronald Davis.”

“What a lovely name Mr. Davis. Manly.” Trixie touches his arm gently then slides her hand up his left shoulder and traces a pattern with her finger there.  “You see we are on our way north. And we have to pay that mean old scout over there to get us there.” She nods in my direction and I roll my eyes. I’m not getting paid a cent for this. “Now we are willing to work for our keep. As you can see my girls are getting set up right now. And Lilly is making you a dinner you won’t soon forget. Surely you can spare a dollar for all that service?”

“I only got twenty dollars Ma’am. And that has to hold us till we reach Red River Station.”

“How about we set up the piano and Havana there plays a few tunes as well?” Trixie ups the ante. Not to convince the foreman but to encourage the men to force the issue.

“Com’on now Ronald. Gives us some pay. Deduct from what we get once we make Red River. How often do you find a cat house out here? Fine dinner and music. Damn Davis don’t tell me you can’t use a meal and a good shag!”

Davis looks over the faces of the men and says to Trixie “I can give you 10 dollars.”

“Make it 12 and you’ve got a deal,” Trixie says. Davis knowing he can’t very well argue hands the money over to Trixie who kisses his cheek.  “We’ll be open for two days. Go enjoy yourself, boys. One fuck per man.”

I watch the men clean themselves up and get ready for the girls. One man, in particular, catches my attention. At least his gear does
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