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A Brass Stars Adventure

Raven Coyne

As the party approaches Denver, I head out one more time to scout.  This time I don’t look for enemies, but to find a home for Trixie and her girls. Denver is all noise, smoke, bad smells, and bustle.  I go around the saloons looking for information on abandoned houses and come up empty.  Soon as a place is abandoned some new dude shows up to take the place.  I finally reach the Lucky Horse Shoe bar and start asking around for good places to settle down. An old man approaches me.

“Mind if I take a load off at your table?” He asks.  His is small wiry, well kept, and dressed in finery from back east.  That alone makes me distrust him.

“I don’t need anything drummer,” I answer and he laughs.

“The duds?” referring to his clothes “I am a commission agent, that’s true. But you can’t buy what I sell son. I work for the railroads.  I’ve been told you are looking for an empty place around town to set up in.”

“Yes, but there doesn’t seem to be anywhere available,” I answer.

“Well, yes and no.” The man says “Maybe I can help.  What do you need the place for?”

“I’m scouting for a Madame and her girls. They plan on setting up shop here in Denver.”

“That suits me fine!” The man says with enthusiasm “By the bye my name is Hiram. Hiram Adams. And you are?”

“People call me Brass Stars,” I answer. I see no need to give my name at the moment.

“Indians give you that?” He asks and I shake my head.

“Some compatriots of mine,” I say.

“You a deserter? Never mind, I didn’t ask that. No answer you can give that doesn’t make you a liar.” Hiram says and I nod. I find myself starting to like the man.

“Can I see the place?” I ask and Hiram nods and we leave the bar and head uphill away from the town.  

“Denver’s got a big future son. Really big.  And your Madame can move in and go right to work.”  He takes a small road toward the Platte River side of town which ends in front of a beautiful mansion. Almost new the place has not been painted.  

“You build this?” I ask impressed.

“Hell no the railroad did for me.  I don’t need anything this big and I’ll be traveling around the territory during the warm months. Might as well be used for something.  There is one condition to the deal.” Hiram adds with a sly smile on his lips.

I already know the condition and laugh “You get to ummmmmm how should I put it? Avail yourself of the services whenever you want for free?”

“That about sums it up.” Says Hiram as he licks his lips at the prospect.

I look over the man in a white beard and hair and nod. He must be reading my thoughts because he says “Hey I like a good rodger as much as the next man.”

“I can’t say yes or no. That’s for Trixie to decide.” I say and turn to leave and find the party.

“Trixie!” The man exclaims “A fine woman in blond hair? Runs a little ole’ place out of New Orleans Trixie?”

“The same,” I answer confused “you know her?”

At that Hiram busts, a gut laughing. He can’t stop for a moment and has to breathe hard from the laughter. 

“Shit!” Hiram exclaims “You send Trixie to me. Tell her Hiram says ‘same as before’ you got that son?”

I get to Trixie about an hour later and tell her about Hiram. She laughs almost as hard as Hiram did. “I’ll go around Chipmunk. You get the girls and Havana and tell them to follow you to the house. We’ll set up and be in business by tonight.”

“Who is the man?” I ask her, “and why am I jealous of him?”

Trixie comes up and kisses my face “Hiram always preferred me Chipmunk. That was the deal.”

I nod and smile at her. “As long as you get a home, Trixie.”

She kisses me deeply and says “Maybe you could stay? It’s a long way from the war Chipmunk. You could have a life here I think.”

“With you?” I say smiling and whether I want to admit it or not hoping for the right answer.

“If that’s what you want Chipmunk.” Trixie answers.

That was the right answer! But, there is still what I did, and who wants me dead for it to consider. Is it worth it to them to come this far? Maybe not. Or at least maybe they can’t get here. “I don’t want to run anymore Trixie if I don’t have to,” I say.  Of course, I got here. If I can, my hunters surely can if they choose to. “Let me sleep on it.”
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We get the girls in and the house is set up in no time.  Hiram and Trixie renew their acquaintance and I am ready to kill the old man for it. I didn’t realize how much Trixie means to me until I see her with Hiram.  I am given a small bedroom on the top floor to call my own. I don’t see Trixie that night, she played host to the crowd that came to ‘Madame Trixie’s Bake Oven’, and then she slipped up to Hiram’s bedroom for the night.  Funny how things work out.  I got Trixie as mine, but I guess I’ll have to share her.  I’m being childish and I know it. She has never been ‘mine’, she’s not that kind of woman. If one were lucky you were hers.  And I guess that’s okay as well. But it still left me with a heavy load to go over in my head.  I decided I didn’t want to stay in Hiram’s house.  I would need to find my own lodgings.  Nothing this fancy just a cabin would do.  I’d need to find work of some kind. I thought over the idea of scouting and decided that might work out best for me.  I already had a reputation in the city, Trixie made sure every man jack of them knew I had trailed her from Texas to Denver. Including every detail. Everyone seemed suitably impressed.  So the next morning I go to Denver Town and start looking for work.  Doesn’t take long. Two hunters are looking for passage over the Rockies to the brushlands on the other side.  I warn them these are not lands I know, but they don’t care about that as much as having another good gun with them against Indians. I agree and head by to Hiram’s to collect my gear.  

It was good I went that morning.  Making my way through the half asleep streets of the city I see him.  He’s just passing into a side alley to a stable. I catch only a glimpse but I know it’s him.  I knew it was him the whole time from Canyõn City to Denver.  No one else could make themselves felt while remaining invisible. “The Indian!” I think and also “Damn should’ve empty the other pistol into him when I had the chance!”  And that settles my mind up for me.  Maybe I’ll come back to Denver when this is over. But I doubt it.  I was headed for Canada.  And that now seems like a very good place to go.  I turn around and head to Hiram’s house to retrieve my gear and get out of Denver fast.  As I reach my room I hear Trixie behind me.

“You’re leaving.” She says it’s no question just a statement of fact.

“Yes. I have no choice.” I answer slowly.

“Because of Hiram?” Trixie asks.

I want to say no but my mouth betrays me “Yes. That’s part of it.”

“It’s business with Hiram, Emmitt.  This is why I came up here.” Trixie tries to make me understand her point. She comes over and embraces me from behind.  I close my eyes and feel her divine presence.  I don’t want to cause pain to Trixie, that is the last thing I want.  I try and soothe her with “That’s not the only reason. I saw the Indian.” 

“Who’s the Indian?”

“One of the men I gunned down for the gold.” I try and make this simple.

“I thought you said you killed all of them,” Trixie asks confused.

“I thought I did. All of them.  But he’s alive. And he was the one I really needed to kill.  I failed and now he’s here. He must have trailed me from Louisiana.  He won’t stop until I’m dead. Or he is.”

“Head to the mountains.  Lose him and come back.” Trixie says. The idea sounds so appealing.

“I don’t think he’s been to the Rockies either.  Maybe I could meet him on even ground there.” I say

“Once it’s over, come back to me,” Trixie says. I nod and smile. Who the hell needs Canada anyway?

“I’ll be back if I can Trixie. Maybe after that, you’ll think of marrying me.” I say. I don’t know where the half-assed proposal came from but now it’s out there.

“I’m not the marrying kind Chipmunk.  But come back none the less. We’ll get a place together.” I turn in surprise at that.  “You don’t think I want to spend all my time with that letch Hiram do you?” She says with a wicked grin.

“I’ll be back as soon as I am able.” I cross turn around and kiss Trixie.  I finish securing my gear.  I look at the box of gold and wonder if I should let Trixie keep it for me.  I decide against it, so far this box has brought nothing but misery.  I turn and walk out the door and down the stairs to whatever awaits.  As I do so I see Hiram at the foot of the stairs. 

“Ummmm messenger just left this for you.” He says.

It’s a small box tied up with string.  I can’t imagine anyone sending me a parcel.  I open the box. Looking inside I see a pinecone.  The Indian’s calling card. I look at the cone and nod while I purse my lips. I head through the front door and down the lane to pick up Chimborazo at the stable.  “Invitation accepted Indian.” I think.
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The Indian stands a small way off from Denver on its east side and watched Brass Stars head west toward the great mountains that lie behind the town.  He knew that Brass Stars would accept the challenge.  Brass Stars has a code of honor, however, twisted it might be.  The Indian can accept readily enough the thought that a man might understand honor and at the same time shoot you in the back.  Patting his horse he too moves west.
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