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Shielding his eyes against the intense midday desert sun, Brodie chanced a quick glance out from behind the rocks where he was hiding.  Mesquite, cacti, sand and rocks were all he was able to make out.  There were no signs of his attackers, but he knew that didn’t mean they weren’t out there somewhere.  If he had learned nothing else over the past several years on the frontier, he had learned the Apaches didn’t let their presence be known until they wanted too, then more often than not, when they did, it was much too late.

Slowly Brodie turned and slid back down to sit on the ground behind the boulders.  The pain in his side had become excruciating.  If he was going to have any hope of surviving, he knew the arrow had to come out and the bleeding would have to be gotten under control and both of those things would have to be done soon.

The shaft of an Apache arrow protruded from his right side, just below his ribs.  Even though the tip was buried several inches deep, the shaft had not passed all the way through his body.  The barbs of the arrowhead negated any thought of pulling it back out the same way it had entered.  Brodie knew it would compound the severity of the wound by tearing up his insides if he tried to pull it out the same direction it had entered.

“Well Hoss, looks like you’ve really stepped in it this time,” he spoke through clenched teeth, trying to fight against the pain.  “After all these months, you’ve chased the bastards till they finally caught you.”

After checking the load in the Hawkin, Brodie carefully laid the rifle on the ground next to him.  Then he reached around to the small of his back and pulled the knife from the sheath tucked under his gun belt and placed it in his lap.

The mountain man searched the ground around him until he found a branch of mesquite about as thick as his finger.  Breaking off a piece about six inches long, he stuck it in his mouth between his teeth and bit down on it.  Then gripping the shaft with both hands, he took a deep breath and thrust the arrow the rest of the way through his side.  When the flint arrowhead broke through the skin on his back, Brodie picked up the knife and cut off the shaft next to his skin, where it had entered his body.  Then he reached around behind his back, over his hip, grasped the point of the arrow and pulled the remainder of the shaft out through his back.

Fighting back the nausea that was sweeping over him, Brodie spit the stick from between his teeth and struggled to his feet to chance another look out over the desert.  Nothing or no one was in sight as he slowly turned and slid down, sitting back against the boulder.

Unbuckling his gun belt, the mountain man worked the bottom of his buckskin shirt up to his chest, exposing the wounds left by the arrow.  He pulled the kerchief from around his neck and stuffed the opposing corners of it into the entry and exit holes in his side in an attempt to impede the bleeding.  Brodie untied his bedroll and using his knife cut off the bottom two inches of the blanket, then wrapped the resulting band around his body over the kerchief, pulling it as tight as he could and tied it off.

“Jonesie me lad, me thinks you best get your ass out’a here or your bones are gonna be a bleaching out here on the desert and your scalp’s gonna be hanging on some ‘Pache buck’s belt.”  He whispered.

Brodie remembered a butte he had ridden past earlier in the morning, shortly before being ambushed.  When passing it, he had noted several caves in the face of the cliff.  If I can get back to one of those caves, maybe I can hole up and hide out until I heal up some, he thought.
The Apaches had killed his horse during the ambush that had left him with the arrow in his side.  Because of his wounds, along with the fact he would be walking instead of riding, Brodie figured it would take him the rest of the day to get back the butte.

With his saddlebags, bedroll and canteen draped over his shoulder and the Hawkin in his hand, he set out on the trek back toward the caves.

Using every bush and cactus large enough to hide him, the mountain man crept from one to the other, constantly searching his surroundings.  Bringing to bear everything he had learned while living in the mountains, he attempted to cover his tracks as much as possible as he went.  Moving through the brush, every step racked his body with pain.

As he had predicted, it was approaching dusk by the time he reached the cliffs.

Once there, Brodie struggled to climb up to one of the caves situated some forty feet above the desert floor and a hundred feet below the crest of the cliff.

After assuring himself the cave wasn’t already occupied by a rattlesnake or some other unfriendly creature, he pulled himself into the dark cavern.

Looking out over the desert from the mouth of the cave, he searched his back trail once again, trying to find anything that might give him a clue as to where the Apaches might be hiding.  Brodie had no doubts they were still out there somewhere, searching for him.  He had to figure they probably wouldn’t give up until he was either caught or they knew he was dead.

When darkness settled in, making it impossible for him to any longer see anything on the desert floor, he moved as far back into the cave as possible.

With his weapons laid out where, even in the dark, he could reach them quickly, Brodie leaned back and tried to get some rest, but not wanting to fall asleep.  The bleeding from his wound appeared to have stopped, but the pain was still intense.  As he fought to stay awake, he reflected back over the last several years and how he had ended up in this situation.

He was born Broderick Johansson on a small horse ranch near the outskirts of Saint Louis, Missouri.  His mother had given him the nickname of Brodie even before he was able to walk.  As a matter of fact, he recalled, whenever she called him Broderick, it meant she was angry and he was in trouble for something he had done.

Brodie’s mother had died of cholera when he was twelve years old, after which his father had spent the next three years trying to find solace at the bottom of a moonshine jug.  Their horse farm had not only fallen into ruin, but his father had also turned into a mean drunk, often taking out his anger on his son.

One night, after suffering an exceptionally rough beating from his father, Brodie made himself a promise, No man would ever give him a beating like that again, without paying the ultimate price.
The following morning, so as to not give his father the opportunity to be the one to test that oath, Brodie packed his few personal belongings, saddled his horse and left the farm, heading west.  The year was 1838, the young lad had turned fifteen just two days earlier.

Using the name of Brodie Jones, he had signed on as a hostler with a hunting party heading out of Independence, Missouri for Santa Fe in New Mexico territory.

When they were a little over a month into the journey the group came under attack from a band of Comanche and although the men had successfully fought off the attack, one of the hunters had been killed in the skirmish.  A few days after the fight, the leader of the hunting party issued Brodie the dead man’s Hawkin rifle and allowed him to join the group as one of the hunters.

Brodie proved to be a natural with the rifle and did so well as a hunter, the company let him keep the Hawkin as a bonus when a year later, he quit the group to join the Rocky Mountain Fur Company and go into the Rockies to become a mountain man, trapping beaver.

For the next three years Brodie lived in the mountains along with the fur company’s owners, mountain men that would later become legends, Jim Bridger, Jedediah Smith and William Sublette.

The life of a mountain man had been a hard, wild life, continuously filled with adventure as well as personal peril.  The mountain men were roughly clothed, living on game, eating anything that didn't eat them first.  Their possessions had been limited to the bare necessities.  A horse, rifle, knife and tomahawk were the only things the men had owned besides the clothes on their backs, even their traps were furnished by the fur company.

Like so many of the mountain men, Brodie had adopted the dress of the Indians, his shirt and leggings were made of elk skin and his moccasins of buffalo hide.  Unlike most of the mountain men, Brodie had shaved regularly rather than grow the bushy beard so many of the men wore, but he had let his hair grow to well past his shoulders and wore it flowing from beneath a large brimmed Spanish sombrero.

As a trapper, he had worked though out the fall and spring of each year, when the beaver pelts were at their finest, winters were spent in the lower valleys among fellow trappers.  The mountain men spent the short mountain summers selling their furs and replenishing supplies at Rendezvous.

Being a trapper had been an arduous job, and the constant threat of attacks from several different Indian tribes made it even more so, but the natives weren’t the only threat, the competing fur companies had been nearly as bad.

The competition for furs was very intense.  The Rocky Mountain Company had been in fierce competition with the Astor Fur Company.

Brodie recalled one year, some of Astor's men, who were following Jim Bridger and his company in order to discover their trapping grounds, were deliberately led into the heart of Blackfoot country, where the leader of the Astor party was killed when the party was attacked by the Indians.

When the fur trade came to an end, do to over trapping and the changes in fashions from beaver hats to those of silk from China, Brodie returned to Santa Fe.

In 1842, Brodie was recruited by General John Fremont’s exploration expeditionary force as a hunter.  The group consisted of thirteen men who spent four years exploring and mapping the Northwest territory, particularly Oregon, Sierra Nevada and California.  While serving with this group Brodie met and became close friends with the company’s chief guide, Kit Carson, a former fur trapper and mountain man himself.

After completing five expeditions, Fremont decided he had enough and settled down in California, Brodie and Kit Carson drifted back to Santa Fe once again.

For the next year and a half, Brodie served as a scout and hunter for Brigadier General Stephen W. Kearney and the garrison out of the newly established Fort Marcy.  The Mexican war had begun and the United States had laid claim to the New Mexico territory and named Charles Brent of Taos as its Governor.

Shortly after signing on with General Kearney, Brodie had been invited to attend the wedding of his friend Kit Carson to Josefa Jaramillo.

At the reception the evening of the wedding, Kit introduced Brodie to Maria Louise Santiago, the daughter of Don Antonio Santiago, a wealthy holder of a large land grant near Taos.

It had been love at first sight for the mountain man.  From the time Brodie first laid eyes on the dark haired, dark eyed beauty, he knew for him, there could be no life worth living without her being the central part of it.

Observing all the time-honored traditions of her family, Brodie had courted the beautiful Maria for nearly a year before asking the Don’s permission to propose to her.

Every minute he could spend away from Fort Marcy, would find him at the Santiago hacienda.  Tradition dictated they be constantly chaperoned whenever they were together, consequentially Brodie could never be alone with Maria for more than a few minutes at a time.

During that same time he had also studied with Padre Martinez at the mission in Taos in order to be baptized Catholic as the Don had requested, as a condition for his permission for the marriage.

A few months ago, just three weeks before he and Maria were to be wed, Brodie was returning with a patrol he had been guiding.  The troopers had been searching for rebels in the mountains around Taos for the two weeks prior.

It was an hour after sundown when he spotted the red glow in the sky on the horizon.

“That’s one hell of a strange sunset, ain’t it Jonesy.”  The trooper riding next to Brodie shouted, pointing to the glow.

“Clyde, you God damned idiot, sunset was an hour ago, besides that’s south not west.  That’s a fire, a big one and it looks to be about where the Santiago hacienda should be.”  Brodie yelled as he slapped his horse and raced off in the direction of the fire, the men of the patrol instantly followed.

Alternating between riding and walking, so as not to kill their horses, it was a little more than two hours later when the patrol reached the hacienda.  

The main dwelling, bunk house and most of the outbuildings were still in flames, but were burnt nearly to the ground.  As soon as the yard came into sight, the troopers could see the bodies of at least a dozen dead or dying vaqueros scattered over the grounds.

Brodie had already pulled the hammer back on the Hawkin laying across his saddle, he checked the load and leaped from his mount.

“Sergeant, was I you, I’d post me some lookouts while the rest of us scout the area.”  He said to the big sergeant leading the patrol.

Moving from vaquero to vaquero, he and several of the troopers searched for any of the men who might be saved.  Most were dead…killed and then mutilated beyond recognition.  Those few still alive had been tortured to a point beyond any hope of recovery.  As Brodie moved among the men all he could think of was, Maria, where are you? 

When he rounded the rear of the burning hacienda, his worst fears were realized.  Maria, her mother and the two house servants were laying dead in the yard behind the house.  All four women were nude, their garments having been ripped from their bodies.  It only took a glance to know they had been brutally and repeatedly raped until death had ended their ordeal.

Brodie ran to Maria’s side and sitting on the ground next to her, cradled her head in his lap.  Fighting back his tears, he sat on the ground rocking back and forth, gently kissing her lifeless face.

He was snapped back to reality when one of the troopers touched his shoulder.

“Jones, the Sarg sent me, he needs to see you right away.  He thinks they found where the attackers ran off the horses, he wants you to check it out and see if you can tell who and how many they were.”  The soldier said, trying to avert his eyes.

“Private, round up some blankets and cover these women.”  He said to the soldier, barely above a whisper.

As he gently lowered Maria’s head back to the ground and rose to his feet, he saw Don Antonio.  The old man was tied spread eagle to a wagon wheel about ten yards from where the women lay.  He was dead, his body looked like the outside of a porcupine there were so many arrows protruding from it.

The trooper returned with the blankets, Brodie took one of them and tenderly wrapped Maria, then he went to the Don to cut him free and wrapped his body.  When he got within a few feet of the man, the sight nearly made him gag.  The Don’s eyelids had been cut away and his head tied back to one of the wheel spokes so he couldn’t move it.  The bastards had made him watch while they raped his wife and daughter to death, then they shot him full of arrows, taking his life a little at a time, Brodie thought, as he cut the bonds and freed the old man’s body.

The mountain man searched for and found the sergeant near one of the still burning out buildings.

“They were Apaches, Riley…Chiricahuas.”  He said as he walked up next to Sergeant Riley.  “The tracks say there were near thirty of them riding out of here.”

“Are you sure about them being ‘Paches?”  The Sergeant asked.

“Ya, I’m sure.  Check out the markings on these arrows.”  Brodie said handing the trooper two of the arrows he had retrieved from the body of the Don.  “Sides that, who the hell else do you know of would have done all this mutilation!”

“How’d they do all this carnage without losing any of their own?”

“The ‘Pache carry off their dead and wounded,” Brodie answered.  “Look, I know most of these boys and there’s no way in blazes these vaqueros went down without putting up one hell of a fight and they had to have gotten some of the bastards before they died.”

“Brodie, I’m real sorry ‘bout Maria.”  The Sergeant said softly, the entire garrison knew of his impending wedding.  “You gonna be okay?”

“No, I’m not going to be okay, but I don’t have time to feel sorry for myself right now.”  Brodie snapped.  “Look, it’s too dark to track the devils tonight, I’ll follow them at first light in the morning.  Right now Sarg, you should post sentries and get a burial detail started for the vaqueros and the house servants, I’ll take care of the Santiago family myself.”

Mercifully, the vaqueros that had been tortured nearly to death had succumbed.  The troopers dug the graves and laid all the bodies to rest.  At the same time Brodie dug three graves out away from the smoldering hacienda, under one of the few trees on the property.  It took him until long after midnight to finish.  After he got the Santiago family buried, he sat beside Maria’s grave and openly wept. 

The first gray shadows of dawn were beginning to appear when he finally rose and walked back to where the troopers had setup camp.  As he walked toward his horse, something snapped in the mountain man, a rage and hatred for the Apaches that seemed to completely overpower his sorrow, he felt dead inside, almost detached, except for an overwhelming need to inflict pain.

One of the men in the patrol had taken care of Brodie’s horse the night before, so he gathered his tack and re-saddled the gelding.  As he was tying his bedroll on behind the saddle, Sergeant Riley approached.

“Jones, you might want to look at this.”  He said as he held out a small cast iron strong box.

“What is it?”  Brodie asked as he took the box.

“One of the boys found it in the rubble.  We thought it might be important and since you’re the closest thing to family these folks have around here, I figured you should take charge of it.”  The sergeant responded, handing the box to Brodie.

Using a large rock, Brodie broke open the padlock on the front of the box.  Inside he found several pieces of jewelry, which he assumed had belonged to the Don’s wife.  There were also twenty, one hundred dollar gold coins and the original copy of the Santiago’s land grant.  The grant had been issued to Don Antonio’s father by the government of Mexico.  The significance of the items barely registered with Brodie as he stuffed the contents of the box into one of his saddlebags.  As an afterthought, he dug one of the gold pieces back out of the saddlebags.

“If’n a couple of you boys were of a mind to claim you lost ‘em, I’d give a hundred dollar gold piece for a pair of those new Walker Colts you’re carrying.”  Brodie shouted to the troopers gathering around the Sergeant.

The garrison had recently been issued the new six shot, cap and ball forty-four caliber Walker Colt revolvers.

Instantly several of the troopers came forward and offered their weapons.  Brodie took two of the pistols, along with spare cylinders and shot, then handed the coin to one of the two men.  He shoved the revolvers into his belt, dropped the rest of the gear into his saddlebags and turned to swing himself onto his mount.

“Sergeant, you need to get these troopers back to the Fort and let the garrison know about the Apaches,” Brodie said as he settled himself into the saddle.

“Jones, where in the hell are you goin’?”  The sergeant asked.

“I’m goin’ after the bastards.”

“Brodie, for God’s sake just track ‘em, don’t get stupid and try to take ‘em on by yourself.”  

“That’s pretty much going to be up to them, Sarg.  I ain’t making no promises.”  

“I’ll get the General to give me fresh mounts then me and the boys will catch up within a week.”

“Riley, I ‘preciate the offer, but we both know Kearney ain’t gonna spare no troopers for you to go chasing Apaches, right now he’s got his hands full fighting the war with the Mexicans.”

“Keep your eyes open partner, watch the skyline and for a change, try to be careful.  I’m still gonna try to get some fresh mounts and catch up.”  Sergeant Riley said, reaching up to shake Brodie’s hand.

“Well, I guess I’ll see ya when I see ya, but don’t be countin’ on it being anytime soon.  Tell Kearney, I’m taking the leave that’s do me and if he wants to fire my ass, I’ll understand.”

He wheeled the horse around and rode out at a trot.

“Shouldn’t we be going with him, Sarg?”  One of the troopers asked.

“We don’t have a choice, Benson.  Jones is right, we need to get back to the Fort and let the General know the Apaches are raiding up here.”  Riley responded.

“But Sarg, he won’t stand a chance out there by himself.”  Benson came back.

“Trooper, don’t you be worrying ‘bout Brodie Jones, just give thanks to whatever God you might pray to, that you ain’t one of them ‘Paches he’s goin’ after.”

