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Introduction:

In the summer of 1844, a son was born to Garret and Emma Kirby. They owned a small farm a couple of miles outside of Atlanta, Georgia. 

They named the boy Braxton. He grew up no different than a lot of other boys in the same area and time. As soon as he was old enough, he began helping his pa with the daily chores of farm life. When there was time to spare, his pa would take him hunting after teaching him to shoot a rifle. On these trips, his pa would also teach him how to track animals or sometimes he would go hide and have Braxton track him. How to build a shelter anywhere and from out of anything. When Braxton was about twelve, while being taught these things one day, he asked his pa why a farm boy like himself needed to know all that stuff. 

“A farm boy now,” said his father, “but in times to come, you will be much more than that Braxton. It is in your blood. One day I will tell you more, but that is enough for now,” 

His education was another thing. Most of the other boys learned a little of reading, writing and arithmetic. His parents went well beyond the normal. As a family, they would ride to Atlanta every Sunday to attend church. 
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There were several times, though, while growing up that Braxton had seen three or four well-dressed men come to the farm and speak at length in private with his father. That was adult business and not his, so he never did ask about it. He did notice that after each visit, his pa would be distant for a few days. Like he was doing some hard thinking. In August 1858, the men came again. This time after they left, he had noticed that his parents sat together often and talked in low voices a lot. Once he could swear, he’d even seen his mother crying. Just after the New Year, Pa called Braxton to come into the kitchen and sit down. When he was seated, his pa said, “Braxton, you will soon be fourteen years old and I have known men in their forties who were not as mature. I believe it is time to tell you some things. I know you have seen those men come to visit and while you have not asked, I believe it is now time for me to tell you who they are and what it’s about. To fully explain this, we have to go back in time one hundred years.”

“A hundred years? said Kirby. 

“Yes,” said his father. “One hundred years ago, your great grandfather was born. His name was Thomas Kirby. By the age of fifteen, he was an aide to then, General George Washington. Mostly, he just delivered letters and messages between Washington and his friends. Friends like John Adams, Thomas Jefferson and Ben Franklin. Of course there were others, too. As I said, he was fifteen years old at the time and it was 1759. King George, the third of England, had heard rumors of a group of colonist, who were planning to rally civilian troops and demand that the thirteen colonies be allowed to govern themselves. Free from English rule. The king immediately sent spies over here to try and discover who these rabble rousers were. None of them ever suspected a fifteen-year-old boy of carrying all the planning that went into the start of the revolutionary war. Thomas was thirty, in 1789, when General Washington became President Washington. Thomas was married by then himself and with a son of his own named Joseph Kirby. Joseph was six when Washington had become president. Thomas held his position with President Washington and with the five presidents who followed him. He knew things about those men that not even their own families or closest friends knew. Thomas retired when Andrew Jackson became president in 1829 and your grandfather, Joseph, who had been prepared for the role, took over his job as aide and courier. Serving four presidents, Jackson, Van Buren, Harrison and Tyler until he was found murdered in the street in 1843. You were on your way by that time and so your mother and I moved here, bought this farm and left Washington behind. Your mother was afraid I would suffer the same fate as my father. They would kill me, too. When Polk came to the office, he disbanded the presidential aids. That is, until Abraham Lincoln took office. Through documents, he learned who I was and set out to find me. Those men who have come to visit were sent here by President Lincoln to ask me to come back into service as his aide. There are things in the works in the capital and much planning to do. He wants me to take the job that my father and grandfather held for all those years.”

“Are you?” asked Braxton? 

“It’s very important work Son. Otherwise, I would never ask your mother and you to just jump up so quickly, but we must.”

Within a week, we were living in a house supplied to us near the Capital Building. 

“Are you not afraid that you could be killed Pa?” asked Braxton one night. 

“It would be a lie to say I’m not Son, but this is very important work I do. Possibly just as important as what was going on in Thomas’ day with General Washington. I feel I must do it.”

Just a year after the start of the American Civil War in 1861, my father died of pneumonia at home, surrounded by his family. My mother followed just a year later. I guess they had been together so long she just couldn’t live without him. I was eighteen at the time of her death. Mr. Lincoln came to her funeral and he asked me what plans I had of the future. 

“I have none Sir,” I told him. 

“Then I have one for you,” he said. 

A week later, I was at West Point. The Union won the war, but at a great cost. President Lincoln was killed while at the theater with his wife shortly after the war ended.  

I stayed on at West Point, working my way to the rank of Major. Wondering now what I was meant for, that my father had spoken of being in my blood. With the job of aide to the president, being no longer in service. Life would show, I suppose.  
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In April of the year 1865, the American Civil War came to an end. In the two years that followed, over six hundred thousand people moved toward the open lands of the west. It was thought to be nearly twice the number of people that had headed west with the California gold rush of 1848 and 49’. 

Most of those had been single men or men who chose to leave their families behind for a time with hopes of returning rich beyond belief. Sadly, many of them never made it back at all and most of what did, brought very little wealth with them. Over two-thirds of the new world, from the Mississippi River to California on the Pacific coast, was a wild and rugged land. What few white men who lived there was a wild and rugged lot themselves. Fur trappers, prospectors of gold or silver and some who sought only the solitude of the mountains. The land itself was filled with killer animals like bears. Including the great hulking giant known as the grizzly. 

There were wolves, coyotes, and mountain lions. On a smaller scale, there were several types of poisonous snakes on the grasslands, the deserts, the mountains and even the rivers and streams. 

There was also the native people who had held those lands for many generations. They had fought other tribes as well as the hazards of nature all their lives. Most of them were hostile toward the white men. Perhaps a part of that was the rugged white men themselves. Men who would shoot first and not even worry about asking questions later. It was different after the war, though. Many southern people had lost everything they’d had. They moved west, not just the men, but whole family’s with wives and children and what little they had left. Starvation, thirst, the weather and the hard travel took its toll on countless families, but there was something out there even more dangerous than the climate or the wild animals. The native people, some few, were friendly toward the whites and freed black travelers alike, but most were not. 

The government saw this and knew that a new kind of war was facing them and a new kind of soldier was needed. These to protect the travelers seeking new starts from the Indians who did not want these interlopers coming into lands that they had lived on for generations. They fought back, killing any who dared to cross their lands. From single riders to whole wagon trains were wiped out. Horses and weapons were normally all that was taken by the Indians. On occasion, women or children were taken to be slaves. Everything else was burned to ashes. From southerners who had lost everything to the northerners who had simply lost heart. 

Former slaves, who now that they were free, just wanted some land they could work and call their own. A particularly dangerous area was right through the mountains and desert area from Las Cruces in the New Mexico Territory to Tucson, Arizona. Many who were headed for southern California locations like San Diego and Los Angeles took this route. Home of the Chiricahua band of the Apache Indians. Considered to be the worst of them all. It was decided by the government to send soldiers there to build a fort and patrol that area and to protect those traveling through it, as well as any who wished to make the area their home. This is the story of two young men who would play a part in this. One a young Calvary soldier, the other a young Chiricahua war chief. The first man to be considered to lead this project was General Nathan Albright. He had served the length of the civil war and made quiet a name for himself. He was a family man though, and they weren’t sure he would take the post, considering he had just spent most of the last five years away from them. After talking with him and giving him the time to talk to his wife, he told them, yes, he would go. 
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