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Chapter One: The Night Before the Trip to Santa Fe
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It was the night before Jed Smith and his younger brother Austin was to depart for their expedition to Santa Fe. Smith sat in front of a long and elegant table. Seated close to him was another man, Samuel Parkman. Several written papers and maps were laid out on the table in front of Parkman and Smith. They had three gas lamps on the table as well, to help them with their work. Austin, and Jed's three other siblings were sleeping. Smith envied them. They seemed to sleep very well, but no sleep would come this night for the legendary mountain man. Smith was lost in his thoughts and his concerns, a night before another expedition. 

Smith had hoped that this would be his last expedition, as he had grown weary of the life of a mountain man. He had already seen more than enough in his thirty-two years. He had seen and experienced many things in his dangerous work. 

He had survived numerous Indian attacks, the most vicious on record. Smith had tangled with the Arikara in South Dakota, the Umpqua in Oregon, and the Mojave in California. He had survived all three encounters, while many of his compatriots had not. And speaking of his compatriots, he had worked with the best in his trade. Men like William Ashley, Hugh Glass, Jim Bridger, Will Wolfskill, Milton and William Sublet, and Bill Williams were some of the prominent men he had worked with. All of them shared a mutual respect with Jed Smith, the kind of respect that only men who have risked their lives together can truly develop and understand. Most of the men he had worked with had lost their lives in such a risky profession. Smith himself considered the fact that he was still breathing to be a blessing, and a strong sign of his faith.

He even had a close encounter with an angry grizzly and had the scars to prove it. He was stoutly built for most men, but several cuts and scars lined his body from all his misadventures out in the wild. His most prominent scars were the stitches that lined his forehead that kept his skin and what was left of his right ear together. His scalp and one ear was literally ripped off by the vicious bear and had to stitched and sewn together and it looked quite jarring. This was the reason why he wore his hair much longer on his right side to try and conceal his mangled ear. 

While he had suffered the wounds and scars of his dangerous profession, he had also reaped the rewards. He had purchased this large and spacious house in St. Louis for himself and his siblings. He hailed from Ohio, but he arranged for some of his siblings to live in his home in St. Louis so they might have a taste of a better life, a life he did not have the luxury of experiencing at their age. He had also previously owned several shares of the Rocky Mountain Fur company which he had sold at a profit. He was in very good financial standing, and was also an expert writer and cartographer. Many of the papers and illustrations in front of the two men were painstakingly written and drawn by Smith himself. He had mapped a lot of territory as a mountain man and kept meticulous records. Parkman was here to help with recording Smith's experiences as a mountain man for his legacy. He was also there to help Smith with his Spanish, which he thought might come in handy for the trip to Santa Fe.

Through it all, Smith had remained a devout Methodist, a rarity among men like himself. Most mountain men came from diverse backgrounds, with some being Indian, colored, or even from other countries. With most of them, having a deep faith was not a priority. Claiming pelts and making a profit was. Not that this was not important for Jed Smith. If it were not so, Smith would not have been able to amass a sizable profit through the years. If anything, it was this sense of profit and earning a good living that clashed with his own deep faith in God. It was this inner conflict that had brought Jed Smith to this moment.

“Not sleepy are we 'Diah?” Parkman said.

“I pay you reasonably enough to burn the midnight oil on occasion, Samuel.” Smith said, without even looking up from the documents before him.

“I was only making jest of your near boundless energy. Not many men would burn the midnight oil before a trip down to Santa Fe. But then again, you aren't most men, are you Jed?” Samuel said.
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