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BOOK ONE:

MURDER BY

LOST SOULS’ MESA
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‘Advise persons never to engage in killing.’

-Billy the Kid

CHAPTER ONE:

A KILLING IN SILVER COUNTRY.

Billy Gillespie had no choice but to see an innocent man shot dead. Once he’d decided to put a gun on that prospector, and rob him his goods and money, his cards were dealt. After that, there was nothing for it but to play the hand through to the end. 

Billy and his accomplice had found the man on a trail by Lost Souls’ Mesa. At first they had exchanged friendly words, and even walked a distance together; but then the young outlaw made his fateful decision. He had weighed up the other man, and found him vulnerable and weak. The fellow wore no gun-belt, carried no rifle, didn’t even have a hunting knife close at hand; but he did have a buckskin gelding that Billy coveted badly. Furthermore, by his own admission, the man was heading back to town to exchange his silver for real currency. All in all, there seemed plenty to gain from relieving that stranger of his possessions, and very little risk attached.

Billy was relying on the man giving him no trouble and meekly surrendering his heavy poke of silver, and his sleek buckskin horse. There were other goods too, as Billy was soon to discover, including a roll of notes, a gold pocket watch, and even a concealed pistol – fully loaded. 

As might be expected, it was the gun that upset Billy’s calculations, that and his intended victim’s over-confidence in his own prowess. Furthermore, the fellow, who happened to be married and the father of two children, was rather determined to hang on to his hard-won treasures. So, when turning out his jacket pockets, and slowly producing an old but serviceable .44 Colt revolver brought back from the war, the miner had suddenly tried the trick of throwing the gun from left to right hand and fanning it. He’d even managed to get off a shot. Perhaps he’d been practising it on those long, lonely nights by his camp fire. Perhaps it was something he’d rehearsed, and believed he could pull off.

He almost succeeded too; but though his gun threw out a single bullet, he received two back in quick succession – and so the pot went to the other man.

“Oh, Billy!” cried Amy, who’d accompanied young Billy Gillespie on this ill-starred errand, “My God, we’ve killed him!”

“The fool went for his gun,” said Billy. “You saw it; he left me with no damn choice. I had to drop him.”

He wasn’t so bothered he’d shot a man – he’d done that a dozen times before – but only that Amy had seen him do it. Moreover, he’d made Amy his accomplice; and Amy was the only one in the world he cared about, the only one whose criticisms cut him to his very core. He had dragged her into his world of shame, and now she would never forgive him for it.

She looked at him, a look that made him wish he’d never been born. He looked back at her, and knew her life would never be the same again. 

“Oh Billy!” she said, with tears on her cheeks, “You promised me, you promised me!”

“I shouldn’t have promised,” he said sullenly; “But sayin’ we’d rob a man without harming a hair on his head – that relied on him playin’ fair an’ square an’ not attemptin’ no fool tricks – but you saw what he did.” 

“I saw a man killed for trying to hold on to his own property,” she wept, “an innocent man – who was mindin’ his own affairs – a man we should have let alone!”

“We had to do it Amy,” said Billy; “After your horse broke down, we had to get another, come what may. There’s men in these hills would kill their own mother to get at a girl like you; it was him or us, Amy; an’ God knows I’d do anything for you.”

“Don’t say that, Billy,” she wept, “I told you already I’d rather starve, or take my chances trying to walk back to town, than have somebody else die out here in my place.”

“Yeah,” said Billy, “you said it – but I couldn’t let you do it. Now you think I’m the devil – an’ I guess you’re right.” 

“I don’t think it-” she began.

“Listen,” he said, “If it makes you feel any better, that man has evened the score – he’s repaid a bad man in kind.”

“Don’t talk foolish,” she said, “How has he repaid you?”

“By giving me one back,” said Billy, slumping to the ground, “right in my gut... just as I deserve.”

Hearing her cry of anguish, and watching her feeble attempts to help him, were part of the punishment for a dying man. 

“Oh Billy,” she wept, “Don’t leave me all alone, out here in the middle of nowhere!”

“Can’t be helped,” smiled Billy grimly; “But one thing you can do for me – go get Stevie Fitzpatrick. Tell him to come out here. I’ll get him to help you. He still owes me that favor. Tell him Billy got shot by a man he robbed – be sure to tell him that. You understand me?”  

“What if he won’t come?” she said.

“Oh he’ll come,” said Billy, wincing in pain; “Them Fitzpatricks have a funny sense of honor about these sort o’ things. Tell him Billy Gillespie’s callin’ in that favor he owes. Tell him to follow you back to Dead Man’s Pass, an’ he’ll find me by Lost Souls’ Mesa.”

“That favor is from way, way, back,” she said, “an’ a lot of water has flowed under the bridge since the day you saved his life from Alvarez...”

Billy, now resigned to his fate, only smiled at her lack of faith. He knew Fitzpatrick would come.

“If he don’t rustle, tell him he’s a cowardly dog for not coming, an’ leavin’ a woman in trouble. Remind him he’s the county sheriff. You’ll see, he’ll follow meekly as a dog – ‘cos there’s one thing will always turn the head of men like Stevie Fitzpatrick – an’ that’s puttin’ in their brain the notion – they got no sand for the job!”

CHAPTER TWO:

LOST SOULS MESA

Stevie Fitzpatrick was quite aware of the well-defined local custom of speaking to a man when one comes upon him in the dark – providing, of course, he is of friendly intent. He was also aware of an old wound in his shoulder, from a strict observance of this courtesy, when the other man, contrary to custom, had drawn and shot – then apologised. So Stevie waited for the figure to step clear of the shadow of the corral bar before he spoke.

“State your purpose,” said Fitzpatrick, drawing away from the light that streamed from the open bunk-house window.

The small stranger stopped. 

“Stephen Fitzpatrick?” asked the figure.

“Yeah,” he answered, his hand quickly slipping away from the concealed Remington in its shoulder-holster, for it was the voice of a woman. 

“I want to speak with you,” she returned quickly. 

“Come into the house, then,” he said. 

“No,” she said, stepping closer to him, “we can talk here.” 

As he advanced to meet her he saw that a handkerchief hid the lower part of her face, and the broad brim of a hat concealed the upper. A gray shirt and brown chaps completed the resemblance to a puncher – or an outlaw.

“Well, miss,” he said, as he extended his hand, “you’re takin’ a long chance in that outfit. You look as near like Billy Gillespie as twin calves. He’s your height and the same hat. I thought I was just about goin’ to attend to a little official business as sheriff of the county.”

“It’s not too late yet, and that’s why I came,” she replied. “It was Billy Gillespie sent me. He’s badly wounded, and I came to get you to go him.”

“Billy sent you?” he breathed; “I don’t understand...”

“I’m wearing his hat and coat,” she said, “And it’s true he’s about my height. I’ve been trying to change his ways; but I failed. He robbed a man and got shot. He has important stuff to tell you.”

“I see,” said Fitzpatrick; “And who are you?”

“Never mind that – will you go?” she said.

“I’ll have to think about it,” he replied.

“Then you’re a coward,” she interrupted hotly.

“Well, maybe I am – or maybe I don’t like being shot in the dark. Billy must have thought I was losin’ my mind if he expected I was goin’ to fall for a game like this. But, miss, I wasn’t born yesterday – I know there are men who’d dearly like to put me under the ground, an’ Billy Gillespie, he’s at the front of the queue!”

“You don’t believe me, then – you think I’m not telling the truth? I’m telling you, Billy is shot, real bad. Look, there’s blood all over this coat.”

Fitzpatrick examined the coat, but still looked dubious.

“Listen,” she said, “he told me to remind you of the time – if you refused to come – when he came upon you while you were standing off Pancho Alvarez and his men, and that you told him, if ever he wanted a friend, to call on you. That was before he went wrong and took that strong box from the stage – you understand?”

“Yeah,” said Fitzpatrick, “I understand.”

Four years before, on one of his regular hunts for the legendary Lost Souls Mine, he had been caught in a little rock- strewn dip by Alvarez and his gang. They were outlaws from way south who’d taken a liking for the Utah badlands. They’d waylaid Stevie Fitzpatrick, neither knowing nor caring he was a county sheriff. They simply wanted his horse, his money, his guns. Through the blistering heat of the day he had stood them off; until his ammunition got so low he had made up his mind to end it all by coming into the open and making them kill him – rather than endure the torture. It was then, from a pile of drift in front, that a Winchester opened up on the outlaws from their rear, and drove them from the rocks into the open, where they dropped one by one before Fitzpatrick’s pair of Remington .36’s. Only Alvarez and one other man escaped that day, both of them wounded. That episode made history, and gave Stevie Fitzpatrick an even loftier reputation as sheriff of the county. 

That famous victory, however, was only made possible by Billy Gillespie. Fitzpatrick had told the boy, when he came out from behind the drift that day, if ever he wanted a friend, to call upon him. He told him he would not forget to return the favor; and now the call had come. 

The complication was that Billy had gone wrong since then, and Fitzpatrick had been looking for him for months. He had vowed to let the law make of him what it would. But there were those who said that he did not want to get him, because of the affair on the Lost Souls’ trail. The simple truth, however, was that the sheriff had hunted him, time after time. From desert to water-hole, from sun-blinding sands to chaparral, and missed him always in the drift-littered beds of Dry River Canyon, or up in the rocks beside Lost Souls’ Mesa, where the chase invariably led. 

“Will you come?” the girl was repeating. “Will you come – or must I go back and say you were afraid?” 

“No, I’m goin’, miss,” he said. “Where’s your horse?” 

“Tied to the corral gate,” she answered. 

“You wait for me down by the cottonwoods. I’ll be there as soon as I can saddle and pick up a few things. You say he is badly shot up – what about a doctor, then?” he asked. 

“It’s too late for that. He knows there’s no use,” she muttered, moving toward the gate.

“You sure?” he asked.

“I’m sure,” she said; “Now hurry.” 

Fitzpatrick went into the house and took up his Winchester, and his gun-belt with the pair of pistols, and a sack of stuff for the trail; then he returned to the corral. He saddled the big gray that came up in response to his whistle.

At the foot of the little hill, the girl was waiting. 

“Now then,” he said softly, “lead the way; and remember, I ain’t takin’ any chances, an’ I ain’t hostile. I’m just keepin’ my word to Billy, so I’m dependin’ on you. You understand me?”

She did not answer, but turned her pony’s head to the west, and led him away from the trees, into the shadow of the hill. Soon they had left the Bar Z ranch way behind them; they entered the semi-desert that formed its western boundary. They were only a two day ride from the town of One Dog Creek, but the weird sandy landscape and the blackness of the huge Mesa ahead against the stars gave the impression of an even more remote and forlorn quarter of the world. 

In silence they rode for an hour. Then they began to climb the steep narrow trail that led into a series of high, broken cliffs that overlooked the Bar Z ranch on one side, and a whole lot of dry desert on the other. On and on, through the winding path that clung to the side of one towering range they rode. Farther and farther they climbed, among the dull blanketed columns that reared their tops to the starlit sky.

“How far?” asked Fitzpatrick, as he trotted up to her side, when the trail was wide enough to permit it.

“Another six miles, or so,” she answered. Then her pony stumbled and for a moment it seemed he would go down on his knees. Stevie Fitzpatrick quickly reached over, and made as if to lift her from the saddle. She seemed to shrink from him, and he loosened his hold, just as the buckskin recovered himself. Fitzpatrick breathed a sigh of relief, then drew the big gray in behind. She turned, their eyes met for a second, and Fitzpatrick saw in them a terrible sorrow. He realized then, he had been lured out onto that dark trail not only by the story of Billy lying wounded and needing his help, but also by something in those lost and hopeless eyes. He told himself that he wouldn’t allow himself to be taken in or won over by the owner of those eyes – a promise he was by no means sure he could keep.      

Again they were climbing. They traveled until the moon came up and lighted the trail, just as she turned sharply to the right, into a narrow path that shone like a painted strip on the dull rocks. Fitzpatrick recognized the trail; it led to Lost Souls’ Mesa, where he had long ago looked for the old silver mine old timers said was hidden there. But he, just like all the others, had failed to discover the legendary source of treasure, and assumed the stories to be nothing more than travelers’ tales.

“Just a minute,” he said, for he knew that the trail ahead was blind, unused, and ended squarely against the face of a great rock.

“Come on,” she urged, “This way – or are you afraid?”

“No,” said Fitzpatrick, “but haven’t you missed the trail? This is Dead Man’s Pass, which is a dead end for sure; and down there is Dry River Canyon.” 

He pointed into the great abyss below, where the moon’s rays had not reached. 

“I know where we are,” she answered, now several feet in advance and still moving on; “Come on, this is the way, you’ll soon find out I’m right.”

“Very well – but you’re wrong,” he replied, for he knew the place, and that they would soon be stopped by the wall of rock beyond. 

So they were; the rock was there, closing the way. 

The girl slipped from the pony’s back, went over to the rock and fumbled for a match, lit it and then led her pony through the rock – or so it seemed. There was a fissure in the cliff just wide enough for a horse to squeeze through, while brushing either stirrup on the stone. The vertical faults in the rock-face had given the illusion of there being no way through, even at a few steps’ distance. 

Fitzpatrick dismounted and, leading his horse, followed slowly, suspiciously, until he could look into the trail beyond.

“This way,” she commanded. He walked through, too surprised to question. When he had cleared the gap, he turned and looked back, as if not believing what they had just done.

“Come on, come on,” she cried, as she mounted and spurred on. Fitzpatrick’s eyes raised in wonder at the black holes in the cliffs towering above them.  Almost reluctantly he followed, closely observing the piles of old drift that lined the trail. Beyond was a moonlit space, a square. Around its edge were low, rock-walled houses. Their roofs had long since fallen in, but the stone walls were good as ever. Fitzpatrick stared in awe. He had heard the descriptions of it, a silver mine on the site of an ancient Indian settlement in the mountains. The story, oft repeated, was that a group of miners had found the place already deserted, and partially emptied the hills of silver; later, bandits struck and killed them, every one, in order to take their treasure and keep the secret of its origin. But that was thirty, forty, fifty years before – or so the story went. 

Fitzpatrick thought it likely that the easily-gotten silver had already been mined and removed. There was no evidence of machinery or workings of a proper, large-scale mining operation, only heaps of spoil and rock dumped seemingly at random around the empty village, close to the face of the mesa. Dark tunnel-mouths led into the cliffs. Fitzpatrick guessed that endless hours of toil had been invested in digging those galleries into the rock-face. Here, then, was the place of stories and legends, a series of workings more or less on top of the ruined settlement, not near but actually inside Lost Souls’ Mesa. Above and around him towered the rocks, now viewed from within. Small wonder, then, when he was hunting Gillespie along Dry River Canyon, the outlaw had always led him into Dead Man’s Pass and given him the slip. But how had Billy and the girl come to discover its secrets, and more relevantly, why had they brought him into their circle of trust?

He saw the girl dismount, walk a few steps and pass through the doorway of one of those stone-walled, roofless houses – and disappear. Quickly he slid from the saddle, and removed his right-side Remington from its holster. Keeping his horse between himself and the doorway into which the girl had gone, he walked across the smooth floor of the old, un-peopled central space.

When opposite the broken steps, the girl reappeared in the doorway. The hat was gone and the handkerchief had fallen from her face.

She stepped forward, faltered, half stumbled, and turned her face until the moon shone full upon it. Just for an instant Fitzpatrick hesitated; he hesitated until he found a name for the face of the girl. 

“Amy Baxter!” he said. He stared at her in breathless incredulity, the recognition baffling him as he thought of her serving customers in the general store in town.

“Yes,” she breathed; “I wanted to hide my face until we got up here. I thought if you recognized me, you might not come. I knew you’d only see me as a silly shop girl telling tall stories. But I had to get you to Billy quickly. I’ll explain it all later.”

“All right,” he said, puzzled by what she said.

“Now come with me. I can’t go into that room alone. I’m afraid... he may already be... gone.”

There was something in her voice that took away his lingering fear of an ambush. Billy must be badly hurt, or worse, after all. Fitzpatrick holstered his gun, took her hand, and led her through the moonlit doorway. As they entered, both sensed the stillness which meant the place was no longer the refuge of a living man. Nevertheless, she called out softly:

“Billy,” she said, “Billy – I got your friend Fitzpatrick here... Billy?”

Very slowly, they edged forward, peered into the corner of the resting place of the stricken man. Amy stepped in front, moved forward toward the dark form, just as some wisps of cloud that were partially veiling the moon were swept away.

Then they saw him, slumped against a wall. His eyes were open and staring, and his contorted face plain to see in the moonlight. Amy turned, ran straight back to Fitzpatrick and he caught her in his arms and held on, lest she run blindly out into the darkness and injure herself.        

“He’s dead – oh he’s dead,” she sobbed. 

“Too late, then, after all,” said Fitzpatrick, softly patting her hair. Even in that light, he could see the tears streaming down her face. He wasn’t sure what to do, and so he held on to her as her shoulders heaved in sorrow and pain.

“There, don’t cry,” he whispered, realising how lacking he was, and how poorly he fitted into the distressing situation. Then, he led her back into the open space away from the house; they stopped, turned toward each other. 

“He’s gone – the last of us, except me – my brother,” she moaned.

“Your brother?” he repeated in surprise. 

“Yes,” she answered, stepping back. Her eyes were wide with shock, but nevertheless she was able to speak, in a faltering voice. “My real name’s Amy Gillespie... I changed my name on account of Billy. I came to live in Dog Creek in the hope of finding him and saving him one day. I knew he was at the mine with my father; but folks said he’d gone bad and turned outlaw. I knew then, that something must have happened to my father, and that Billy was desperate for money. He would never have done the things he did –bad things – if my father were still alive.”

“Yeah,” said Fitzpatrick doubtfully, “that must have been what changed him.”

Amy pulled away from him, and her dark eyes flashed with anger.

“And you!” she said; “They said you were hunting him, like a wild animal, and I hated you for it. I still do. Now he’s dead. You ought to be satisfied, you and your kind. He wanted me to bring you to him, to tell you of this miserable hole – to show you how we’ve been living. He wanted the claim properly recorded in my name. He said it would be worth thousands to a big mining company. God knows it gave precious little to us – the silver’s in deep, and the ore hard to purify. Billy said you were the only one who could be depended upon to help me file a claim. It’s all that’s left for me.”

“Well... yes,” said Fitzpatrick, “I’ll help... if I can.” 

“I’ve lived here three months with him, praying, hoping, even begging him to give up his lawless life and go away to California, or Canada, or some other place safe.” 

“But he wouldn’t go,” said Stevie Fitzpatrick.

“No,” she said; “He wouldn’t... change his ways.”

“They never do,” said Fitzpatrick; “So what happened to him, Amy?”

Her eyes regarded him fiercely.

“Yesterday, a miner he tried to rob on the other side of the mesa shot him. Billy knew he was dying, and I managed to get him back here.”

“A miner?” said Fitzpatrick, disturbed.

“He’s dead too; Billy held him up, but he went for a gun. Billy killed him, and took a bullet in the stomach.”

“I see,” said Fitzpatrick frowning; “Are you sure the other man’s dead? Did you check?”

“I checked,” she said, “and I’m sure.”

“Well,” said Fitzpatrick, “this is a sorry tale. Another man killed, and for what? Did Billy not think of askin’ for help? Most folks would, if they’re in a spot, instead of thievin’-”

“I tried to stop him,” Amy interrupted, “I truly did. He even promised not to do anything stupid, after we saw that man passing us close by. But Billy got the devil in him, an’ after actin’ all friendly-like, he pulled his gun on him anyway. It was my fault too – my pony slipped and broke a foot on the trail. Billy thought he’d take the man’s horse for me, but I’d already told him I’d walk or get back to town somehow...”

“Uh-huh,” said Fitzpatrick, “So Billy pulled a gun, an’ the man died defendin’ himself. Is that about right?”

“I pleaded with him,” said Amy, “but I reckon Billy had the notion all along to get that horse. I was... horrified. At first the man seemed to surrender, then he threw his gun from one hand to another and fired. Billy killed him, but he got shot through as well. He wanted to make it back here; it was where he wanted to die, I guess.”

She hung her head, covered her eyes with her hands. Fitzpatrick regarded her for some time, then took out his tobacco and rolled a cigarette, which he offered her. She took it, and accepted a light.

“Well, Amy,” said Fitzpatrick, “I’m truly sorry for you. I’m going to do what I can. In the morning we’ll bury your brother in the mineshaft; he’ll be like a king in his tomb. I’ll have to see that dead miner, too. Then I’ll get you out of here, back to Dog Creek.”

“I always knew it would end like this,” she said, sitting down on a slab of stone; “but Billy had something in his spirit – the same spirit that made my father almost insane. Once they got an idea in their heads, they stuck to it, come what may. Pa bribed an old man to learn the secret of how to get into this place. Then, he and Billy came here together, and for what? A few hundred dollars – the silver left in the old mine is the hardest to get at. And my father was killed in a cave-in when the old props failed, and lies buried somewhere in the galleries beneath us.”

“But I still don’t understand,” said Fitzpatrick, building another smoke, “How did you and Billy meet up? I mean, you were in town, and he was living out here.”

“I got a letter from my father where I was living back in St George. He must have posted it the last time he went back to Dog Creek for supplies. I got a ride into Dog Creek on the coach, knowing it was the nearest town to Lost Souls’ Mesa, and found a job with lodgings at the general store. That’s where I saw you a few times. I had a little money, and saved some more, enough for a decent little horse. One day I packed up my things and rode out by Lost Souls’ Mesa – alone.”

“That was a dangerous thing to do, Amy,” said Fitzpatrick. “This place is two or three day’s out of town, and only the Bar Z offers any safe shelter nearby. Even then, those ranch-hands are rough, ready and wild as hell.”

“Yes,” she said, “I saw those boys in town. I saw how folks kept out of their way.”

“Yeah,” said Fitzpatrick, “But they ain’t nothin’ compared to Alvarez and his bunch. They’ve been terrorizin’ this part of Utah for a long time. I’ll get them one day; only I can’t convince a posse to ride up here. Don’t blame them none either.”

“My father warned me about Alvarez. He said I had to have a good fast pony, which is what I had, until the accident.”

“Unfortunate,” said Fitzpatrick, “to lose a horse way out here. Still, ain’t no reason to turn to robbery, Amy.”

She threw a fierce, momentary glance in the sheriff’s direction, but chose to ignore his last remark.

“My father told me where the mine was, and drew me a map. I rode out, and it took two days. When I got to Dead Man’s Pass, Billy saw me and brought me in. It was then I learned that my father was dead; it was a terrible time for me. But at least I was with my brother again. He’d changed though, in every way. He’d grown hard and cruel and didn’t care who he hurt; and his face – he looked terrible – poor food, worry and overwork had almost done for him. And the chemicals he used on the ore are poisonous.”

“Yeah,” said Fitzpatrick, “I’ve heard that a few times.”

“Worse still,” he told me how he stole a strongbox off a stage. He said when he shot it open it was mainly mail an’ papers – but then he was a wanted man. He needed cash to buy supplies from the trading post near Larsonville, so he robbed some others too.”

“A good many others,” said Fitzpatrick thoughtfully.

“It broke my heart to hear what he’d done; I planned to make Billy leave the mine. But I had an accident on my horse and its foot got busted. Billy had to shoot it. Weeks passed. I’ve been stuck in these old walls with Billy ever since. There was no-one else for me, and little by little I was persuading him to get him away. Or at least I thought so. And now it’s over, it’s too late.” 

She buried her face in her hands once more. Fitzpatrick sat down beside her and lit his cigarette. He drew in the smoke, staring into shadowy ruins opposite him.

Fitzpatrick left her to cry it out for a long time. Finally she stopped, and slowly turned to look at him. She looked, for all the world, like a lost and lonely child.

“First thing in the mornin’,” said Fitzpatrick, “we got to get you somewhere safe.”

“For me,” she said, “there ain’t no such place.” 

She was hugging herself protectively, and shaking like a leaf. 

“I know of one,” he said, putting an arm around her; “I have a sister who’ll look after you. We’ll ask for your old job back while we file your claim. You’ll be a rich woman, you’ll see. What do you say? Will you go back to Dog Creek?” 

He gently drew the girl toward him. 

“I don’t know,” she whispered, “I just don’t know.” 

“Listen,” he said, “I guess my promise extends to looking after Billy’s sister for a spell. Don’t get no ideas I ain’t the perfect gent in all this.  Yes, that’s what we’ll do. We’ll go see my sister, she’s got a house with a spare room. We’ll see what she makes of all this. Now, Amy, will you go with me, and trust me?”

There was a long silence, as she leaned her head against his shoulder. Her arms were tucked in front of her and his own were placed very lightly around her.

Then the answer came. 

“Yes – I will go,” she said.

CHAPTER THREE:

CAMP-FIRE LIGHT 

That night they slept out in the open square, a miserable camping place that gave them both unquiet dreams in the snatches of sleep they managed. The next morning, after Billy was buried in a mine-shaft, they filled canteens in the trickle of water coming down one side of the mesa. Their only breakfast was the remnants of corn-bread and biscuits from Fitzpatrick’s pack. Then they saddled and prepared the three horses, and got ready to travel. Amy rode the buckskin – which had been the miner’s pony – and Billy’s big sorrel mare became their pack animal. Fitzpatrick distributed the stolen silver between the three horses, with most of it going on the mare, packing it into their saddle-bags.

“This goes to the relatives of the miner,” said Fitzpatrick to the girl, “if I can trace them. Otherwise it goes to the county treasury. The same goes for that pony when it’s sold.”

“Of course,” she said morosely.

“The silver from your own mine we bury and leave here,” said Fitzpatrick, “and what happens to it is your own affair.”

He made her show him the place where the miner had been murdered. It was only a short ride away. The body was still there, but the buzzards had been at work, and it was not a pretty sight. Fitzpatrick told her to wait a little way off while he examined the crime scene. 

The dead man had a few papers, including a letter from his wife, and a couple of photographs on him. It turned out his name was Thomas Mannerheim, a Mormon. He had come all the way from Salt Lake City. One of the photographs was of him holding a little girl in his arms. He showed it to Amy. She recoiled in horror.

“That’s why most folks go easy with the guns,” he said, with pursed lips; “Every action’s got its consequences.”

That was the first time she shot him a look of something approaching absolute hatred, and it sent a chill down his spine. But he met that look with a steady gaze, and held it, until she turned away. Then he went back and dragged the body into a shallow gulch, and caved some rocks and sand over it; it was a pitiful grave, but it would have to do.

All day they rode in silence. That night they camped near a waterhole. There was a little grass for the horses, and some bushes with dead branches for a camp-fire. Fitzpatrick set about cooking a good evening meal with beans and a jack-rabbit he’d shot with his rifle. The critter had no head, but once skinned and quartered, there was enough meat on it for two. On flat stones next the fire he baked corn-bread, which turned out hard but edible. He made coffee too, of which they both had several cups while they waited for the stew.

Before they’d drunk it, Fitzpatrick had apologised that he carried no sugar. She had shrugged, reached for the brown leather bag she had slung over her back. Unbuckling its flap, she opened it and reached inside. As he glanced up, Stevie Fitzpatrick noted that the bag seemed to hold a fair few of her personal items, for it looked heavy and full.

She took out a small bag of sugar, and tossed it over to him. With a nod of thanks, he opened it and spooned some of it into their coffee. He was about to throw it back when she told him to keep it, to stash it with the provisions. As he was looking across at her, he caught her glance into that bag. It was
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