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CHAPTER |

ome mysteries never die, Sheriff Jared Buck mused as he watched the

limousine pull into the Kane County parking lot. /r was strange, he
thought. Over the years people had disappeared in these red-rock canyons of
southern Utah on a more or less regular basis. But none of them had caught
the nation’s attention like Everett Ruess, the seemingly enchanted artist and
writer who after all these years had not faded from the public’s interest. The
mystery of the young vanished wanderer seemed never to go away.

And now this movie company was resurrecting the whole puzzling affair. He
watched them disembark from the limousine into the September heat of late
afternoon. At this moment, the sheriff was tired, hot, and angry that the
County Commission had not given him permission to have the air
conditioning repaired. October would be here soon, they had reasoned, and it
could wait until spring. Jared Buck was lean and sinewy with a craggy face set
off by a slightly crooked nose. On his office walls, along with the official state
and county certificates, hung photographs of nearby mountain scenes and of
the deep canyons and colorful cliffs of the area where he liked to roam in his
free time.

Across the room, his deputy rose and stared out of the window with a grin.
Angus Terry was a short, bearded, balding man who had shown up from
Kansas a dozen years earlier and was slowly melding into the southern Utah
landscape.

“Looks like your movie people finally got here,” Angus said, a grin splitting
his wide face.

With a resigned nod, Jared rose, stretched, and gave a weary shake of his
head. “Better make ‘em feel welcome, I guess,” he muttered

“A buck says they’re gonna be a big pain in the butt.” Angus chuckled.



On the street the usual string of tourist cars rolled by, flanked by the
occasional rancher’s pick-up truck. The officers watched the three men pause
to remove their suit coats as the heat hit them. Behind them, a tanned brunette
with flowing hair in the barest halter top and shorts got out, opened a can of
soda, and motioned the men to go ahead without her.

The deputy shook his head. “That young heifer’s goin’ to sunburn her heinie
if she aint careful.”

But Jared’s eyes were on the approaching men. In front, the tall man with a
trim moustache had a manicured look about him that put him out of place in
this country where Levi jeans and wide-brimmed hats were the norm.

Three days earlier, Jared had received a call from Hollywood informing him
that the Majestic West film company would be coming to Kanab to do
preliminary planning for a feature film about the Everett Ruess disappearance.
An imperious voice had informed him that the executives would expect red-
carpet treatment. The man striding in the lead wore a blue silk shirt with a
dark gray tie, set off by two-tone wingtip shoes. Jared wondered if he was the
one who had come across as so arrogant on the phone.

Jared was just under six feet tall, but this man towered above him. As the
men pushed open the glass front door that read “Kane County Sheriff,” Jared
rose and motioned them in. His secretary, Myra, had gone for the day.

“Gentlemen.” Jared nodded as they entered.

The tall man paused to wipe his brow, but didnt offer to shake hands. He
was middle-aged, with a chiseled face that was set off by thick brown hair
pulled into a ponytail. Jared guessed that at one time he had aspired to be an
actor.

“Whew, hot out there,” the producer said. “Officer, 'm Alex Carlton,
president of Majestic West Films. My business associates,” he said, gesturing to
a mid-thirties, athletic-looking man who nodded and reached to shake hands,
“Ronald M. Murdock, and Maury Peralto, both from the East Bay Bank of
Oakland.”

Jared noticed the deference given to Murdock. The third man, Peralto, was
older, squatty, with a rumpled look about him. “Jared Buck, and my chief
deputy Angus,” he replied. “So you’re here to make a movie?”

Carlton drew himself up with a deep breath. “Not just any movie—an
award-winning movie.”

Jared smiled. “So how can we help you folks?”



“Sheriff, we’re not here just to make a movie,” Carlton said, cocking his
head and arching an eyebrow is if sharing a secret, “but to solve an old murder
for you!”

In spite of himself, Jared blinked. “What do you . . . oh, you mean Everett
Ruess’s disappearance.” He tried to keep the annoyance out of his voice; he
didn’t like cuteness.

Carlton turned to Murdock and nodded. “That’s our plan. Of course, it
won’t be easy, we know, but we’re determined.”

With that, Jared nodded and waved the men to the hardwood chairs that sat
against the wall. Angus, leaning against the windowsill, had a bemused
expression. Since 1934 the disappearance of Everett Ruess had aroused endless
speculation among the locals.

The son of middle-class, artistic, and intellectual parents from Los Angeles,
Ruess was already a gifted writer and artist who hiked throughout the Arizona
desert and the Navajo Reservation at age seventeen in search of solitude and
beauty. He was an engaging, affable youth who knocked on people’s doors and
expected to be taken in. In that way, he had become friends with such well-
known artists and photographers as Ansel Adams, Maynard Dixon, and
Dorothea Lange. His mother had seen to the publication of some of his
writings.

Riding a burro named Pegasus, he had tramped throughout the desert
regions of Arizona and Utah, exploring, making friends, and gaining a
reputation as a likeable eccentric. He sold some of his paintings and sent back
articulate letters, obviously intended for publication, detailing his love affair
with the spectacular desert country. In 1934, when he had visited nearby
Escalante at age twenty with his burros, it was the last time he was seen. The
haunting mystery had garnered national attention, and the fascination had
never really died. Books had been written about him, and his letters and
journal had been published.

Jared Buck leaned back in his chair and scrutinized the movie producer. “Of
course, he’s been dead about 65 years, you know.”

Carlton nodded. “Yes, but the legend’s never faded.” He paused, gazed at a
picture on the office wall of a great stone arch with snow-clad peaks in the
background, and in a stentorian tone he quoted, ““He was a hunter, brother,
companion of our days—that’s what Edward Abbey wrote about him.”

Jared frowned. “Abbey also wrote that Ruess might still be alive in some



canyon somewhere, living on prickly pear and lizards,” he said, enjoying the
look of surprise on Carlton’s face. Undoubtedly the man considered him a
country hick who wouldnt know Edward Abbey from Westminster Abbey.
“Look. . . .” He paused, trying not to let his frustration show. “This is wild,
inhospitable country. Do you have any idea how many people have
disappeared in these canyons, never to be found? Or how many die or who
nearly die that we have to go out and rescue?”

The younger man named Murdock shrugged. “That makes it all the more
exciting. This movie will focus on how Everett Ruess met the challenge of this
wonderful land.”

Stifling a chuckle, Jared leaned forward. They seemed a determined lot. Now
his job was to keep them from getting lost or killed. “Well, maybe a movie
about Everett Ruess is not a bad idea,” he agreed, “considering the state of
Hollywood these days. So I guess this is the right place. Been lots of movies
made here, so the mayor will be happy for the business.”

Through the years actors like Frank Sinatra, Charlton Heston, and Ronald
Reagan had strolled the streets of Kanab while starring in films ranging from
westerns and Biblical epics to space dramas. Sinatra had even donated money
to build the municipal swimming pool. The picturesque cliffs of the red-rock
country, the deep canyons, the lonely mesas that looked southward toward the
Grand Canyon—all these combined to make the town well-known around
Hollywood. When western movies had been in vogue, the movie crews had
meant dollars for the local merchants. Often, it also meant headaches for the
sheriff’s office, keeping them out of trouble.

The producer gave an emphatic nod of agreement. “We're checking out
locations, and at the same time seeing if we can solve the mystery of his
murder—perhaps find his grave.” Carlton drew himself up to his full height
and stared out the window that looked beyond the town to the mesas that
dropped off southward. “We're going to be doing some exploring.” He nodded
to the younger man. “Mr. Murdock here will no doubt be financing this
venture, and he wants to see some of the grandeur of the area.”

“That’s right,” Murdock confirmed. “I'm excited by this story. It looks like it
has tremendous potential.” He paused and gazed intently into Jared Buck’s
eyes. “I see it sort of as payback for the space I take up in this world,” he said.

“I see.” Jared nodded, noting the cliché.

Murdock hunched forward, intensity shining in his eyes. “When I learned



about Ruess, I felt he was a kindred spirit,” he said earnestly. “I wanted his
ideals—and his story—to be more widely known.”

“Okay,” Jared said, nodding. He liked Murdock. He seemed sincere—maybe
even naive—unlike the smooth-talking Carlton. In his ten years as sheriff he
had dealt with enough con-men to recognize them instinctively. He noted that
the other man, Peralto, was sweating profusely with a frightened look on his
face. “But you mentioned murder,” Jared said. “What makes you think Ruess
was murdered?”

“We've talked to some sources,” Carlton said with a wink. “Names have even
been mentioned, though the guilty ones are dead now.”

“What kind of sources?”

“Well. . . . You know, some people in recent years have talked,” Carlton said
in a secretive tone. “Some people who are getting old now who were around
then.”

Only a year earlier the magazine National Geographic Adventure had featured
an article about a search for the fate that befell Everett Ruess. The article
repeated the speculation that he had been killed by two cattle rustlers that he
had stumbled upon—relatives of some of the families still ranching in the area.
Or, that he had been done in by renegade Navajos. Most of the locals,
however, felt that the most likely scenario was that the youth had simply fallen
into one of the deep slot canyons that gutted the red-rock wilderness. For a
lone traveler, even a broken leg would usually mean death in the desert. It
happened on a more or less regular basis, but it happened mostly to tourists
who didn’t respect the untamed land.

“We've been to Escalante,” Carlton said, pronouncing it like an outsider;
local people dropped the final “e” sound. “And we simply wanted you to know
we're out there exploring Ruess’s trail.”

“I see. So what can we do to help?” Jared asked.

Carlton took a quick step forward. “Some people were kind of close-
mouthed. But maybe you know something that might help solve this . . .
riddle.”

“Afraid not,” Jared said with pursed lips and a little shake of his head.

“Well, we'll make out all right,” Carlton replied with a toothy smile. “We
have a guide and transportation arranged.”

“A guide’s a good idea,” Jared agreed.

“Who is it?” the deputy wondered.



“Henry Winslow,” Carlton answered. “He’s a guide on the Colorado River,
and he’s supposed to know this country like the back of his hand.”

Jared Buck gave a quick nod. “I know him. The main thing is, be sure you
have plenty of water. And I don’t mean a quart of Evian. And stay out of the
canyons if the weather is cloudy. At this time of year, even on a clear day a flash
flood can sweep down those slot canyons like a racehorse, and there’s no place
to escape to.” He thought of mentioning the dozen European tourists who had
died a few miles away only three years earlier when they had been caught in
such a flood, but decided not to.

Against the window, the deputy leaned forward with a knowing smile.
“Maybe your guide can also find Burt Loper,” he said. “Famous. One of the
first to take people down the Colorado in the Grand Canyon. He disappeared
on the river back in the 1930s when he was eighty years old. Never been
found.”

Carlton shot the deputy a withering glance. “I dont think sarcasm is
necessary here,” he rebuked.

“Never mind,” Jared said, frowning at his deputy. Sometimes Angus was a
smart alec, and more than once it had got him into trouble. Jared attributed
that quirk to the fact that he was short, and that most of his black hair had
fallen out when he was barely twenty-three. He had been through two
marriages since he had arrived. Still, he was likeable, and eflicient in his job.

Jared handed Carlton his card. “Just be careful,” he warned. “This is scenic
country, but it’s tough and unforgiving.”

“We're headquartering at the Cinnamon Cliffs Motel,” Carlton said. “I just
wanted you to know.”

“We appreciate that.” Jared wondered why they weren’t staying at the Parry
Lodge in the center of town where the stars traditionally stayed, but he decided
that Carlton probably hadn’t known about that.

When the producers went out, Jared gave his deputy a questioning look.
“Everett Ruess again. The old ‘killed by cattle rustlers theory.” What do you
think?”

“I think every time somebody finds some old bones the first thing they think
of is Everett Ruess,” he answered.

After the article had appeared in National Geographic Adventure, several
parties had come to search for signs of the fate of the vanished wanderer. Twice
in the past year Jared Buck and the county rescue squads had had to search for



missing hikers from these groups. They had found one San Diego man who
was nearly dead from dehydration, and had brought him up a series of cliffs by
stretcher.

Jared shrugged. “Some of these things never get solved. Theyre still
speculating about the Lincoln assassination—not to mention Kennedy.”
Indeed, after the magazine published the article a year ago about the
disappearance of Everett Ruess, Jared had found himself intrigued by the
character of the young poet and wanderer, and he had read everything he could
find on the case. He had gathered articles and studied two books—one
containing Ruess’s letters and the other his journal. He often carried one of the
books when he hiked into the red-rock canyons.

“And ‘Mooch’ Winslow for a guide,” the deputy continued, amused. “He’s
liable to rob ‘em blind before it’s over.”

Jared nodded glumly. He had known Mooch Winslow to be a troublemaker.
Several years earlier, Jared had tried to help the local game warden pin a case
on him for guiding out-of-state trophy hunters into prime deer areas after the
season had ended, during the winter months when deer were vulnerable from
hunger and the cold. Trophy heads of mounted mule deer could bring
thousands of dollars as a designer item, and afterward there was no way of
knowing if the head had been taken illegally. It had become big business. They
had made a case against Mooch, but he had beaten it on a technicality.
Nevertheless, the man did know the country well.

“I just hope we don’t have to climb some cliff to rescue them or pull their
bodies out of a slot canyon. But,” Jared shrugged, “all the world loves a
mystery.”

“Maybe he'll just try to steal that brunette,” Angus said, watching through
the window as the men got back into their vehicle, his focus on the young
woman climbing into the motor home. “I take it back, about her sunburnin’

her heinie,” he said wryly. “I think that young lady’s tanned all the way up.”



CHAPTER 2

s his Land Rover inched along over the rocks in Hackberry Wash next

morning, Mooch Winslow tried to hide his smirk each time his Land
Rover lurched. In his rear-view mirror he watched his passengers cringe in
distaste as they were tossed back and forth. But at his side, Ron Murdock
seemed to be enjoying the little canyon, while Peralto and Carlton behind him
obviously had no taste for traveling over rough roads.

As for the girl, she seemed to weather the road without problems, hanging
on to Carlton’s shoulder for stability. Mooch caught her eye from time to time
and was rewarded with a smile. He would have to be careful, he reminded
himself, for he could ill afford to lose this job.

“Does this road get any better?” Carlton asked with a groan.

“More of the same,” Mooch replied with a laugh. “But these petroglyphs up
ahead are worth it.”

“This is great,” Murdock said with enthusiasm, obviously enjoying the
experience. “I bet not many people get up here.”

Several times Mooch slowed to point out rock drawings left by the ancient
Anasazi on cliffs they passed, but he promised a more dramatic panel ahead.

In a few minutes he pulled to a stop in the shade of a high, gray cliff.
Muttering, Carlton slid from the Rover and stood with his hands on his hips.
“Absolutely atrocious,” he said with a shake of his head at the creek bed they
had traveled.

Ron Murdock emerged and walked toward the rock face, where prehistoric
drawings of dozens of animals, elongated hunters, and strange figures were
etched into the patina of the stone. “Wow, well worth it,” he said with a low
whistle. He approached and stood in awe before the drawings of what he
recognized as bighorn sheep. Above the animals a strange, coiled line



represented nothing he could recognize.

“What do these mean?” he asked the guide.

Mooch came and stared at the figures. “The animals—obvious, I guess that’s
what they hunted. But the geometric shapes and circles . . .” he shrugged. “I
don’t think anybody knows.”

It was hot in the wash, and Peralto had emerged from the Rover to stand
fanning himself. “You said we had some cold beer?” he called to the guide.

Ten minutes later they were lolling in the shade, having sandwiches and
drinks that Mooch had pulled from the cooler. Suddenly, a shot sounded from
above and a bullet ricocheted with a zing from a rock next to the truck. Mooch
Winslow made a flying leap for the protection of the Rover, but the others
stood looking puzzled.

“Better get down,” Mooch called. “Some idiot hunter is up there.”

Quickly the others scrambled toward the truck. “Stupid fool!” Carlton yelled
out as he ducked.

Mooch raised his head. “Watch where you're shooting!” he shouted toward
the top of the cliff.

As if in answer, another shot rang out, followed by the explosion of the front
tire.

Until now, Mooch had assumed a stray shot had come their way. Crouching
behind the rear fender, he now sucked in his breath. “Everybody stay low!” he
called. “Some bastard’s really shooting at us.”

Peralto had crawled onto the floor in the rear seat, and the girl lay sobbing
across the front seat. Carlton hunkered on the ground near Mooch, half under
the truck.

“Do something!” Carlton screamed at the guide.

“I am.” Mooch turned and frowned at him. “I'm keeping my head down.”

Another shot shattered the silence of the canyon, again followed by a small
explosion as the other front tire burst. Mooch made a face, calculating how
much these tires cost.

At this, the brunette gave a little scream of terror. Mooch could see Peralto
lying with his eyes squeezed shut in fear. The guide reached to nudge Carlton.

“If you still got that cell phone, call the sheriff—right now.” He gave him

the number.



The call came as Jared Buck was sliding some eggs and bacon onto his plate
from the frying pan. His Alaskan malamute Sitka sat nearby, watching intently
and savoring the smells.

“Don’t even think it,” he warned the dog as the phone rang and he reached
to picked it up.

“Jared Buck,” he said.

The voice was nearly hysterical. “Sheriff, get here quick—somebody’s trying
to kill us!”

Jared frowned in surprise. “Who is this?”

“Alex Carlton,” the reply came in an almost hysterical shout. “They’re
shooting at us!”

“Okay, okay. Calm down. Where are you? And who's shooting at you?”

There was a frustrated silence. “S-somebody. . . . I don’t know! We're a long
ways . . . toward Page.”

“Listen, is your guide there? Let me talk to him.” It was obvious that Carlton
was in no shape to talk.

“All right, but hurry!” Carlton’s voice had turned high and whiny.

Jared could hear shuffling, then another voice.

“Jared?”

“Hey, Mooch, what’s goin’ on?” Jared asked.

The guide’s voice was calm, almost philosophic. “Well, looks like somebody
doesn’t like somebody.”

“You sure it wasn't a stray shot?”

“Not likely. The first one zinged over our heads. Then the next one blew first
one tire on the Rover, then another. The shootin’s stopped, but you better get
out here.”

Jared nodded. It was Saturday, and he had donned his Levis and an old
flannel shirt in anticipation of a day in the mountains. “Okay. I'll be right
there. Where are you?”

“Up Cottonwood Canyon along the Cads Crotch, and about three miles up
Hackberry Canyon. You know it?”

“Yeah, I know it. I'll find it. Can you get away from there on that flac?”

“Well, with two flat tires in front, we're bogged down good in the sand. You



better call them over at Red Rock Rentals and tell ‘em to get a couple of
mounted tires out here for our Land Rover.”

“Is anything else going on now—how long ago was this?”

“Maybe five minutes. I thought that tall guy was goin’ to crap his pants.
We're still hunkered down here by the Rover.”

“Okay. Hang on, Mooch. I'll be there quick as I can. Stay low and keep in
touch by phone.”

He hung up, and then scraped the eggs and bacon into the dog’s dish next to
the door. He had hoped to take Sitka to go exploring up on Boulder Mountain
to scout out the elk situation for the upcoming hunt.

“Okay, so we dont go hiking today,” he said as he quickly slipped on his
khaki shirt and adjusted the badge on his chest. Jared Buck lived alone and was
used to talking to Sitka. Even before cancer had taken his wife Sunny seven
years earlier, he had always talked to his dogs. Since that time, Sitka had made
the loneliness easier.

“Sitka, keep an eye on the place, hear?” he said as he sprinted down the
steps. Buck paused a brief moment to be sure there was water in the dog’s pail
in the shade of a cedar tree in his yard. The malamute was a large animal,
rangier than most of its breed, wolf-gray with the typical black mask. Sitka sat
and watched with begging eyes as his master spun away down the dirt lane
toward the main road.

* * *

The highway eastward toward Page runs south of the towering red and gray
cliffs that mark the end of the Paunsaugunt Plateau where Bryce Canyon
National Park lures thousands of visitors every year. As he sped along, the
sheriff kept his lights flashing. He didn’t bother with the siren because there
was little traffic this morning. As he drove, he called Mooch Winslow several
times on his cell phone, instructing him and the others to stay out of sight
until he arrived. The shooting had apparently ended, Mooch informed him,
but they were taking no chances. After thirty minutes, Jared turned off onto
the dirt road of Cottonwood Canyon. As he bounced along he kept an eye
open for anyone who might be leaving the area. If he had not already gone, the
shooter had only two ways to leave the area on the dirt road—south, to the
Page highway, or north some forty miles to emerge near Bryce Canyon on the



Escalante highway.

After another fifteen minutes of bone-jarring jostling over the rocky trail
used only by hunters and adventurers up Hackberry Wash, Jared spotted the
red Range Rover mired in the sand in the shade of a hillside. It was covered
with red dust and the people huddled inside were barely visible.

“Everybody okay?” Jared called as he jumped from his Jeep, scanning the
hillside and the cliff beyond them. All appeared calm. Mooch Winslow was
sitting in the shade of his Rover, smoking. With a disgusted expression, he
motioned to his front wheels. Sure enough, the two front tires were flattened,
with exit holes the size of a quarter in each.

“Looks like it’s over now,” Mooch said, rising with a glance over the top of
the truck. “They’re pretty shook up inside, though.”

Slowly, heads appeared and the door opened a crack. Alex Carlton rose from
where he had been half-lying on the ground next to the guide, but stayed in a
low crouch. “You're sheriff here,” Carlton said in a low voice, as if the assailant
might hear him. “You better do something.”

Jared studied the cliffs above and shrugged. Ron Murdock peered from the
door of the vehicle, and then got out and came around to stand staring up at
the rock face. Clearly shaken, Murdock nevertheless managed a grin. “Boy,
Sheriff, you didn’t tell us this part of the West was still wild. I hadn’t expected
this.”

Jared gave a little shake of his head. “Nobody did. Whered the shots come
from?

Mooch pointed to the top of the sandstone cliff above. The rock was
pockmarked with holes caused by eons of weather, some large enough to hide
in. At the top of the cliff a few juniper trees jutted skyward where they had
gained a foothold in the rock.

“Sounded like up there,” Mooch said, grinning. “Damn, I havent been shot
at since Vietnam. Kind of takes me back.” The guide was dressed the part,
wearing a safari shirt and an Aussie hat tied up on one side—all set off by a
handlebar mustache. Although he was slender and wiry, in that outfit he
reminded Jared of Teddy Roosevelt.

Jared gave a grim shake of his head. He had been too young for the Vietnam
war. “Anybody see anything?”

“Not a thing,” the guide said, adding a low whistle. “We had just got out to

‘)”

look at some of the rock writing and were just lolling around when ‘Bang



He peered into the back of the Rover and called, “Hey, Mr. Peralto, looks like
it’s over. You can come out now.”

The rotund figure of Peralto emerged, white-faced, but stayed bent over in
the shelter of the car. “You sure they’re gone?” he asked nervously.

“Looks like it.” Jared nodded. “But I'll check around just to be sure.”

Again Jared examined the tires, figuring the bullet path. He studied the cliff.
It was at least two hundred feet tall, nearly straight up. With a scowl he
considered the possibilities. It could have been a chance encounter with some
smart-aleck vandal. But maybe someone knew where the party was going and
had waited—which meant that Mooch had set up the whole thing. It would
have been a stupid trick for the guide to do, and his only likely motive would
have been to make his service seem more important. Not likely. Or they had
been followed and when they stopped they were stalked from above.

“You see any other vehicles in the last few miles?” he asked the guide.

“Nothing. But I wasn’t watching.”

Now Alex Carlton got out of the Rover and stood staring at the cliffs. He
turned and, his hand still shaking, wagged a finger at Jared Buck. “Sheriff, this
is serious stuff. I want something done about it.”

“Who knew youd be here?” he asked. “Did anything happen in Escalante
that might've got somebody riled up?”

Murdock stepped forward. “I don’t think so. A few people looked disgusted
when we told them about the film project and didn’t want to say much, but
that’s about all.”

“Anybody special?”

Both Murdock and Carlton shook their heads.

Jared studied their faces. “I'd like a list of those you talked to,” he said. “But
I’'m going to look around first.” He waved a thumb toward a plume of dust a
quarter mile down the road. “That’s probably Hank from the rental place. He'll
replace the tires and get you out of here.”

“I don't like it,” Carlton said, looking grim. “Somebody is out to get me.”

Jared scratched his ear and searched the man’s eyes. “Any particular reason
you think it’s you that somebody’s after?”

“Well no, but . . .” Carlton flushed.

“Could have been pranksters,” Jared said, tucking his thumbs in his belt.
“Of course, maybe somebody’s mad at Mooch there. It’s his truck.”

With a laugh, Mooch rocked back on his heels. “Jared, you know everybody



loves me.”

“Seriously,” Jared said, letting his eyes sweep past each of them. “Anybody
here have any enemies that would want to do this?” No one answered, but each
gave a little shake of his head.

“Hey, can I come out now?” a feminine voice called. The brunette who had
earlier worn the bikini slowly stepped from the truck. Her tears brought on by
the fright had left little tracks on her cheeks.

Her appearance seemed to reassure Carlton and he motioned toward her,
but still his eyes kept searching the cliffs above. “This vision of sunburned
loveliness is Chandra—my friend.” He slipped an arm around her waist to
show possession.

Jared nodded.

She smiled broadly, her teeth sparkling. She eyed Jared appreciatively. “A
pleasure, I'm sure,” she said in a voice oozing with honey. “I'm a script
consultant. I'm sorry I didn’t come in yesterday.” She was in her twenties,
poured into a pair of skin-tight jeans and a well-filled, embroidered tee shirt.
Jared wondered how long it would take Mooch to get into trouble with this
bunch.

She started to say more, but was interrupted by rattling and banging that
signaled the arrival of Hank with two spare tires.

By the time that Mooch Winslow’s Rover was bouncing over the rocks
toward Cottonwood Creek and the highway, Jared had already climbed to the
top of the cliff. On top the ground was mostly slickrock, with an occasional
sagebrush or clump of cheatgrass that had found enough soil to subsist in.
Carefully, he scanned along the cliff top, looking for tracks or ejected
cartridges. The rock was cut by deep gullies that not even a Jeep could get
across. For two hours he slowly hunched along for a half mile in each
direction. All that he spotted in the sand were a few weathered twenty-two
empties and some shotgun shells where someone had practiced at tin cans
tossed into the air. The cans, riddled with holes, lay rusting, brown against the
lighter cinnamon sand. Apparently it wasn’t too difficult for the shooter to
approach on top, for others had done it before.

Feeling stymied, he next traced and retraced the little road in the bottom of



the canyon, but the sand and rock showed no tracks other than those made by
the trucks of Mooch Winslow and Hank. Aside from the inevitable beer cans
and a little old trash, there was no sign of anyone stopping or leaving the road.

He was puzzled about the motive. It was true that Mooch had offended
people all over southern Utah and northern Arizona with his shady dealings.
With his swagger and underhanded methods, it was possible someone had
finally decided to put a scare into him. He was known as a womanizer, and
Jared Buck was well aware how often that resulted in a shooting. Rumor was
that it was Mooch’s aggressive coming-on to female clients in the Grand
Canyon that had finally cost him his river-guide position there.

By late afternoon, Jared had given up the search, and he turned back to find
Angus in the office, handling the report of an over-eager vacationer who had
rolled his dune buggy, resulting in crushed ribs and a broken leg. Angus had
accompanied the man to the hospital in Kanab, followed by a tearful wife in
her Miata.
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