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Description :

Prsentation de |'diteurFor thousands of years the lonely canyon knew only wind and rain, wild animals, and
an occasional native hunter. Then atrapper found a chunk of gold, and everything changed overnight.In six
days atown called Confusion appeared . . . and on the seventh it could disappear, consumed by the flames of
lawlessness and violence. On one side are those who understand only brute force. On the other are men who
want law and order but are ready to use a noose to achieve their ends. Between them stand Matt Coburn and
Dick Felton: one a hardened realist, the other an idealist trying to dig a fortune from the muddy hillside.
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Outnumbered and outgunned, Felton and Coburn cant afford to be outmaneuvered. For as the two unlikely
allies confront corruption, betrayal, and murder in an attempt to tame atown where the discovery of gold can
mean either the fortune of alifetime or a sentence of death, they realize that any move could be their
last.From the Paperback edition.ExtraitChapter Oneln Europe, Pope Gregory the Great had died, in Ireland
the Golden Age of scholarship was at its height, and on the Continent the Merovingian kings ruled much of
what is now Germany and France.ln Southeast Asiathe little kingdom of Champa, now called South
Vietnam, was locked in a life-and-death struggle for its independence, with China and what is nhow North
Vietnam.It was the seventh century, and the great T'ang dynasty was rising in China, while across the Asian
continent arelatively unknown young man named Mohammed sat meditating in Mecca, conceiving the
religious teachings that were to dominate civilization for the next seven hundred years.In what was someday
to be known as western Utah, a hungry coyote trotted across a barren slope.The coyote had no awareness of
history beyond the memory of where hisfood had been obtained in the past, nor had he any realization of the
sequence of events he was soon to start in motion, a sequence that was to enrich several men and at least one
woman, and was to bring sudden and violent death by bullet or blade to at least forty men.All of that lay
more than eleven hundred yearsin the future, but it was the coyote that began it.The desert slope across
which the coyote trotted was no different to the eye from a thousand other such slopes, falling steeply away
to a boulder-strewn wash that remained dry except after the infrequent rains, when it might run six to eight
feet deep with rushing water, only to dwindle away to nothing in an hour or so.The slope itself was a litter of
sand, broken rock, low-growing brush and an occasional juniper.There was nothing to draw the attention,
even lessto hold it. There was only the deep green of the junipers against the sand-colored slope, broken
here and there by the broken teeth of exposed ledges or outcroppings.Over the centuries the slope had
remained relatively unchanged. A rock rolled here, a cedar sprang up over yonder, a bush died, a passing
animal left droppings. The sun and the wind moved over the slope.The coyote remembered a chipmunk that
lived somewhere near the crest. It was a very wily chipmunk, but the coyote was passing his way and might
prove luckier than in the past. Wise in the ways of coyotes, the chipmunk was aert to his coming and, not
averse to alittle game of tease and tag, waited until the coyote charged, then flipped histail and ducked into
a hole.Whining with eagerness, the coyote dug at the hole, scattering sand and gravel behind him. Then his
claws scraped on rock, uncovering a narrow crack, much too small for a coyote, but perfect for a
chipmunk.Frustrated and furious, the coyote gnawed at the edges of rock, breaking off afew brittle flakes;
after that he trotted around behind, searching for another approach, but there was none.Finally, after much
restless pacing and some useless digging, the coyote gave up, deciding the small bite the chipmunk offered
was unworthy of so much effort, and he trotted off, pausing only occasionally for a backward glance.Two
months later, it rained. The earth was still loose where the coyote had dug, and the trickle of water off the
outcropping came eagerly upon it, filling the hole, then trickling over the edge and starting a tiny stream that
hurried down the slope to join the large waters rushing through the wash. The tiny stream carried along with
it asmall burden of silt and sand, mingled with some minute fragments from the rock, broken off by the
teeth of the coyote. When the flash flood ran itself out, the flakes were dropped and left lying to mingle with
the sand.Over the years rains pounded at the slope, and the wind worried it. A juniper seed fell into the crack
in the rock, found some slight nourishment, and grew. Water from alate fall rain fell into the crack, a norther
froze it, and the expanding ice split the crack still wider. The growing juniper, over the many years,
thickened its roots, pushing hard against the rock until it split, and the slab on the downhill side fell, turned
over, and lay till. The inner side of the slab was pressed tightly to the face of the slope. The exposed side,
partly covered by the juniper roots, was seamed with bright streaks that ran like jagged lightning through the
crumbling quartz.A hundred years later, another coyote paused in the shade of the juniper, whose boughs
now overhung the rock. He nibbled at some of the dry, hard-seeded fruits of the juniper, and rested for a
while on the mat of leaves, berries, and shredded bark that had fallen from the tree.lt wasin the fall of 1824
that atrapper crossing the arid slope toward the tree-clad mountains beyond the next valley, made a brief
pause in the juniper shade. The dribble of water from the rock had widened the coyote-dug hole into a gully
that at the top was several feet deep, and deepened steadily asit cut into the slope. This cut offered ashield
for the fire he built to make coffee.Seated over the dying coals, nursing his cup of coffee, heidly sifted some
rocks through his fingers. One fragment threw atiny gleam into his eyes. Turning it in hisfingers, he found
the small rock was laced with a golden material.The trapper had never seen gold except in the wedding ring
of his mother, but he pocketed the nugget and forgot it when he moved off next morning.For nineteen years
he carried it for a pocket piece, believing it brought him luck. In 1843 he tossed the nugget into a trunk and



settled down to running atavern in asmall Missouri town. He married, built alivery stable at the tavern, and
forgot the nugget in the trunk. But within its tiny golden heart lay something explosive and violent,
something that lay dormant now, but would one day shatter the Nevada-Utah nights with gunfire.The
trapper's tavern and livery stable brought him affluence, his wife brought him a son. In 1849 he supplied
gold-seekers bound for California, but cholera swept the plains and he lost his wife and son.Through all the
years of success and sadness he remembered the land he had seen years before. It lived in hismind, and
often with eyes closed he felt again the movement of a good horse, the sound of the wind in the grass or the
cedars, the running water, the smell of dust and pines and gunpowder.He remembered a land unpeopled and
still, flecked with cloud shadow. He recalled the great red-walled canyons dotted with the deep green of
cedar, or the high ridges golden with autumn'’s gift to the aspen. The towering, snowclad hills, the dancing
mirage of the desert, the look of a Blackfoot's chest in the sights of along Kentucky rifle, these he could not
forget.Finally he sold the tavern and the stable. He was a man growing old, but a man still strong, and aman
who knew where his heart was. "Y ou'll die out there, Jim," they warned him, and he smiled.Of course. . . on
some dusty slope under the horns of awounded buffalo or the claws of a grizzly on amountain trail, or with
an arrow in his guts. He might make hisfina stand on some lonely hill like an old bull, harried by
wolves."Before | die, boys, I'll hear the wild geese call beyond the Green. I'll follow the tracks of elk and
bear once more, smell the crushed cedar, and the hay of the wild meadows."He emptied his glass and filled it
again. "l likeit here, but you've never seen the sun set over the Teton peaks, or looked across the vast beauty
of House Rock Valley from the ridge. I'm sorry to leave you, boys, but I'm a-going back."The trapper was
camped on the Sweetwater before he mentioned the nugget to anyone. With him were four good men who
had come together in the way such men will who have a common purpose, and a common feeling for the
same things. They were all together that night, but the one he talked to was young Dick Felton.Felton was
the kind of young man he would have wished his son to be, a strong, fine man of courage and principle, who
always did his share of what was to be done, and did not wait to be asked. It was Felton to whom he showed
the nugget now."No question about it." Felton was positive, and he knew about such things. "That's gold.
Y ou locate that claim and you will have nothing to worry about." The trapper tossed the nugget in his palm.
"I will tell you boyswhereit is, and you can share and share alike. All | want from this country iswhat it is
giving me now.""It has been many years," said Felton. "Are you sure you can remember?'"For amountain
man it is like walking to the corner store. Once you have been there, you can go back."But the trapper did
not live to see the place a second time. He was off on the flank of his party looking for game. He found an
antelope, and the Utes found him. He got off one shot and went down fighting and calling them namesin
their own tongue. The warriors knew him, so they did not strip or mutilate the body.Felton came upon the
body when the grass was still fresh with morning, and they buried him on a sun-warmed southern slope with
acedar tree for amarker, and Felton led the way west.A week later they lost Downey to another Ute raid,
but Felton, Cohan, and Zeller went on their way to the trapper's mountain. They knew what to look for.
From the spot where the trapper had picked up the nugget they would be able to look due west to the
mountain peak with the glacier. It would be the tallest peak in sight.Dan Cohan was a Dublin Irishman who
had come west as Union Pacific track-layer, and had then become a teamster, and finally aminer. Zeller was
a Dutchman, slow, powerful, stampeded by neither success nor failure. While one man of the three kept to
high ground to look out for Indians, the others worked the dry washes for color.Early in April Zeller took
two pans from a bench on the inside bend of awash, and both showed color. One fragment was rough,
indicating it had come no great distance."l've got afeeling,” Felton said that night in camp."Y ah, idt looks
goodt." Cohan shrugged. "We've taken rough samples before." It was noon when they found the place under a
blue sky dotted with puffballs of cumulus that left small shadows on the hills. A ragged gully dropped half a
mile down a slope into awash, and Zeller showed them the pan. In the bottom were a dozen fragments, some
of fair size, and al showing color. A second pan was even better.Without comment, Zeller walked past the
mouth of the gully and took a sample from the hollow under arock. Gold, but very little.. . . two more pans
further up tested nothing at al.They were cautious men who had learned the hard way. At daybreak the next
day they worked up the gully, every pan showing good color. Shortly before noon Felton suggested a break,
and he seated himself on a dlab of rock in the shade of a gnarled and ancient cedar. He propped his feet
against arock and lit his pipe.He smoked the pipe through, scanning the hills for signs of movement.
Turning his head, he could look due west to the peak with the glacier. And then he leaned over to knock out
his pipe, and there it was. A chunk of rock literally seamed with gold.Chapter TwoFelton handed the quartz
to Zeller while Cohan looked on. Thiswasiit, and they all knew it. While Zeller examined the rock, Felton



began uncovering the broken slab. The quartz sparkled and shone." Jewelry rock,” Cohan said,
reverently. Their hearts pounding, their mouths dry, they checked it out. Zeller took samples along the
outcropping while Cohan paced it off. The title ledge was exposed amost to the crest, then reappeared on
the other side.Felton filled his pipe and kept his composure in spite of his excitement. "1'd better go to
Carson. We will want alegal filing, and we will need supplies.""| shall locadte the claims,” Zeller said. "Dan
IS a bedter shot dan me. He vil standt guard.”Cohan walked back and, hands on hips, explained the nature of
the outcropping and its extent. "Nothing to show until you break down inside, and then it isrich, just like
here.""All claims as equal partners. Right?' Felton said."Have you seen what happens?' Cohan asked.
"They'll come a-runnin’, the good and the bad.""We will have atown,” Felton agreed. "We must think of
that. We should choose a site, lay out some lots and a street.” Cohan indicated a bench two hundred yards
down the slope. "There.. . . how about that?'Felton nodded. "I'll saddle up,” he said. "It isalong ride to
Carson."It was alonely, sun-blasted land. The mountains where their claims lay were cut by a myriad of
canyons and arroyos, without pattern or system. Streams had formed them long ago, earthquakes had altered
them, and then other streams had made their own changes.Alone, Zeller and Cohan studied the land, kept
watch for Utes, developed their claims, suffered the heat, and longed for the coolness of the distant
mountain.Three weeks to the day after his leave-taking, Felton returned. He rode into camp, and on the trail
behind him they could see two big wagons, loaded with goods. The rush had begun.The first wagon was in
and half unloaded when Zeller pointed down the trail where along cloud of dust hung in the still air. "Here
dey coom. Now ve get idt.""They'll come in handy if the Utes should come a-callin’,” Cohan responded.The
first wagon was high-sided and covered with atarp. The driver swung into the makeshift street, then he saw
the staked lots. "What's those?' he demanded." City lots,” Cohan replied, "and cheap at two hundred dollars
the lot." The driver was a portly man with a black mustache. The three men knew who he was, and they were
glad to have him come. "Y ou fellers ain't missin' much, are you?' he said, and he pointed toward the rough
hillside with his whipstock. "I don't see any stakes there." Prsentation de |'diteurFor thousands of years the
lonely canyon knew only wind and rain, wild animals, and an occasional native hunter. Then a trapper found
achunk of gold, and everything changed overnight.In six days atown called Confusion appeared . . . and on
the seventh it could disappear, consumed by the flames of lawlessness and violence. On one side are those
who understand only brute force. On the other are men who want law and order but are ready to use a noose
to achieve their ends. Between them stand Matt Coburn and Dick Felton: one a hardened redlist, the other an
idealist trying to dig afortune from the muddy hillside. Outnumbered and outgunned, Felton and Coburn
cant afford to be outmaneuvered. For as the two unlikely allies confront corruption, betrayal, and murder in
an attempt to tame atown where the discovery of gold can mean either the fortune of alifetime or a sentence
of death, they realize that any move could be their last.From the Paperback edition.



