


1.

The journey west was troublesome to say the least. Men spoke of gold in
the earth, but few told of the dangers of getting to it.

I had scraped and scrambled to collect the funds for two tickets on a
clipper to California, but at the last hour a dear friend of mine, George
Loom, advised against it. He said he had it on good word that the gold in
California was running out, but there was still untapped ore along the
Colorado River, so me and my boy packed up everything we had into two
wagons, sold our house, and made for Colorado.

‘We lost one of the wagons crossing the Missouri. Damn near lost my
life, but my boy was quick with a rope, and my hands might be old but
they’re not weak.

I think something about that day changed something in him. He’s
quieter, doesn’t talk much unless I talk to him first. When he sees that
first lode of gold come up out of the river or out of a rock wall, he’ll be
back to his old self.

That thought don’t make it easier on me. Jackson hasn’t been this quiet
since his mother died. I just hope he remembers what we’re doing this
for.

Colorado is so close I think I can smell it; but I hear thunder in the

dist: and it ds louder every time. Be a shame to survive the
Missouri only to succumb to a storm. I perish the thought. I should have
not written it down.







I've told him time and again that farming is a weak man’s work. You spread seeds on the gfound and you
wait, you pick the fruit and you wait for people to come clamoring wanting to buy it off you. It’s all sitting
and waiting, far as I can see.

Some days I don’t see the boy much at all, and he’ll tell me he’s been at the shop or taking extra hours in
the mine, but I can see the dirt on his clothes, I can smell the stink of pigs and horses on him. That farmer’s
daughter may as well be some kind of witch put a spell on him.

‘Well, when he sees gold he’ll come around. That farmer and his daughter can keep throwing seeds at the
dirt, and the boy and I will be long gone from here, living free in a mansion in California, or maybe back in
Virginia or up in New York.



4.

On the walk back from a particularly hard day down there in the
mountain, I bought a paper when I glanced at a headline: George Loom
Finds Gold!

I could hardly read the damn thing, my hands shook so hard. They’re
still shaking, but at least I can write.

Seems my “friend” George Loom spun a fable and I fell for it. Not long
after Jackson and I left, he hopped aboard a clipper and made his way to
California, and how got his hands on an ore vein nobody had
found. He probably bought the same ticket I would have.

There’s a train coming out from St. Louis. The company is shipping in
new workers thinking our troupe is too old or just lazy. They don’t
believe when we tell them the coal is running out just like the gold did
before it.

My gold is still under there, though. I can feel it.

Still, part of me wants to take what we have, buy two tickets for that
train’s return trip, and head back to where we started from. But what’s
the good in that? There’s nothing in Virginia for us now, and at least
here we have hope.

‘Would that I could have afforded to take the rail out here; we wouldn’t
have needed the horses we lost anyway, and maybe Jackson wouldn’t be
so quiet now.

Except for when he’s talking about that farm girl. Then I can’t make him
stop.
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1. Thunder on the Open Plain



