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Chapter One – Ghost of the Canyon
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The wind didn’t whisper in the canyon—it whistled like a warning through the rock, low and mournful. Charlie Tingwell heard it, but he didn’t flinch. He’d lived too long in places like this to mistake nature’s voice for something to fear.

His fire was down to embers.

The mule—just called “Mule,” because that’s all she’d ever answered to—chewed slow on a bundle of grass he’d pulled from the edge of the frozen creek. Charlie sat cross-legged near the fire, cleaning the knife he’d used to skin a hare an hour ago. The steel gleamed silver in the early dusk, but his eyes didn’t reflect it.

They were too tired.

Too old.

Not in years—Charlie wasn’t past forty—but grief had carved deeper lines than time ever could. He wore a coat made of stitched elk hide and a hat lined with wolf fur, though the fur was beginning to gray like him. A flintlock leaned beside a sack of jerky, and every movement he made was deliberate—measured like a man who’d spent too long with only echoes for company.

He wasn’t hiding.

But he wasn’t ready to be found either.

The last time he’d spoken to another man had been nearly four months back, when he traded a half-pound of beaver pelt for powder and salt at a lonely outpost. That trader had called him “the ghost”—said he’d heard stories of a rifleman who vanished into the Rockies after his wife and child died of fever.

Said his name was Charlie Tingwell.

Charlie hadn’t denied it.

That morning, he’d set three traps above the ridge. At noon, he checked them: one empty, one sprung with nothing inside, one holding a squirrel too small to be worth the shot. It was a lean season, and the mountain had grown stingy.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
A MOUNTAIN MAN

SILAS WHITMORE





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





