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PRAISE FOR THE AUTHOR


“Ashley E. Sweeney minces few words as she unravels Ruby Fortune’s fate on the early Arizona frontier. Wild west performer, drug addict, ardent lover, mother, and murderer, Ruby’s story is gritty and unabashedly raw. She quickly learns she is sometimes no match for the trials that come her way, but she survives as only she knows how—with her strength, her wit, and her gun. Spellbinding from beginning to end.”


—JAN CLEERE, New Mexico-Arizona Book Award winner of Military Wives of Arizona


“Ruby’s is a thrilling ride across the hard land of Arizona in the early 1900s as one woman takes on and tames the West. Sweeney’s third novel is a courageous stunner.”


—GRETCHEN CHERINGTON, author of Poetic License


“Smart, savage, and bold as brass, Ruby Fortune’s strength and sense of survival explode from the pages of this portrait painted by master storyteller, Ashley E. Sweeney, using the harsh, historical Arizona Territory as her palette. Through captivating and unsettling events, Ruby’s independent spirit, ingenuity, and sheer guts held me hostage from the first vivid page to the last.”


—LAURIE BUCHANAN, award-winning author of the Sean McPherson novels


“Ruby is a difficult woman, in the best way possible. She shoots, she kills, she enjoys lustful sex. She survives. She protects her children and the people she loves. Literature is filled with men like this. But there are very few Rubies. Reading her story, I reveled in her life-force. She is a newly described American archetype.”


—SHELLEY BLANTON-STROUD, award-winning author of Copy Boy


“Ruby Fortune doesn’t harden her heart or break apart at the cruel hands of domestic abuse, but gains compassion and strength in her ultimate journey to wholeness by fighting for dignity and self-worth, loving fiercely those close and deserving, and by welcoming all to her table and more. A bright and resilient gem of a woman in an unforgiving land.”


—DEBRA THOMAS, award-winning author of Luz


“Gritty, honest, and real. Sure to be on everyone’s TBR list.“


—NANCY E. TURNER, award-winning author of Light Changes Everything


“Ruby Fortune defines grit and grace—she is the heroine we need in these times. Riveting and beautifully told.“


—SUSAN TWEIT, award-winning author of Bless the Birds









PAST PRAISE FOR THE AUTHOR


For Answer Creek


✷ 2021 New Mexico-Arizona Book Awards: Historical Fiction, Other


✷ 2021 Independent Publisher Book Awards (IPPY Awards): Gold Winner in West Mountain—Best Regional Fiction


✷ 2021 Next Generation Indies Book: Winner for Best Second Novel


✷ 2020 Arizona Authors Association Literary Award: Winner, Fiction


✷ 2021 Western Fictioneers Peacemaker Award: Finalist, Best Novel


✷ 2020 WILLA Literary Award: Finalist, Historical Fiction


“Ada is an impressive heroine who thinks for herself and exhibits moral courage in dire straits … [the novel] succeeds at capturing the endurance of the human spirit.”


—PUBLISHERS WEEKLY


“The author is a master of vivid descriptions, dragging readers along every wretched mile of the trail, sharing every dashed hope and every dramatic confrontation, with Ada as their guide. Ada is a marvelous creation, twice orphaned and both hopeful and fearful about a new life in California, the promised land … A vivid westward migration tale with an arresting mixture of history and fiction.”


—KIRKUS REVIEWS


“Ada is every pioneer woman who accomplished more than she ever thought possible.”


—BOOKLIST


“… this book captivated me. With its rich sensory details and the varied humanity of its characters, this book is a must-read for fans of historical fiction, and for anyone looking for insight into a period that carved and honed people down to their core.”


—SEATTLE BOOK REVIEW


“.…a fascinating historical novel, aimed at anyone interested in the struggles of pioneers, especially the Donner-Reed Party. I will certainly look for more novels by this author.”


—READER’S FAVORITE


“Sweeney immerses the reader in the time and place, giving a brilliant picture of daily trail life, particularly from a woman’s perspective….Stronger still is Ada’s character development. Always scrappy and resourceful, Ada develops a grit and determination on the trail that serves her well….Sweeney deftly gives readers a feel for the horrible choices some members of the Donner Party had to make and is careful to preserve the humanity that is too often removed from histories.…”


—HISTORICAL NOVELS REVIEW


“So well researched, one can almost feel the cold of winter and the stifling pain inflicted upon the heart and soul of these courageous pioneers.”


—K.S. JONES, award-winning author of Shadow of the Hawk


“… a gripping story of loss, survival, and female strength. Sweeney does such a masterful job of evoking the journey, from the shifting challenges of the landscape the emigrants move through to the emotional complications of being dependent for survival on people who were strangers months or even just weeks before. The epic sweep, the vast scale, of the trek is vividly felt, but so are the smallest of details.”


—SOCIETY NINETEEN JOURNAL, 5/5 stars


“With faultlessly authentic period detail and relentless, riveting twists of fate, Answer Creek puts the reader right on the Oregon-California Trail in every sensory and emotional aspect imaginable. This compassionate but utterly realistic telling of the story gently crushes the sensationalized versions and releases something that feels much closer to truth. Ada is hope personified—it takes wing, soars, crashes—and survives.”


—ELLEN NOTBOHM, award-winning author of The River by Starlight


“If there can be beauty in horror, Sweeney has managed it in the writing of this book. Doom hovers on every page—in the sunsets of the western sky, in emaciated cattle, in boots worn down to shreds—yet the human spirit radiantly perseveres in the form of young Ada Weeks, who is determined to find love despite an avalanche of losses and sorrows. Her harrowing physical and psychological journey grips the reader in a tightly woven web of suspense. Impeccably researched, Answer Creek is a triumphant re-telling of a mythic American tragedy.”


—LAUREL DAVIS HUBER, author of The Velveteen Daughter, winner of the Langum Prize for American Historical Fiction





For Eliza Waite


✷ 2017 Nancy Pearl Book Award


✷ 2017 The WILLA Literary Award: Finalist in Historical Fiction


✷ 2017 International Book Awards: Finalist in Fiction: Historical


✷ 2016 Best Book Award Finalist in Fiction: Historical


✷ 2015-2016 Sarton Women’s Book Award: Shortlist in Historical Fiction


“Cast off by her family and living in the shadow of unthinkable tragedy, Eliza Waite finds the courage to leave her remote island home to join the sea of miners, fortune hunters, con men, and prostitutes in the Klondike during the spring of 1898. Ashley Sweeney’s exquisite descriptions, electrifying plot twists, and hardy yet vulnerable characters will captivate historical fiction fans and leave them yearning for more. Eliza Waite is a stunning debut!”


—KRISTEN HARNISCH, award-winning author of The Vintner’s Daughter and The California Wife


“Meticulously researched, Eliza Waite transports us to the Klondike Gold Rush, where a resourceful young widow searches a more elusive prize: happiness in a re-forged life.


—PAMELA SCHOENEWALDT, USA TODAY BEST-SELLING AUTHOR OF WHEN WE WERE STRANGERS


“This book hooked me from the first page. Just beautiful.”


—FOR THE LOVE OF BOOKS


“Sweeney’s debut novel is a beautifully written work of historical fiction tracing one woman’s life in the wilds of nineteenth-century America. Readers will be immersed in Eliza’s world, which Sweeney has so authentically and skillfully rendered.”


—BOOKLIST


“I can confidently say that Eliza Waite will easily be in my top ١٠ books of the year for ٢٠١٦. The writing is so stark and beautiful, the story so compelling. I couldn’t put this book down, and I couldn’t stop thinking about it when I finished reading.”


—A SOUTHERN GIRL READS BLOG


“Eliza Waite is carefully crafted, beautifully edited, and masterfully formatted. And all of the old-school baking recipes are an unexpected plus. I highly recommend this story, especially for women. It truly helps give a context for the suffering and struggles of women throughout our American history. Five stars.”


—READER’S FAVORITE


“Sweeney has written a brilliant piece of historical fiction whose lead female character has it all. She is a woman who refused to bow to the cruelties of a misogynistic society, only less damnable than her own family. This is a woman who reached down inside and found herself. She is a character who deserves, no, is due the right of having a book named after her. And so it is.”


—THE ANCHORAGE PRESS
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In the beginning, God created the heavens and the earth, or so I’ve been told. Well, He must’ve had His knickers in a knot when He conjured up this corner of Arizona Territory because it’s nothing but dust and cactus and snakes—and some of the rattiest men you’ll meet this side of Kingdom Come.


Let’s just say you grow scales, like a lizard, to survive here. I should know, or my name’s not Ruby Fortune.


Jericho’s not unlike any other jack-rough mining town cantilevered on the side of a mountain like a tilting house of cards. Cowboys, land agents, and ladies face up on a mattress. Lawmen and outlaws. Con men and swindlers by the wagon load. Not a day goes by without a gunfight or a knifing, all washed down with rotten beer. The hanging tree? Used far too many times for my liking, sometimes without so much as a goddamn trial. No question about it—no one comes to these parts on holiday. For land or freedom or gold, yes. Or to escape something or someone you’d rather soon forget back in Tennessee or Arkansas, or wherever you come from, your pants or your wit or your dick too short.


It’s a rough life here, too. I’ve been beaten on more occasions than you’d probably care to know. Broken bones, split lips, blackened eyes. And welts so unmistakable you can see the outline of a man’s hand long afterward. I’ve got scars you can see, sure enough, and a heap more you can’t. And that’s not the half of it. Been swindled and cheated and deceived, time and again. Sometimes I curse that I’m a woman—although most times not.


I’ve done my share of wrongs and I’m not proud of it. Killed a man, for one. But did I have a choice? Do I have regrets about it? No. That I had to purge this world of my boys’ pa so we could get on with the living of it, that takes it out of a body. We’re all wounded because of it, me and my boys, Clayton, Fletcher, Virgil, and Sam. Most of all Sam. That I live with every day, a pain so deep in my soul I’d need a cleaver to cut it out.


Will I ever be forgiven? That’s up for debate, although I’d do it again. God and the devil both lay claim to me, and they’ve each got their reasons. One minute, The Lord God Almighty Himself is perched on my shoulder and I whistle through my teeth. But then, quick as I can jerk a trigger, the devil’s got his claws into me, hissing in my ear, and I just can’t shake him.


Way I see it, I’m either on the chuck-holed road to Heaven or the slick road to Hell.


Hear me out. Then you pick.
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SEPTEMBER 7, 1899

JERICHO, ARIZONA TERRITORY






Wind growls at the corners of Ruby Fortune’s mouth as she leaves the flatland and zigzags up a sharp, rocky incline toward Silver Tip Mine, four miles east of Jericho in the Santa Catalina Mountains north of Tucson. Ruby’s neck is still sore, the tail of a sickly yellow bruise circling her throat. He could have killed her. As she shoves her kerchief over her nose and mouth to avoid dust, strips of hair whip her cheeks, glance off her eyes. Pulling her wide-brimmed hat low, Ruby flings tangled hair behind her shoulder. It’s as futile as harnessing air.


Ruby has borrowed Doc Swendsen’s best mare today before she changes her mind. The horse path up Oldfather Peak is slower than the ore road, but less dangerous—don’t want to be crushed by a twenty-mule hitch careening down the mountain, hell bent for leather, drivers cussing like cowboys that a woman is riding up into their domain.


“C’mon, Maisie. ’Atta girl.” Ruby clicks her tongue. She needs to rein in her shaky nerves today. She’s had two shots of whiskey and it isn’t noon yet.


The mare’s deft hooves crunch on hardpan and clatter up loose gravel as Ruby winds her way around cactus thickets, thorny ironwood, and sun-whitened bones of the dead: big horn sheep, mule deer, bobcat, desert hare. Millions of years ago, the earth heaved up so quickly that there wasn’t time to smooth the edges, so chain after chain of mountains rise from the cracked desert floor like islands in a sea, here at the rough edge of the world.


Crossing a dry riverbed, ocotillo line the snaky pathway, their spindly stalks casting oblong shadows across the trail. Stark white billows bank up against the jagged Santa Catalinas as Ruby gains altitude. It’s August now, February’s moody twin. It won’t be long before lightning rips the sky and thunder gallops behind, rumbling savagely the length of the mountain chain. Ruby trains one eye on the sky and the other on the trail. Monsoons can make a body nervous.


The boys are with Divina today, Virgil, Fletcher, and Clayton, almost like triplets at eight, nine, and ten. And little Sam—now there’s a worry. Only four, he wasn’t a big talker before Ruby shot the boys’ pa. Sam hasn’t uttered a word since that day. It’s been what? Two weeks? She’s still alive, and her boys too, and she wouldn’t have been if she hadn’t pulled the trigger.


A shy half-mile from the mine, Ruby’s skirt catches on a white-thorned acacia bush, tugging her backward for a moment. She whacks the branch away with blood-red leather gloves. There are still traces of an old burn here, but the desert is, if anything, resilient. Ruby hears a snort. Just ahead, past a copse of scraggy mesquite creped with mistletoe, a squadron of javelina snuffles across the trail, chuffing snouts close to the ground. The mare whinnies.


Horses have navigated this terrain since Francisco Vasquez de Coronado brought horses north from New Spain in the 1540s. Conquistadors, priests, and vaqueros have roamed these Apache hills for centuries. And then the floodgates opened: trappers and hunters, soldiers and settlers navigating well-worn trails long before Ruby took to the saddle. None wants to cross a javelina on a bad day.


Ruby uses her damp shirtsleeve to wipe sweat from her brow as she waits for the javelinas to pass. She pats the mare and feeds her a lump of sugar. When Ruby was learning her ABCs, her father fed her lumps of sugar, too, like a favorite horse. “Word by word, Ruby,” she hears her long-dead father say. Still good advice as she spools out the exchange she’s going to have in a quarter-hour’s time. She has to get it right. Her heart taps a steady rap rap rap at her ribcage as she draws in more dust than breath, even with her face covered. Could God Almighty turn off this wind, just once?


Sitting straight as the saguaro up ahead, Ruby rides up the last incline and skirts a deep cleft in the trail. Ruby is not so worried about falling into a crack in the earth and finding herself in China. It’s Hell she’s more nervous about. Now that Willie Fortune is buried in Jericho Cemetery, others—including the man she is riding to see—might rather it had been her funeral. It’s scandal enough as it is, a mother of four shooting her husband in broad daylight and walking away. Today, Ruby’s loaded derringer is fastened to the belt that circles her boy-like waist. One can never be too prepared.
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SAME DAY







Ruby reaches Silver Tip Mine and dismounts, raising a cloud of copper-red dust. Her boots, clothes, hat—all of it—are a burnt shade of dirt. She arranges her good brown skirt and tugs at the bottom hem of her cream-colored suede vest with her gloves. Her father gifted the gloves to her on her fourteenth birthday, a few days before his heart up and exploded. She’s twelve years past fourteen now and certainly wiser than the day she first unwrapped them in Big Burl’s marvelous carnival tent in Amarillo.


Ruby rises to her full height—five foot two in stocking feet, and a hair taller in spurred red boots. She takes in a deep breath. There’s more than silver buried here at the northern edge of the Santa Catalina Mountains. She knows. Stories too, there are, just waiting to be let out.


Ruby hitches Swendsen’s mare to a post adjacent to the large corral. More than twenty mules loiter in the corral in this morning’s already sweltering heat. Horses, Ruby is comfortable with, not mules. She doesn’t dislike them, she just doesn’t know them. She’s heard they’re smarter than horses and easier to train, and a much better bet when it comes to packing and hauling, seeing as they eat less and can withstand the heat. Plus, mules can see all four feet at once, something a horse can’t do. Ruby’s gaze lingers on the braying mules for a moment, the word surefooted crossing her thoughts.


“Dobro jutro!”


Greek? Slavic? Ruby doesn’t know one foreign tongue from another. She nods and says good morning back to the men and then cranes her head around camp. Her neck is still tender. No, she’s not going to cover the bruise that rings her neck. Let them see what Willie Fortune did to her.


At the mine entrance, trammers push heavy-laden ore carts. A four-man crew shovels ore to side carts, dust exploding from their tools like buckshot. A pair of burros pulls one cart off to the loading dock while another pair takes its place to heave the next load. A hundred yards to the right of the opening, a steam engine belches air. A mechanized hoist grinds as a small metal cage emerges from the bowels of the earth. Men exit the cage, faces and carbide lamps caked black.


Then, a whistle. Cornishmen, Slavs, Italians, coloreds; tall, bandy, fat, trim. Rough lot, the miners, oilskin coats swishing behind them and hats pulled low, calling to each other by names they weren’t baptized by: Big Nose Dan, Texas Joe, One-Eyed Swede. The cage opens again and down they go, timbermen, drillers, swampers, and muckers, sinking more than a thousand feet into the earth. They are not going to China, or Hell. It’s silver they’re after, ten-hour shifts drilling rock, blasting dynamite, timbering chutes, extracting ore—hot work, cold work, wet work, dry work, depending on the day or the job or the shaft or if they’ve crossed the big boss. They risk it all—misfired dynamite, deadly gases, random fires, all-too-often cave-ins—for three dollars a day, two dollars more than any ordinary laborer. No wonder the camp is packed, the whole world come to Jericho.


Ruby wends her way through a maze of bunkhouses and outbuildings and sidesteps a refuse pile. Watch for snakes, Ruby. Always watch for snakes. And where is the damn mine office? She nods to a Chinaman smoking at the rear of the mess tent and strides past unmarked tent after unmarked tent until she comes out not far from where she started. There she spies a shack with a less-than-handsome sign over the door: SILVER TIP MINE, EST. 1897.


Ruby rattles the brass door handle and enters, her confidence leaking like a sieve. “Mr. Bugg.”


A rustling of papers.


“Well, well, well.” A tall, lanky man with a shock of dark hair pushes back his chair and stands. His vest hangs unbuttoned, a dirtied shirt underneath. Has he shaved in the last month? Doubtful. He steps from behind his desk.


Ruby stands her ground.


Jimmy Bugg leans back against the desk, his rear perched on the edge. He doesn’t say anything as he glares at her. He crosses his arms, fingers ink-stained, fingernails crusted with dirt.


Ruby can’t imagine being touched by him. “Came up as soon as I was able.”


“Alone?”


“I am.”


“Maybe not the best choice, under the circumstances.”


“And by that, you mean?” Ruby fingers her derringer. “Come now, Mr. Bugg. You’ve likely been peering out your window counting the minutes before I arrived.”


“You’re not wearing black.”


“Not today.”


“After only two weeks, Mrs. Fortune? I would think the grieving widow would want to at least pretend to be in mourning before she comes barging up here looking for trouble.”


“I’m not looking for trouble.” Steady, Ruby. “But I’m not reeking of regret.” Ruby takes in a breath and delivers the line she’s been practicing for days in front of the plate glass mirror in her parlor. “I’ve come to claim my share of Silver Tip Mine.”


Bugg scoffs. “A lady mine owner? That’s—might I say—opportunistic, coming from you. Willie’s barely cold and you’re here to weasel your way into mine ownership?”


“Partner, Mr. Bugg. Got the proof right here.” Ruby stabs a piece of paper held mid-air.




Upon the death of Willard G. Fortune, Jr., his quarter-share of Silver Tip Mine passes to his wife, Ruby B. Fortune, of Jericho, Territory of Arizona.





“Even after you murdered him?” Bugg asks. “Downright laughable.” Bugg clatters back behind his desk and sits. He doesn’t offer Ruby a seat. “Why anyone bothers to marry is beyond me. Never had the inclination myself.” He lowers his head and resumes work on a hefty stack of papers. “You’re wasting my time here.”


“I’ll stand here for as long as it takes.”


Bugg slams his dirty hands on the top of the desk. He stands again. A line of perspiration runs down his jagged face. He might have been handsome once, but those days have long fled. “For what? I’m not giving you an inch.”


“I’d rethink that, if I were you,” Ruby says. She pulls her derringer from her waistband and points it at Bugg. “I know how to use it.”


“I’m next, then? Will you stop at nothing to get this mine?”


Ruby trains the derringer at Bugg’s chest, watching his hands for any sign of movement.


“Put your piece down and we’ll have a conversation,” he says.


Ruby waits a few seconds and lowers the gun. She pulls up a chair to Bugg’s desk. “That’s more like it, Mr. Bugg.”


Bugg sits again and Ruby keeps a keen eye on his hand. One move and she’ll shoot him. All those days practicing as a little girl and then on the traveling circuit, no, none of it was for waste. She wasn’t once a sharpshooting wonder for nothing.


“What is it that you really want, Mrs. Fortune? I can’t picture you working this mine.”


“I’m not afraid to get my feet wet, tear my dress, spoil my gloves.” Ruby pulls off her gloves and smacks them on his desk. “Or shoot you.”


“Whoa, now. I said, let’s talk.” Bugg peers at Ruby’s slender hand. “Your wedding band?”


Ruby fingers the large ruby. Someday, she’ll sell it. “I’ve come to offer you my share in the mine. For the right price.”


“Ah, now we come to the heart of it. Getting rich off the recently departed. Very clever, Mrs. Fortune.”


“I’ll get what’s coming to me, Mr. Bugg. I have four sons and aim to care for them the best way I know how.”


“There are other ways,” Bugg snorts.


Two other men burst into the shack.


“Assays at $12.57, boss,” the first one says.


“Highway robb …” The second man stops mid-word.


“About time you two showed up.” Bugg stands. “Mrs. Fortune here …”—Bugg motions to Ruby, now standing again and squeezed between three large men—“… has come to sell us her share of the mine. What do you say, boys? Twenty dollars?”


The one who relayed the assay information snickers and reaches inside his vest. He pulls out a leather billfold and extracts a crumpled bill. “Got it right here, boss.” He turns to Ruby. “Here you go, little lady.”


“Little lady?” Ruby reaches for her derringer again. “This claim is worth at least forty thousand dollars. Split four ways, that’s ten thousand each. Pay me what I’m owed and I’ll be on my way.”


“And if we don’t?” Bugg asks.


“Are you threatening me?” Ruby’s eyes narrow. “If there’s any shred of trouble up here, the sheriff will have your heads.”


“I suggest you pay the little lady right away.”


Ruby wheels around to see Sheldon Sloane, Jericho’s sheriff, in the doorway, his craggy face beneath a Stetson. He pauses before he steps inside.


“Sheldon?” Ruby gasps. “What …”


“I’ll trouble you to unload your six-shooters, gentlemen.” He ducks as he passes through the doorway, his white shirt damp beneath a buttoned black vest. Sheldon, too, is covered with dirt, from his belt to his trousers to his boots. He takes off his hat and runs his hand through long, unkempt hair.


Bugg shrugs and empties his cylinder into his palm. He tosses the rounds onto the table.


Sheldon turns to Bugg’s partners. “You, too.”


Bugg nods to his partners. They empty their chambers and pocket the ammunition.


“Getting a little too warm in here,” Bugg says. He barges out of the shack, muttering, his partners in tow.


Sheldon turns to Ruby. “And you.” He towers over Ruby, six-foot four and change, lean, with rough hands and strong eyes.


Ruby replaces her derringer in her hip holster without unloading. She gathers her gloves and glares up at Sheldon. “‘Little lady?’ Honestly, Sheldon. I was handling this fine on my own.”


“No doubt.”


“You tailing me?”


“Swendsen told me you borrowed the mare. I guessed you might be heading this way. I have a little business up here myself so I followed you. Just to be sure.”


Ruby swats Sheldon’s arm away. She steps out of the shack. It’s coming on dark at midday.


Sheldon faces the mine partners. “As I was saying, gentlemen, we’ll come to an equitable arrangement today, and, in return, I won’t be looking into the case of another colored man gone missing. That makes three by my count, so you might say my attention is now piqued. I’d swear,”—Sheldon taps on Bugg’s chest—“you send coloreds into shafts you’d never send one of your other men. Even Slavs.”


“Boss?” The other mine owners exchange glances.


“So it is true,” Sheldon says.


Bugg slams his thigh. “Sonofabitch.” He scowls at his mine partners.


“How much did you say, Mrs. Fortune?” Sheldon asks.


“Ten thousand even. You gentlemen won’t see hide nor hair of me at this mine again. If we come to—what did Sheldon say?—an equitable arrangement.”


Bugg disappears for several minutes back into the shack and reappears holding a thick envelope. He hands it to Ruby.


She opens the packet. “A deed? Come now, Mr. Bugg. I’m looking for cash.”


“Think we have that kind of cash here? Who do you think we are, fools? Meet me at First National at eleven tomorrow,” Bugg says. “We can settle up there.”


“And I’m supposed to believe you’ll be there? I don’t.”


Sheldon nods, his square jaw set. “If you’re not there, Bugg, I’ll take up that case,” he says. “Wouldn’t be good for business, you behind bars and these two cheats in charge.” He cocks his head toward the other mine partners. “There’s something funny going on up here. I can smell it.”


A corkscrew of lightning torches the lip of the Catalinas. It won’t be long before they’re knee-high in Noah’s flood.


“I’ll be there.” Bugg spits. He motions to his partners. “If you’ll excuse us now, Sheriff, Mrs. Fortune. We’ve got a business to run.”


Thunder rumbles as Sheldon guides Ruby back to Swendsen’s horse, his hand on her waist. “Hurry now, Ruby. There’s a gully washer coming. I’ll follow you back.”


Ruby reaches to untie the mare. Sheldon’s hand covers hers as he works out the knot. He leads the mare away from the fencepost and offers Ruby a hand up to the saddle.


“Mark my words, you’ll have the cash by noon tomorrow,” he says. “Ten thousand even. You can turn around and buy that inn of yours within the hour.”


“From your lips to God’s ears. If He’s listening.”


Ruby spurs the mare and points her downhill toward the flatland, this time on the quicker route. Sheldon rides beside Ruby as they negotiate the rutted ore road toward Jericho. Roiling clouds swirl overhead and cast unnerving shadows on the trail. Ruby shushes the mare and spurs her on. They don’t have much time. Another crack of lightning hits the Catalinas, followed three seconds later by deafening thunder.


“He’s listening alright,” Sheldon yells. “It’s you that has to believe it.” Large droplets splat on the dry desert floor, the beginning of the deluge. Sheldon spurs his horse, faster now, and motions for Ruby to speed up.


“Never had much use for God before, Sheldon,” Ruby yells back, as she comes abreast of him. “But I don’t mind being proved wrong in this case.”


“You’ve got nothing to worry about, Ruby. They’ll never see through it. It’s foolproof.”
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SEPTEMBER 8, 1899

JERICHO, ARIZONA TERRITORY






With the taste of money in her mouth, Ruby barrels up the wide steps of Jericho First National Bank at five minutes to eleven on a scorching Friday morning. She’s wearing black today, top to toe, for appearance’s sake. Where is Sheldon? She cranes her neck.


Town teems with freighters, ore wagons, horses, mules. Jangles. Shouts. Hoots. Whistles, some so loud your ears could burst. And what the devil?


“Clayton! Fletcher!” Ruby sees her sons, dark-haired Clayton and strawberry blond Fletcher, running down Jefferson Street toward Tom Tillis’s livery. That livery is no place for boys, especially at their ages, ten and nine. And they’re supposed to be home with Virgil and Sam this morning. Ruby didn’t let them play hooky to waste it at a gambling den.


The boys disappear down the alley. The livery is the heartbeat of Jericho, if you don’t count saloons. Stable a horse. Rent a dray. Hire a hearse. Order a plow. Contract a blacksmith. Buy kerosene—or hooch. Fill up your pockets or lose it all on cockfights and dogfights, Sundays when the parson’s not looking. No place for boys.


Sheldon bounds up the bank steps two at a time. His dark trousers, shirt, and vest are spotless, as if he had a laundress, or a wife. His badge, shined just this morning, contrasts to his worn and scuffed boots. A laundress might not notice that. A wife would.


“Did you see Clayton? Fletcher?” Ruby asks.


Sheldon shakes his head. His sandy-grey hair is still damp under his hat.


“They’re going to be the death of me.” Death of me, she thinks. Could have been me. “Headed to Tillis’s, of all places.”


“Don’t worry your head over that, Ruby. Boys will be boys.”


“And you know this how, Mr. Sheriff?”


“Ruby.” Sheldon shakes his head.


Ruby glowers at him. “Sheldon.”


“God, you’re maddening.” Sheldon guides Ruby’s elbow as they enter the bank’s wide doors and cross the large foyer toward the bank manager’s office. “We don’t want to be late to this dance, darlin’.”


Jimmy Bugg stands and worries his hat as Ruby and Sheldon enter. No sign of the other partners. Sheldon closes the bank manager’s door and rests with his back against it.


Ruby sits and adjusts her mourning dress. Off come her black gloves, but not her hat. Facing the bank manager, Ruby turns on forced charm. It’s gotten her places her mouth or her sex alone doesn’t get her. “Sir,” she says, “I believe we’re here to complete a rather large transaction.” She throws a champion’s grin at the bank manager. “And, as I understand it, you will get one percent.”


“Mr. Bugg,” the bank manager says. “You are here of your own accord, I take it?”


Sheldon shoots Bugg a sly eye.


“I … am,” Bugg stammers.


The banker continues. “And you understand that you are acquiring Mrs. Fortune’s quarter share of Silver Tip Mine for ten thousand dollars.”


Bugg gulps. “That is correct.”


Ruby smiles at Bugg. “I’m glad we could come to an agreement on this, Mr. Bugg. I could have sold my share to anyone, a barkeep, a madam …”


Bugg blanches.


“So, as you can see, I am doing you a favor,” Ruby says. “Keeping it in the family, you might say.”


After a full hour, the documents signed, Ruby shakes the banker’s hand and nods to Bugg. Sheldon opens the door for Ruby, who steps out of the bank manager’s office, the deed to the local roadhouse in her name.


Outside, on the semi-circular bank steps, Ruby pulls on her gloves and adjusts her narrow-brimmed hat. She looks for her sons, but can’t see them in a sea of heads crowding Jericho at noontime. Ruby’ll have a word with Clayton and Fletcher about this. And Tom Tillis.


Sheldon looms over Ruby. He bends down toward her ear. “You’ve got yourself a roadhouse,” he says. “Like I told you. Nothing amiss, little missy.”


“‘Little …’” Ruby moves to the side of the steps as two rough-looking men approach the landing.


“A minute, Ruby.” Sheldon follows the strangers into the bank.


Ruby checks her watch, pinned to her bodice. Noon, straight up. Across Jefferson Street, the schoolmistress heads into the post office, a tidy square brick structure with three marble steps up to its double door. The town bum, Wink, shuffles toward the livery. On the east side of the post office, Dog Webber locks the door of the Jericho Courier-Journal and pockets the key. The newshawk heads across Washington Street toward Judd’s Tavern, his hat jammed low. Just past the newspaper office, there’s a lineup at Doc Swendsen’s surgery at the noon hour, and it’s no secret most of them have the clap. Behind Judd’s, another line forms at the bottom of a narrow stairway, where many likely caught it.


Where is Sheldon? Ruby will wait a minute, no more. She taps her foot. Has it been a minute? She needs to check on Virgil and Sam.


Sheldon emerges from the bank, shaking his head.


“And?” Ruby asks.


“Not this time.”


Ruby starts down the stairs, her satchel close to her thigh.


Jimmy Bugg barrels out of the bank and down the stairs. He doesn’t acknowledge Ruby or Sheldon.


Ruby scowls. “Can’t trust that louse as far as I can spit him.”


Sheldon smiles, as rare as snow in July. “Bugg doesn’t have sense enough to spit downwind, Ruby. You got him. Got him good.”


“Didn’t I?”


“So what are you going to call that inn of yours?”


Ruby is quick to answer. “Hell’s Roadhouse, of course.”


Sheldon snorts.


“Honestly, Sheldon, what did you think I would call it? The Lily Flower?” Her face sours. “Not like I got it legally.”


“Not another word about it. You got what’s coming to you. Your money bought that mine, and don’t you forget that. Willie Fortune got what was coming to him, and you’ve got your investment back. Fair and square in my book. In this corner of Pinal County, I decide which side of the law the coin falls.”


Ruby squints in the midday sun. “How about Jericho Roadhouse?”


“Maybe too rough. Jericho Inn?”


“That’s it. Short and to the point.”


“Like you. Short. To the point.”


“Don’t mess with me, Sheldon.”


“I know better than to do that, ma’am.” He tips his Stetson. “You’re a better shot than me. So who’s going to help whip that place into shape? By my estimation, you’ll need ten men …”


“Forget men, Sheldon. A turn around the dance floor now and again, maybe. But I don’t need help. Not that kind. And, if you’re wondering, I’m not sharing sheets or changing my name again for anyone. Or any reason.”


“But …”


“Not even for you, Sheriff.”


“I might rethink that, if I were you, Ruby.”


Ruby tilts her head. “Are you threatening me now?”


He bites a smile.


“Damn you, Sheldon.” She hits his arm, hard.


“Why’re you so upset? I’d think you’d be ready to pop a cork.”


“Got a gnawing hole, here.” Ruby points to her stomach.


“Some people call that an ulcer.”


“Maybe so. I wake up nights in a sweat.”


Sheldon nods, his mouth set in a fine line. “I’ve killed a few men in my day, too, Ruby. You’d think it would get easier. It doesn’t.” He tips his hat again as he strides down the steps. “I have no doubt you’ll make that inn of yours the best damn place to lay your head in all of Arizona Territory. Even if you’re stubborn enough to do it all yourself.” He darts across the street, his long legs kicking up dust.


Is Virgil really alone with Sam? Ruby ducks up Lower Gulch, a hairpin curve where neighbors live atop each another. Can’t whisper, sneeze, or fart here without someone overhearing.


Cutting right on Brewer’s Alley, Ruby steps over a drunk sprawled in the gutter outside The Empire. He’s face up, crotch a shade darker than his britches. She snakes up Jefferson Street, past the bakery and the tailor and the barbershop and the schoolmarm’s house, one curve giving way to the next even-steeper curve, row after row of flat adobes and wooden shacks pieced together with no more than baling twine.


Everything so long familiar looks different to Ruby today. Seven thousand dollars later, she owns an inn, which leaves three thousand to spare. A new-fangled stove. Fresh-from-Sears & Roebuck linens. A sofa as big as Arizona Territory, make that two. Beds. Rugs. Curtains. Soap. And dishes! Cutlery! Glasses! And food, she thinks. Enough to fill the largest table in Arizona Territory …


The derelict roadhouse she just purchased—with Sheldon’s help, damn that a woman can’t get a loan on her own—was once a going concern when Ruby was a girl, but it’s been abandoned for years, a broken-down sign at the curb that reads faintly, Traveler’s Rest. Being an innkeeper is Ruby’s ticket in this town if she doesn’t want to find herself upstairs at Judd’s. There aren’t many other options for a woman alone in Arizona Territory. Her mother learned the hard way.


At the far end of Jefferson, Ruby stops to catch her breath at the graveyard, full up with fellas who couldn’t shoot straight or found themselves at the exact wrong place at the exact wrong time. Or died too young, or too old. Or, like her pop, with a heart that exploded into a million pieces and shattered her in the process.


Across from the cemetery—before barbed wire holds you back—Ruby’s and Divina’s houses sit side by side like old companions. Other than love, and lots of it, her sturdy house in Jericho is all Ruby got from her pop, George Burlingame Barstow, when he up and died. Divina Sunday, on the other hand, George Burlingame Barstow’s right-hand gal, got nothing in return. Town ends there, right after Divina’s, where the incline rises sharply like Divina’s chin does when she isn’t pleased.


Well, Ruby is none too pleased with Clayton and Fletcher right now, either. But there’s no sign of them. Just Virgil sitting on the steps watching Sam play in the dirt. At first glance, there doesn’t seem to be any harm done, but that doesn’t mean Clayton and Fletcher won’t get a talking to.


Ruby scoops up Sam and ruffles Virgil’s hair. “Got some news for you.”


Virgil squirms away. “Quit it, Ma.”


“Can’t ruffle your hair now?” Ruby grabs Virgil in a mama bear hug. “You too old for that now, too?”


Sam looks like he might laugh. If only he would.


Now Clayton and Fletcher round the last curve of the block and chase each other into the yard.


“I’ve got a mind to tan you boys,” Ruby says. “But we don’t have a minute to waste.”


“What’s going on, Ma?” Clayton says. He needles Fletcher in the back and Fletcher yelps.


“Knock it off, boys. And listen to me. You’re not going back to school today.”


Fletcher jumps in the air and pumps his fist.


“But you’re not playing hooky for no reason. Go on, root out some boxes. We’re moving down to town.”


WILLIE FORTUNE PUNCTURES RUBY’S dreams, his fists clenched above her. She screams, tensing her shoulders, her backside, her thighs. No, Willie, no! Bruises flower from her pale skin, the edges raw.


Then she’s in the kitchen, running from a belt. Don’t talk back to me, little missy. Ruby crouches in a corner, her hands shielding her face, her eye already oozing. Take that, thwack. And that. She cowers, the cold metal barrel of a gun now pointed at her temple. Stop, Willie! Stop!


She runs, falls, gets up again, clawing up an incline. Faster, Ruby, faster. Willie grabs her by the hair and drags her. Whore, just like your mother.


Once, on the ground, one hand crushed by Willie Fortune’s steel-toed boot, Ruby reaches for her pistol. One bullet, she thinks, just one bullet. Her fists tighten around the pearl handle. But then Willie kneels beside her, pounding his fists into the floor and saying sorry for the hundredth (or was it the thousandth?) time. You shouldn’t shoot a man while he’s apologizing, should you?


Tonight, nestled in tight quarters off the kitchen of the ramshackle roadhouse, Ruby wakes with a start—bang!—her nightdress soaked. Air hangs still, heavy. Has it really only been two weeks?


One breath at a time, Ruby forces her racing heart to slow as she wipes sweat from her forehead with her sleeve. He’s not here, Ruby. Willie is dead, and won’t be back, ever, except to scare you out of your wits and cheat you of sleep. Gone now are black eyes and broken bones and threats of a thousand welts flowering from purple to yellow to a sickening grey around the edges in places that are hardest to heal.


The welt on Ruby’s neck is all that’s left of Willie Fortune’s clamped fist now. But, no matter how hard she tries, Ruby can’t help thinking Willie Fortune isn’t done with her yet.
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TWENTY YEARS EARLIER

SUMMER 1879

LUBBOCK, TEXAS






Ruby trains her skinny arm toward the target and knocks another pock-holed can off the wooden crate onto sandy ground. She has hit seven out of nine cans so far today, a sight better than yesterday, when she only hit four of ten and was in a pouty mood all day.


“That’s better, Ruby.” Big Burl reaches from behind to steady her hand.


Ruby feels the warmth of her father’s breath in her ear. She raises the pistol. “It’s heavy, Pop.”


“It’s not a toy, Ruby. One more try now.” Big Burl steps back and crosses his thick arms over his barrel chest.


Ruby aims, shoots, misses. She grimaces and drops her arm. She rubs her forearm with her other hand.


Big Burl wraps Ruby in a grizzly bear embrace. He smells of leather and whiskey. “No long faces, Ruby,” Big Burl says. “Practice, practice, practice. One day, you’ll be wheeling around the ring and not miss a one. You’re a natural.” He ruffles Ruby’s blonde hair, hitches up his trousers over his large mid-section, and tweaks his hat. “Off you go, then. Save me a seat at supper.”


Ruby meanders toward Divina’s tent. She chases a toad, picks up a penny. At the corral, she stops to pet Major, Pop’s favorite horse, a white stallion worth more than all the other horses combined, or that’s what her pop says. Ruby slips Major a carrot from her pocket and nuzzles his face. Down two wagons, cut across, down two more. At the costume wagon, Ruby lifts the flap, waltzes in, and flops on a cot.


“Well, if it isn’t Little Miss Pip.” Divina’s needle flies through cotton and velvet and suede as she mends costumes and headdresses, a never-ending job in the ever-changing carnival business.


Ruby sucks on a carrot and tries to bend her skinny legs and arms into a pretzel shape, like she’s seen the contortionist do. Three times she attempts to hook her leg around the back of her neck. She grunts and pounds the mattress. “I can’t do it.”


Divina sets her needlework down and grabs for the side of the wagon to heft herself up. “Here, let me. Sit up.” Divina bends Ruby’s neck forward and grasps her leg.


“Ow!”


“Well, then, we’ll just have to try again tomorrow.”


“That’s what Pop said.”


“How many today?


“Seven, but it shoulda been eight. I nicked the last one and it went all wobbly.” Ruby shakes her body from left to right.


“Practice, practice, practice. Only way you’ll get better, Ruby.”


“How come you and Pop always say the same thing?”


Divina smiles. “Because we know what’s best for you, me and your pop.”


Jean Parker Perdue, Divina’s given name is. She’s a big woman—always has been—folds and folds of flesh that cascade from her chin to what should be her ankles. Her dark hair is pulled back in a bun, accentuating her thick neck. She wears a black dressing gown and a small pince-nez on her prominent nose. Her blue eyes spark from beneath manicured eyebrows.


Young Jean watched her mother read tarot cards on their back porch in upstate Illinois every night for extra cash, a halo of cigarette smoke and mosquitoes circling her head, and men in and out of her mother’s tiny bedroom. When her mother abandoned Jean and left her with a crotchety maiden aunt downstate, Jean took in sewing to help pay rent. She was never asked to a dance or courted or kissed. So it was no surprise to anyone (and heartily encouraged by her aunt) when Jean hooked up with a handsome shyster come through town who needed a button sewn on.


Jean wouldn’t be the first or last to run off with the only prospect in sight. Her lover’s suits were always washed and pressed, and never a button missing. A year later, they still hadn’t married. He spun one excuse after another, but soon, he promised, soon. It wasn’t long before Jean got wind that her suitor had other intentions. On a hot Texas night, her knight in not-so-shining armor never came back to the Golden Hotel, where they were lodging after attending the breath-taking Triple B Traveling Carnival and Wild West Show.


The next morning, the proprietor kicked Jean out of the hotel without breakfast. The bill wasn’t paid, the proprietor said, sorry, ma’am. Business is business. Flat broke and hungry, Jean approached the owner of the carnival outfit as the show was shutting down for the day. Stopped in her tracks, Jean was love-struck when she laid eyes on George Burlingame Barstow. She found her tongue and asked the showman—he was as large as she was, or maybe larger, and much more handsome close up than in the carnival ring yesterday—to take her on, good with a needle she was, after all. It wasn’t long before Jean put her mother’s tarot readings to good use, too, and started reading palms. She was never Jean after that; the name Divina was born in a hot dusty town in west Texas that was forgettable, except for that.


Divina followed George Burlingame Barstow like moth to flame for years on the traveling circuit all over the west as he plowed into town after town commanding nickels and respect. Divina loved Big Burl with a heart exploding. Big Burl loved Divina in every way except the way Divina wanted to be loved.


Divina sits on the cot where Ruby is sprawled out and pats the girl’s tummy. “Five days old you were, when your pop brought you up from Tucson. First time I saw you, you were madder than a cut snake. All legs and arms. And a soaking diaper. Your pop didn’t know what to do with you.” Divina smiles. “Most babies are fat, like me.”


“Was I always skinny?”


“Skinnier than a pole cat. I don’t know where you put away all that pie.”


Ruby jumps up from the cot. “I’m gonna go get some.”


“It’s not even suppertime,” Divina says. “But I bet if you go to the back of the mess tent, you might get lucky.”


Ruby stretches and leaps off the cot. “See ya, Divina.”


Ruby wends her way to the back of the mess tent and watches shadows creep up the side of the canvas. Big Sue comes out from the tent and stands, back against a tent pole, and lights a cigarette. That women smoke or drink or swear (or even spit) doesn’t surprise Ruby any more than the sun working its way up over the horizon every morning.


“Well, if it isn’t Miss Ruby,” the cook says, as if seeing Ruby there is any surprise. “You’ll be wanting more pie?”


Ruby nods, “Yes’m,” and quick as the toad Ruby had chased minutes before, in front of her there’s a plate heaped with blackberry pie and a big-person fork.


“I do believe you could eat a whole pie,” Big Sue says. She blows smoke rings in the air. “But where you put it is beyond me. You weigh less than a mouse.”


Between mouthfuls, Ruby nods again. “Yes’m.”


Stick comes up beside Ruby. “I’ll take a slice too, if you’re offering.” Big Sue smacks Stick’s arm, but not before he gets a peck in on her cheek. Stick is the tallest man Ruby’s ever seen, and taller still when he’s on stilts. He bends over and pinches Ruby’s bottom under her dress. Then he plucks a nickel from Ruby’s ear. “Well, what did you have hiding there, young lady? I do believe you’re a nickel richer.”


Ruby smiles through blackberry teeth. She reaches for the nickel.


“Not until you plant a big one here on Stick’s cheek.” He lowers his head so Ruby can kiss him through a mass of whiskers.


“There’s a good girl,” he says. “Now you run along. Big Sue and I got some business we got to attend to, don’t we, sweetie?”


Ruby hands her plate to Big Sue and nods, crushing the nickel in her palm. With this she can buy popcorn or a bag of peanuts.


“Don’t let anyone pinch that nickel, you hear?” Stick says to Ruby.


Ruby ambles though the carnival grounds and swipes a bag of peanuts from the concession wagon. The door was unlocked, so why not? She’s still hungry, and now has Stick’s nickel for popcorn in her pocket for tomorrow. Ruby sits on a stack of lumber, her legs dangling, and watches the set-up crew hammer up the grandstand, a big U-shaped arena where two days from now crowds will erupt in earsplitting applause. When she finishes the peanuts, she curls into a ball and uses her arms for a pillow. She closes her eyes then, hammers clanging and men shouting and animals making the most god-awful noises a girl ever heard.


FIFTY CENTS FOR YOU, SIR, and yes, the same for the missus. A quarter for the kids, and here, take a program. That’ll be another nickel, sir. Right this way. Popcorn?


Barkers stand at the entrance to the carnival show, voices louder than a thousand dogs. Come one and come all, now’s your chance. Three days only! A new show every day! Step right up, there you go, young sir, little missy, what a fine looking family you are! The photograph booth is just beyond the entrance, first tent on the right. Yes, sir, that’s correct. Just two bits for a portrait of your lovely wife and the young’uns. I can see it now on the piano, your beautiful missus looking like the first bloom of spring. In you go, then. Next!


Families scramble up planked steps and root around like rats to find suitable places to sit, spreading blankets on splintery boards to save a spot. Flags fly on stanchions set fifty-feet apart, reds and blues and yellows fluttering in the breeze above the high-sided arena. At the closed end of the showground, hidden by a large trompe d’oeil desert scene, a large pen houses twenty horses. Smaller pens hold sheep and calves, and in a large cage, a dull-eyed bear. The cowboy band sets up in a box just to the right of the entrance—better to sit a ways away, if you’re there early enough. Those trumpets can get inside your head.


There go the Mexicans, a dozen of them, and a posse of white men dressed in full regalia, parading around like they are native as dirt, painted chests and beaded clothing, deerskin moccasins and feathers. No one seems to notice or care. It comes with the territory, gamblers and gunslingers and swindlers and tramps. What’s a little artful deception? No one’s the worse for it.


And there, in the center of it all, clad in beaded buckskin and velvet and fur, his Concho-jangling boots thigh high and dark curled hair to his shoulders (and a huge gut in between) is Ruby’s pop, the legendary Big Burl. Feathers sprout two feet into the air from the brim of his enormous hat. It can be hot as Hades and Big Burl wears the same get-up every show. There’s a reputation at stake here.


“Ladies and Gentlemen!” he crows. “Have we got a show of shows for you today!” There’s humor and offhand comments and a rundown of acts, peppered with cheers and waving of handkerchiefs. And then the Grand Entry, the whole costumed entourage making one big sweep of the carnival grounds.


“On your mark, get set, go!” Big Burl’s voice rumbles across the fairgrounds. In the center of the arena, large poles sprout from dirt. In the first act, cowboys outdo one another in feats of horsemanship: bronco riding and rope handling and barrel races. After the first intermission, gunslingers take to the arena, their litany of tricks a mile longer than the cowboy’s. Ever see someone shoot a coin out of another man’s hand? Or extinguish a lit cigar hanging out of another’s mouth with a single bullet? Knock an apple off a trained dog’s head? Or (the kids love this one), aim straight through a chicken’s neck and then watch the poor thing dance around the arena without its head? The crowd roars in applause.


Between acts, Ruby loves to watch other kids, she doesn’t have many to play with in the carnival. A little boy tugs on his father’s sleeve. “Look, Pop! Lemonade!” An older boy jerks on his father’s other sleeve. “Games! Just a nickel, Pop. You should do it, try to hit that colored in the head! You got three chances! Can I do it, too? Please?”


Ruby wanders from tent to tent, coins clinking at the entrance. She peeks in through the back of the contortionist tent just in time to see the woman wrap her legs up around her neck like a pretzel. How does she do that? She skips the dwarves today, stops for a minute to listen to the musicians. At Divina’s tent, a line snakes around the back of the tent. Ruby hears Divina’s low voice from inside the tent and wonders what she’s saying. Maybe someday, she’ll read Ruby’s palm.


After the long second intermission, the audience cheers for the shooting contests. It’s louder than before, deafening almost, the thunder of firearms and drumbeat of hooves. A girl wonder rides a horse three times her size and shoots glass balls with a flashy show piece, once hitting ninety-eight out of a hundred. Smell of gunpowder everywhere. Ruby wants to be her.


In come the fancy riders, western women in jingle-jangles and bared legs between split skirts and boots. They ride haywire around the arena, barely missing one another as they pluck hats and hankies off the ground while lunging off the sides of their mounts.


And then there’s the finale, and, as if it couldn’t get any louder, the arena erupts into applause as the so-called noble savages chase women and children in a wagon careening around the arena. In come the cowboys, rescuers all, who pretend-shoot the marauders one by one. Down they go, good for ticket sales.


When Big Burl steps into the fray and fires his rifle into the air, the crowd quiets for one second, and then, as the entire ensemble takes their final bows, the crowd erupts in cheers.


“RUBY!” BIG BURL TAPS RUBY on the shoulder. Ruby sits up in a daze, peanut shells exploding from her dress. Her father and Divina are standing over her.


OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Frontmatter



		Dedication



		Epigraph



		1



		2.



		3.



		4.



		5.



		6.



		7.



		8.



		9.



		10.



		11.



		12.



		13.



		14.



		15.



		16.



		17.



		18.



		19.



		20.



		21.



		22.



		23.



		24.



		25.



		26.



		27.



		28.



		29.



		30.



		31.



		32.



		33.



		34.



		35.



		36.



		37.



		38.



		39.



		40.



		41.



		42.



		43.



		44.



		45.



		46.



		47.



		48



		Afterword



		Acknowledgments



		References



		Questions for Discusson



		About the Author



		Selected Titles from She Writes Press











Guide





		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		1



		afterword



		Acknowledgments



		references



		Start to Contents













Pagebreaks of the Print Version





		Cover Page



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		11



		12



		13



		15



		17



		18



		19



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		354



		355



		356



		357



		358



		359



		360



		361



		362



		363



		365



		366



		367



		369











OEBPS/images/logo.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781647422349.jpg
“A powerful and gripping
tale of survival and triumph over
abuse, misogyny, and economic

challenges. A must-read!”
—Jim Jones, author of

The Lights of Cimarrdn

Al

¢ -~

6 it T
st A

=]

=

w-igz





OEBPS/images/img_19.jpg
/\ /\
SANTA CATALINA

f To Silver Tip Mine
.

MOUNTAINS OLDFATHER PEAK
N /\ _/\
- _— % e
g/

Schoolhouse 3 , e

D s D Divina s

\; s

BT Big Burls

Deadman s
Alley

Corral |:| O ,

&« To Oracle Washington St.

To Canyon Doro =>
e dien’s [ [j\\ g Burton's General Store

Courier-Journal

Post Office D \

l:l Jericho Inn

= Q)
TOWN : =3 :

OF Livery ?.: : : e

JERICHO g AR

1905

N To Tucson





OEBPS/images/img_18.jpg
N
N/
W
ZN_
5 ==
O
rucsonWUERICHO o
ARIZONA | O“’MBS“?E
TERRITORY il

— I];O'A DS
1905  —w w






