
March 1, 1864 
Arizona Territory

My dearest Frederick,
I arrived safely, got off of the train and imme-

diately caused a scandal by getting a room at the hotel 
by myself!  Then I proceeded to worsen the scandal by 
going to see the land agent on my own and telling him 
which plot of land I wanted.  He quoted me a price 
that was much too high.  I objected and he said, “Why 
don’t you have your husband or father come in and we 
will discuss business.”

I looked him straight in the eye and said, “My 
father is no longer alive and my husband is away.  
Thank you.  I noticed another agent down the street.  
I’ll take my business there. Good day.”

Before I reached the door, he was offering to sit 
down and help me any way he could.  I got the plot 
of land at the price I had originally offered.

We now own sixty-five acres of rather good land.  
I will let you know how everything goes.

Your loving wife, 
    Miriam
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A collage of otherworldly 
stories set in the remote reaches 
of America, from the rocky 
coast of northernmost Maine to 
the Chihuahuan Desert of south 
Texas to the Sonoran Desert near 
Tucson. 

Opening with mysteries solved 
and unsolved, moving on to local 
legends, and closing with stories 
of injustice, healing and survival, 
the characters interact across 
other dimensions and other times 
in search of solace and 
understanding. 
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Prologue

In my day job, I'm a freelance writer of bright and 
cheery stories with a rural focus for national maga-
zines, traveling extensively for my work, and some-
times interviewing minor regional celebrities.  My 
travels and long evenings away from family have given 
me the opportunity to pursue my avocation of digging 
up the past and looking for clues that connect it to the 
present.

Since childhood, I've been interested in myster-
ies and legends, and over the years I've found myself 
probing locals for stories.  My interest grew into a pas-
sion as I tried to understand another dimension in life, 
one that jumped across time and space.

My engineer and geologist husband is puzzled by 
this obsession.  His world is one of logic and math-
ematical precision, physics and chemistry.  However, 
we complement one another.  From his scientific 
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perspective, Hal has helped me analyze artifacts I've 
unearthed, while I've broadened his understanding 
of human psychology.  I've convinced him that there 
doesn't have to be a hard-and-fast answer for every-
thing.

My passion was ignited by a dragon. 

�
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�Mysteries Solved 
and Unsolved
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Chapter One
Finding Franny

I strode into my office determined to clean up 
my desk, the top of which had disappeared under 
helter-skelter piles of papers, reference books, and 
unwashed coffee cups.  The advantage of working at 
home is that you don’t have to keep up appearances.  
The disadvantage is that it can lead to procrastina-
tion when it comes to tasks you find distasteful — 
like cleaning.

Finding my planner was top priority.  Without 
it, I didn’t know whether I’d be in Iowa or Arizona 
the following week.  Aha!  There it was, just the 
edge poking out from behind my computer.  Who 
on earth put it there?  I stretched across the desk to 
retrieve it, craning my neck to see what was hold-
ing it back.  A dragon?  There was a dragon sitting 
on my planner!  Not a real dragon, of course, but a 
small exquisitely-carved dragon, made of some type 
of material I couldn’t identify.
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Chapter 1 - Finding Franny

I could only assume that my husband was the cul-
prit who had hidden my planner and that the dragon 
was a birthday surprise.  I set it in the cabinet with 
the rest of my collection and forced myself to finish 
cleaning.

Later that evening, over a late supper, I thanked 
Hal for the dragon.  I told him it was one of the nicest 
ones I had ever seen.  It was intricately carved and the 
colors were almost unearthly.

“Where did you find such a marvelous piece?  Not 
here in Kansas City, did you?”

He looked up from his plate with a quizzical 
expression on his face.

"What are you talking about?"

“Oh, come on!  You’re teasing me.  You got it on 
that last trip to San Francisco, didn’t you!”

Hal often teased me.  At first he would pretend not 
to know what I was talking about, but eventually he 
would tell me where or how he found something.  This 
time, it was obvious that he really didn't know what I 
was talking about.

"The small dragon statue on my desk.  I found it 
this afternoon when I was cleaning my office.  It was 
sitting on my planner, and I assumed it was a birthday 
present.  If you really didn't leave it there, then who 
did?"
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He looked at me in silence for a minute.  "Maybe 
your sister brought it over for your birthday."

"Nope.  Couldn’t be her.  You know she only gives 
practical gifts.  Besides, she would make it a point to 
tell me she was the one who left it.  She'd want the 
credit."

We debated the origin of the gift for a while, then 
went on to other subjects.

I thought about the dragon off and on for the next 
couple of days, but then I got involved in a deadline 
and forgot about it.

Two weeks later, I was in my library, just down the 
hall from my office, doing research for an article set in 
the American Southwest.

When I reached for a book I needed, my hand 
brushed a small book off the shelf.  I picked it up from 
the floor without looking and absentmindedly laid it 
on the table with some other books I was going to use.  
I was thinking about the article, so I didn't notice that 
the small book ended up in the stack.

I returned to my office and laid the books on my 
desk.  I worked on the article for most of the after-
noon.  Quitting time came, and I shut off my computer, 
straightened my desk and leaned forward to turn off 
my desk lamp.  As I did so, my attention was caught by 
the small book that I had knocked off the shelf earlier.
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Chapter 1 - Finding Franny

I picked it up and really looked at it.  I’d never seen 
it before.  It was about five by seven inches and had a 
drawing of an ancient dragon on the cover.  I knew 
that the dragon was very old because its scales were 
beginning to turn silver on the edges, an indication of 
great age in a dragon.  Also, its front claws were show-
ing signs of wear.  This meant that this dragon had 
been digging for treasure for many centuries.  Its eyes 
had a world-weary quality to them.

Why an old dragon?  Why not a young, healthy 
one?

I was amazed at the quality of the artwork on the 
cover.  The dragon looked almost as if it had stopped 
in mid-stride and in a moment would step right off the 
cover.

Opening the book, I found pictures of a dozen more 
dragons, all exquisitely drawn.  Each drawing was of a 
different color and species, with detailed descriptions 
of the behavior and preferred environment of each.  I 
had never seen such magnificent creatures!

I was pretty sure that the drawings had been done 
by different people, because each drawing was in a dif-
ferent style.  And the style of the cover painting was 
obviously not the same.  I was fascinated.

Once again I was stumped.  I had not seen the 
book before.  I was intimately acquainted with all the 
books on my shelves, because I had put all of them 
there myself. 
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I couldn't imagine where it had come from, or 
who had put it there.  Hal and I discussed my second 
surprising discovery at length, and we both remained 
mystified.

I needed to figure out where these things had come 
from and why they were appearing in my work space.

"I should be able to solve this mystery, Hal.  After 
all, I spend most of my waking hours doing research.  
This shouldn't be any different."

The first thing I wanted to do was to find out all I 
could about dragons.  I finished up the "paying" work 
as quickly as possible, and then I got going on the 
interesting stuff.

I piled up all the books I could find in my own 
library, as well as the ones I'd gotten at the public 
library, and then I went online.  I was just getting 
everything together when I noticed a map lying on 
the windowsill beside my desk: a map of Arizona with 
Tucson and a portion of the Rincon Mountains circled 
in red ink.  The map was old, with quite a few creases 
in it, and the edges were discolored and frayed.

Where the hell had that come from, and what did it 
have to do with all of this?  I almost decided to give it 
up, to just forget about it, but something kept nagging 
at me to do a thorough search.

I began with the book that I had knocked to the 
floor.  I opened it and closely examined the dragons.
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I saw that each dragon was quite different.  These 
were not just similar dragons painted differently or in 
different poses.  Each one had a specific body form.  
Some were serpentine, having long, snakelike bodies, 
no legs, or just two hind legs, and wings ranging from 
nubbins to ones as large as the dragon itself.

Others looked more like dinosaurs, with four legs, 
the front legs smaller, and the back ones large and 
strong.  Their wings were large and wide and propor-
tioned to their bodies.

The colors varied also.  The book explained that 
since dragons lived in so many different environments, 
they had developed colors to match their domains.

The blues, with their well-developed wings and  
chest muscles, were sky dragons.  The greens and 
browns were generally tree dwellers and usually 
smaller than the others.  The mountain dragons were 
golden in color, and the sea dragons were blue-green 
or turquoise, depending on whether they lived off a 
tropical atoll or dwelt in an inland sea.

Those with legs had either three or four toes on each 
foot.  The four-toed tended to be ground or mountain 
dwellers.

It was thought that the golden mountain dragons 
lived in caves and amassed large caches of gems and 
jewels which they defended fiercely.
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The dragon statue that had mysteriously appeared 
on my desk was definitely a mountain dragon.  Its 
scales and beard were a lustrous gold and it had four 
long-nailed toes on each foot.

 The book itself appeared to be very old, although 
in good condition.  The paper was of the high-quality, 
all-rag-content of a hundred years ago.  I couldn't say 
exactly how old it was, because the copyright page was 
missing.  That also meant that there was no publisher's 
name.

But I now had a connection: the dragon, the book 
describing dragons, and the map of an area that would 
be ideal for this particular type of dragon.

The only problem now was what to do with the 
connection.  Should I make a trip to the Southwest?

I guessed the next thing would be to research the 
Rincon Mountains.

•

The Rincons are southeast of Tucson and one of 
the five mountain ranges that surround the city.  The 
highest peak in the Rincons is Mica Mountain at 8,644 
feet — a good height for dragons.

Rincon is a Spanish word with many meanings.  
One meaning is corner, denoting the primary shape 
of the range.  But Rincon also has the connotation of 
corner as in the phrase, “the far corners of the earth,” 
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and it also means nook.  There are plenty of nooks 
for mountain dragons in the Rincons.  In fact, there 
is an ancient network of karst caves:  caves formed as 
soluble rocks like dolomite, limestone, and gypsum 
were shaped by water, leaving holes and bowls, and of 
course, plenty of stalactites.  Some, like Colossal Cave, 
are dormant.  Others nearby — Arkenstone and La 
Tetera — are live, growing caves.  “These are off-limits 
to the public and remain largely unexplored,” stated 
my reference book.

What I found most fascinating was the origin of 
the name La Tetera, Spanish for teapot.  Why was this 
cave system named La Tetera, I wondered?  Well, it 
turns out that clouds of vapor have been seen escaping 
from an orifice in the vicinity.  It certainly sounded 
like an ideal habitat for mountain dragons!

Might there be a connection between my dragon 
and this cave?  The only reason that I could think of 
was that I'm well-known for my dragon collection and 
for the depth of the research I do in my day job.

But who was doing this?  And why didn't they just 
ask for help?  Then it struck me: whoever was leaving 
clues was asking for help in the only way they could!

At that moment I became aware of a palpable 
presence.  Not an actual manifestation, but an aware-
ness that I had finally crossed the line that made me 
receptive to whatever was trying to contact me.  I was 
feeling giddy.  I wasn't sure of anything, except that 
I was being given this information for a reason, and 
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that it had something to do with dragons, caves, and a 
mountain near Tucson.

It looked like Hal and I would be taking our vaca-
tion in Arizona this year.  In the process of planning 
our trip, I began to feel the presence and hear the voice 
much more clearly.  It was as if the entity knew I was 
coming and wanted me to hurry.  The voice became 
more urgent and the manifestation clearer.  I could 
almost hear the excitement in the voice.

My husband was beginning to pick up on the 
energy fluttering around me.  Hal is impressively tol-
erant of my “hobby.”

We packed up our travel trailer and began our 
journey.  I had no idea what we would find in Tucson, 
and I felt both eager and afraid to discover the secret.  
Perhaps I was crazy, and my husband thought the trip 
would shake me out of it.

Hal really needed a vacation from his demanding 
work.  I very much wanted to go straight to Tucson, 
but I forced myself to slow down and enjoy the trip, 
for Hal’s sake.  We found a small trailer park in the 
desert just west of Tucson, and although it was on the 
opposite side of town from my final destination, we 
stayed there.  There were trails into the desert right at 
our doorstep.  I would be able walk out among the palo 
verde and mesquite trees to calm myself.

We spent a day or two driving around with our 
maps, getting acquainted with some locals, and get-
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ting familiar with the topography.  Soon we were feel-
ing comfortably at home with the landscape and the 
people.  Most importantly, we found that there was a 
branch of the Pima County Library just a few miles 
down the road.  I needed to get to that library!

Suddenly, images and a voice began to flood in.  I 
saw a young girl, about twelve years old.  Her cloth-
ing told me that she had lived in the 1950's.  I never 
got a solid picture of her, just an image, like looking at 
something on a hazy day.

•

I'm trying to write down as much as I can as quickly 
as I can, so I don't forget the details.

The first real bits of communication were garbled, 
like an untuned radio: …Franny… 12 years…need …
hel…  The voice was faint and wavery and seemed to 
come from a great distance.

There  was one more such episode just after I got to 
the library for an in-depth fact-finding session.  …I…
help…(long pause)… map, highlight…book and…ue.  
While I was sitting at a table with a pile of books and 
my notebook, I got a stronger, more coherent commu-
nication:  …name is …Franny …in July…50…12…
find me! 

I sat stunned, not knowing whether I wanted to 
run screaming from the library, ignore everything I 
had encountered in the past few months, or as calmly 
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as possible, get up and start finding Franny.  I closed 
my eyes and focused on my breathing.  I finally calmed 
down and went for the third option:  finding Franny.

I hunted up the reference librarian and asked 
for any local newspapers for the months of July and 
August, 1950.  She sat me down at a computer and 
showed me how to use Chronicling America, a service 
of the National Archives.  It was a treasure trove of 
regional newspapers.  After searching through the 
weekly papers for several months on either side of July 
and August, I hit paydirt!  I found a short item about 
a Frances Bowman, a girl who had been reported 
missing by her parents.  I couldn’t find any follow-up 
article.  It looked like that one paragraph was all I had 
to go on.  It seemed that either she was found or that 
the case went cold and was not opened again.

I searched for more information on Colossal Cave.  
I checked on the possibility of some kind of collapse 
in the area, but I found nothing.  Then I found a single 
mention of a small cave that had been explored during 
the short time that the big cave had been used for 
guano harvesting.  The writer claimed that they had 
heard of a cave called The Dragon's Cave, but they had 
never been able to find out exactly where it was.

Now that I had the information that tied most of 
this together, I needed to figure out how Franny fit 
into the picture.

I returned to the trailer park and flopped down in 
my lawn chair with a cold glass of iced tea.  As I dozed 
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Chapter 2
Letters From Home

I was back in Arizona to do an article on one of the 
national monuments and looking forward to visiting 
Franny and the Dragon’s Cave when I stumbled into 
another mystery.  A reference librarian I was working 
with turned out to be president of the local historical 
society.  She asked if I would like to take a look at 
an abandoned old homestead north of town, since I 
seemed so interested in local history.

I had sent the final draft of my article off to the 
editor and would have to wait until Monday for her 
response, so I set off shortly after dawn on Saturday 
morning.  The directions were less than exact.  The 
rusting yellow school bus that supposedly marked a 
critical turn had been removed, unbeknownst to the 
librarian, but I had plenty of food and water, my cell 
phone, and free time.  Just when I thought I would 
have to go back for better directions, a giant dust devil 
blew across the road.  I turned my head to follow its 
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Chapter 2 - Letters From Home

path and spotted the house emerging from the cloud 
of dust.

“How odd,” I thought, as I pushed open the heavy 
door.  “There’s an attic.  Don’t see attics much around 
here.”  Of course, an attic is like a magnet for me.  I 
tested the stairs and found they were still solid.  Dusty 
bundles of hundred-year-old herbs hung from the raf-
ters.  There didn’t appear to be anything else at first, 
but then I saw an old leather travel case under a pile of 
old boards.  It was full of letters!  Most of them seemed 
to have been returned to the writer from distant post 
offices.

Why were the returned letters never opened?  The 
farm has been abandoned for almost a hundred years.  
Why had the land never been bought or claimed?  
Maybe it was left abandoned until I was asked to look 
into it.

The Letters in the travel case follow…
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March 1, 1864 
Arizona Territory

My dearest Frederick,
I arrived safely, got off of the train 

and immediately caused a scandal by 
getting a room at the hotel by myself!  
Then I proceeded to worsen the 
scandal by going to see the land agent 
on my own and telling him which plot 
of land I wanted.  He quoted me a price 
that was much too high.  I objected 
and he said, "Why don' t you have your 
husband or father come in and we will 
discuss business?"

I looked him straight in the eye and 
said, "My father is no longer alive and my 
husband is away.  Thank you.  I noticed 
another agent down the street.  I ' ll take 
my business there.  Good day."

Before I reached the door, he was 
offering to sit down and help me any 
way he could.  I got the plot of land at 
the price I had originally offered.

We now own sixty-five acres of 
rather good land.  I will let you know 
how everything goes.

Your loving wife, 
Miriam
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April 12th, 1864
Dearest Frederick,

I hope you are in good health and 
staying safe in this awful war.  After 
I last wrote, I hired a horse and buggy 
— but not a driver — and drove out to 
our land.  There was much discussion 
about how to handle the horse and rig, 
and questions.  My land!  Did I know 
what to do in this situation and in that 
situation.  You’d think they’d never seen 
a woman drive a horse before.

Imagine my surprise when I saw a 
house and a small barn sitting proudly 
at one end of the property.  I had had 
no idea that anyone had owned the land 
before us, much less that there were 
buildings on it.

Granted, they need repair, but at least 
I have a place to live until you return 
to me.  Then we can work on this place 
together.

With all my love, 
Miriam
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April 30th, 1864
Darling Frederick, 

I 've hired someone to do some work 
for me.  His name is DaFoe.  That is 
all.  He just goes by that single strong-
sounding moniker.  He' ll do some repair 
work on the house and fix up the two 
stalls in the barn.  Yesterday I mentioned 
wanting to find someone to cut all the 
native grass in the pasture, so today he 
brought his son Elijah with him.  They 
spent the morning scything and bundling 
the grass.

I now have enough hay to feed a few 
animals.  The problem is, I don' t have 
any animals to feed!  Guess I' ll have to 
look around for some.  I think I' ll try 
to find a cow.  It would be nice to have 
some fresh milk and butter.  Don' t you 
think a few chickens would be a good 
idea?  I'd be able to sell the eggs and 
I could occasionally fix a chicken for 
my week’s meals.  Maybe I' ll even get a 
horse so that I can get into town more 
often.

(Later the same day)
Oh my!  I just went outside to 

see what was making so much noise, 
and what do you think I found!  The 
cutest little puppy!
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You're going to think me awfully 
silly, but I've named him Frog because 
he just hops around so very much.  
He doesn' t walk or run, he hops.  He 
doesn' t sound like a frog but he surely 
moves like one.

Now I' ll definitely need a cow, 
because Frog is going to need milk if 
he's to grow up big and strong.

That's how my days are going.  I 'm 
always discovering something new.

Love, 
Miriam
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Chapter 3
Crazy Woman Canyon

The Bighorn Mountains glowed in the warm 
afternoon sunlight, but below in the canyon, it was 
cool and dim.  A stream chuckled and gurgled as it 
wound its way along the canyon floor.  Occasionally 
the stream would fling out an arm, embracing the 
mountains.  Farther along it would circle back and 
rejoin its main branch and add to the din of nature’s 
voices.  Ravens argued overhead and small unseen 
creatures rustled the debris of the canyon floor.

This was the scene Hal and I wandered into one 
summer day while hiking in Wyoming.  We may 
have opposing temperaments, mine intuitive and 
his logical, but we both love wilderness hikes.  We 
rested in the shade of the pine, oak and aspen trees 
and listened to the sounds echoing off the flanks of 
the Bighorns.  We couldn't tell if we were hearing ten 
birds calling to each other, or if it was just one voice 
ricocheting around us.
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While looking for the origin of yet another 
raucous group of ravens, we heard something that 
sounded discordant and off-key with the general 
cacophony around us.  The sound was barely audible, 
just beyond our ability to identify it — a sound of 
desperation and mournful isolation in a place where 
life flourished and shouted and blazed in all its glory.

"Did you hear that?  What in the world could be 
making such an awful noise?  It certainly can't be 
natural."  I was afraid my husband would think I was 
crazy.  The sound I heard was so diffuse that I wasn't 
sure I had actually heard anything. 

"Yes, I heard it.  I thought it was just my imagina-
tion.  But you're right.  It couldn't be anything living 
here.  Maybe it's a piece of farm machinery or the 
call of bison being carried here on the wind.  Could 
be any kind of sound bouncing off the mountains."

Then Hal teased, “Remember the time you 
thought we were hearing heavy machinery in the 
Catskills?  And we got to the top of the rise and saw 
at least a hundred macho leopard frogs calling in a 
vernal pool.”

I laughed.  “Yeah.  What a racket!”

Well, at least I wasn't losing my mind.  Hal had 
heard it too.
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The Crazy Woman

Elizabeth and Charles headed west, along with 
thousands of others, looking for a chance at a better 
life.  They set off from Missouri with a wagon train 
bound for California.

“Where will we live when we get there?  Do you 
have any idea how we'll live?  I'm not sure about living 
in a big city.  We left home to get away from the noise 
and bustle.  Will we like it, or should we look for a 
farm?"

Elizabeth had a million questions, and Charles had 
few answers, but talking about the possibilities helped 
make their long journey more interesting.  It could get 
quite boring, bumping along in a cold and sometimes 
damp wagon.  Your body went numb, and your mind 
went numb, so Charles answered Elizabeth's questions 
as best he could.

The wagon train made numerous stops on its long 
journey west.  One was in Buffalo, Wyoming.  Buf-
falo was a short stop on the way to bigger and better 
places.  Its Main Street was mud and dust formed by 
the hooves of horses and oxen pulling their loads on 
the long arduous trip.

There wasn't much of a trail, but it was the only 
route going this far north, winding its way through 
the Bighorns to the Rockies and on to the Northwest.  
Not many wagon trains came through Wyoming, but 
George, the wagon master preferred this trail.  It took 
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his groups to a part of California that was less crowded 
and with more opportunities for a better start-over.  
He had planned a layover of several days to allow his 
group to get some of the trail dust out of their wagons 
and stock up on the things they might need for the 
hard pull over the Rockies.  It also gave them a chance 
to see the country in a more leisurely manner. 

Charles and Elizabeth unhitched their horses, 
hobbled one with a rope and rode out on the other to 
explore the Bighorns.  The weather was perfect, the 
sky was clear, the sun was shining, and there was just 
a hint of a breeze ruffling the leaves.

It was a perfect day for possibilities.

As they were loading the remnants of their picnic 
into a bag for the return trip, Charles took Elizabeth’s 
hand.

"Beth, would you be upset if I told you that I'd like 
to stay here?  I'm not talking about Buffalo.  I mean 
this area.  Right here.  I don't want to go on to Califor-
nia.  This place feels right to me."

"Oh, Charles, do you mean that?  Are you serious?  
I love it here, and I was feeling sad that we were going 
to have to leave this beautiful place behind us.  I know 
just what you mean.  It calls me too!  Oh, yes!  Let's 
stay here!"

They returned to the wagon camp, found the boss 
and told him they were staying in Buffalo.  George was 
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skeptical.  “Are you sure you want to drop out of the 
wagon train?”

“Yes, we certainly are.”

“Well, if you’re really sure, I’ll take your wagon and 
one of your horses off your hands and call it even.”

“It’s a deal!”

The next morning the wagon train departed.  
Elizabeth and Charles bought supplies, a small hand-
cart, and a light wagon to haul their earthly goods.  
By noon, they were headed back towards the canyon 
to look for a small parcel of land.  They had fallen in 
love with a landscape.

While making their way through the canyon, 
they simultaneously voiced the idea of actually living 
in the canyon.  They laughed about having exactly 
the same thoughts at the same time, like an old mar-
ried couple, instead of newlyweds.  So they kept their 
eyes open for the perfect spot to start their new life 
together.

They found a small mesa on one side of the canyon, 
just big enough for a small cabin and a bit of a garden, 
plus a shed for the horse.  There was a gradual slope 
on one side that made a perfect path from the canyon 
floor.

They lived in the wagon until they got their small 
cabin built.  There was plenty of wood to use for the 
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Chapter 3 - Crazy Woman Canyon

framing, and Elizabeth found pine boughs and leaves 
to stuff into some of the bolts of ticking she had pur-
chased for use as bedding and curtains, if she ever 
decided they needed curtains in this remote location.

The cabin was just big enough to give them shelter 
during inclement weather.  They did all their cooking 
outdoors, although they had bought a small cast iron 
stove for heat when it would be really cold outside. 

Elizabeth planted a garden in a clearing near the 
stream.  She had consulted friends back home and 
had a very good working knowledge of the plants 
and roots that were native to the area.  She also had 
a good sense of which medicinal plants and herbs 
were which.  What she couldn't find growing wild, 
she planted.

Charles trapped and hunted during the day and 
so did Elizabeth: he for meat and fish, she for herbs 
and roots.  Together they were living the life they had 
dreamed of.

Their canyon was isolated from the village of Buf-
falo and from the surrounding farms as well.  They 
had little contact with anyone, except when they 
went to town for supplies, and they went to town less 
and less often.  They didn't like the contact with the 
townsfolk.  They wanted to live totally on heir own, 
self-sufficient in every way.  As their supplies dimin-
ished, they found ways to supplement them without 
having to go into Buffalo. 
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March 1, 1864 
Arizona Territory

My dearest Frederick,
I arrived safely, got off of the train and imme-

diately caused a scandal by getting a room at the hotel 
by myself!  Then I proceeded to worsen the scandal by 
going to see the land agent on my own and telling him 
which plot of land I wanted.  He quoted me a price 
that was much too high.  I objected and he said, “Why 
don’t you have your husband or father come in and we 
will discuss business.”

I looked him straight in the eye and said, “My 
father is no longer alive and my husband is away.  
Thank you.  I noticed another agent down the street.  
I’ll take my business there. Good day.”

Before I reached the door, he was offering to sit 
down and help me any way he could.  I got the plot 
of land at the price I had originally offered.

We now own sixty-five acres of rather good land.  
I will let you know how everything goes.

Your loving wife, 
    Miriam

M.J. Sherman
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A collage of otherworldly 
stories set in the remote reaches 
of America, from the rocky 
coast of northernmost Maine to 
the Chihuahuan Desert of south 
Texas to the Sonoran Desert near 
Tucson. 

Opening with mysteries solved 
and unsolved, moving on to local 
legends, and closing with stories 
of injustice, healing and survival, 
the characters interact across 
other dimensions and other times 
in search of solace and 
understanding. 
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