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Prologue
Dawson City, Yukon-Spring 1896
The screeching, ear-splitting cries of the Banshee had been
ringing in Ian’s head for hours now. She would be coming to
claim her next victim soon, and he was sure he was going to be
her next victim. He knew he was going to die if help didn’t
come soon. The old men, who made up most of the men back
at camp, had told stories of the Banshee often enough around
the campfires. They told of men they had known who were
close to dying and how they had lain there on their death beds
shuddering and pointing to some unseen aberration in the
distance and then covering their ears stating they could hear
high pitched, screeching sounds just before they died.
As he sat there in that cold, dark cave, Ian looked up
towards the heavens and prayed, “Lord, please don’t leave me
here to die alone in this damn cave. Please, I beg of you.”
Ian Litsky knew there was little hope of help coming in
time. No one at the gold camp expected him back for at least
another two days with the supplies he had gotten from Stewart
Crossing. If only he could get to the remains of his sled then he
would at least have food and water. But when one of the
runners on his sled had slipped off the side of the trail, the sled
had tumbled down to the bottom of a deep ravine and sent him,
and his dog team flying in all directions. Pulling himself
through the snow with his arms and one good leg, Ian managed
7
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to drag his body into the cave away from the snowstorm that
raged outside. He prayed that some of his dogs had managed to
escape. He had tried to find them after the crash, but his broken
leg and the storm had made any search impossible. Now all Ian
could do was sit there in the cave with his back against a wall
of stone near the back of the cave where he could be out of the
wind and hope and pray.
After propping himself against the wall, Ian forced himself
to tear away his pant leg so that he could see how badly he was
injured. He cringed when he saw the bone protruding through
the skin. He quickly looked away as the bile from his stomach
made its way to his throat. Without thought Ian moved his
broken leg. Blinding pain shot through his whole body and
then everything turned black.
Sometime later Ian slowly opened his eyes. His body had
begun to shake uncontrollably from the cold. The stone floor
and walls seemed to drag away what little body heat he had
making him colder with each passing minute. He turned
his head towards the cave’s entrance. It was dark outside.
Apparently he had been unconscious for hours. The storm
continued to rage outside and Ian knew he would have to try to
get out of the cave as soon as the storm let up.
Ian found two limbs of wood lying on the floor of the cave
not far from where he sat. One of the limbs had been partially
burned on one end. Apparently someone else had also used this
cave for shelter. He used strips of cloth he had torn from his
shirt to tie the splint onto his leg. The exertion soon proved to
be too much and Ian succumbed to the darkness once again.
As he drifted in and out of consciousness, Ian had flashes
of the family farm he had buried back in Kansas. He could see
his father holding onto the plow as the old mule pulled in front
of it. The furrows were all straight and true, just as his father
liked them. Soon there would be wheat in the field whose
stalks would soon be turning a golden brown in the summer
sun. Ian could see his little sister Amy playing with her dolls
on the porch while their mother churned butter close by. His
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mother’s sweet voice drifted across the yard as she sang her
favorite song, “Rock of Ages.”
As Ian slowly regained consciousness, he could feel
another presence in the cave with him. When he heard a low
growl echo through the cave, he froze and kept his eyes closed.
He was just too afraid to move. Without moving his head, Ian
slowly opened his eyes to a mere slit, just enough so that he
could see what was in front of him. Across from Ian, on the far
side of the cave, stood a gray wolf with the most beautiful ice
blue eyes he had ever seen. At first Ian thought the wolf was
one of his sled dogs until the wolf bared its teeth. Then Ian was
even more afraid to move should the wolf decide to attack and
rip out his throat.
“Easy, boy, I’m not going to hurt you.” Ian said in a low,
steady voice.
The wolf looked straight at him and cocked his head as if
he understood what Ian was saying. After shaking the snow
from its coat, the wolf slowly lay down in front of him, but
continued to watch every movement that Ian made. The
muscles in the wolf’s legs began to twinge slightly and Ian
knew the wolf could charge at any moment. Ian continued to
speak in a low steady voice. He knew he would never survive
should the wolf decide to attack. Ian was already in too much
pain and had lost too much blood.
“Where did you come from boy? From the looks of the
storm out there, you and I are going to be here awhile. I think
we are going to have to trust each other because we neither one
can go back out into that storm tonight. Don’t worry big
fellow, I’m going to stay right here. This broken leg is not
going to let me move anywhere. So you don’t have to worry
about me hurting you. Do you think you could consider me a
friend and not an enemy?”
As Ian watched the wolf, he noticed the hair that had been
standing up on the wolf’s back was now lying down flat and
the animal seemed to be more relaxed. At least that is what Ian
hoped.
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As the hours passed, Ian continued to talk to the wolf.
Having something to distract him took Ian’s mind off of his leg
and the fact that he might not be able to make out of the cave
alive. Possible death was something he didn’t want to think
about right then.
Ian told the wolf about his childhood and how he had lost
both of his parents and his little sister to the fever that had
swept through Kansas in 1879. He told of how he and his
friend, Bobby Jackson, had saddled the old horse Ian used to
ride to school on and then they put a make-shift saddle on the
mule his father had used to plow the fields in the spring. Then
they had thrown what few clothes they had between them and
what provisions they had into saddle bags and headed out to
follow the gold rush. They didn’t have much, only a few
clothes and whatever food Ian had found in the cabin. What
they both had a lot of was hope. After they had stopped by the
family cemetery so that Ian and Bobby could say their last
goodbyes to their families, he and Bobby had headed for the
gold rush in Alaska and the Yukon.
Bobby had been more than willing to leave when Ian had
first asked him. It seemed Bobby’s father considered him more
of a plow horse and a whipping boy than a human being.
So, one bright and sunny Kansas morning Ian and Bobby
set out to join the gold rush hoping to strike it rich. They never
looked back and they never regretted their decision, until now.
“There’s gold in them ther’ hills and I’ve a mind to get me
some.” Bobby had said and so they left the Kansas prairies and
headed north-North to Alaska to find the end of the rainbow
and their pot of gold.
The road had proved to be long and hard as they made
their way from Kansas to Colorado, through the Rocky
Mountains and then north through Wyoming and Montana as
they crossed into Canada. The Southern area of Canada
reminded the boys of the Kansas plains they had left behind,
mostly flat farm land. As they traveled further into the heart of
Canada and then into the southern part of the Yukon,
mountains and pine trees began to appear. Elk, deer, bison, and
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bears roamed freely and in great abundance. Ian and Bobby
passed through Calgary and Edmonton before turning west
towards Dawson Creek. The further north and west they
traveled the longer and harder the days became. They were
entering the land where the sun never seemed to set in the
summertime and the moon always shined in the wintertime.
There were many days when both men had felt like giving up
and heading back to Kansas, but the thought of making it rich
seemed to spur them on.
Ian and Bobby both came from a long line of dirt farmers
and just the thought of having enough gold in their pockets so
they wouldn’t have to break their backs behind a plow
everyday appealed to both of them. After eight long months of
traveling, they had finally crossed over into Alaska. Ian and
Bobby slowly made their way from gold camp to gold camp
gathering just enough gold dust between them so that they
could buy food and keep searching for more gold.
They passed through Skagway, Valdez, Seward, Soldotna,
and then on to Homer. From Homer they traveled northwest
through Fairbanks and on into Hope where they decided to stop
for a spell. They had joined up with several other young men
who had also come to find their fortune. After they made their
way to a hillside that looked promising, they began thawing the
frozen ground with fire, in order to dig for the gold that lay
deep in the earth. The days had proved to be long and hard.
Dangers from the cold, wild animals and claim jumpers were a
constant threat. Ian and Bobby had only been able to recover a
small amount of gold dust from the sleuths they had built, but
they wanted the mother load. After several months of just
scraping enough together to get by, Ian and Bobby decided to
pack up and travel further north and east. They had heard of
a new gold field in Dawson City, Yukon. Supposedly large
nuggets of gold had been found lying around on the ground just
waiting for someone to pick them up. Ian had heard lots of wild
stories about gold before and he wasn’t about to be fooled by
this story either. However, there was a chance that they would
be able to find enough gold to enable both of them to live
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comfortably for the rest of their lives. They just had to make it
to the top of the mountain and a settlement called Chicken
where gold had been found, but the largest strikes seemed to be
down the other side of the mountain across the Yukon River
where they would have to cross the swift moving river by
barge. Rumors of a new gold strike in Dawson City had been
spreading through the gold camps like wildfire. So, Ian and
Bobby packed up their meager belongings and what little gold
dust they had accumulated and they headed for Dawson City.
Ian had been talking to the wolf for what seemed like
hours. His mouth was dry and his stomach was rumbling. He
didn’t have any food to quiet his stomach and he didn’t have
any water to quench his thirst but he found a small pebble on
the ground next to him and put it in his mouth hoping to
generate a little saliva so his mouth wouldn’t be so dry. His
stomach would have to wait.
He continued telling the wolf his whole life story. Hoping
the wolf would soon come to trust him. Ian didn’t want to think
about the alternative. Being the main course for this wolf was
not what he had planned. He quickly pushed that thought out of
his mind.
“What do you think, boy? Do you think we can trust each
other just a little bit?”
The wolf rested his head on his front paws and continued
to watch Ian. There was no indication that he understood what
Ian was saying, only a blank stare.
Ian shrugged his shoulders and continued on pretending
the wolf understood every word he said, “If you’re going to
stay around, I need to give you a name.” After thinking a few
minutes Ian said, “What do you think of Kaleb?” The wolf
made a whining sound.
“I hope that means yes?”
The wolf simply closed his eyes and went to sleep.
Ian whispered, “Kaleb it is then.”
Pain, exhaustion, and the intense cold began to overtake
Ian, as he tried to move into a more comfortable position.
Again the blackness returned and Ian slipped into that black
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hole once again. Just as he felt himself drift into a deep sleep,
the sounds of the Banshee filled his head. His body shuddered
uncontrollably as the Banshee slowly appeared through a gray
mist. She wore a stark white robe that was belted around her
waist with a black rope that hung down to her ankles. Her skin
was so pale it was almost translucent. Long thin, snarled
fingers protruded from the sleeves of her robe and her
fingernails were black as coal. The Banshee’s eyes appeared to
be black hollow sockets in her head and her jet black hair
sprang from her head in matted clumps. When she opened her
mouth the sound of a thousand lost and tormented souls filled
the air. The sound was so horrible and intense that Ian covered
his ears with his hands, hoping to block out some of the sound.
As the Banshee slowly faded back into the mist, Ian began to
awake. He found himself gasping for air and his heart was
racing. Slowly, Ian began to take deeper breaths until his heart
rate slowed and he could once again breathe normally. He
realized the cold was beginning to take its toll when he tried to
wiggle some life back into his toes and discovered they
wouldn’t move no matter how hard he willed them to. He knew
what he would find should he take off his boots. He had seen
what frostbite had done to another prospector that had gotten
trapped out in the cold, his toes would be black and eventually
they would fall off. Ian slowly removed his gloves and held his
hands up to mouth and tried blowing warm air onto his cold
bluish fingers. His fingers were becoming stiff thus making
movement almost impossible. He knew that soon they would
turn black as well. If help didn’t come soon his whole body
would shut down and he would lose this battle.
Once again Ian found himself alone in the cave. Sometime
during the night the wolf had left. An empty feeling swept over
him as he realized there would be no future for him as long as
he stayed in the cave. All hopes of finding a woman to love, of
creating children from that love and watching them grow and
become adults, would be lost to him. Ian looked towards the
entrance of the cave. He noticed that the wind had stopped
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blowing and the snow had slowed to just a few flakes drifting
past the entrance.
“Looks like a snowy, winter day in Kansas don’t it MomDad?” Ian said as he remembered all the winters he and his
parents had spent in their log cabin looking out the window
after a snow storm had blown through and then admiring the
white glistening snow covering the fields. The snow was a
blessing to the farmers as it not only protected the wheat in the
fields but also provided much needed moisture to the ground
when it melted.
If he could only turn back time, then maybe he would have
listened to those men at the trading post when they told him a
storm was coming and it was too dangerous to head out that
day. But he had been in a hurry that day. There were men
waiting for the supplies he had loaded on his sled. Now,
because of his lack of judgment, they would not be getting
those supplies and worst of all, he was probably not going to
make it back either.
Ian knew he had to move. He had to get out of the cave.
He needed to get where someone might be able to find him. He
needed to move and do it now. Ian placed a hand on each side
of his broken leg and began to gently massage some of the
blood back into his leg. After a few moments he reached
behind him, positioning his hands on the rock wall and slowly
began to lift his body up. Finally, he was standing with his
weight on his good leg as he used his hands to push against the
stone wall to steady himself. Gently he tried putting weight on
his broken leg. Intense pain, in the form of a thousand knives,
shot up and through Ian’s body. He screamed and collapsed
onto the cave floor. Ian screamed heavenward and slammed his
fist against the stone floor as tears ran down his face and blood
appeared on scraped knuckles.
“I’m never going to make it out of here.” He yelled.
Ian raked his hands across his face and whispered, “I’m
never going to make it out of here alive. Bobby where are you?
Please, come and find me.”
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The small amount of hope he had been holding onto
seemed to be slipping away. He couldn’t stand, he couldn’t get
food or water, he didn’t even have enough strength left to
crawl, and no one…..no one was going to find him in time. He
was completely alone, except for the wolf. That is if the wolf
returned and Ian didn’t hold much hope of that happening.
A bright ray of sunshine began to shine through the cave
entrance and reflected off of the wall in front of Ian. Flakes of
gold covering the wall reflected back at him. Stunned, Ian laid
there starring at a large patch of gold. It seemed ironic that he
and Bobby had traveled all over Alaska and the Yukon in
search of the mother-load and here Ian was sitting in the midst
of a cave filled with the very gold they had been searching for
and he would never be able to gather any of it and enjoy the
things it could buy. Ian began to laugh, and laugh, and laugh
until tears rolled down his cheeks.
All that day and the next Ian drifted in and out of
consciousness. The storm had moved on and the cave had
become a quiet tomb. By the third day, Ian had begun to
hallucinate. He could see his father plowing the fields in the
warm summer sunshine and his mother scrubbing their clothes
in the old wash tub. He watched his little sister running through
the wheat fields chasing butterflies. He longed for those happy
times. To once again hear their laughter and share their joy, but
those times were gone now, never to return.
A noise at the entrance to the cave drew Ian’s attention.
The gray wolf stood before him just inside the cave. The bright
snow behind the wolf cast an eerie reflection of the wolf.
Slowly the wolf paced further into the cave, his gaze constantly
watching Ian. When the wolf was directly in front of Ian, he
stopped and lowered his body down onto the cave floor. A
small whimper echoed through the cave. Ian released the breath
he had been holding and smiled. He wasn’t alone after all. The
wolf had returned. Ian reached out and gently placed his hand
upon the wolf’s head and began to scratch behind its’ ears. Ian
even ventured to run a shaky hand down and over the Kaleb’s
back. A feeling of peace and tranquility began to fill Ian’s body
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as he sat there. He wasn’t afraid anymore. He knew what was
going to happen and he accepted it. He was going home. He
knew his parents and little sister would be waiting for him. Ian
smiled and continued to stroke the back of Kaleb’s head.
As Ian drew his last breath, the hideous cries of the
banshee could be heard throughout the valley. As her screams
rose in volume the ground began to shake and an avalanche of
snow roared down the mountain. Thirty miles away, men and
animals ran for cover. Ian Litsky had died, but thanks to a lone
gray timber wolf, he hadn’t been alone.

They didn’t find Ian’s body until spring. When Bobby
came across an obscure cave not far from the trail that Ian was
to have taken that fateful day. He found Ian’s body, frozen in
the same position he had died in, sitting against the stonewall
of the cave with his arm stretched out from his body as though
he were reaching for something or someone.
Bobby hadn’t let anyone enter the cave with him. The men
he had brought with him were instructed to stay outside. Bobby
wanted to be alone so that he could say goodbye to his friend
privately and the others were happy to oblige. They didn’t want
to be reminded of how quickly the harsh land around them
could turn on them and end their lives in a blink of an eye. So
they stayed far away from the cave entrance while Bobby went
in to inspect the body lying inside.
Slowly Bobby stepped inside the cave. It took a few
minutes for his eyes to become accustomed to the darkness. As
the shadows slowly disappeared, Bobby’s eyes began to adjust.
There, on the far side of the cave, sat the figure of a man sitting
on the cold, stone floor with his back against the wall of the
cave. He noticed a makeshift brace tied around one of the
man’s legs. Apparently, Ian had suffered a broken leg in the
crash, Bobby thought to himself. They had found the broken
remains of his sled at the bottom of the ravine not far away and
the carcasses of several sled dogs.
Bobbie moved closer until he was standing over the body.
He could hardly catch his breath as looked down at the body.
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His eyes scanned the man’s legs and then moved up his torso
until he reached that face. Bobby gasped. Looking back at him
was the face of his dear friend, Ian. Bobby stared at the ice
crystals covering Ian’s eyelashes and beard. Frost whitened
Ian’s face giving it an eerie look. Bobby’s legs seemed to turn
to jelly as he collapsed down beside his friend.
Slowly Bobby raised his right hand towards Ian’s face.
Never actually touching his face, Bobby’s hand followed the
curve of Ian’s chin. “Oh….. Ian. I am so, so sorry. We tried to
find you after the storm, but the snow had covered all traces of
you. After a few days we had to stop looking for you because
another storm hit, but I never gave up. I knew I would find you.
I just wish it hadn’t been this way though.” Bobby moved his
hand to Ian’s shoulder and gave it a gentle squeeze. There was
no give in flesh as there normally would be. Ian’s body had
become frozen where he sat.
A lone tear ran down Bobby’s face as he said, “I’ll never
forget you Ian-never.”
Visions of the farm where Bobby grew up sprang up
before his eyes. He could still see his father holding the whip in
his hand preparing to send a lash across Bobby’s back, once
again. The whip was the old man’s choice of instruments to use
on Bobby when the whiskey took over and turned the man into
something really, really mean. The last time he had been
whipped he almost died. That is when Ian had found him lying
out in the field where the old man had left him. Ian had taken
him to an old shack behind his farm and nursed him back to
health. Ian had never let anyone know where Bobby was.
While Bobby was recuperating from his injuries the plague
had struck. Not only had Bobby’s parents died, but Ian’s family
had also died. That’s when Ian decided that the two of them
should pack up and follow the gold rush. They had become
very close friends on that trip. Bobby not only owed Ian his
life, but his sanity as well. For that he would be eternally
grateful.
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Tears ran down Bobby’s face and fell upon the stone floor.
A large empty spot formed in the corner of Bobby’s heart
where Ian’s friendship had once been.
After saying goodbye to his dear friend, Bobby looked
around the cave. Slowly he rose and turned completely around
as he concentrated on the gold sparkles in the walls.
“Well, I’ll be. The walls are full of gold. Ian-you found it
buddy. You found the mother-load?”
For a long time Bobby just walked around the cave
touching the walls and lifting a few of the larger gold nuggets
that had fallen onto the floor. Then he took a small knife out of
his pocket and chipped away some of the gold and put it in his
pocket. Then he walked out of the cave stopping just outside
the entrance turning and taking one last look at the man who
had become the closest thing to a brother he could ever
imagine. Then he turned back and instructed the men to plant
dynamite around the entrance to the cave. Bobby kept a close
watch to make sure no one entered the cave. When the
dynamite was in place, Bobby lit the fuse. The dynamite
explosion set off an avalanche of rocks and snow thus burying
the entrance to the cave. Had the men been looking closer, they
would have noticed that several of the rocks and boulders that
landed outside of the cave were embedded with veins of gold.
Only Bobby noticed the streaks of gold when he picked up one
of rocks to throw it back onto the pile. He quickly pushed the
rocks back behind another boulder so that no one could see.
This was his dear friend’s final resting-place and he had no
intention of letting anyone destroy it for the gold that was in
those rocks. Bobby decided he would come back to the cave,
alone, and take only enough gold in those rocks to get him
started in his own business. He would also make a map
showing where Ian was buried so that he could return to this
spot someday and give his friend a proper burial. He would
also make sure that the oldest child of the following
generations would be entrusted with the map showing the
location of Ian’s grave and the gold. Strict instructions would
be left stating that the cave’s location must always be kept a
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secret and that only a small amount of gold could be taken
away from the cave at any given time to ensure the well-being
of his decedents.
As the men prepared to leave, a gray wolf appeared at the
edge of the woods. “Look.” One of the men shouted pointing
towards the gray wolf. The wolf didn’t move, but watched
intently as the men headed back to camp. Bobby stared back at
the wolf. He could have sworn that a golden glow surrounded
the wolf. The wolf’s ice blue eyes seemed to hypnotize Bobby
and a sense of contentment filled his body. At that moment
Bobby knew the wolf would watch over his friend and make
sure that no one would desecrate Ian’s last resting-place or the
land around it.
Kaleb watched the men leave. There was one man in the
group that had drawn Kaleb’s attention. A feeling of friendship
washed over the wolf when he looked into the man’s eyes, a
kindred spirit. Somehow he knew this man would forever keep
this location a secret so that no one would find it again.
After they had gone, Kaleb wandered down to the entrance
of the cave that was now sealed by large boulders. Kaleb
sniffed the ground and paced back and forth scratching the
ground attempting to move several of the smaller rocks hoping
to gain entrance to the cave. Kaleb finally gave up, walking
away from the cave and then returning again before lying down
in front of what used to be the entrance. Suddenly, Kaleb stood
and raised his head and emitted a blood-curdling howl. Several
miles away, Bobby and his men shuddered at the sound of the
wolf’s cry. A tear ran down Bobby’s cheek. There was a
hallow feeling in his chest next to his heart. His friend, the man
he considered more than a brother, was gone.
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“But I have promises to keep, and miles to go before I
sleep, and miles to go before I sleep.”
Robert Frost

Chapter 1
Kansas-May, 2005
Ruthie sat alone in her living room just as she had done
every night since the sudden death of her husband, Bill. The
only light in the room came from the table lamp next to her
chair. Her only companion was a book of Alaskan folklore
lying open on her lap. Ruthie sat there staring out into open
space. Slowly a tear ran down her face and plopped down onto
the page. She looked down and realized she was still on the
same page as when she had opened the book three hours ago.
Ruthie shook her head and rubbed her tired eyes as an eerie
stillness seemed to fill the house. Ruthie looked around the
room at the shadows just beyond the light, searching for the
cause of her uneasy feeling. The room looked the same as it
had every night-empty. Ruthie shrugged her shoulders, placed
the book down on the end table, stood, and slowly walked to
her bedroom.
As she prepared for bed she wondered if she would dream
again tonight. Lately, her dreams had been plagued with the
scenes of her husband’s death. She prayed that tonight she
would be able to get some rest. She hadn’t been able to eat or
get more than three hours sleep a night since Bill had died four
months ago, and it was beginning to take its toll on her. Clothes
that were once tight on her now hung from her shoulders and
hips. She had become restless over the past few weeks and
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every nerve in her body seemed to vibrate. It was as if there
was something she was supposed to do or somewhere she was
supposed to be, but what and where she couldn’t figure out?
Ruthie shook her head as she pulled down the covers.
She changed into her nightgown and crawled between the
sheets. Slowly she reached over and turned off the lamp beside
the bed, rolled over onto her side and curled into a ball. She felt
so cold inside and so alone.
“It wasn’t supposed to be like this,” she whispered as sleep
over took her.
Within minutes Ruthie fell into a deep, deep sleep. Just
like the previous nights, she began to dream. She could see Bill
falling onto the floor in front of her. She could hear herself call
out his name as she bent down beside him checking to see if he
had a pulse. She could feel the phone in her hand as she dialed
9-1-1. She was yelling at the dispatcher to send an ambulance.
The minutes it had taken for the paramedics to get there had
seemed like hours. Then they were kneeling beside him giving
him oxygen, checking his blood pressure, and loading him onto
a gurney. After Bill was loaded into the ambulance, Ruthie
jumped into her car and followed close behind, running several
red lights along with the ambulance.
As soon as they reached the hospital, Bill was rushed into
one of the ER rooms. Ruthie was close behind. She stood in the
corner of the examining room and watched as the doctors and
nurses worked feverishly on Bill. When they were finally able
to stabilize Bill’s condition, he was whisked away for an MRI
and a CAT scan before Ruthie even had a chance to talk to
him.
As they were wheeling Bill out of the room one of the
nurses noticed Ruthie still standing there in the corner of the
room, her arms wrapped around her waist, hardly breathing,
still staring at the spot where the gurney had been. The nurse
gently took Ruthie by the arm, “Come on dear, you’ll be more
comfortable in the waiting room. Someone will come and talk
to you in a few minutes as soon as they have your husband
placed in a room.” As the nurse led her away Ruthie turned her
24

R.A. Carter

head trying to catch another glimpse of Bill, but he was tucked
away in a room somewhere down the hall.
Ruthie tried reading a magazine, but she couldn’t
concentrate. Then she tried watching television, but she
couldn’t keep her mind on what they were saying so she just
paced back and forth across the room. Ruthie tried to call her
daughter and her stepson, but she kept hitting the wrong
buttons on her cell phone. Totally frustrated, she gave up. She
would call them later, when she had good news. At least, she
hoped there would be good news.
Ruthie walked over to the coffee machine sitting in the
corner of the room and poured herself a cup of coffee. It
smelled burned and tasted worse. She placed the foam cup in
the trash can and began pacing once again. She was just too
nervous to sit.
After about an hour one of Bill’s doctors appeared in the
doorway. Ruthie stood in front of the couch. Her legs felt like
rubber and her heart seemed to be beating ninety miles an hour.
Since she was the only one in the room, the doctor walked
closer and asked, “Mrs. Carpenter?”
“Yes, how is my husband?”
“We have the results of the tests. It seems your husband
has suffered an Acute Stroke that is located in the brain stem.
It’s too soon to know how much damage there has been. We
are trying to stabilize his blood pressure now. As soon as he is
stable we will move him to a private room. I will send someone
in to get you as soon as he is settled.”
Ruthie just nodded. She didn’t trust her voice. She knew if
she opened her mouth, she would just start crying. She had to
be strong for both of them right now.
The doctor turned and left the room to check on another
patient. This day, like so many others, had begun before the
sun had even peeked over the horizon. If he was lucky, he
would be able to make it home in time to kiss his kids
goodnight before they feel asleep and maybe have a little time
with his wife.
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Ruthie collapsed back down on the couch. Crossed her
arms at her waist and grabbed onto her sides. As she slowly
rocked back and forth she prayed and she waited.
It took almost another hour before a nurse came to take
Ruthie to Bill’s room. Once there, Ruthie watched as Bill lay
sleeping. As quietly as possible, Ruthie pushed a chair over to
the side of the bed and reached over and took his hand and held
onto it. Afraid to let go, she sat that way most of the night.
Then, just before dawn, two nurses came rushing into his room
startling Ruthie. The monitor at the Nurse’s desk indicated that
Bill was in distress. As more doctors and nurses arrived,
Ruthie, once again, found herself standing in the corner
clutching her arms around her waist. Bill had suffered another
stroke and his heart was struggling to keep his blood pumping.
Suddenly Bill’s heart stopped. The doctors tried three times to
get his heart started again, but to no avail. He was gone.
“I’m sorry, but there was just too much damage. His heart
just gave out,” one of the doctors told her.
When they pronounced him dead, Ruthie felt part of her
soul float away and die as well. The next few hours passed in a
blur. After making the necessary arrangements with the
hospital for his body to be transferred to the mortuary, Ruthie
wandered out to her car. The air was still cool but the sun
shone down giving a little warmth to Ruthie’s chilled body.
She just sat in her car for the longest time staring out of the
windshield. Then the events of the last few hours came
crashing down around her. She could hear the siren of the
ambulance, the bright lights of the emergency room and then
the doctor was there standing in front of her telling her Bill was
gone. Somewhere in the background Ruthie could hear
someone screaming and whaling in desperation. That someone
was Ruthie.
It took awhile for Ruthie to get herself under control. The
doctor had offered to give her a sedative to take when she got
home, but she refused. No medicine in the world was going to
take away the pain she was feeling right then. She had no idea
how she made it home, but there she was standing in the
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middle of her living room feeling more alone than she had ever
felt in her entire life.
Usually Ruthie would awaken at this point, sitting bolt
upright in the bed. Her heart would be racing and she would be
breathing as fast as her heart was beating. She would crawl out
of bed and will her heart and breathing to return to normal.
Then she would stay awake the rest of the night afraid to go
back to sleep for fear the same dream would return.
Tonight was different. Tonight she continued to dream as
another scene appeared before her. She could see a young man
sitting on the floor of a cave. His heavy parka bundled around
him and a makeshift splint was wrapped around one leg. Some
how she knew the man’s name was Ian and that his sled had
gone off the side of a mountain during a snow storm and that
he had crawled into the cave for shelter. Not far from the
young man lay a gray wolf watching him. She knew in her
heart the man was dying. She could feel his heart skipping
several beats as life slowly drained from his body. Ruthie
watched as the young man slowly stretched out his arm in an
attempt to touch the wolf. His body shuddered and then
became very still. She looked down into his glassy eyes and
felt the emptiness there. A tear rolled down Ruthie’s cheek as
she watched the wolf get up and slowly walk over and lick the
young man’s cheek. The wolf then began to howl. The sound
was heartbreaking. Off in the distance Ruthie heard yet another
sound, the screeching and wailing of a Banshee. The
messenger of death had claimed another victim’s soul.
Ruthie awoke with a start. Shaking her head, she wondered
why she had dreamed of the young man. She didn’t know
anyone who had died in such a bizarre way. As she started to
get out of bed she noticed something lying on the pillow next
to her, Bill’s pillow. With a trembling hand she reached over
and cautiously touched the brown piece of paper. It smelled
musty and the edges had begun to draw up from age. Drawing
it towards her she noticed the words written across the top of
the paper: Ian’s Gold.
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“The dream,” She whispered, “The young man I saw was
named Ian, but why did I dream about him and now this map?”
Ruthie held the map gently in her hand as she got out of
bed. The air in the bedroom had turned icy cold and goose
bumps appeared on her arms. She began rubbing her arms with
her hands trying to create a little heat. Standing there she could
almost feel the fingers of the Banshee wrap themselves tightly
around her arms. Ruthie crossed her arms tightly around her
waist. The room was so cold she could see the vapors of her
breath when she breathed. Just as Ruthie was reaching for her
robe, she noticed a silvery mist forming in the corner of the
room. Ruthie gasped and her body became frozen in the spot
where she stood. Slowly the mist began to take form. There,
out of the mist, stood Bill and a gray timber wolf.
“Bill.” Ruthie gasped. Her voice seemed to squeak as she
spoke his name.
“Ruthie, I have come here tonight with one last request.
You must promise to do this for me. It’s very important that
you listen to everything I tell you. I need your help.”
Ruthie studied Bill’s face and she could tell how desperate
he was for her to promise to help him.
“All right, I promise. What is it you need me to do?”
Bill nodded and continued, “I need you to find the cave
shown on that map, the map that you found. Ian’s remains are
in that cave. Take the map and go there. Someone evil will be
looking for it as well. So be very careful. This person will try
to take the gold that is buried in the walls of that cave and he
could care less that it is a sacred burial spot. If he gets the map,
he will bring in large mining equipment and men who will
destroy the land and animals around the cave. They will turn
the place into a barren wasteland. There will be no trees or
grass left and, in time, the area will erode until there is nothing
left. You must also find the last surviving relative of Ian’s
friend, Bobby Jackson. The man’s name is Tyler Jackson. He is
a member of the Canadian Mounted Police and lives in
Dawson City. Have him help you keep the evil away from
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Ian’s grave. Keep the map with you at all times. I am counting
on you Ruthie.”
Ruthie nodded in compliance, too stunned to do anything
else, and said, “I promise.”
Just as quickly as they had appeared, the images of Bill
and the gray wolf were gone. The room slowly began to warm
and the cold shivering that had racked her body only moments
before began to subside. Ruthie took a deep breath and grabbed
her robe. She needed a hot cup of coffee, and she needed it
now. After securing her robe, Ruthie rushed into the kitchen
and turned on the coffee pot. As the pot began to fill, Ruthie
partially filled her cup with hot water from the faucet and then
added some of the strong coffee from the pot. She just couldn’t
make herself wait until the coffeepot had finished brewing.
With trembling hands and knees that felt like jelly, Ruthie
slowly walked over to the kitchen table and sat down. As she
sat there sipping her coffee Ruthie took the map out of her
pocket and laid it down on the table and began to smooth out
the wrinkles with her hands. With her index finger Ruthie
traced a line from Fairbanks, Alaska, where the map began to a
place called Dawson City, located in the northwestern part of
the Yukon. That was where a red x marked the spot of Ian’s
grave. After studying the map she knew what she had to do.
Like a beacon, the map was drawing her to the places she had
always loved the most, Alaska and the Yukon.
Ruthie smiled as the idea came to light and said, “Why
not?” she said out loud. “I have a motorhome, a good friend to
go with me, and more time on my hands than I know what to
do with. The kids will probably have a fit. They think I’m too
old to do anything and since Bill’s death they have been
hovering around me like a bunch of old mother hens. But first I
want to make a copy of this map. No way am I going to carry
the original on me. I’ll put it in the safe in the motorhome
instead. Maybe I should take the map to someone who knows
something about old maps. Although Bill seemed certain the
map would lead me to Ian’ grave, I think someone who deals in
old maps would have an idea if there are any gold mines in that
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area. I need to make sure I’m heading in the right direction,
Right?”
Ruthie put down her cup of coffee and headed for the
bedroom to get dressed. Adrenaline rushed through her body.
She now had a plan. Her life had a purpose.

Ruthie knew of an antique dealer who specialized in rare
maps and such. That is whom she must see and the sooner she
had the authenticity of the map confirmed the sooner she could
leave.
Later that day Ruthie Carpenter walked into Carl
Winslow’s antique store. Clutching her purse tightly to her
side, Ruthie entered the building and slowly walked over to
where Carl Winslow was standing behind the counter
unloading some old books from a shipment he had just
received. Ruthie guessed, by the looks of Carl, that he had to
be around fifty years old. His brown hair was beginning to
recede from his forehead and he wore gold rimmed glasses.
Her eyes traveled down further to the rumpled shirt and jacket
that tried, but failed, to cover his beer belly. She noticed his
short-pudgy fingers as he reached into the box sitting on the
counter. Ruthie cleared her throat to get his attention and
walked closer to the counter. Carl looked up, suddenly
realizing he was not alone, and nearly dropped the book he had
in his hand. He quickly put the books back into the box and
then wiped his dusty hands on his pants before extending his
hand to Ruthie.
“Please forgive me I was just going through a new
shipment of antique books I received today.”
Carl couldn’t help but notice how the woman before him
clutched her purse tightly against her side as if she were afraid
someone was going to snatch it away from her at any given
moment.
Ruthie took hold of Carl’s hand noticing how clammy it
felt and that he seemed to hold her hand longer than was
necessary. Ruthie was glad when he released her hand and
fought the urge to wipe her hand on her slacks.
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“That’s all right.” She said, “I hate to take you away from
your work, but I need a piece of paper authenticated, if you
have time.”
Carl blushed at the hint of sarcasm in Ruthie’s voice.
“Miss, it is Miss isn’t it?”
“Mrs. actually, I’m a widow.”
Carl let his eyes rove over the woman standing in front of
him. He definitely liked what he saw and he liked the idea she
was unattached. It had been a long time since he seen such a
good looking woman. He wondered if he could entice her to
having dinner with him sometime soon and then the two of
them could go back to his place for drinks and a little….
Carl shook his head. There would be time enough to
pursue those thoughts later right now he needed to find out
what she had that was making her so nervous.
“I’m sorry to hear that,” Trying his best to sound
remorseful, but not quite succeeding. “Why don’t you just step
over here to the table and sit down then you can show me what
you have.”
Ruthie noticed the antique Chippendale table and chairs
sitting in the corner and walked over to them. Carl sat down
across from her. He didn’t want to scare her as she seemed
ready to take flight at any given moment.
“Mr. Winslow what I am about to show you is a copy of a
very old map that recently came into my possession. Because
of its fragile condition I didn’t want to bring the original with
me, but I would like to have your opinion on its authenticity.”
“I will do the best I can. You said what you have with you
is a copy? You do realize I cannot give you an accurate opinion
without seeing the original?”
“Yes, I understand, but perhaps you can tell me if the
region the map shows is correct.”
“I will try. Why don’t you just show me the map?”
Ruthie hesitantly pulled the copy out of her purse and laid
it on the table in front of Carl hoping he wouldn’t notice the
slight alteration she had made as to the exact location of the
cave.
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Carl turned the map around so that he could see it clearly.
As he looked at the map all of the color seemed to fade from
his face and his hand began to tremble ever so slightly.
“Mr. Winslow, are you all right? You seem to have
suddenly become quite pale?”
Carl cleared his throat and looked up at Ruthie. “May I
enquire as to where you got this map?”
“I found the original in an old book. You see my late
husband was somewhat of a collector. He loved old things and
would sometimes bring home old books and such that he had
bought at an auction. The map was tucked in between some
pages of one of those books and fell out when I went to pack
the books away. There’s no telling how long it had been there
or where the book came from.”
“I see.” Carl’s voice was so low that Ruthie almost didn’t
hear his response.
Carl’s fingers trembled slightly and sweat began to appear
on his forehead. The lost map to Ian’s Gold. What are the odds
that this woman would find it? Carl thought to himself. He
could not believe his luck. Even though it was only a copy he
was looking at, the map she had tucked away somewhere was
the real thing. He had been looking for this very map for the
last ten years and here this woman waltzes into his shop with it.
He had to figure out a way to get the original from her, his
future depended on it.
Carl cleared his throat, “Ma’am there certainly have been a
lot of mines located in the area indicated on this map, but I
cannot be certain that this mine holds the mother-load that you
undoubtedly hope it does.” He lied. “Most of the mines in the
area that this map indicates have been played out for years. I
wouldn’t get my hopes up if I were you. Why don’t you just let
me buy the original map from you and you can go back home
and enjoy your children and grandchildren in your remaining
years? I’m prepared to pay you five-hundred dollars for the
map. What do you say?”
Ruthie instantly saw red. How dare he insinuate that she
should turn the map over to him and be satisfied to return home
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to a rocking chair and wait around for her life to be over? What
a fool this man was.
Ruthie took a deep breath trying to calm her anger as she
studied Carl’s face. She could tell that something wasn’t right.
She had noticed his fingers tremble and the sweat appear on his
brow as he studied the map, and now he was treating her like a
brainless twit, and his condescending tone was almost more
than she could stand.
As Ruthie sat there watching Carl study the map, a tingling
sensation began at the back of her neck and then a small voice
resounded in her head said, “Ruthie, remember your promise.”
She knew that voice. Bill was trying to warn her. Ruthie
winced realizing that coming to Carl Winslow had been a
mistake, a terrible mistake.
Ruthie straightened in her chair and then she reached for
the copy of the map. “Mr. Winslow I don’t believe I will be
selling the map. I think I’ll just keep it for sentimental reasons.
I’m sure you can understand.”
Carl jerked his head as the word “No!” screamed through
his head. “I’ve got to have this map. Mrs. Carpenter you don’t
understand.”
Carl took a deep breath and tried to get himself under
control. This woman didn’t understand. All these years he had
been looking for this specific map and suddenly here it is. He
had it in his hands. He couldn’t give it up.
I have got to have this map. He thought to himself. If
rumors are correct, there is a fortune in gold located in that
mine. I’ve got to find a way to get it from her. Suddenly a plan
formed in his mind. I’ll follow her when she leaves and find
out where she lives and then I’ll wait around until it gets dark
then I can just break in and steal it. Yeah, that’s what I’ll do
and if she catches me perhaps I’ll arrange a little accident for
her too.
Carl looked up at Ruthie and smiled, “Yes, by all means.
Have you told anyone else about this map? You know there are
a lot of crazy people out there who wouldn’t hesitate to try and
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steal this map thinking it could be the real thing. For you own
safety, I wouldn’t show this map to anyone else.”
Yeah-right, Ruthie thought to herself.
“No Mr. Winslow, you are the first and only person I have
shown the map to and I am grateful for your concern. I’ll make
sure I put it in a safe place.”
Slowly Carl handed the map to Ruthie, but when she went
to take it from him Carl held onto it. Ruthie pulled harder on
the paper and, finally, Carl let go.
Ruthie stood and prepared to leave, “Thank you for your
help Mr. Winslow. Although it will probably be just a wild
goose chase, I think I’ll see where this map leads me after all.
I’ve always dreamed of going back to Alaska and the Yukon
and this is a perfect excuse to do so.” Ruthie shrugged her
shoulders and smiled, “Who knows what I might find.”
Carl didn’t speak for a few moments. The look on his face
gave Ruthie the impression that he was not happy with her
answer.
“Surely you realize how hard a trip like that could be on a
woman. Besides, as I said before, I don’t feel the map is real.”
He lied, again. “You could wind up God knows where. I would
hate to see you stranded out in those woods with no way of
getting help. That part of the country is still quite primitive.
Why don’t you just save yourself a lot of trouble and sell me
the map?”
“Thank you for your concern regarding my safety, Mr.
Winslow. But I assure you that I can take care of myself.
Besides I will be taking a friend with me. So you see I won’t be
alone. Now if you’ll excuse me I have plans to make. Thank
you very much for you trouble.”
With that Ruthie stood, shoved the copy into her purse and
left the shop.
As she crossed the street and headed towards her car,
Ruthie rubbed her arms. Her skin felt as though it were covered
with Winslow’s cooties. Ruthie chuckled to herself. Cooties,
nobody says cooties anymore. Girl you are showing your age.
As soon as I get home I’m heading for the shower.
34

R.A. Carter

Ruthie got in her car, looked both ways, and pulled away
from the curb, anxious to get home and put her plan into
motion.
As the door closed behind Ruthie, Carl shoved the box of
old books off of the counter with such force the box crashed to
the floor spilling the books as the box exploded.
Red faced and clenching his fists, Carl looked up towards
the ceiling and yelled, “She is not going to get away with this.
I’ve been looking for that map for years. She is not going to
rob me of my fortune.” He switched his focus to the front door
where Ruthie had just exited. “Be warned, Mrs. Carpenter, I
will have that map and the gold located there. I won’t let
anyone keep me from it, especially not a woman. No matter
what it takes, I will get it.”
Carl walked over to the door of his shop and turned the
open sign to closed, clicking the lock in place as he then turned
and headed towards the back door grabbing his car keys out of
the cash register as he went.
Carl stepped out the back door and noticed a large gray
dog, or maybe it was a wolf, standing on the other side of the
alley staring at him. At least he thought it was a wolf. Ignoring
the animal, Carl proceeded to lock the door and quickly walked
towards his car. Just as he put his hand on the door handle he
heard a low growl coming from the direction of the wolf. Carl
looked up just as the wolf leaped for him. Out of reflex Carl
brought his arm up to protect his face as the animal landed
against his chest, pushing him to the ground. Carl looked up
into the animal’s face. He was so frightened he couldn’t move
or even scream, but he did feel warm liquid soak the front of
his pants as his bladder suddenly unloaded. He just lay there
looking up at snarling white teeth and gray fur. Just when Carl
thought the wolf was going to tear his throat out, the animal
vanished. Carl lay there for several minutes too afraid to move.
Slowly he raised his head and looked around. The wolf was
gone. Carl stumbled to the back door of his shop and let
himself back in. He headed for his desk and flopped down in
the chair ignoring the fact that his pants were wet where he had
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peed himself and that he was sitting in a chair worth $2500
dollars. He then opened the drawer where he kept the whiskey.
He didn’t bother looking for a glass. He just raised the bottle
up to his mouth, tilted it and gulped down the brown liquid
straight from the bottle letting its heat burn all the way down to
his stomach. It was time to put a plan together. He was going to
have that map.
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