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 “The Wild Girls have arrived,” Buck cried, throwing open the Victorian style wooden 

screen on his front door. 

 Martie and Mickie clomped onto the porch, their jingle-bob spurs adding to the flavor of 

the visit. 

 “We put our horses up in the round pen,” Martie said in her throaty voice. She wore her 

favorite hat, a tan Stetson, and lifted it up to let a breeze pass over her long brown mane. 

 Martie and Mickie had driven up from Tucson to visit their friend, who had relocated 

here several years ago and now acted as town sheriff for an estimated population of one hundred. 

 “Why does a town that small need a sheriff?” Mickie said on the drive up in her tank-

sized hauling truck. She brushed back her long blonde hair with her fingers. 

 “Well, they get a lot of tourists and maybe they think they can get away with something 

just for that reason.” 

 Martie and Mickie had been best friends since junior high, due to their mutual love of 

horses and horseback riding. Now, as two women almost of retirement age, they still enjoyed 

road trips together. Their professional jobs had given them the opportunity to earn enough to 

afford horse properties in the Catalina foothills. They’d bought their houses years ago, houses 

that would be unaffordable in today’s market. 
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Buck stood aside to let the women enter, then looked down at their dirty boots. 

 “Better take those off so you don’t track muck through the house.” 

 “Seriously?” Mickie responded, brushing a wisp of blonde hair away from her forehead. 

 “I know you-all like the wild girl image, but I just got this new carpet put in...” his voice 

trailed off. 

 The two women leaned against the wall and removed their boots, placing them on the 

floor. 

 He brightened. “You hungry?” 

 It was late morning and they hadn’t eaten yet. They followed him into a large dining 

room, open to a chef-sized kitchen. With its golden wood-paneled walls, it looked fancy enough 

to be in the Yellowstone series. A picture window overlooked miles of flowering shrubs, bright in 

the early spring sunshine. 

 Buck whipped up a brunch of huevos rancheros as they talked and laughed about old 

times and the origin of their nickname, The Wild Girls. They’d shown up at a local stable with a 

riding program for upscale families and the young trainer - in her breeches and black leather field 

boots - gawked at the sight of the two long-haired gun-toting caballeras. She’d later told their 

friend, “The Wild Girls came by to see you, today.” The nickname stuck. 
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 After a leisurely meal and a few beers, Buck suggested they walk down the hill to the gift 

shops on Oatman’s only street. They didn’t want to hurt his feelings and tell him they’d already 

been there. 

 At the front door, he held out two varnished walking sticks. “Take these, in case you 

come across any rattlers.” 

 “I thought rattlers were nocturnal,” Martie said. She was a science-y type and knew all 

kinds of random facts. 

 “They are, but do you know why most people get bit? Those snakes hunt all night then 

they curl up somewhere to sleep during the day and some yahoo surprises them out of their nap. 

Tap the ground with those sticks as you walk. They don’t have ears, but they feel the vibration 

and they’ll know you’re coming. They’d much rather avoid you than bite you.” 

 The women stayed in the middle of the fire road, until they were a quarter mile down the 

hill. Then, a beautiful grazing horse caught Martie’s eye. It was still saddled, and they looked 

around for the animal’s owner. 

 “That’s a Medicine Hat,” Martie said. 

 The medicine hat is a rare breed of appaloosa with a bald face and colored ears. 

 “You should go pet it,” Mickie teased, shaking her long blonde hair. 

 “I’d rather ride it,” Martie snapped back. 
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They stood in the roadway, admiring the panoramic view of low craggy mountains 

behind acres of yucca. 

 “Hey!” Martie called. “Anybody here?” 

 “Here, horsey, horsey,” Mickie goofed. 

 No one answered. 

 “Who’d leave a gorgeous beast like that in a patch of dry grass? He’s not even tied up,” 

Mickie observed. 

 “Not only that, but look at the saddle. It’s got a ton of silver on it. Might be a Bohlin. Ca-

ching ca-ching.” 

 “Well, you know how some rich people are,” Mickie said. “To some of them, 

everything’s replaceable. We could save our whole life for a saddle like that, and they just leave 

their horse out here wearin’ it.” 

 “Should we —?” Martie began. 

 “Let’s.” 

 They strode to the edge of the road and walked over the pile of dusty dirt toward the 

grazing horse. It didn’t stop what it was doing, but its left ear moved so they knew it saw them. 

 They approached slowly, gently tapping the ground with their walking sticks and staying 

away from scrub brush that might shelter an unpleasant surprise. 
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Its reins rested on the ground. Its saddle was cockeyed and the cinch was loose, as if 

someone had fallen off it. 

 “I think we’re gonna need help,” Martie said. 

 “Something’s not right with this picture,” Mickie agreed. 

 They moved a little closer, then Mickie let out a screech. “One of us has to go get Buck 

while the other stays here.” 

 Martie craned her neck past Mickie’s shoulder and saw the dead body partially hidden 

behind a tree. “Flip for it?” 

 “Naw,” Mickie said, “I’ll stay.” 

 When Buck and Martie returned, mounted up and ponying Mickie’s horse, Buck had 

alerted the sheriff’s department in nearby Fort Mohave. He dismounted and ground-tied his 

horse. Martie sat her mare. Mickie held her own mount’s reins as well as the appaloosa’s. 

 Buck noisily walked through the brush, with a walking stick in his left hand and a pistol 

in his right. The Wild Girls watched as he moved toward a pair of feet on the ground, sticking out 

from behind a palo verde tree.  

 “Whoo-wee,” he called over his shoulder. “Good thing you-all found him when you did. 

This guy’s deader ’n a rattler with a roadrunner’s beak in his head. He’s been shot.” 
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After the medical examiner’s van picked up the body, after the sheriffs questioned Martie 

and Mickey, the Wild Girls sat in Buck’s living room drinking Old Fashioneds. 

 “Who was he?” Martie asked. 

 “I don’t know for sure,” Buck answered, “but I think it’s Edward Gabriel.” 

 “And —?” 

 “Well, Oatman is mineral rich. A lot of gold and silver around here, so people want to 

find it. Mostly it’s just small veins and what gets extracted isn’t enough to buy a used truck. But, 

people have this Old West dream of finding gold. You know, like the Legend of the Lost 

Dutchman’s Mine.” 

 They nodded. Anyone raised in Arizona knew about the Lost Dutchman’s Mine. Back in 

the 1800s, an immigrant would disappear into the Superstition Mountains and return with hoards 

of gold, but no matter who followed him they never found the mine or the source of his riches. 

Was he robbing a train and stashing his plunder, or was there an actual mine? After the 

Dutchman’s death in 1891, those who ventured too far into mountains were unlikely to return. 

They died in different ways, but it contributed to the legend that the Superstition Mountains were 

not to be messed with. 

 Buck shook his head and drained the last of his highball. “Some people can’t resist the 

urge to look for gold, especially if they have plenty of free time. It becomes an obsession.” 
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He stared out the window. “I’ve seen this feller before. He was in town buying up maps a 

few weeks ago and looking for a guide. I guess he found one, but he didn’t end up going where 

he wanted to.” 

 Martie and Mickie looked at each other. They’d bought the mine maps, too, but they 

thought it was a gag, like the maps to stars’ homes in Hollywood. Visiting the gift shops of 

Oatman was fun, with its car-less main street, wood boardwalks, and hitching posts. 

 “So, what do we do now?” Mickie asked. 

 “A posse’s on its way. We’ll ride the back trails until we find something.” 

 Martie leaned forward on the wool blanket covering the sofa. “Do you know who we’re 

looking for?” 

 “We? You won’t be joining us.” 

 Mickie bridled up. “Why not? You need all the eyes you can get, and you know we’re 

damn good riders.” 

 Buck glanced out the window as his posse approached. He stood up and put his glass on a 

pine side table. “You girls can stay here and guard the fort.” 

 ‘Like hell we will,’ they thought. 

 Buck spread some maps on the giant dining table as his men streamed in. They were 

rugged-looking with denim shirts, leather chaps and sturdy hats. Buck leaned over the pamphlet 

and counted the mine sites, twelve of them. 
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“There’s only eight of us,” he said, “so some of us will have to double up.” 

 Martie and Mickie listened to them plan, and formulated their own ideas. 

 Soon after the posse disappeared around a rocky cliff in the fire road, the Wild Girls were 

saddled up and ready for action. Martie mounted her small but tough Arab mix, fast and supple. 

Mickie’s horse was a long-legged black Tennessee Walker. They rode slowly along the fire trail; 

they did not want to call any attention to themselves as they began their own search. 

 When they rounded the bend they saw puffs of dust through the brushy hills, which told 

them where the men had gone. They faced a series of deer trails and decided to head for the 

Angelheart mine, marked “active” on their brochures. Their well-trained sure-footed animals 

didn’t stumble on the rocky ground. From a distance, they saw that Angelheart was dug into a 

steep slope with a narrow road leading up to it. They thought it would be best to approach from 

behind and look down at the entry to get their bearings. 

 Above the mine, they dismounted and ground-tied their horses. A twig snapped behind 

them and they whirled around to see a burly man with a black beard and shoulder-length hair 

protruding from his western hat. He aimed a pistol at them. 

 “Okay, girls,” he said. “I don’t know what you’re doin’ up here, but you’re tresspassin’. I 

have the rights to this claim now and I ain’t plannin’ to share it with anyone, not even with two 

cute girls.” 

 “That’s okay,” Mickie said. “We were just on a trail ride, looking at the views.” 
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“Sure you were.” A nasty snarl curled his lips. “That’s why you’re holdin’ a treasure 

map.” 

 Martie looked down at the telltale booklet. 

 “I’m gonna tie you up ’til I decide what to do with you. ’Course if I leave you overnight, 

that’s a decision I won’t hafta make.” He smirked. “Lotsa hungry critters ’round here to feast on 

some fat city-bred ponies, and plenty a poisonous creatures to sting or bite you.” 

 He tied them to a tree and checked the knots while holding a gun on them. Getting away 

from him wouldn’t be easy, but they had a plan. They’d spent many hours on rough trails and 

they weren’t called the Wild Girls for nothing. 

 The man walked over to their horses and lifted their reins off the ground. Then, he 

smacked them on the rump and waved his hat at them. The horses ran off. 

 An hour passed. They’d been tied at the base of a scratchy-barked mesquite tree, 

wriggling their hands and torsos for some time. Both, as experienced horsewomen, knew how to 

work with ropes. They’d seen horses bloat their bellies and hold their breath to keep a saddle 

from being cinched too tight. The Wild Girls did the same thing. Their lightweight padded barn 

coats kept their captor from seeing them arch their backs slightly, so the bounds were not as tight 

as he thought. Finally, the ropes were loose enough to get their fingers in the knots and work 

themselves free. 

 They crawled toward the overhang above the mine entry, knowing they’d only have one 

chance to strike before he shot at them. A large rock, thrown from up high, should disable him.  
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Quietly, they crept on their bellies through the dust. They heard the sound of a hammer clanging 

inside the mine. Before they got to the edge of the berm, they heard something else. A horse 

approached the mine entrance. 

 “Joseph?” Buck called. “You in there? I need a word.” 

 “Git lost, Sheriff. Yer on private land, now.” 

 Buck rode forward. “That’s right, and this piece of private land is titled to Edward 

Gabriel, who’s now dead.” 

 The Wild Girls heard Buck pull his horse up short. It neighed a greeting to any other 

horses nearby and - to Martie and Mickie’s relief - they heard an answer. Their mounts had not 

strayed far. 

 “I got ya covered,” Joseph threatened. “Git down off yer horse and put yer hands over yer 

head.” 

 The Wild Girls looked at each other. 

 “Now,” Mickie whispered. 

 They crawled forward a few more feet and just as Buck hit the ground, Mickie lodged a 

rock the size of a football at Joseph’s head. It glanced off his skull, knocking him to the ground. 

 Buck looked up and saw them standing on the hillside. “Well, I’ll be.” 

 “You so owe us one,” Mickie taunted. 
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Buck pulled out his handcuffs and walked to the downed man. He rolled him on his 

stomach, then secured the cuffs. Resting a foot on Joseph’s back, he pulled his cell phone from 

his shirt pocket to call his crew. 

 “Too bad we’re not back in the Old West,” Mickie said. 

 “Why’s that?” Martie responded. 

 “They could tie him to the back of a horse and drag him to the jail. If he made it in one 

piece.” 

 They snickered. 

 Early that evening, Buck, Martie, Mickie and the posse met in the historic Oatman Hotel 

restaurant where they sat around a long table with pitchers of beer. 

 One man said, “I guess what we’ve heard about you is true; you really are Wild Girls.” 

 Martie and Mickie smiled and clinked their glasses together. “Bottoms up.” 

 


