
Stonecrop 

 

It’s alright now, c’mon his boy was afraid and as he looked back at him he was on horseback 

shrouded in a thick brown blanket and peering out between the sides with big green eyes. 

How much longer?  

Oh, we’re just going up here a ways he motioned up ahead with his chin. A long and winding 

horsetrail that had been used little over the last few years and they were now carving out fresh hoof 

lines for others to follow. The peaks ahead were ragged and in the early evening a greyness was held 

over them like some illusionist, exhilarated by his withholding secrets from the audience.  

I’m tired daddy. 

I know it he unbuckled the satchel slung over the horse’s hind and drew out some biscuits wrapped 

in cloth and a tin canteen of water. He turned the horse’s head steaming as it was in the cold and 

darkening day and he reached out his hand with a biscuit. Here, eat. 

The boy took the biscuit and he bit off an edge and chewed it slowly looking down into the flour and 

butter. He looked up at his father I love you daddy. 

I love you too. 

* 

It was another hour or so and they reached a crest and the incline gave out to a short descent to a 

grove of trees and a small and bleak cabin. Wooden walls and roof with a stone chimney and shaded 

below firs and pines. A small porch. A stone outhouse. There it is. 

That’s it there? 

That’s it there he led his horse on and the boy’s and by now they were riding abreast and he had his 

hand on the boy’s reins and was checking him every few minutes in case he was sleeping and likely 

to fall and break his neck. 

I don’t like it. 

I know it he nodded, small drops of water fell from his ragged beard and onto his soaked saddle. 

C’mon, let’s get inside. 

* 

The inside of the cabin was darker still and the curtains were all drawn and slivers of greylight cut in 

and ancient dust danced in the beams. It was one room. An old wood stove, a heavy square table 

with three chairs at it and another in the corner missing its rush seat. There was a bed, unsheeted 

and the mattress shooting springs. There was a stone fireplace that had not been cleaned. A stack of 

wood cut to size and a mess of kindling. 



Let’s get a fire going. Warm up they stepped inside the door with the horses tied up to a fence 

outside and the boy’s father was carrying two satchels with their possessions inside. 

Are we going out tonight daddy? 

He laughed and looked at his boy sympathetically naw, we ain’t going anywhere tonight. Let’s get a 

fire going and then we’ll eat and get some rest. 

Okay. 

* 

The morning was dark and cold at first but it soon brightened and the boy had woken first and was 

trying to start the stove so he could cook something for their breakfast. The noise of the stove 

getting rattled and a log being dropped wakened the boy’s father and with one eye he surveyed him. 

Watchya doin’? 

Making breakfast. 

Well the boy’s father sat up and took a deep breath that’s real nice. C’mon, let me show you. 

* 

They arranged a satchel with water and some sundries and warmer clothing for if the weather 

turned and they went out and mounted their horses. 

How long are we staying here? 

Just until we find what we’re looking for. 

How will we know when we’ve found it? 

Oh, we’ll know the boy’s father smiled even you’ll know. 

But I’ve never seen a vein before. 

That don’t matter. If it’s like Frank says, you’ll know they took the horses on down a trail away from 

the cabin and it soon picked up and disappeared around between the rocks. The boy shouted to 

hear his echo and his father started singing and they both laughed about how terrible it was. 

Daddy people will hear you! 

Ain’t no people up here! You think it’s loud enough to carry all the way back to town? 

Yes they both laughed. 

They rode on a little through twisting rocks and the canyon walls drove up on each side of them in 

blackrock and it seemed to them like they had found some secret tunnel, some hidden passageway 

into the core of the earth. The boy was frightened again and he imagined rounding the sharp corners 

and facing rabid dogs or some nightmarish creature winged and ravenous. 

Why did you bring me this time? 



Didn’t you want to come? 

No, I did. But you never brought me before. 

Yeah I’m sorry I’ve never brought you on these things. I didn’t know if you were ready.  

Now I am. 

Now you are. You don’t like staying with your aunt, huh? 

No. I miss you when you’re away. 

I’m sorry. You’ll come with me every time now, okay?  

* 

The brightness of the day had faded and as it approached mid afternoon clouds had formed into 

huge thunderheads like lumps of charcoal drifting across an ashen sea. The rain began in large drops 

and then poured down on the pair and they removed the blankets from the satchel and wrapped 

themselves in them as they rode on, still following the path through warrens of rock. 

Should be right around here somewhere the boy’s father had a hand drawn map and he was 

shielding it from the rain by pulling his blanket out from his head.  

How do we know it’s here? 

Well, Frank was up here with the boys from McNab’s. He spotted it while they were passing through 

and he marked it down without saying a word. 

Then he drew us the map? 

Yeah, and it should be right around here he looked down at the map and then up at the rock faces on 

either side. The rain was heavy and ran down the canyon walls slick and shining in the greylight. 

Nobody else is going to find it, are they? 

No, just us. Nobody else has a map. Nobody else has even seen it besides Frank. 

What happens if we find it? 

Then me and you and Frank are going to go into business and things are gonna’ be lookin’ good.  

* 

The rain had not relented and the pair were now in a small opening between canyons and the boy’s 

father had circled the area twice and was cursing the map. 

Right up here damn it he wiped rain and sweat and dirt from his brow shit. 

You shouldn’t say that. 

The boy’s father hadn’t heard him god DAMN it! 



Daddy, we’ll find it. Don’t be angry. 

Aw I’m sorry he looked up from the map at the boy, soaking and frightened I’m sorry. I’m just getting 

frustrated. The map says it’s right on these walls. As he scanned, he caught a glimpse of something 

beneath running mud and legacy vines grown thick in their enclosure from sun and water and good 

soil. He dismounted and looped his reins over a jutting shard. 

What is it? Do you see it? 

The boy’s father hurried over the stones and clambered up large fallen boulders and he lost his 

footing a little but kept on and got to the base of the rockwall behind where the boy was mounted. 

He threw off his blanket and pulled the sleeve of his jacket over his hand and began clearing away 

the thick wet mud and he grasped and tore at the vines across the wall. Well shit as he smoothed off 

the dirt a pale yellow streak became visible, followed by another and another. Deep and rich the 

rock was criss-crossed with veins. Fuck me. 

Daddy! 

Sorry sorry he was breathless, tears in his eyes we found it. 

We did? 

He looked back at the boy, the fright evaporating and the boy now radiating energy in the 

downpour. The boy’s father laughed We did! We found it! 

Well done daddy! 

The boy’s father smiled and ran his hand across the rockface again. From his belt he drew a rock pick 

and he chiselled out a few pieces of natural gold and held his hand out to let rain fall on them and 

then he rubbed them between his palms and looked. He smiled again at his boy and climbed back 

over the boulders. In the rain and the wind and the movement one of the boulders came loose and 

the boy’s father had time only to gasp before a great mass of ancient rock fell upon him. 

 

 


