

[image: image]



THE BEST

COWBOY

STORIES

EVER TOLD


THE BEST

COWBOY

STORIES

EVER TOLD

EDITED AND INTRODUCED BY

STEPHEN BRENNAN

[image: image]


Copyright © 2011 by Stephen Vincent Brennan

All Rights Reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any manner without the express written consent of the publisher, except in the case of brief excerpts in critical reviews or articles. All inquiries should be addressed to Skyhorse Publishing, 307 West 36th Street, 11th Floor, New York, NY 10018.

Skyhorse Publishing books may be purchased in bulk at special discounts for sales promotion, corporate gifts, fund-raising, or educational purposes. Special editions can also be created to specifications. For details, contact the Special Sales Department, Skyhorse Publishing, 307 West 36th Street, 11th Floor, New York, NY 10018 or info@skyhorsepublishing.com.

Skyhorse® and Skyhorse Publishing® are registered trademarks of Skyhorse Publishing, Inc.®, a Delaware corporation.

www.skyhorsepublishing.com

10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

The best cowboy stories ever told/edited and introduced

by Stephen Vincent Brennan.

p. cm.

ISBN 978-1-61608-216-1 (alk. paper)

1. Western stories. 2. Cowboys—Fiction. I. Brennan, Stephen Vincent.

PS648.W4B44 2011

813’.087408 dc22

2011014088

Printed in the United States of America


For Andy
Only a pretty good shot, knows Cowboy Lit tho

[image: image]


CONTENTS

Introduction Stephen Brennan

Aforesaid Bates Eugene Manlove Rhodes

My First Lesson in Cow Punching Charles Siringo

A Moonlight Drive Andy Adams

The True Cowboy H. H. Halsell

Abilene in 1868 Joseph G. McCoy

Dodge William Macleod Raine

The Cowboy Emerson Hough

The Story of the Cowpuncher Charles M. Russell

Cowboy Dave Frank V. Webster

Hopalong Nurses a Grouch Clarence E. Mulford

How I Became a Cowboy Frank Harris

A Trip to Chicago as Cow-Puncher. My First Acquaintance with Outlaw “Billy the Kid” Charles A. Siringo

The Kid Walter Noble Burns

A Rodeo at Los Ojos Frederic Remington

Jack Hildreth Among the Indians Karl May

The Drive Stewart Edward White

Forty Islands Ford Andy Adams

The Round-Up Theodore Roosevelt

The Race Stewart Edward White

Charlie Russell Bob Kennon

Whiskey Charles M. Russell

Twenty Straight on the Prairie Emerson Hough

The Quest Begins Max Brand

Cattle Detective Tom Horn

A Pair of Outlaws Charles M. Russell

Deadwood Dick Nat Love

Some Cooks I Have Known Bob Kennon

An Eleven Hundred Mile Horseback Ride Down the Chisholm Trail Charles A. Siringo

Style on the Ranch W. S. James

Some Pranks Bob Kennon

Life in the Cattle Country Frederic Remington

A Mexican Plug Mark Twain

Some Glimpses into Ranch Life Frank S. Hastings

The Cattle Country of the Far West Theodore Roosevelt

Coming Off the Trail in ‘82 Jack Potter

End of the Trail (Cowboy Logic and Frolic) Edgar Beecher Bronson

Justice in the Saddle Andy Adams

The Trouble Man Eugene Manlove Rhodes

Bit by Bit Clarence E. Mulford

Range Horses Charles M. Russell

Good Samaritan Cowboys H. H. Halsell

Buck Peters Makes Friends Clarence E. Mulford and John Wood Clay

On a Tare in Wichita, Kansas Charles Siringo

Hopalong's Round up Clarence E. Mulford

On The Trail Zane Grey

Some Liars of the Old West Charles M. Russell

Pecos Bill Mody C. Boatright

Cracker Cowboys of Florida Frederic Remington


THE BEST

COWBOY

STORIES

EVER TOLD


INTRODUCTION

“Kings and cowboys I have known, and the cowboys stand above the rest. I am six thousand miles from them at this moment and fifty-six years in time, but they seem nearer to me than this morning's newspaper.”

—Frank Harris

And so they seem to us all—near, I mean. We do feel this to be true, but how can it be so? The world of cowboying is not much like what it was, and the Kingdom of Cattle is past—long gone now. Despite all this, why is it that the cowboy has still such a grip on our imaginations?

Native peoples the whole world over tell stories of a time, early on in their histories, when they first settled their homelands. They call it the “dream-time.” It is said to have been a time of great change, when whole peoples moved from place to place, and every new thing was named. For Americans the settling of the West was our dream-time. In those times—that seem to us not so long past but are in reality a whole world ago—America grew to become largely what she is now. This vast migration westward, with all its attendant bloodshed and suffering and hope, did indeed fix new borders and name new places. But it settled a good deal more, because in this epic struggle we also settled on an idea about ourselves—who we are as a people and what it means to be an individual American.

This idealization of ourselves finds expression in the stories we tell of that time, those places. It is a huge part of our national mythology, and like any other mythology, it is peopled with heroes. They were the discoverers, the pioneer settlers, the doomed native peoples, the miners, gamblers, lawmen and horsesoldiers, and they were the cowboys.

Especially the cowboy. Of them all, he is the one we seem most to admire, and in his image we fancy we best see ourselves. This might well be considered strange because a cowboy is only an ordinary man, doing dangerous, mostly ill-paid work, far from home and hearth. His horse, saddle, and side arms are all he owns. He lives a rough, mostly roof-less existence, on a diet of beans and beef and coffee and tobacco (when he can get the makings). He's a man without many prospects or he'd be doing something else. His best friend is often his horse. So, just what is there to admire? Yet, wildly, he is the one with whom we most identify. And in that sense at least, he is us. Why is this?

Clearly, any attempt to decode the cowboy mystique is bound to be hamhandedly simplistic, but we just might understand a little of our fascination, our attraction, by comparing our idea of the cowboy with our own view of ourselves. He's a strong man, just look at the life he leads—out in all weathers. Don't matter he's got no family, we take this as a sign of his independence. He's a free man, and so do we all count ourselves to be. He lives a life of adventure, and so would we all, even the most chair-bound of us. He's a brave man, willing and able to stand up for himself—the equalizer on his hip is badge of that. He's peaceable enough, but best don't mess with him, don't cross the line. There's always been something a little shaded, a little dark-sided about a cowboy—something he's hiding. Does he have a secret? Don't we all? On balance, he's a good man. And so we all reckon ourselves to be.

From the beginning advertisers and all sorts of promoters have understood our attraction to this common man who is also the mythic hero of our dreamtime. The cowboy has been used to sell everything from cigarettes to aftershave, cars, clothes, whatever you like—so long as they can project a little of that rugged-American-individual mojo. Even politicians are quick to employ his image in their cause. Now, real cowboys, on the whole, are unlikely to run for office. But pols have always tried to glom a little of the cowboy luster. Even Presidents have been known to ape his choice in headgear, and a few, even his rolling walk.

Authors too, fast cottoned on to the idea of the cowboy story as our story. The first of these shinning literary efforts were of the penny-dreadful variety, written by hacks, pulp romances of the lives of noted Western heroes and villains. These largely invented tales, dressed up as “true biographies,” flooded the big cities of the East, running as serials in newspapers and in cheap newsprint editions. They were also widely available out West. Often a ranch-hand would get one as a promotion in his tin of Bull Durham, and this might inspire his own literary effort. After a time, there were any number of real cowboys writing cowboy stories—Charley Siringo, Andy Adams, and Eugene Rhodes come to mind. At the very same time there was an explosion of magazine and newspaper articles by writers like Mark Twain and William Macleod Raine, all feeding a national hunger for participation, albeit at a remove, in our great national adventure. Crossbreed all this with the strain of (newly matured) outdoor adventure novels by the likes of Robert Louis Stevenson, Joseph Conrad, and Stephen Crane, and by the turn of the century Andy Adams, Owen Wister, Emerson Hough, and Zane Grey had invented what we now call the classic Western. And that was only the beginning. What followed was the popularization in novels, movies, radio, and television of much more than a new cultural and literary genre; it also created a new American icon, and a distinctly American type. When we look in his eyes we see ourselves.

The Golden Age of the Cowboy, or what has been called the “Kingdom of Cattle,” lasted, more or less, from the close of the Civil War to the turn of the century. The four-year national conflict had devastated much of the Southland. In Texas, the cattle business had been so badly dislocated that hundreds of thousands of beeves roamed loose in the brush, ownerless, free for the rounding-up. In those heady days, there were fortunes to be made if you could gather a herd and get it to an outlet, a railhead, an army fort, or some other market. This was the time of the great cattle drives, but it only lasted thirty years or so. Before long, barbed wire and the iron-horse put paid to the free range and the long trail drive, just as the coming of the law obviated the need for the rough chivalry of the Code of the West. Except in our imaginations, where we may be said to be most truly ourselves.

Stephen Brennan
West Cornwall, 2011
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AFORESAID BATES

EUGENE MANLOVE RHODES

I

“I wouldn't mind going broke so much,” said Dick Mason, “but I sure hate to see the cattle die, and me not able to do the first thing to save them.” He dipped a finger in spilled beer and traced circles on the table. In shirt sleeves for the heat, they sat in the cool dimness of Jake's Place—Mason, Bull Pepper, Blinker Murphy and Big Jake himself.

“Tough luck,” said Murphy. “Losin’ ‘em fast?”

“Not so many, not yet. But the bulk of ‘em are dying by inches. Dyin’ on their feet. The strongest can just get out to grass and back. The others eat brush, wood and all. Hardly any rain last year and no snow last winter. Stock in no shape to stand a spring round up, so the yearlin’ steers are all on the range yet. If we'd had rain about the Fourth of July, as we most always do, we might maybe ‘a’ pulled through, losin’ the calf crop. But here it's most August, no rain, no grass—not a steer in shape to sell—and me with a mortgage comin’ due right off. Feenish. And I've got a wife and kids now. Other times, when I went broke, it really didn't make no difference. Tham!”

“No, this one's on me,” said Jake hastily. “Four beers, Tham.”

“We're none of us cattlemen,” said Bull Pepper. “And you know us Tripoli fellows never get along too well with your bunch anyway. All the same, we're sorry to see you boys up against it this way.”

Lithpin Tham came with the beer. “I gueth all of you won't go under,” he said as he slipped the mugs from tray to table. “They thay Charlie Thee ith fixed tho he won't looth many.”

“Not him,” said Mason sourly. “Charlie See, he had a leased township under fence to fall back on. Good grass, cured on the stem.” The door opened and Aforesaid Bates came in, unseen by Mason. “Charlie won't lose much,” said Mason. “Why should he? His stuff runs on the open range when every mouthful of grass they took was a mouthful less for ours. Now he turns ‘em into his pasture. Grama high as ever it was, cured on the stem. Just like so much good hay. Been nothing to eat it for three years but a few saddle horses. Him and Aforesaid Bates, they're wise birds, they are!”

“What's all this about Aforesaid Bates?” said Bates. “What's the old man been doin’ now?” His voice was acid. They turned startled faces toward him.

“You know well enough,” said Mason sullenly. “You ran a drift fence across Silver Spring canyon, kept your cattle out on the flat so long as there was a spear of grass, and now you're hogging that saved-up pasture for yourself.”

“Well, what are you goin’ to do about it?’ demanded Bates. He pushed back his hat; his grizzled beard thrust forth in a truculent spike. “Fine specimen you are—backcappin’ your own neighbors to town trash!”

“Exception!” cried Bull Pepper sharply, rising to his feet. But Bates ignored him and continued his tirade, with eyes for none but Mason. “Hopper and See and me, we sold out our old stuff last fall. Cut our brands in half, bein’ skeery of a drought. And if the rest of you had as much brains as a road lizard, you could have done the same, and not one of you need have lost a cow. But no, you must build up a big brand, you and Hall—hold on to everything. Now the drought hits us and you can't take your medicine. You belly-achin’ around because me and Charlie had gumption enough to protect ourselves.”

“Say, cool down a little, Andy,” said Dick Mason. “You're an old man, and you've been drinking, and I can take a lot from you—but I do wish you'd be reasonable.”

“A fat lot I care about what you wish,” snarled Bates. “Reasonable! Oh, shucks! Here, three years ago, you was fixed up to the queen's taste—nice likely bunch of cows, good ranch, lots of room, sold your steers for a big price, money in the bank, and what did you do?”

Conjointly with these remarks, Mason tried to rise and Bull Pepper pulled him down. “Don't mind him, Dick—he's half-shot,” said Pepper. Simultaneously, different advice reached Mason's other ear. “Beat his fool head off, Mason!” said Murphy. “You lettin’ Bates run your business now?” asked Jake.

Meanwhile, Bates answered his own question. “You bought the Rafter N brand, with your steer money as first payment, givin’ a mortgage on both brands.”

“Now, Andy –”

“Shet up!” said Andy, “I'm talkin’! Brought in six hundred more cattle to eat yourself out—and to eat the rest of us out. Wasn't satisfied with plenty. Couldn't see that dry years was sure to come. To keep reserve grass was half the game. And as if that wasn't enough, next year Harry Hall must follow your lead—and he's mortgaged up to the hilt, too. Both of you got twice as much stock on the range as you got any right to have. Both goin’ broke, and serves you right. But instead of blamin’ yourselves, as you would if you was halfway decent, you go whimperin’ around, blamin’ us that cut our stock in two whilst you was a-doublin’ yours!”

“You goin’ to stand for this?” whispered Murphy. Concurrently, Andrew Jackson Aforesaid Bates raised his voice to a bellow. “Ever since you got married, you been narratin’ around that you wasn't no gun man.” He unbuckled his pistol belt and sent his gun sliding along the floor. “Old man, says you! Stand up, you skunk, and take it!”

Mason sprung up. They met with a thud of heavy blows, give-and-take. Pepper tried to shove between, expostulating. Murphy and Jake dragged him away. “Let ‘em fight it out!” snarled Jake.

There was no science. Neither man tried to guard, duck, sidestep or avoid a blow in any way. They grunted and puffed, surging this way or that, as one or the other reeled back from a lucky hit. Severe punishment; Mason's nose was spurting blood, and Aforesaid's left eye was closed. Just as Mason felt a chair at his legs, a short arm jab clipped his chin; he toppled backward with a crash of splintered chair. He scrambled up and came back with a rush, head down, both arms swinging. A blow caught Bates squarely on the ear; he went down, rolled over, got to his feet undismayed; they stood toe to toe and slugged savagely. The front door opened, someone shouted, a dozen men rushed into the saloon and bore the combatants apart. Words, questions, answers, defiances— Kendricks and Lispenard dragged Mason through the door, protesting. After some persuasion, Mr. Bates also was led away for repairs by Evans and Early, visiting cowmen from Saragossa; and behind them, delighted Tripoli made animated comment; a pleasing tumult which subsided only at a thoughtful suggestion from the House.

“I been expectin’ something like this,” said Spinal Maginnis, as they lined up to the bar. “Beer for mine, Tham. Them Little World waddies is sure waspy. I'm s'posed to be representing there for the Diamond A, you know. But they wouldn't let me lift a finger. Said their cattle couldn't stand it to be moved one extra foot, and the Diamond A stuff would have to take their chances with the rest. Reckon they're right, at that. Well, it was funny. See and Johnny Hopper and old Aforesaid was walking stifflegged around Hall and Mason. Red Murray, he was swelled up at Hopper, ‘cause Turn-about Spring was dryin’ up on him, and he'd bought that from Hopper. And all hands sore at Bud Faulkner, on account of his bunch of mares, them broomtails wearing out the range worse than three times the same amount of cattle. They was sure due for a bust-up. This little fuss was only the beginning, I reckon. Well, here's how!”

“I hope they do get to fightin’ amongst themselves,” growled Murphy, putting down his glass. “Mighty uppity, overbearin’ bunch. They've been runnin’ it over Tripoli something fierce. Hope they all go broke. Old man Bates, in particular. He's one all-round thoroughbred this-and-that!”

As Murphy brought out the last crushing word, Bull Pepper, standing next to him, hooked his toe behind Murphy's heel and snapped his left arm smartly so that the edge of his open hand struck fair on Murphy's Adam's apple. Murphy went down, gasping. First he clutched at his throat and then he reached for his gun. Pepper pounced down, caught a foot by heel and toe and wrenched violently. Murphy flopped on his face with a yell, his gun exploded harmlessly. Pepper bent the captive leg up at right angles for greater purchase and rolled his victim this way and that. Murphy yelled with pain, dropping his gun. Pepper kicked the gun aside and pounced again. Stooping, he grabbed a twisting handful, right and left, from bulging fullness of flannel shirt at Murphy's hips; and so stooping and straddling over the fallen, lurched onward and upward with one smooth and lusty heave. The shirt peeled over Murphy's head, pinioning his arms. Pepper twisted the tails together beyond the clawing arms, dragged his victim to the discarded gun, and spoke his mind.

“I don't agree with you,” he said. He lifted up his eyes from that noisy bundle then for a slow survey of his audience. No one seemed contrary minded. He looked down again at his squirming bundle, shook it vigorously, and stepped upon it with a heavy foot. “Be quiet now, or I'll sqush you!” The bundle became quiet, and Pepper spoke to it in a sedate voice, kindly and explanatory. “Now, brother, it's like this. Bates has never been overly pleasant with me. Barely civil. But I think he's a good man for all that, and not what you said. Be that as it may, it is not a nice thing to be glad because any kind of a man is losing his cattle in a drought. No. Anybody got a string?”

Curses and threats came muffled from the bundle. “Did you hear me?” said Pepper sharply. He swooped down and took up Murphy's guns from the floor. “String is what I want. That silk handkerchief of Tham's will do nicely. Give it to Jake, Tham. You, Jake! You come here! You and Murphy both laid hands on me when I wanted to stop this fight. I'm declarin’ myself right now. I don't like to be manhandled by any two men on earth. Step careful, Jake—you're walkin’ on eggs! Now, you take two half-hitches around Mr. Murphy's shirt-tails with that handkerchief. Pull ‘em tight! Pull ‘em tight, I said! Do you maybe want me to bend this gun over your head? That's better. Now, Murphy, get outside and let Tripoli have a look. You and Joe Gandy, you been struttin’ around right smart, lately, admirin’ yourselves as the local heroes. I don't like it. Peace is what I want—peace and quiet. What's that, Murphy? Shoot me? Not with this gun you won't. This gun is mine.”

He laid a large hand to Murphy's back and propelled him through the door.

“You surely aren't tryin’ to bust them collar buttons loose, are you? No, no—you wouldn't do that, and me askin’ you not to. You go on home, now.”

As Pepper turn to cross the plaza, Spinal Maginnis fell in step beside him. “Goin’ my way, Mr. Pepper?”

The pacifist stopped short. “I am not,” he said with decision. “And I don't know which way you're going, either.”

Spinal rubbed his chin, with a meditative eye on the retreating Murphy.

“I don't know that I ever saw a man sacked up before,” he said slowly. “Is them tactics your own get-up, or just a habit?”

Mr. Murphy's progress was beginning to excite comment. Men appeared in the deserted plaza, with hard unfeeling laughter. A head peered tentatively from Jake's door. Mr. Pepper frowned. The head disappeared.

The hostility faded from Mr. Pepper's eyes, to be succeeded by an expression of slow puzzlement. He turned to Maginnis and his tones were friendly. “Overlooking any ill-considered peevishness of mine, dear sir and mister—you put your little hand in mine and come along with me.”

He led the way to a shaded and solitary bench; he lit a cigarette and surveyed the suddenly populous plaza with a discontented eye; he clasped his knees and contemplated his foot without enthusiasm.

“Well?” said Maginnis at last.

“Not at all,” said Pepper. “No, sir. This Dick Mason he's supposed to have brains, ain't he? And the Aforesaid Bates Andy Jackson, he has the name of being an experienced person? Wise old birds, both of ‘em?”

“I've heard rumors to that effect,” admitted Maginnis.

“Well, they don't act like it,” said Pepper. “Tripoli and the cowmen, they've been all crosswise since Heck was a pup. But Mason, he opens up and lays it all before us. Lookin’ for sympathy? I don't guess. Then old man Bates gets on the peck like that, exposin’ his most secret thoughts to a cold and callous world. It don't make sense. And that fight they pulled off! I've seen school kids do more damage.”

“I didn't see the fight,” said Maginnis.

“No, you didn't. You and all these here visiting waddies just happened in opportunely—just in time to stop it.” Pepper regarded his companion with cold suspicion. “Eddy Early, Lafe and Cole and you, and this man Evans—that's some several old-timers turnin’ up in Tripoli—and not one of you been here before in ten years. I tell you, Mr. Spinal Maginnis, Esquire, horsethief and liar—I've been thinkin’!”

“You mustn't do that, feller,” said Spinal anxiously. “You'll strain yourself. You plumb alarm me. You don't act nowise like any town man, anyhow. Not to me.”

“I was out of town once,” admitted Pepper. “Some years ago, that was.”

“Curious,” said Spinal. “Once a man has put in some few years tryin’ to outguess pinto ponies and longhorned steers, he ain't fooled much by the cunnin’ devices of his fellow humans. But I'm no sheriff or anything like that—so don't you get uneasy in your mind. On the other hand, if you really insist thinking—Has it got to be a habit with you?”

“Yes. Can't break myself of it. But I won't say a word. Go on with your pranks, whatever they are. But I'm sure sorry for somebody.”

“Well, then,” said Spinal, “as a favor to me—if them thoughts of yours begin to bother your head, why, when you feel real talkative, just save it up and say it to me, won't you?

“I'll do that,” said Pepper. “You rest easy.”

II

Because the thrusting mesa was high and bare, with no overlooking hills or shelter of trees for attacking Apaches, men built a walled town there, shouldering above the green valley; a station and a resting place on the long road to Chihuahua. England fought France in Spain that year, and so these founders gave to their desert stronghold the name of Talavera.

When England and France fought Russia in the Crimea, Talavera dreaded the Apaches no more, and young trees grew on the high mesa, cherished by far-brought water of a brave new ditch. A generation later the mesa was a riot of far-seen greenery; not Talavera now, but Tripoli, for its threefold citizenship: the farmers, the miner folk from the hills, who built homes there as a protest against the glaring desert, and the prosperous gentry from sweltering San Lucas, the county-seat. These last built spaciously; a summer suburb, highest, farthest from the river, latest and up-to-date. Detraction knew this suburb as Lawville.

Where the highest acequia curved and clung to enfold the last possible inch of winnings, the wide windows of Yellowhouse peered through the dark luxurious shade of Yellowhouse Yards. The winding acequia made here a frontier; one pace beyond, the golden desert held undisputed sway. Generous and gracious, Yellowhouse Yards; but Pickett Boone had not designed them. They had been made his by due process of law. Pickett Boone was the “slickest” lawyer of San Lucas.

“Wildest game ever pulled off in Tripoli,” said Joe Gandy. It was the morning after the sacking up of Blinker Murphy. A warmish morning; Gandy was glad for the cool shadows of Yellowhouse Yards.

“Big money?”

“O man! And the way they played it! Dog-everlasting-gone it, Mr. Boone, I watched ‘em raise and tilt one pot till I was dizzy—and when it comes to a showdown, Eddie Early had Big and Little Casino, Cole Ralston had Fifteen-Six, Yancey had Pinochle, and old Aforesaid had High, Low, Jack and the game. Yessir; three of ‘em stood pat, and bet their fool heads off; and that old mule of a Spinal Maginnis saw it through and raked the pot with just two spindlin’ little pair, tens up. I never did see the beat.”

Pickett Boone considered leisurely. A film came over his pale eyes. “And they put the boots to Bates?”

“Stuck him from start to finish. They was all winners except him and Spinal. About the first peep o’ day, Bates pushes back his chair. ‘Thankin’ you for your kind attention,’ he says, ‘This number concludes the evenin's entertainment.’ Then he calls for the tab and gives Jake a check for twenty-eight hundred.”

“You seem to be bearing up under the loss pretty well,” said Boone. He eyed his informant reflectively. “You're chief deputy and willing to be sheriff. But someway you've never made much of a hit with Bates and the Mundo Chico crowd.”

Gandy scowled. “After what Bull Pepper's tender heart made him do to Murphy, I dasn't say I'm glad old Bates shot his wad. Bull Pepper here or Bull Pepper there, I'm now declaring myself that I wish I might ha’ grabbed a piece of that. I can't see where it helps Tripoli any to have all that good dough carried off to Magdalena and Salamanca and Deming. Jake set in with ‘em at first—and set right out again. Lost more than the kitty totted up to all night. They sure was hittin’ ‘em high.”

“Well, what's the matter with Lithpin Tham? I've heard Tham was lucky at cards.”

“Some of them visiting brothers must have heard that same thing,” said Joe moodily. “Tham sort of hinted he might try a whirl, and them three Salamanca guys just dropped their cards and craned their necks and stared at Tham till it was plumb painful. Tham blushed. Yes, he did. No, sir, them waddies was all set to skin Bates, I reckon, and they wasn't wishful for any help a-tall. They looked real hostile. ‘Twasn't any place for a gentleman.”

“It is the custom of all banks,” said Lawyer Boone reflectively, “to give out no information concerning their clients. But—” His voice trailed to silence.

“I got you,” said the deputy. “But a lame man can always get enough wood for a crutch? So you know just about how much Aforesaid had left—is that it?”

“How little,” Boone made the correction with tranquility.

“I'm thinking the whole Little World bunch is about due to bust up,” said Joe jubilantly.

“He always wanted that Little World country, Pickett Boone did,” said Pickett Boone. “Mason's only chance to pay Pickett was to get the Bates to tide him over. Pickett was afraid of that. That's off, after him and Bates beating each other up. To make it sure and safe, Bates blows his roll at poker. Good enough. The banks have loaned money to the cowmen up to the limit, what with the drought and the bottom fallen out of prices. So Mason can't get any more money from any bank. And he can't sell any steers, the shape they're in now. Pickett's got him,” said Pickett, with a fine relish. “He'll get Hall too. More than that, he'll get old Bates, himself, if the dry weather holds out.”

“But if the drought lasts long enough, don't you stand to lose?” Gandy eyed the money-lender curiously. “As you say yourself, the banks don't think a mortgage on cattle covers the risk when it doesn't rain.”

Pickett Boone smiled silkily. “My mortgages cover all risks.” Then his lips tightened, his pale eyes were hot with hate, his voice snarled in his throat. “Even if I lose it—I'll break that insolent bunch. Mighty high-headed, they are—but I'll see the lot of ‘em cringe yet!”

“They've stuck together, hand-in-glove, till now,” said Joe eagerly. “And Mr. Charlie See, with that bunch to back him, he's been cuttin’ quite a swath. But they're all crossways and quarrelin’ right now—and if the drought keeps up they'll be worse. Once they split,” said Joe Gandy, “you and me can get some of our own back.”

“Hark!” said Pickett Boone. “Who's coming?”

A clatter of feet, faint and far, then closer, near and clear; a horse's feet, pacing merrily; on the curving driveway Mr. Aforesaid Bates rode under an archway of pecan trees. An ear was swollen, an eye was green and yellow, but Mr. Bates rode jauntily and the uninjured eye was unabashed and benign.

“A fine morning, sir. Get off,” said lawyer Boone. “This is an unexpected pleasure.”

“The morning is all you claim for it,” said Aforesaid Bates, dismounting. “But the pleasure is—all yours. For Andy Bates, it is business that brings him here.”

“Say, I'll go,” said Gandy.

“Keep your seat, Joe. Stay where you are. Whenever I've got any business that needs hiding I want the neighbors to know all about it. ‘It's like this, Mr. Boone, I gave a little party last night and so I thought I might as well come over and sign on the dotted line.’”

“You thought—what?”

“I want to borrow some money of you. I gotta buy hay and corn and what not, hire a mess of hands and try to pull my cattle through.”

“Money,” said Pickett Boone austerely, “is tight.”

“Oh, don't be professional,” said Bates. “And you needn't frown. I get you. Why, I never heard of money that wasn't tight.”

“Why don't you go to the bank?”

“The bank wouldn't loan me one measly dollar,” said Bates, “and well you know it. If it would only rain, now, it would be different. Too risky. That's just like me. Kindhearted. Sparing you the trouble of saying all this, just to save time. Because I've got to get a wiggle.”

“If it is too risky for the banks it is too risky for me.”

“Whither,” said Bates dreamily, “whither are we drifting? Of course it's risky for you. You know it and I know it. What a lot of fool talk! Think I've been vaccinated with a phonograph needle? You've been yearnin’ for my ranch since Heck was a pup. That's another thing we both know. I'm betting you don't get it. Halfway House and the brand, I'll bet, against four thousand with interest three years 12 per cent. Call it a mortgage, of course, but it's a bet and you know it. I'm gambling with you.”

“The security is hardly sufficient,” said Boone icily. “I might consider three thousand for, say, two years. Your cattle may all die.”

“Right. Move up one girl. If it doesn't rain,” said Aforesaid Bates, with high serenity, “those cattle are not worth one thin dime. And if the cattle go I can't pay. Surest thing you know. But the ranch will be right there—and you'll lend me four thousand on that ranch and your chance on any cattle toughing through, and you'll loan it to me for three years, or not at all. No—and I don't make out any note for five thousand and take four thousand, either. You just save your breath, mister. You'll gamble on my terms, or not at all.”

“You assume a most unusual attitude for a would-be borrower,” observed the lawyer acidly. His eyes were smoldering.

“Yes, and you are a most mighty unusual will-be lender, too. What do you want me to do? Soft-soap you? Tell you a hard luck story? You've been wanting my scalp, Mister Man. Here's your chance to take it—and you dassent let it pass. I see it in your hard old ugly eye. You want me to borrow this money, you think I can't pay it back, and you think Halfway House is as good as yours, right now. You wouldn't miss the chance for a thousand round hard dollars laid right in your grimy clutch. So all you have to do is offer one more objection—or cough, or raise your eyebrow—and I'm off to sell the ranch to Jastrow. I dare you to wait another minute,” said this remarkable borrower, rising. “For I am going—going—”

“Sit down,” snapped the lawyer. “I'll make out the mortgage. You are an insolent, bullying, overbearing old man. You'll get your money and I'll get your ranch. Of course, under the circumstances, if you do not keep your day you will hardly expect an extension!”

“Listen to the gypsy's warning,” said Mr. Bates earnestly. “You'll never own one square foot of my ranch! Now don't say I didn't tell you. You do all your gloatin’ now while the gloatin’ is good.”

The three rode together to the nearest notary public; the papers were made out and signed; the Aforesaid Bates took his check and departed, whistling. Gandy and Boone paced soberly back to Yellowhouse Yards.

“Mr. Andrew Jackson Aforesaid Bates—the old smart Aleck!” sneered Pickett Boone. “Yah! He's crossed me for ten years and now, by the Lord Harry, I've got him in the bag with Hall and Mason! Patience does it.”

Gandy lowered his voice. “We can ease the strain on your patience a little. More ways than one. You know Bates has strung a drift fence across the canyon above Silver Spring? Yes? That's illegal. He's got a right smart of grass in the roughs up there, fenced off so nobody's cattle but his can get to it. If somebody would swear out a complaint, it would be my duty as deputy sheriff to see that fence come down. Then everybody's cattle could get at that fenced grass—”

The lawyer's malicious joy broke out in a startling sound of creaking rusty laughter.

“That would start more trouble, sure! We'll have to make you the next sheriff, Joe. Count on me.”

Joe's eyes narrowed. He tapped the lawyer's knee with a strong forefinger: he turned his hand upside down and beckoned with that same finger. “Count to me! Cash money, right in my horny hand. Sheriff sounds fine—but you don't have all the say. I've got more ideas, and I need money. Do I get it?”

“If they're good ones.”

“They're good and they're cheap. Not too cheap. I name the price. How do I know you'll pay me? Easy. If you don't, I'll tip your game. Sure. That fence now. Uncle Sam's Land Office lets out a roar, old Aforesaid knows it's my duty to take it down. Lovely. D'ye suppose I could make that complaint myself and get away with it? Not much. That old geezer is one salty citizen. And if it comes to his ears that it was you that set up the Land Office—do you see? Oh, you'll pay me a fair price for my brains, Mr. Boone. I'm not losing any sleep about that. We understand each other.”

The lawyer peered under drooping lids. “We may safely assume as much,” he said gently. “Now those other ideas of yours?”

“What do you think Bates is going to do with that money you lent him? Buy alfalfa with it—cottonseed meal, maybe—that's what. So will the other guys, so far as their money goes—all except Charlie See, with his thirty-six square miles of fenced pasture to fall back on—and Echo Mountain behind that. He doesn't need any hay. Well, you've got plenty money. You go buy up all the alfalfa stacks in the upper end of the valley. You can get it for ten—twelve dollars a ton, if you go about it quietly. Then you soak ‘em good. They've got to have it. Farther down the valley, the price will go up to match, once they hear of your antics. Nowhere else to get it, except baled hay shipped in. You know what that costs, and you squeeze ‘em accordin’. Same way with work. They'll need teams and teamsters. You run up the price. Them ideas good, hey? Worth good money?”

“They are. You'll get it.”

The deputy surveyed his fellow crook with some perplexity. “I swear, I don't see how you do it,” he grumbled. “Fifty men here-abouts with more brains in their old boots than you ever had—and they're hustlin’ hard to keep alive, while you've got it stacked up in bales.”

“I keep money on hand,” said the lawyer softly. “Cash money. And when these brainy men need cash money—”

“You needn't finish,” said Joe gloomily. “You take advantage of their necessity and pay a thief ’s price. Funny thing, too. You're on the grab, all right. Money is your god, they say. But you're risking a big loss in your attempt to grab off the Little World range—big risks. And, mister, you're taking long chances when you go up against that Little World bunch—quite aside from money. Get ‘em exasperated or annoyed, there isn't one of the lot but is liable to pat you on the head with a post-maul.”

The lawyer raised his sullen eyes. “I can pay for my fancies,” he said in a small quiet voice. “If it suits my whim to lose money in order to break these birds, I know how to make more. These high-minded gentlemen have been mighty scornful to a certain sly old fox we know of. They owe me for years of insult, spoken and unspoken.” He had never looked so much the man as in this sincerity of anger. “Their pride, their brains, their guns!” he cried. “Well, I can buy brains, and I can buy guns, and I'll bring their pride to the dust!”

Gandy threw back his hat and ran his hand through his sandy hair in troubled thought; he eyed his patron with frank and sudden distaste. “My brains, now—they ain't so much. Bates or Charlie See—to go no further—can give me cards and spades. Mason, maybe—I dunno. But I've got just brains enough that you can't hire my gun to go up against that bunch—not even when they're splitting up amongst themselves. You listen to me. Here's a few words that's worth money to hear, and I don't charge you one cent. Listen! Those… birds… don't … care… whether… school… keeps… or… not! —Yessir, my red head is only fair to middlin’, but I know that much. Moreover, and in addition thereunto, my dear sir and esteemed employer, those same poor brains enable me to read your mind like coarse print. Yessir. I can and will tell you exactly the very identical thought you now think you think. Bet you money, and leave it to you. You're thinkin’ maybe I'll never be sheriff, after all…. H'm?… No answer. Well, that's goin’ to cost you money. That ain't all, either. Just for that, I'm goin’ to tell you something I didn't know myself till just now. Oh, you're not the only one who can afford himself luxuries. Listen what I learned.” He held his head up and laughed. “That Little World outfit have done me dirt and rubbed it in; and as for me, I am considerable of a rascal.” He checked himself and wrinkled his brow in some puzzlement. “A scoundrel, maybe; a sorry rascal at best. But never so sorry as when I help a poisonous old spider like you to rig a snare for them hardshells. So the price of ideas has gone up. Doubled.”

“Another idea? You'll get your price—if I use it,” said the lawyer in the same small, passionless voice.

“What part of your steer crop do you expect to be in shape to sell?” demanded the vendor of ideas.

“Twenty-five per cent. More, if it should rain soon.”

“One in four. Your range is better than theirs and your stock in better shape. And you expect to get, for a yearling steer strong enough to stand shipping?

“Ten dollars. Maybe twelve.”

“Here's what you do. There won't be many buyers. You go off somewhere and subsidize you a buyer. Fix him; sell him your bunch, best shape of any around here, for eight dollars or ten. Sell ‘em publicly. That will knock the bottom out and put the finishing touches on the Little World people.”

“Well, that's splendid,” said Boone jubilantly. “That's fine! In reality, I will get my eleven or twelve a head, minus what it costs to fix the buyer.”

“Well—not quite,” said Gandy. “You really want to figure on paying me enough to keep me contented and happy! What do you care? You can afford to pay for your fancies.”

III

No smoke came from the chimney. Dryford yard was packed and hard, no fresh tracks showed there or in the road from the gate, no answer came to his call. Hens clucked and scratched beneath the apple trees and their broods were plump and vigorous. The door was unlocked. The stove was cold; a thin film of dust spread evenly on shelf and table, chairs and stove.

“Up on the flats, tryin’ to save his cows,” said Hob. “Thought so. Up against it plenty, cowmen are.” Unsaddling, he saw a man on foot coming through the fenced fields to Dryford. Hobby met him at the bars. The newcomer was an ancient Mexican, small and withered and wrinkled, who now doffed a shapeless sombrero with a flourish. “Buenos dias, caballero!” he said.

“Buenos dias, senor. My name is Hobby Lull, and I'm a friend of Johnny's.” “Oh, si, si! I haf hear El Señor Juan spik of you—oh, manee time. Of Garfiel’—no?”

“That's the place. And where's Johnny? Up on the flat?’

“Oh, si! Three months ago. You are to come to my little house, plizz, and I weel tell you, while I mek supper. I am to take care here of for El Señor Johnny, while the young man are gone to help this pipple of Mundo Chico. Ah, que malo suerte! Ver’ bad luck! for thoss, and they are good pipple—muy simpatico. Put the saddle, plizz, and come. Een my house ees milk, eggs, fire, alfalfa for your horse—all theengs. Her is ver’ sad—lonlee.”

“So Johnny has quit the valley three months ago?” said Hobby on the way.

“Oh, yes! Before that we are to help him cut out the top from all these cottonwoods on the reevir, up beyond the farms. Hees cows they eat the leaf, the little small branch, the mistletoe, the bark. Eet ees not enough. So we are to breeng slow thoss cows with the small calf—oh, veree slow!—and put heem een our pastures, a few here, a few there—and we old ones, we feed them the alfalfa hay from the stack. The pasture, he ees not enough. But eet ees best that they eat not much of these green alfalfa, onlee when eet ees ver’ es-short.”

“Yes, I know. So as not to bloat them. I noticed a mess of cows and calves in the pastures, as I came in. And up on the flat, are their cattle dying much?”

“Pero no, hombre. Myself, I am old. I do not go—but Zenobio he say no. Some—the old cows, is die—but not so manee. Veree theen, he say, veree poor, but not to die—onlee some.”

“I don't understand it,” said Hobby. “Drought is a heap worse here than anywhere else. Fifty miles each way, last fall, we had quite some little rain—but not here. Tomorrow, I'll go look see how come.”

Tomorrow found Hobby breaking his fast by firelight and well on his way by the first flush of day. He toiled up the deep of the draw and came to the level plain with the sun. Early as he was, another was before him. Far to the south a horseman rode along the rim, heading towards him. Hobby dismounted to wait. This might be Johnny Hopper. But as he drew near Hobby knew the burly chest and bull neck, Pepper of Tripoli, “Bull” Pepper. Garfield was far from Tripoli, but in New Mexico, generally speaking, everyone knew everybody. Hobby sat cross-legged in the sand and looked up; Pepper leaned on the saddlehorn and looked down. “Picnic?’

“Hunting for Hopper, Bates—any of the bunch.”

“So'm I. Let's ride. It's going to be a scorcher.”

The sun rode high and hot as they came to Halfway House. The plain shimmered white and bare, the grass was gnawed to a stubble of bare roots, the bushes stripped bare; a glare of gray dust was thick about them and billowed heavily under shuffling feet. They rode through a dead and soundless world, the far-off ranges were dwindled and dim, the heat rose quivering in the windless air, and white bones beside the trail told the bitter story of drought.

“Ain't this simply hell?” croaked Pepper. “And where's the cattle? Must be a little grass further out, for I haven't seen one cow yet today. Come to think of it, I didn't see but most might few dead ones either—considerin’.”

“That's it, I guess. They've hazed ‘em all away from here. Hey, by Jove! Not all of ‘em! Look there!” Hobby reined in his horse and pointed. Halfway House lay before them, a splotch of greenery at the south horn of Selden Hill; far beyond and high above, up and up again, a blur of red and white moved on the granite ribs of the mountain. Far and high; but they saw a twinkling of sun on steel, and a thin tapping came steadily to their ears, echoborne from crowning cliffs; tap—tap—tap, steady and small.

“Axes!” said Pepper. “They're chopping something. I know—sotol! Heard about it in Arizona. Chopping sotol to feed the cattle. C'me on, cowboy—we're goin’ to learn something.”

There were no cattle in the water pens. They watered their horses, they rode up the Silver Spring trail, steep and hard. Where once the sotol bush had made an army here, their lances shining in the sun, a thousand and ten thousand, the bouldered slope was matted and strewn with the thorn-edged sabershaped outer leaves of the sotol, covering and half-covering those fallen lances.

“Think of that, now! They cleaned off every sotol on this hill, like a mowing machine in grass. Fed the fleshy heart to the cows—and chopped off sixteen hundred million outside leaves to get at the hearts.” Pepper groaned in sympathy. “Gosh, what a lot of work! They're almost to the top of the mountain, too. If it don't rain pretty quick, they're going to run out of fodder. Here, let's tie our horses and climb up.”

“Where I stayed last night,” said Hobby, “the old Mexican said the young men were working up here. I see now what they were doing. Reckon there's an axe going in every draw and hill-slope.” Turning, twisting, they clambered painfully up the rocky steep and came breathless to the scene of action. The cattle, that once would run on sight, were all too tame now, crowding close upon their sometime enemies in their eagerness for their iron rations; struggling greedily for the last fleshy and succulent leaves. Poor and thin, they were, rough coated, and pot-bellied, but far from feeble; they now regarded the intruders with some impatience, as delaying the proceedings. The axemen were two: Mr. Aforesaid Bates, Mr. Richard Mason. Mr. Bates’ ear was still far from normal and the bruise beneath his misused eye was now a sickly green; while Mr. Mason wore a new knob on his jaw, a cut on his chin and a purple bruise across his cheek. Both were in undershirts, and the undershirts were soaked with sweat; both beamed a simple and unaffected welcome to the newcomers.

“Here you are!” said Dick, gaily and extended his axe.

Pepper glowered, his face dark with suspicion. He shook a slow forefinger at them. “Bates, I never was plum crazy about you. There's times when you act just like you was somebody—and I don't like it. All the same, there's something goin’ on that ain't noways fittin’ and proper. Friend or no friend, I rode out here to wise you up. And now I've got half a mind to ride back without tellin’ you. What do you think you're doin’, anyhow?”

“Drawing checks,” answered Bates. “Checks on the First Bank of Selden Hill.” He waved his hand largely. “Mighty good thing we had a deposit here too.”

“You know damn well what I mean. What was the idea of pulling that fake fight, huh?”

“Why, Mr. Pepper!” said Mason in a small, shocked voice. “I do hope you didn't think Andy and me was fightin’? Why, that was just our daily dozen. We been tryin’ to bring the cattle up by hand since early in May… like this. So we felt like we needed exercise—not to get soft, there in town. Must be you've never seen us when we was really fighting.”

“Here, I want to say some talk,” said Bull firmly. “That's the trouble with you old men, you want the center of the stage all the time. Information is what I want. Where's your cows and calves? There's none here. Where's your mares? We didn't see a track. How's Charlie See making it? Where's Johnny Hopper? Who, why, when, where? The Bates eye, the Mason face—how come? Tell it to me.”

“I stepped on my face,” said Dick Mason. “The rest is a long story.”

“We serve two meals a day,” said Bates. “Early as we can and late as we can—dodgin’ the sun as much as possible. Cows never get enough, but when their ribs begin to crack we stop chopping. Then they go down to drink in the middle of the day, and come back up for supper. Don't have to drive ‘em. Just as far as they can hear an axe they totter to it.”

“After this,” said Mason, “we're never goin’ to work cattle that old-fashioned way again—roundups and all that. When we want to take ‘em somewhere, we'll call ‘em. Maybe we can just tell ‘em where to go. That is,” he added, “if it ever rains any more.”

“And you're feeding little bunches like this all around the mountain?” said Pepper.

“Correct. We brought up two-three wagonloads of axes and Mexicans and grindstones,” said Bates. “We tried to give the cattle to the Mexicans and have them pay us wages, but they wouldn't stand for it. Yessir, all along Selden Hill and Checkerboard, for thirty-five miles, you can behold little pastoral scenes like this, anywhere there's a hillside of sotol. They burn the thorns off prickly pears, too, and feed them, as they come to ‘em. Them old days of rope and spur is done departed. See and Hopper and Red—them nice young fellows with blistered hands and achin’ backs—it was right comical. Tell you while we stir up dinner—and that's after we get those doggies fed. No beef. Not a thing fit to kill. Even the deer are tough and stringy. But you first, Mr. Pepper—you was sayin’ you was uneasy in your mind, if any. Spill it.”

“You and Hopper bought up a lot of alfalfa down in the valley, didn't you?”

“Yes. That was for all of us. Several stacks.”

“Well, Pickett Boone he went snoopin’ around and found that out. From Serafino how much you paid. Ten dollars. Cash? No. Written contract or word of mouth? Just a promise. Boone says he'll pay more and pay cash. Twelve dollars! No. Thirteen? Fourteen? No, says Serafino, mighty sorrowful—word of a caballero. A trade is a trade. Same way at Zenobio's. But old José Maria fell for it, and Boone bought his hay, over your head, at fourteen. Mateo's too. Isn't that a regular greaser trick?”

“I'd call it a regular Pickett Boone trick, myself. Pickett Boone ought to have his adenoids removed,” said Mason, with a trace of acrimony. “He reminds me of a rainy day in a goat shed.”

“Well, Boone he's fixin’ to bleed you proper. He sends out his strikers right and left, and he's contracted for just about all the hay in this end of the valley—cut and uncut. I'll tell a man! All down in black and white. Pickett Boone, he don't trust no Mexican.”

Bates sighed. “That's all right, then. Myself, I think them Mexicans are pretty good gente. They sure followed instructions. Kept mum as mice, too.”

“What!” said Bull Pepper.

“Yes,” said Bates. “To feed what cows and calves we got under fence at Dryford, we really wanted some of that hay. What Boone didn't buy, and a couple of loads we hauled up here to my place. But for all the other ranches except mine, it's a heap easier to haul baled hay from Deming on a level road, than to drag uphill through sand from the valley. So we told the Mexicans what not to say, and how. Made a pool. Mexicans furnished the hay and we furnished Boone. The difference between ten a ton and what Boone pays—close on to four hundred tons, be the same more or less—why, we split it even, half to the Mexicans, half to us.”

“Give me that axe,” said Pepper.

IV

“The time to take care of cattle durin’ a drought,” said Aforesaid Bates sagely, “is to begin while it is raining hard.”

A curving cliff made shelter of deep shade over Silver Spring. Hobby and Mason washed dishes by the dying fire; Bull Pepper sat petulant on a boulder, and lanced delicately under fresh blisters on his hands; Bates sprawled happily against a bed roll, and smoked a cob pipe; luxurious, tranquil and benign.

“We wasn't quite as forehanded as that,” said Bates, “but we done pretty well. First off, Charlie See had his big pasture, knee-high in untouched grass, and everybody cussing him. Cuss words is just little noises in the air. They didn't hurt Charlie none—and the grass was there when needed. Then I built a drift fence across the box and kept everything out of what grass there is in the rough country above here. So I had me a pasture of my own. Plenty rocks and cliffs, some grass and right smart of browse. So far, so good. Then last year it didn't rain much, so See and Hopper and me, we shipped off all our old stuff for what we could get. We even went so far as to name it to the other boys that they might do the same.” He paused to knock out his pipe.

“Do you know, boys,” said Mason, “that old coot has to bring that up, no matter what he's talking about? Every time. Name it to us? I'll say he did. ‘Sell off the old cows and low-grade—keep the young vigorous stuff.’—Lord, how many times I've heard that!”

“And did you sell?” asked Hobby.

“No, I didn't. But Bates, he told us so. He admits it.”

“Order having been restored,” said Bates, “I will proceed. No snow last winter, no grass this spring. It never rains here from March to July, of course; and along about the middle of April we began to get dubious would it rain in July. So we made a pool. Likewise, we took steps, plenty copious. High time, too. Lots of the old ones was dyin’ on us even then.”

“Just like he told us they would,” said Mason, and winked.

Bates ignored the interruption. “First of all, we rounded up all the broomtailed mares—about four hundred all told. Most of ‘em was Bud Faulkner's, but none of us was plumb innocent. We chartered Headlight, sobered him up, give him some certified checks and a couple of Mex boys and headed him for Old Mexico with the mares.

“By then the cow stuff was weak and pitiful. We couldn't have even a shadow of a roundup—but we did what was never seen before in open country. We set up a chuck wagon, a water wagon, one hay wagon and two when needful and a wagon to haul calves in—and by gravy, we worked the whole range with wagons. We had two horses apiece, we fed ‘em corn, and we fed hay when we had to; and we moved the cows with calves—takin’ along any others that was about to lay ‘em down. When we came to a bunch, they'd string out. The strongest would walk off, and then we'd ease what was left to the nearest hospital. We made a pool, you understand. Not mine, yours or his. We took care of the stock that needed it most, strays and all. Why, there was some of Picket Boone's stuff out here, and they got exactly the same lay that ours did—no more, no less.

“We tailed ‘em up. I'm leavin’ out the pitiful part—the starving, staggering and bawling of ‘em, and the question their eyes asked of us. Heartbreakin’, them eyes of theirs. I reckon they caught on mighty early that we was doin’ our damnedest for ‘em, and that we was their one and only chance. A lot of ‘em died. It was bad.

“We shoved about two hundred of the strongest cows and calves in the roughs above here, in that pasture I fenced off. They've stripped this end bare as a bone now, and moved up to Hospital Springs. We took the very weakest down to the river. Scattered them out with Johnny's Mexican neighbors. And we had to haul baled hay to feed that bunch to keep ‘em alive while we moved ‘em. But the great heft of ‘em, starving stuff, we threw into Charlie See's pasture. Everybody's, anybody's. Charlie didn't have a head of his own in there, except according to their need.”

“That was white of Charlie See—it sure was,” said Pepper, staring thoughtfully across the sunburned plain below them. “And he was the most obstreperous of the whole objectionable bunch, too. Hmn! I begin to think you fellows make a strong outfit.”

“One for all and all for one—that sort of blitherin’ junk,” said Mason cheerfully. “Men and brothers, fellow citizens, gentlemen and boys—you ought to have seen that work. In two months we didn't rope a cow or trot a horse. We never moved a cow out of a walk, a creeping walk. We never moved a cow one foot in the wrong direction. We moved ‘em late in the evenin’, on into the night, early in the morning; we spoke to ‘em politely and we held sunshades over ‘em all day. We never slept, and we ate beans, flies, dust, patent food and salt pork. I ate through four miles of sidemeat and never struck a shoulder or a ham. And concernin’ Charlie See's pasture-that you was makin’ eyes about, Mr. Pepper—I've heard some loose talk that if it rained, and if we pulled through, and if we was lousy with money three or four years from now, and if we felt good-natured and Charlie had been keepin’ in his place in the meantime, and we hadn't changed our minds or got religion, we might do this and that to make it up to Charlie. But,” said Mr. Mason loftily, “I don't take no stock in such, myself. Talk's cheap.”

“And who was the master mind?” asked Hobby. “Who got this up? You, Uncle Andy?”

“Why, no,” said Bates, “I didn't. Charlie See took the lead, naturally, when he threw open his pasture to all hands. We made a pool, I tell you. Combined all our resources. Them that had brains, they put in brains, and those that didn't, they put in what they had. Mason had a mess of old wagons. They come in handy, too. Hopper, he thought of working his Mexican friends for pasture. Hall, he studied up our little speculation in hay; Red thought it would be a bright idea to have Bud Faulkner's mares hie them hence, and Bud, he showed us what an axe would do to sotol bush. I'm comin’ to that.”

“I had some extra harness, too,” said Mason meekly. “Coming down to facts, the auditor was my idea, too. That's what I said—auditor. Remember Sam Girdlestone, that was searchin’ for oil last year? Well, he come back visiting, and found us in a fix. We put him to work. He keeps track of all costs, and credits us with whatever we put in, cash, credit, work, wagons, or wisdom. We give him a percentage on our losses. He does other little chores—tails up cows, runs the pump and hunts water, chops up a few hundred sotols between times. But his main job is posting up the account books—at night while we relax. Likely lad, Sam. Aside from that,” said Mr. Mason, “Andy is a pernicious old liar, and well he know it. Charlie See has got a little sense in his own name—I'll admit that. The rest of us have just enough brains to keep a stiff upper lip, and that lets us out. Andy Bates is the man. We may some of us dig up a bolt or two in a pinch—but old Andy Bates is the man that makes the machine and keeps it oiled. F'rinstance, Henry Hall broke out into prophecy that Boone wouldn't miss nary chance to do us dirt on the alfalfa—but it was Aforesaid that rigged the deadfall accordin’. Bud Faulkner was feeding sotol, a head and a half to a cow and a half, in a day and a half. So Bates gets him a pencil and a tally book, ciphers two-three days till his pencil wore to a stub and announces that if so many sotol hearts a day—running in size from a big cabbage head up to a big stove—would keep so many cows alive so many days, then several more sotol heads would keep several thousand head till it rained, if any. We saw this, after he explained it to us, and we hired all the Mexicans north of a given point. That's the way it went. You tell ‘em, Andy. It's a sad story.”

“Cows, calves and stretcher cases attended to,” said Bates, “we taken a long look. Way out on the desert west of Turnabout, there's tall grass yet. Tall hay—cured on the stem. It's clear away from all water holes but ours, and too far from ours for any but the ablest. We left them huskies be, right where they was. I'll say they was determined characters. Surreptitious and unbeknownst to them, while they'd gone back to grass, we edged the other cattle easy into the hills and began givin’ ‘em first aid with sotol. June, July and now August most gone—and the sun shinin’ in the daytime. Tedious. Only when it would cloud up, it would be a heap worse. Look like it was goin’ to rain pitchforks—but nary a drop ever dropped. Gentlemen, it has been plum ree-diculous! We haven't lost many cattle, considerin’. We've kept our stock, we've kept our lips in the position indicated by friend Mason, of Deep Well; and we've kept our sorrows to ourselves.”

“Except when desirable to air them?” hinted Pepper. “In Jakes's place, for example? With a purpose, perhaps?”

“Except when desirable. But we've lost most of our calf crop, most of next year's calf crop, our credit is all shot, and what cash we have can't be squandered paying old bills—because we need it to buy what we can't get charged. See? And no one knows how long it will take the sotol to make a stand again for ‘next time’.”

“There ain't going to be no next time,” said Mason. “Me and Hall is goin’ to keep our cattle sold off, like you said. Or was it you that advised against overstocking? I think you did. We got men chopping sotol on every hill and men cooking for ‘em in every canyon, and another man sharpening axes on a grindstone, men hauling water to the cooks, men hauling hay to the men who haul water to the cooks, and a man hauling axle grease to the men who haul the hay to the men who haul water to the cooks. Three thousand head we're feedin’ sotol to. Oh, my back, my back!”

“It seems to me,” said Bates, “That I did mention somethin’ of the kind. That brings the story to date. That's why I wrote to you, Hobby. You haven't been at Garfield long, your credit's good. We want to ease out all the steers that can put one foot in front of another, and get you to wheedle ‘em along to Garfield, gradual, place ‘em around amongst the Mexican's pastures, where they'll get a little alfalfa, watch ‘em that they don't bloat, buy hay for ‘em as needed—on jawbone—and get ‘em shaped up for late sales, if any. If the drought breaks, we need all the money we can get. If it stays dry, we need all the money there is. That's the lay. If there should happen to be any steer from a brand that isn't mortgaged, you'll have a claim on him to make you safe. Are you game?”

“You know it,” said Hob.

“A very fine scheme,” said Bull Pepper approvingly. “But like all best-laid plans, it has a weak point. And I don't see why it shouldn't go agley as you, Billy bedam please on that one point.”

“Yes?” said Aforesaid encouragingly. “Tell it to us.”

“I'm the weak point,” said Pepper. “I've thought seriously of shooting Red Murray in the back—some dark night, when I'd be perfectly safe, of course. Charlie See, too—worse'n Red. Most obnoxious young squirt I ever see, Charlie is. Hall and Hopper give me the pip, Faulkner sets my teeth on edge. And as for you two, yourselves—if you will excuse me for being personal?”

“Yes, yes—go on!”

“Even for you old geezers, my knees are not calloused from offering up petitions in your behalf.”

“Oh, we know all that,” said Aforesaid reassuringly. “But how does the application come in?”

“Tripoli, now,” urged Pepper. “You have ill-wishers in Tripoli. But no one comes up here even in good seasons. Tripoli thinks you are chousing each other's cattle, cat-and-dogging all over the shop. Tripoli doesn't know of any of these very interesting steps you have taken—not even that you have driven your mares away. Tripoli doesn't dream that you are in a fair way to pull through if unmolested, or you'd sure be molested a-plenty. Just for sample, if Tripoli storekeepers, or San Lucas storekeepers, where you owed big bills—if they owed big money to one of your ill-wishers, and if they received instructions to demand immediate payment—see? Just begin with that, and then let your fancy lead you where you will. Now that you gentlemen have opened up your souls and showed me the works, what's to hinder me from hiking down and giving the show away?”

“You don't understand,” said Bates patiently. “If you had been that kind of a man, we wouldn't have said a word. See?”

“I see,” said Pepper. “And you haven't made any mistake, either. If my saddle could talk, I'd burn it. I'll be one to help Lull with your steers—and by the Lord Harry, I'll lend you what money I've got to tide you over.”

“Why, that's fine, Bull, and we thank you. Glad to have you plod along with the drive, but we won't need any money. Because,” said Bates, “I have already—uh—effected a loan. The best is, I've got three years to pay it in. Boone was very kind.”

“You old gray wolf. I sensed it, sort of—and yet I could hardly believe it. I sensed it. You gymnasticked around and made Pickett Boone think you and Mason were on the prod; you went through the motions of goin’ broke at poker, so you could trick him into lending you money—virtually extendin’ Mason's mortgage. For, of course, that's what you got it for. Dear, oh dear! Ho-ho-ho! I hope to be among those present when they hang you!”

“Had to have that,” said Aforesaid modestly. “Mason's mortgage is due directly. We aim to pay Hall's mortgage with our steer money, and when mine falls due, maybe someone will pay that. Lots can happen in three years.”

“Give me that axe,” said Pepper. “I'm working with the Little World now.”

Red-faced and sweating, Andy Bates became aware that someone hailed him from the trail below. He shouldered his axe and zigzagged down the hill.

“That's Joe Gandy,” said Bates to Bates. “Gee whiz, I wonder if someone is sueing me already? They have to sue. Can't spare any money now.” To the deputy he said, when they met, “Hullo, Joe! What's your will?”

“Sorry Mr. Bates—but it has been reported to the Land Office that you're fencing in government land, and they wrote up for me to investigate. Made me deputy U.S. marshal pro tem. Sorry—but I have to do my duty.”

“Yes I know,” said Bates, without enthusiasm. “That fence, now? I did build a fence, seems like. Let me see now—what did I do with that fence? Oh yes—I know!” His face brightened, he radiated cheerfulness. “I took it down again. You ride up and see. You'll find a quarter of a mile still standing across the canyon at Silver Spring. That's on my patented land—so be you be damn sure you shut the gate when you go through. Beyond my land, you'll find the fence down, quite a ways anyhow. Wire rolled up and everything. If you find any trees tangled together or rocks piled up, you have my permission to untangle and unpile, if the whim strikes you. Away to your duty with you! I'll wait here till you come back.”

With a black look for the old man, Gandy spurred up the trail. It was an hour later when he came back.

“Well?” said Bates, from beneath a stunted cedar.

“The fence is down, as you said—some of it.”

“I knew that. What I want to know is, did you shut that gate?”

Gandy's face flamed to the hair-edge. He shook a hand at his tormentor, a threatening index finger extended. “You saved up that grass, turned your cattle in to eat it up, and then took the fence down.”

“If such were the case,” inquired Bates mildly, “exactly what in the hot hereafter do you propose to do about it? Don't shake your finger at me. I won't have it. Careful, fellow, you'll have a fit if you don't cool off. But you're wrong. Somebody told me that fence was illegal, I remember. So I hot-footed up there and yanked her down. You see,” said Bates meekly, “I figured some meddlesome skunk would come snoopin’ and pryin’ around, and I judged it would be best if I beat him to it. That's one of the best things I do—beating ‘em to it.”

“You insolent old fool!” bawled Gandy. “Have you got a gun?”

Bates stared. “Why, son,” he said beamingly, “I wear my gun only when I go in swimming. No need to stand on ceremony with me—not at any time. Be sure I'm awake, and then go ahead.”

Gandy pulled himself together with an effort, breathing hard. “You stubborn fool,” he said thickly, “if it wasn't for your old gray beard I'd stomp you right into the ground.”

Bates smiled benevolently. “Give up the gun idea, have you? That's good. As to the other proposition, it's like this. I got chores on hand, as you see.” He waved his hand at the hillside, where fifty cows awaited his return to resume breakfast. “Feedin’ my cows. It would hinder me terrible to be stomped into the ground right now. But I'll tell you what I'll do. Either it will rain or it won't. If it don't rain, my poor corpse will be found somewhere beside a sotol, still grasping an axe handle in my—in his—I mean, in its cold dead hands. In that case, all bets is off. But if it ever rains, I'm goin’ to heave a long sigh, and a strong sigh altogether. Then I'm goin’ to sleep maybe a month. And then I'm goin’ down to Tripoli and shave my old gray beard off. When you meet up with me, and I'm wearin’ a slick face, you begin stomping that face, right off. Bear it in mind. Be off on your duties, now. I've got no more time to waste on you. Hump yourself, you redheaded son of Satan, or I'll heave this axe at you.”

V

Strained, haggard and grim, August burned to a close in a dumb terror of silence. September, with days unchanging, flaming, intolerable desperate: last and irretrievable ruin hovered visible over the forlorn and glaring levels. Twice and again clouds banked black against the hills with lightning flash and thunder, only to melt away and leave the parched land to despair. The equinox was near at hand. With no warning, night came down on misery and morning rose in mist. The mist thickened, stirred to slow vague wheelings, vase and doubtful, at the breath of imperceptible winds; halted, hesitated, drifted; trembled at last to a warm thin rain, silent and still and needle-fine. The mist lifted to low clouds, that fine rain grew to a brisk shower, the shower swelled to a steady downpour; earth and beast and man rejoiced together. Black and low and level, clouds banked from hill to hill, the night fell black and vast, and morning broke in bitter storm. All day it held in windy shrieking uproar, failed through the night to a low driving rain, with gusty splashes and lulls between. Then followed two sunless days and starless night, checkered with shower and slack. The sun-cracked levels soaked and swelled. Runoff started in the hills, dry cañons changed in turn to rivulets, to torrents, to roaring floods, where boulders ground together in a might diapason; and all the air was vibrant with the sound of many waters. The springs were filled and choked, trails were gullied and hillside roads were torn. The fifth day saw blue patches of the sky. But the drought was broken; the brave earth put forth blade and shoot and shaft again.

Dim in the central desert lies a rain-made “lake”—so-called. Its life is but brief weeks or months at best; five years in ten it is not filled at all. Because of that, because it is far from living water, because the deepest well, as yet, has found no water here, the grama grasses are still unruined, untouched save in time of heavy rains. Shallow and small, muddy, insignificant, lonely, unbeautiful; in all the world there is no “lake” so poor—and none more loved. You may guess the reason by the name. It was called Providencia—three hundred years ago. Smile if you will. But if the cattle have a name for it, surely their meaning is not different from ours.

The starved life of the Little World still held the old tradition of this lonely lake. Everywhere, in long, slow, plodding strings, converging, they toiled heavily through the famished ranges to their poor land of promise and the lake of their hope.

Pickett Boone's steers were in Tripoli pens. Other small herds were held near by on the mesa, where a swift riot of wild pea-vine had grown since the rains begun. Riders from these herds were in to hear of prices. Steers were in sorry shape buyers were scarce and shy.

John Copeland, steer-buyer, rode out slowly from the pens with Pickett Boone. They halted at a group of conversational cowmen.

“Well, boys, I've sold,” said Pickett Boone. He held out his hands palm up, in deprecation. “Ten dollars. Not enough. But what can I do? I can't hold them over—nearly a thousand head.”

A murmur of protest ran around the circle of riders. Some were eloquently resentful.

“Sorry, boys,” said the buyer. “But we would make more if your stuff shaped so we could pay you fifteen. Your steers are a poor buy at any price. Wait a minute while I settle with Boone.” He produced a large flat billbook. “Here's your check, Mr. Boone. Nine thousand, eight hundred dollars. Nine hundred and eighty steers. Correct?”

Boone fingered the check doubtfully. “Why, this is your personal check,” he said.

Copeland flipped it over and indicated an endorsement with his thumb. “John Jastrow's signature. You know that—and there's Jastrow, sitting on the fence. ‘S all right?”

“Oh, I guess so,” said Boone.

“And here's the bill of sale, all made out,” said the buyer briskly. “Here's my fountain pen. Sign up and I'll be trading with the others.”

A troubled look came to Boone's eyes, but he signed after a moment's hesitation.

“Witnesses,” said Copeland. “The line forms on the right. Two of you. Then we'll go over to the other fellows and talk it up together. Thanks. Let's ride.”

Boone motioned Copeland to the rear. “Come down as soon as you can,” he said in an undertone, “and we'll finish up.”

“Huh?” said Copeland blankly.

“Pay me the balance—two dollars a head—and I'll give you my check for five hundred, as we agreed.”

“My memory is shockingly poor,” said Copeland, and sighed.

Boone turned pale. “Are you going to be a dirty thief and a double-crosser?”

“I wouldn't put it past me,” confessed Copeland. “Mine is a low and despicable character. You'd be surprised. But I'm never crooked in the line of my profession. Among gentlemen, I believe, that is called ‘the point of honor.’ You may have heard of it. If I made any agreement with you—depend upon it, I took the proposition straight to John Jastrow. I never hold out on a client.”

“This is a conspiracy!” said Boone. He trembled with rage and fear.

“Prove it,” advised the buyer. “Lope up and tell the boys what you framed up. I've got your bill of sale, witnessed. Go tell ‘em!”

“They'd shoot me,” said Boone, choking on a sob.

“That is what I think,” said Copeland unfeelingly, and rode on.

A shout went up as the buyer overtook the cavalcade. “Here come the West Side boys.” The newcomers were Mason and Murray, of the Little World, with young Sam Girdlestone attached.

“Hullo, Dick—Where's your herd? And where's the rest of you?”

“Howdy, boys!” said Mason. “Bates and See, they've gone on downtown. We didn't bring any steers. Prices too low.—So we hear.”

“Boone sold at ten dollars,” said Bill McCall. “I'll starve before I'll take that.”

Mason smiled. “We won't sell, either. Not now. We aim to get more than twelve, by holding on a spell.”

Boone turned savagely and reined his horse against Mason's. He dared not let these men guess that he had tried to tamper with the price. Stung for a heavy loss, but afraid to seek redress—here was one in his power, on whom he could safely vent his fury. “Your gang may not sell, but you'll sell, right now. Your time's up in a few days, and I'm going to have my money!”

“Well, you needn't shriek about it.” Mason's brow was puckered in thought; he held his lower lip doubled between thumb and finger, and remembered, visibly. “That's so, I do owe you something, don't I? A mortgage? Yes, yes. To be sure. Due about October twentieth?… Let me see, maybe I can pay you now. Can't afford to sell at such prices.”

“I get twelve dollars,” declared McCall stoutly, “Or my dogies trudge back home.”

“Oh, I'll give you twelve,” said the buyer. “Prices have gone up. I just sold that bunch again—them in the pen, for twelve dollars. To Jastrow.”

“O-h-h!” A wolf ’s wail came from Boone's throat.

“How's that?” demanded McCall. “Thought Jastrow bought ‘em in the first place?”

“Oh, no. I bought ‘em in behalf of a pool.”

Mason unrolled a fat wallet. “Here, Mr. Boone, let's see if I've got enough to pay you.” He thumbed over checks, counting them. “Here's a lot of assorted checks—Eddy Early, Yancy, Evans—all that poker-playing’ bunch. They tot up to twenty-eight hundred all told.” He glanced casually at Pickett Boone. That gentleman clung shaking to the saddlehorn, narrowly observed by mystified East Siders. Mason prattled on unheeding, “And old Aforesaid, he gave me a bigish check this morning. Glad you reminded me of it, Mr. Boone.”

“You know, Mr. Mason,” said Copeland, “You're forgetting your steer money. Here it is. Two dollars a head. Nineteen hundred and sixty dollars. Nice profit. You might better have held out for twelve, Mr. Boone. These Little World people made a pool and brought your steers—and then sold them to Jastrow in ten minutes.”

“You come on downtown after a while, Mr. Boone,” said Mason. “Bring your little old mortgage and I'll fix you up. Take your time. You're looking poorly.”

Sam Girdlestone and Henry Hall were riding down the pleasant street toward supper, when Sam took note of an approaching pedestrian. He had a familiar look, but Sam could not quite place him.

“Who's that, Henry?” said Sam.

Hall reined in, and shouted. “Heavens above! It's Squire Bates, and him shaved slick and clean! Hi, Aforesaid, what's the idea? You gettin’ married, or something?” He leaned on the saddlehorn as Bates drew near. “Heavens above, Andy—what in the world has happened to your nose?”

“My nose?” said Bates, puzzled. He glanced down the nose in question, finding it undeniably swollen. He fingered it gingerly. “It does look funny, doesn't it?”

“Look there! What's happened?” cried Sam, in a startled voice. “That man's hurt!”

Bates turned to look. Two men came from the door of Jake's Place, supporting the staggering steps of a third man between them. The third man's arms sprawled and clutched on the escorting shoulders, his knees buckled, his feet dragged, his head drooped down upon his chest, his whole body sagged. Bates held a hand to shield his eyes and peered again. “Why, I do believe it's Joe Gandy!” he declared.

“But what's happened to him, Uncle Andy?” demanded Sam eagerly.

Bates raised clear untroubled eyes to Sam's. “I remember, now,” he said. “It was Joe Gandy that hit me on this nose…. How it all comes back to me!… The Bible says when a man smites you on one cheek to turn the other, so I done that. Then I didn't have any further instructions, so I used my own judgment!”
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MY FIRST LESSON IN COW PUNCHING

CHARLES SIRINGO

The next day after arriving in town, Mr. Faldien sent me out to his ranch, twenty miles, on Big Boggy. I rode out on the “grub” wagon with the colored cook. That night, after arriving at the ranch, there being several men already there, we went out wild boar hunting. We got back about midnight very tired and almost used up. Such a hunt was very different from the coon hunts Billy and I used to have at the “Settlement.” Our dogs were badly gashed up by the boars, and it was a wonder some of us hadn't been served the same way.

In a few days Mr. Faldien came out to the ranch, bringing with him several men. After spending a few days gathering up the cow-ponies, which hadn't been used since the fall before, we started for Lake Austin—a place noted for wild cattle.

During the summer I was taken sick and had to go home. I was laid up for two months with typhoid fever. Every one thought I would die.

That fall, about October, mother married a man by the name of Carrier, who hailed from Yankeedom. He claimed that he owned a farm in Michigan, besides lots of other property.

He was very anxious to get back to his farm, so persuaded mother to sell out lock, stock and barrel and go with him.

She had hard work to find a buyer as money was very scarce, but finally she got Mr. George Burkheart, a merchant in Matagorda, to set his own price on things and take them.

The house and one hundred and seventy-five acres of land only brought one hundred and seventy-five dollars. The sixty head of cattle that we had succeeded in getting back from the mainland went at one dollar a head and all others that still remained on the mainland—thrown in for good measure.

At last everything for sale was disposed of and we got “Chris” Zipprian to take us to Indianola in his schooner. We bade farewell to the old homestead with tears in our eyes. I hated more than anything else to leave old “Browny” behind for she had been a friend in need as well as a friend indeed. Often when I would be hungry and afraid to go home for fear of mother and the mush stick, she would let me go up to her on the prairie calf fashion and get my milk. She was nearly as old as myself.

At Indianola we took the Steamship “Crescent City” for New Orleans. The first night out we ran into a large Brig and came very near going under. The folks on the Brig were nearly starved to death, having been drifting about for thirty days without a rudder. We took them in tow, after getting our ship in trim again, and landed them safely in Galveston.

There was a bar-room on our ship, and our new lord and master, Mr. Carrier, put in his spare time drinking whisky and gambling; I do not think he drew a sober breath from the time we left Indianola until we landed in New Orleans, by that time he had squandered every cent received for the homestead and cattle, so mother had to go down into her stocking and bring out the little pile of gold which she had saved up before the war for “hard times,” as she used to say. With this money she now bought our tickets to Saint Louis. We took passage, I think, on the “Grand Republic.” There was also a bar-room on this boat, and after wheedling mother out of the remainder of her funds, he drank whisky and gambled as before, so we landed in Saint Louis without a cent.

Mother had to pawn her feather mattress and pillows for a month's rent in an old delapidated frame building on one of the back streets. It contained only four rooms, two up stairs and two down; the lower rooms were occupied by the stingy old landlord and family; we lived in one of the upper rooms, while a Mr. Socks, whose wife was an invalid, occupied the other.

The next day after getting established in our new quarters, the “old man,” as I called him, struck out to find a job; he found one at a dollar a day shoveling coal.

At first he brought home a dollar every night, then a half and finally a quarter. At last he got to coming home drunk without a nickel in his pocket. He finally came up missing; we didn't know what had become of him. Mother was sick in bed at the time from worrying. I went out several times hunting work but no one would even give me a word of encouragement, with the exception of an old Jew who said he was sorry for me.

A little circumstance happened, shortly after the “old man” pulled his trifling carcass for parts unknown, which made me a better boy and no doubt a better man than I should have been had it never happened.

Everything was white without, for it had been snowing for the past two days. It was about five o'clock in the evening and the cold piercing north wind was whistling through the unceiled walls of our room. Mother was sound asleep, while sister and I sat shivering over an old, broken stove, which was almost cold, there being no fuel in the house.

Sister began crying and wondered why the Lord let us suffer so? I answered that may be it was because we quit saying our prayers. Up to the time we left Texas mother used to make us kneel down by the bed-side and repeat the Lord's prayer every night before retiring. Since then she had, from worrying, lost all interest in Heavenly affairs.

“Let us say our prayers now, then, brother!” said sister drying the tears from her eyes.

We both knelt down against the old, rusty stove and commenced. About the time we had finished the door opened and in stepped Mr. Socks with a bundle under his arm. “Here children, is a loaf of bread and some butter and I will bring you up a bucket of coal in a few moments, for I suppose from the looks of the stove you are cold,” said the good man, who had just returned from his day's work.

Was ever a prayer so quickly heard? We enjoyed the bread and butter, for we hadn't tasted food since the morning before.

The next day was a nice sunny one, and I struck out up town to try and get a job shoveling snow from the sidewalks.

The first place I tackled was a large stone front on Pine street. The kind lady of the establishment said she would give me twenty-five cents if I would do a good job cleaning the sidewalk in front of the house.

After an hour's hard work I finished, and, after paying me, the lady told me to call next day and she would give me a job shoveling coal down in the cellar, as I had done an extra good job on the sidewalk. This was encouraging and I put in the whole day shoveling snow, but never found any more twenty-five cent jobs; most I received for one whole hour's work was ten cents, and then the old fat fellow kicked like a bay steer, about the d—d snow being such an expense, etc.

From that time on I made a few dimes each day sawing wood or shoveling coal and therefore got along splendid.

I forgot to mention my first evening in Saint Louis. I was going home from the bakery when I noticed a large crowd gathered in front of a corner grocery; I went up to see what they were doing. Two of the boys had just gotten through fighting when I got there; the store-keeper and four or five other men were standing in the door looking on at the crowd of boys who were trying to cap another fight.

As I walked up, hands shoved clear to the bottom of my pockets, the storekeeper called out, pointing at me, “there's a country Jake that I'll bet can lick any two boys of his size in the crowd.”

Of course all eyes were then turned onto me, which, no doubt, made me look sheepish. One of the men asked me where I was from; when I told him, the store-keeper exclaimed, “by gum, if he is from Texas I'll bet two to one that he can clean out any two boys of his size in the crowd.”

One of the other men took him up and they made a sham bet of ten dollars, just to get me to fight. The two boys were then picked out; one was just about my size and the other considerably smaller. They never asked me if I would take a hand in the fight until everything was ready. Of course I hated to crawl out, for fear they might think I was a coward.

Everything being ready the store-keeper called out, “dive in boys!”

We had it up and down for quite a while, finally I got the largest one down, and was putting it to him in good shape, when the other one picked up a piece of brick-bat and began pounding me on the back of the head with it. I looked up to see what he was doing and he struck me over one eye with the bat. I jumped up and the little fellow took to his heels, but I soon overtook him and blackened both of his eyes up in good shape, before the other boy, who was coming at full tilt could get there to help him. I then chased the other boy back to the crowd. That ended the fight and I received two ginger-snaps, from the big hearted store-keeper, for my trouble. I wore the nick-name of “Tex” from that time on, during my stay in that neighborhood; and also wore a black eye, where the little fellow struck me with the bat, for several days afterwards.

About the middle of January mother received a letter from the “old man,” with ten dollars enclosed, and begging her to come right on without delay as he had a good job and was doing well, etc. He was at Lebanon, Ill., twenty-five miles from the city. The sight of ten dollars and the inducements he held out made us hope that we would meet with better luck there, so we packed up our few traps and started on the Ohio and Mississippi railroad.

On arriving in Lebanon about nine o'clock at night we found the “old man” there waiting for us.

The next morning we all struck out on foot, through the deep snow, for Moore's ranch where the “old man” had a job chopping cord wood. A tramp of seven miles brought us to the little old log cabin which was to be our future home. A few rods from our cabin stood a white frame house in which lived Mr. Moore and family.

Everything went on lovely for the first week, notwithstanding that the cold winds whistled through the cracks in our little cabin, and we had nothing to eat but corn bread, black coffee and old salt pork that Moore could not find a market for.

The first Saturday after getting established in our new home the “old man” went to town and got on a glorious drunk, squandered every nickel he could rake and scrape; from that time on his visits to town were more frequent than his trips to the woods, to work. At last I was compelled to go to work for Moore at eight dollars a month, to help keep the wolf from our door, and don't you forget it, I earned eight dollars a month, working out in the cold without gloves and only half clothed.

Towards spring the “old man” got so mean and good-for-nothing that the neighbors had to run him out of the country. A crowd of them surrounded the house one night, took the old fellow out and preached him a sermon; then they gave him until morning to either skip or be hung. You bet he didn't wait until morning.

A short while afterwards mother took sister and went to town to hunt work. She left her household goods with one of the near neighbors, a Mr. Muck, where they still remain I suppose, if not worn out. But there was nothing worth hauling off except the dishes. I must say the table ware was good; we had gotten them from a Spanish vessel wrecked on the Gulf beach during the war.

Mother found work in a private boarding house, and sister with a Mrs. Bell, a miller's wife, while I still remained with Moore at the same old wages.

Along in June sometime I quit Moore on account of having the ague. I thought I should have money enough to take a rest until I got well, but bless you I only had ninety cents to my credit, Moore had deducted thirty-five dollars the “old man” owed him out of my earnings. I pulled for town as mad as an old setting hen. But I soon found work again, with an old fellow by the name of John Sargent, who was to give me eight dollars a month, board and clothes and pay my doctor bills.

About the first of September mother and sister went to Saint Louis where they thought wages would be higher. They bade me good bye, promising to find me a place in the city, so I could be with them; also promised to write.

Shortly afterwards I quit Mr. Sargent with only one dollar to my credit; and that I haven't got yet. He charged me up with everything I got in the shape of clothes, doctor bills, medicine, etc.

I then went to work for a carpenter, to learn the trade, for my board, clothes, etc. I was to remain with him three years. My first day's work was turning a big heavy stone for him to grind a lot of old, rusty tools on. That night after supper I broke my contract, as I concluded that I knew just as much about the carpenter's trade as I wished to know, and skipped for the country, by moonlight.

I landed up at a Mr. Jacobs’ farm twelve miles from town and got a job of work at twelve dollars a month. I didn't remain there long though, as I had a chill every other day regular, and therefore couldn't work much.

I made up my mind then to pull for Saint Louis and hunt mother and sister. I had never heard a word from them since they left. After buying a small satchel to put my clothes in and paying for a ticket to the city, I had only twenty-five cents left and part of that I spent for dinner that day.

I arrived in East Saint Louis about midnight with only ten cents left. I wanted to buy a ginger-cake or something as I was very hungry, but hated to as I needed the dime to pay my way across the river next morning. I wasn't very well posted then, in regard to the ways of getting on in the world, or I would have spent the dime for something to eat, and then beat my way across the river.
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A MOONLIGHT DRIVE

ANDY ADAMS

The two herds were held together a second night, but after they had grazed a few hours the next morning, the cattle were thrown together, and the work of cutting out ours commenced. With a double outfit of men available, about twenty men were turned into the herd to do the cutting, the remainder holding the main herd and looking after the cut. The morning was cool, every one worked with a vim, and in about two hours the herds were again separated and ready for the final trimming. Campbell did not expect to move out until he could communicate with the head office of the company, and would go up to Fort Laramie for that purpose during the day, hoping to be able to get a message over the military wire. When his outfit had finished retrimming our herd, and we had looked over his cattle for the last time, the two outfits bade each other farewell, and our herd started on its journey.

The unfortunate accident at the ford had depressed our feelings to such an extent that there was an entire absence of hilarity by the way. This morning the farewell songs generally used in parting with a river which had defied us were omitted. The herd trailed out like an immense serpent, and was guided and controlled by our men as if by mutes. Long before the noon hour, we passed out of sight of Forty Islands, and in the next few days, with the change of scene, the gloom gradually lifted. We were bearing almost due north, and passing through a delightful country. To our left ran a range of mountains, while on the other hand sloped off the apparently limitless plain. The scarcity of water was beginning to be felt, for the streams which had not a source in the mountains on our left had dried up weeks before our arrival. There was a gradual change of air noticeable too, for we were rapidly gaining altitude, the heat of summer being now confined to a few hours at noonday, while the nights were almost too cool for our comfort.

When about three days out from the North Platte, the mountains disappeared on our left, while on the other hand appeared a rugged-looking country, which we knew must be the approaches of the Black Hills. Another day's drive brought us into the main stage road connecting the railroad on the south with the mining camps which nestled somewhere in those rocky hills to our right. The stage road followed the trail some ten or fifteen miles before we parted company with it on a dry fork of the Big Cheyenne River. There was a road house and stage stand where these two thoroughfares separated, the one to the mining camp of Deadwood, while ours of the Montana cattle trail bore off for the Powder River to the northwest. At this stage stand we learned that some twenty herds had already passed by to the northern ranges, and that after passing the next fork of the Big Cheyenne we should find no water until we struck the Powder River,—a stretch of eighty miles. The keeper of the road house, a genial host, informed us that this drouthy stretch in our front was something unusual, this being one of the dryest summers that he had experienced since the discovery of gold in the Black Hills.

Here was a new situation to be met, an eighty-mile dry drive; and with our experience of a few months before at Indian Lakes fresh in our memories, we set our house in order for the undertaking before us. It was yet fifteen miles to the next and last water from the stage stand. There were several dry forks of the Cheyenne beyond, but as they had their source in the tablelands of Wyoming, we could not hope for water in their dry bottoms. The situation was serious, with only this encouragement: other herds had crossed this arid belt since the streams had dried up, and our Circle Dots could walk with any herd that ever left Texas. The wisdom of mounting us well for just such an emergency reflected the good cow sense of our employer; and we felt easy in regard to our mounts, though there was not a horse or a man too many. In summing up the situation, Flood said, “We've got this advantage over the Indian Lake drive: there is a good moon, and the days are cool. We'll make twenty-five miles a day covering this stretch, as this herd has never been put to a test yet to see how far they could walk in a day. They'll have to do their sleeping at noon; at least cut it into two shifts, and if we get any sleep we'll have to do the same. Let her come as she will; every day's drive is a day nearer the Blackfoot agency.”

We made a dry camp that night on the divide between the road house and the last water, and the next forenoon reached the South Fork of the Big Cheyenne. The water was not even running in it, but there were several long pools, and we held the cattle around them for over an hour, until every hoof had been thoroughly watered. McCann had filled every keg and canteen in advance of the arrival of the herd, and Flood had exercised sufficient caution, in view of what lay before us, to buy an extra keg and a bull's-eye lantern at the road house. After watering, we trailed out some four or five miles and camped for noon, but the herd were allowed to graze forward until they lay down for their noonday rest. As the herd passed opposite the wagon, we cut a fat two-year-old stray heifer and killed her for beef, for the inner man must be fortified for the journey before us. After a two hours’ siesta, we threw the herd on the trail and started on our way. The wagon and saddle horses were held in our immediate rear, for there was no telling when or where we would make our next halt of any consequence. We trailed and grazed the herd alternately until near evening, when the wagon was sent on ahead about three miles to get supper, while half the outfit went along to change mounts and catch up horses for those remaining behind with the herd. A half hour before the usual bedding time, the relieved men returned and took the grazing herd, and the others rode in to the wagon for supper and a change of mounts. While we shifted our saddles, we smelled the savory odor of fresh beef frying.

“Listen to that good old beef talking, will you?” said Joe Stallings, as he was bridling his horse. “McCann, I'll take my carne fresco a trifle rare to-night, garnished with a sprig of parsley and a wee bit of lemon.”

Before we had finished supper, Honeyman had rehooked the mules to the wagon, while the remuda was at hand to follow. Before we left the wagon, a full moon was rising on the eastern horizon, and as we were starting out Flood gave us these general directions: “I'm going to take the lead with the cook's lantern, and one of you rear men take the new bull's-eye. We'll throw the herd on the trail; and between the lead and rear light, you swing men want to ride well outside, and you point men want to hold the lead cattle so the rear will never be more than a half a mile behind. I'll admit that this is somewhat of an experiment with me, but I don't see any good reason why she won't work. After the moon gets another hour high we can see a quarter of a mile, and the cattle are so well trail broke they'll never try to scatter. If it works all right, we'll never bed them short of midnight, and that will put us ten miles farther. Let's ride, lads.”

By the time the herd was eased back on the trail, our evening camp-fire had been passed, while the cattle led out as if walking on a wager. After the first mile on the trail, the men on the point were compelled to ride in the lead if we were to hold them within the desired half mile. The men on the other side, or the swing, were gradually widening, until the herd must have reached fully a mile in length; yet we swing riders were never out of sight of each other, and it would have been impossible for any cattle to leave the herd unnoticed. In that moonlight the trail was as plain as day, and after an hour, Flood turned his lantern over to one of the point men, and rode back around the herd to the rear. From my position that first night near the middle of the swing, the lanterns both rear and forward being always in sight, I was as much at sea as any one as to the length of the herd, knowing the deceitfulness of distance of campfires and other lights by night. The foreman appealed to me as he rode down the column, to know the length of the herd, but I could give him no more than a simple guess. I could assure him, however, that the cattle had made no effort to drop out and leave the trail. But a short time after he passed me I noticed a horseman galloping up the column on the opposite side of the herd, and knew it must be the foreman. Within a short time, some one in the lead wig-wagged his lantern; it was answered by the light in the rear, and the next minute the old rear song,—

“Ip-e-la-ago, go ‘long little doggie,

You ‘ll make a beef-steer by-and-by,”—

reached us riders in the swing, and we knew the rear guard of cattle was being pushed forward. The distance between the swing men gradually narrowed in our lead, from which we could tell the leaders were being held in, until several times cattle grazed out from the herd, due to the checking in front. At this juncture Flood galloped around the herd a second time, and as he passed us riding along our side, I appealed to him to let them go in front, as it now required constant riding to keep the cattle from leaving the trail to graze. When he passed up the opposite side, I could distinctly hear the men on that flank making a similar appeal, and shortly afterwards the herd loosened out and we struck our old gait for several hours.

Trailing by moonlight was a novelty to all of us, and in the stillness of those splendid July nights we could hear the point men chatting across the lead in front, while well in the rear, the rattling of our heavily loaded wagon and the whistling of the horse wrangler to his charges reached our ears. The swing men were scattered so far apart there was no chance for conversation amongst us, but every once in a while a song would be started, and as it surged up and down the line, every voice, good, bad, and indifferent, joined in. Singing is supposed to have a soothing effect on cattle, though I will vouch for the fact that none of our Circle Dots stopped that night to listen to our vocal efforts. The herd was traveling so nicely that our foreman hardly noticed the passing hours, but along about midnight the singing ceased, and we were nodding in our saddles and wondering if they in the lead were never going to throw off the trail, when a great wig-wagging occurred in front, and presently we overtook The Rebel, holding the lantern and turning the herd out of the trail. It was then after midnight, and within another half hour we had the cattle bedded down within a few hundred yards of the trail. One-hour guards was the order of the night, and as soon as our wagon and saddle horses came up, we stretched ropes and caught out our night horses. These we either tied to the wagon wheels or picketed near at hand, and then we sought our blankets for a few hours’ sleep. It was half past three in the morning when our guard was called, and before the hour passed, the first signs of day were visible in the east. But even before our watch had ended, Flood and the last guard came to our relief, and we pushed the sleeping cattle off the bed ground and started them grazing forward.

Cattle will not graze freely in a heavy dew or too early in the morning, and before the sun was high enough to dry the grass, we had put several miles behind us. When the sun was about an hour high, the remainder of the outfit overtook us, and shortly afterward the wagon and saddle horses passed on up the trail, from which it was evident that “breakfast would be served in the dining car ahead,” as the traveled Priest aptly put it. After the sun was well up, the cattle grazed freely for several hours; but when we sighted the remuda and our commissary some two miles in our lead, Flood ordered the herd lined up for a count. The Rebel was always a reliable counter, and he and the foreman now rode forward and selected the crossing of a dry wash for the counting. On receiving their signal to come on, we allowed the herd to graze slowly forward, but gradually pointed them into an immense “V,” and as the point of the herd crossed the dry arroyo, we compelled them to pass in a narrow file between the two counters, when they again spread out fan-like and continued their feeding.

The count confirmed the success of our driving by night, and on its completion all but two men rode to the wagon for breakfast. By the time the morning meal was disposed of, the herd had come up parallel with the wagon but a mile to the westward, and as fast as fresh mounts could be saddled, we rode away in small squads to relieve the herders and to turn the cattle into the trail. It was but a little after eight o'clock in the morning when the herd was again trailing out on the Powder River trail, and we had already put over thirty miles of the dry drive behind us, while so far neither horses nor cattle had been put to any extra exertion. The wagon followed as usual, and for over three hours we held the trail without a break, when sighting a divide in our front, the foreman went back and sent the wagon around the herd with instructions to make the noon camp well up on the divide. We threw the herd off the trail, within a mile of this stopping place, and allowed them to graze, while two thirds of the outfit galloped away to the wagon.

We allowed the cattle to lie down and rest to their complete satisfaction until the middle of the afternoon; meanwhile all hands, with the exception of two men on herd, also lay down and slept in the shade of the wagon. When the cattle had had several hours’ sleep, the want of water made them restless, and they began to rise and graze away. Then all hands were aroused and we threw them upon the trail. The heat of the day was already over, and until the twilight of the evening, we trailed a three-mile clip, and again threw the herd off to graze. By our traveling and grazing gaits, we could form an approximate idea as to the distance we had covered, and the consensus of opinion of all was that we had already killed over half the distance. The herd was beginning to show the want of water by evening, but amongst our saddle horses the lack of water was more noticeable, as a horse subsisting on grass alone weakens easily; and riding them made them all the more gaunt. When we caught up our mounts that evening, we had used eight horses to the man since we had left the South Fork, and another one would be required at midnight, or whenever we halted.

We made our drive the second night with more confidence than the one before, but there were times when the train of cattle must have been nearly two miles in length, yet there was never a halt as long as the man with the lead light could see the one in the rear. We bedded the herd about midnight; and at the first break of day, the fourth guard with the foreman joined us on our watch and we started the cattle again. There was a light dew the second night, and the cattle, hungered by their night walk, went to grazing at once on the damp grass, which would allay their thirst slightly. We allowed them to scatter over several thousand acres, for we were anxious to graze them well before the sun absorbed the moisture, but at the same time every step they took was one less to the coveted Powder River.

When we had grazed the herd forward several miles, and the sun was nearly an hour high, the wagon failed to come up, which caused our foreman some slight uneasiness. Nearly another hour passed, and still the wagon did not come up nor did the outfit put in an appearance. Soon afterwards, however, Moss Strayhorn overtook us, and reported that over forty of our saddle horses were missing, while the work mules had been overtaken nearly five miles back on the trail. On account of my ability as a trailer, Flood at once dispatched me to assist Honeyman in recovering the missing horses, instructing some one else to take the remuda, and the wagon and horses to follow up the herd. By the time I arrived, most of the boys at camp had secured a change of horses, and I caught up my grulla, that I was saving for the last hard ride, for the horse hunt which confronted us. McCann, having no fire built, gave Honeyman and myself an impromptu breakfast and two canteens of water; but before we let the wagon get away, we rustled a couple of cans of tomatoes and buried them in a cache near the camp-ground, where we would have no trouble in finding them on our return. As the wagon pulled out, we mounted our horses and rode back down the trail.

Billy Honeyman understood horses, and at once volunteered the belief that we would have a long ride overtaking the missing saddle stock. The absent horses, he said, were principally the ones which had been under saddle the day before, and as we both knew, a tired, thirsty horse will go miles for water. He recalled, also, that while we were asleep at noon the day before, twenty miles back on the trail, the horses had found quite a patch of wild sorrel plant, and were foolish over leaving it. Both of us being satisfied that this would hold them for several hours at least, we struck a free gait for it. After we passed the point where the mules had been overtaken, the trail of the horses was distinct enough for us to follow in an easy canter. We saw frequent signs that they left the trail, no doubt to graze, but only for short distances, when they would enter it again, and keep it for miles. Shortly before noon, as we gained the divide above our noon camp of the day before, there about two miles distant we saw our missing horses, feeding over an alkali flat on which grew wild sorrel and other species of sour plants. We rounded them up, and finding none missing, we first secured a change of mounts. The only two horses of my mount in this portion of the remuda had both been under saddle the afternoon and night before, and were as gaunt as rails, and Honeyman had one unused horse of his mount in the band. So when, taking down our ropes, we halted the horses and began riding slowly around them, forcing them into a compact body, I had my eye on a brown horse of Flood's that had not had a saddle on in a week, and told Billy to fasten to him if he got a chance. This was in violation of all custom, but if the foreman kicked, I had a good excuse to offer.

Honeyman was left-handed and threw a rope splendidly; and as we circled around the horses on opposite sides, on a signal from him we whirled our lariats and made casts simultaneously. The wrangler fastened to the brown I wanted, and my loop settled around the neck of his unridden horse. As the band broke away from our swinging ropes, a number of them ran afoul of my rope; but I gave the rowel to my grulla, and we shook them off. When I returned to Honeyman, and we had exchanged horses and were shifting our saddles, I complimented him on the long throw he had made in catching the brown, and incidentally mentioned that I had read of vaqueros in California who used a sixty-five foot lariat. “Hell,” said Billy, in ridicule of the idea, “there wasn't a man ever born who could throw a sixty-five foot rope its full length—without he threw it down a well.”

The sun was straight overhead when we started back to overtake the herd. We struck into a little better than a five-mile gait on the return trip, and about two o'clock sighted a band of saddle horses and a wagon camped perhaps a mile forward and to the side of the trail. On coming near enough, we saw at a glance it was a cow outfit, and after driving our loose horses a good push beyond their camp, turned and rode back to their wagon.

“We'll give them a chance to ask us to eat,” said Billy to me, “and if they don't, why, they'll miss a hell of a good chance to entertain hungry men.”

But the foreman with the stranger wagon proved to be a Bee County Texan, and our doubts did him an injustice, for, although dinner was over, he invited us to dismount and ordered his cook to set out something to eat. They had met our wagon, and McCann had insisted on their taking a quarter of our beef, so we fared well. The outfit was from a ranch near Miles City, Montana, and were going down to receive a herd of cattle at Cheyenne, Wyoming. The cattle had been bought at Ogalalla for delivery at the former point, and this wagon was going down with their ranch outfit to take the herd on its arrival. They had brought along about seventy-five saddle horses from the ranch, though in buying the herd they had taken its remuda of over a hundred saddle horses. The foreman informed us that they had met our cattle about the middle of the forenoon, nearly twenty-five miles out from Powder River. After we had satisfied the inner man, we lost no time getting off, as we could see a long ride ahead of us; but we had occasion as we rode away to go through their remuda to cut out a few of our horses which had mixed, and I found I knew over a dozen of their horses by the ranch brands, while Honeyman also recognized quite a few. Though we felt a pride in our mounts, we had to admit that theirs were better; for the effect of climate had transformed horses that we had once ridden on ranches in southern Texas. It does seem incredible, but it is a fact nevertheless, that a horse, having reached the years of maturity in a southern climate, will grow half a hand taller and carry two hundred pounds more flesh, when he has undergone the rigors of several northern winters.

We halted at our night camp to change horses and to unearth our cached tomatoes, and again set out. By then it was so late in the day that the sun had lost its force, and on this last leg in overtaking the herd we increased our gait steadily until the sun was scarcely an hour high, and yet we never sighted a dustcloud in our front. About sundown we called a few minutes’ halt, and after eating our tomatoes and drinking the last of our water, again pushed on. Twilight had faded into dusk before we reached a divide which we had had in sight for several hours, and which we had hoped to gain in time to sight the timber on Powder River before dark. But as we put mile after mile behind us, that divide seemed to move away like a mirage, and the evening star had been shining for an hour before we finally reached it, and sighted, instead of Powder's timber, the campfire of our outfit about five miles ahead. We fired several shots on seeing the light, in the hope that they might hear us in camp and wait; otherwise we knew they would start the herd with the rising of the moon.

When we finally reached camp, about nine o'clock at night, everything was in readiness to start, the moon having risen sufficiently. Our shooting, however, had been heard, and horses for a change were tied to the wagon wheels, while the remainder of the remuda was under herd in charge of Rod Wheat. The runaways were thrown into the horse herd while we bolted our suppers. Meantime McCann informed us that Flood had ridden that afternoon to the Powder River, in order to get the lay of the land. He had found it to be ten or twelve miles distant from the present camp, and the water in the river barely knee deep to a saddle horse. Beyond it was a fine valley. Before we started, Flood rode in from the herd, and said to Honeyman, “I'm going to send the horses and wagon ahead to-night, and you and McCann want to camp on this side of the river, under the hill and just a few hundred yards below the ford. Throw your saddle horses across the river, and build a fire before you go to sleep, so we will have a beacon light to pilot us in, in case the cattle break into a run on scenting the water. The herd will get in a little after midnight, and after crossing, we'll turn her loose just for luck.”

It did me good to hear the foreman say the herd was to be turned loose, for I had been in the saddle since three that morning, had ridden over eighty miles, and had now ten more in sight, while Honeyman would complete the day with over a hundred to his credit. We let the remuda take the lead in pulling out, so that the wagon mules could be spurred to their utmost in keeping up with the loose horses. Once they were clear of the herd, we let the cattle into the trail. They had refused to bed down, for they were uneasy with thirst, but the cool weather had saved them any serious suffering. We all felt gala as the herd strung out on the trail. Before we halted again there would be water for our dumb brutes and rest for ourselves. There was lots of singing that night. “There's One more River to cross,” and “Roll, Powder, roll,” were wafted out on the night air to the coyotes that howled on our flanks, or to the prairie dogs as they peeped from their burrows at this weird caravan of the night, and the lights which flickered in our front and rear must have been real Jack-o’-lanterns or Will-o’-the-wisps to these occupants of the plain. Before we had covered half the distance, the herd was strung out over two miles, and as Flood rode back to the rear every half hour or so, he showed no inclination to check the lead and give the sore-footed rear guard a chance to close up the column; but about an hour before midnight we saw a light low down in our front, which gradually increased until the treetops were distinctly visible, and we knew that our wagon had reached the river. On sighting this beacon, the long yell went up and down the column, and the herd walked as only longlegged, thirsty Texas cattle can walk when they scent water. Flood called all the swing men to the rear, and we threw out a half-circle skirmish line covering a mile in width, so far back that only an occasional glimmer of the lead light could be seen. The trail struck the Powder on an angle, and when within a mile of the river, the swing cattle left the deep-trodden paths and started for the nearest water.

The left flank of our skirmish line encountered the cattle as they reached the river, and prevented them from drifting up the stream. The point men abandoned the leaders when within a few hundred yards of the river. Then the rear guard of cripples and sore-footed cattle came up, and the two flanks of horsemen pushed them all across the river until they met, when we turned and galloped into camp, making the night hideous with our yelling. The longest dry drive of the trip had been successfully made, and we all felt jubilant. We stripped bridles and saddles from our tired horses, and unrolling our beds, were soon lost in well-earned sleep.

The stars may have twinkled overhead, and sundry voices of the night may have whispered to us as we lay down to sleep, but we were too tired for poetry or sentiment that night.
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THE TRUE COWBOY

H. H. HALSELL

DISCIPLINE AMONG COWHANDS AND TRAIL DRIVERS

A cowboy was not educated, but he received lessons from contact with Nature and the hardships of life which qualified him to think for himself and know how to measure men by correct standards. He was laconic in speech, using few words to express himself, but his meanings were forceful and easily understood by his comrades. He wore serviceable Stetson hats, shop-made boots, costly overshirts, and usually a silk handkerchief around his neck. The real old-time cowboy of my time never went gaudily dressed as they now do in the picture shows. His bed consisted of a ducking tarpaulin, two real good wool blankets, and in his bed a clean sack with a change of clean clothes. When a new man came into camp he was often careless in his appearance and often went dirty, but the real veteran cowboy was clean and had pride because he knew this life he was leading was all he had, and he made the most of it. That real true rider of the Wild West, with his courage, endurance, and his devotion to duty, is gone, faded out of the picture, and will never return. And now I am to sing his dying swan song:

“Fear no more the heat of the sun, nor the winter's furious rages;

Thou, thy worldly task hast done; home art gone and taken thy wages.

I am living the old trail drives over again, and in my dreams

I again see and work with some of the gay old boys.

I wish that we could live the old days over, just once more.

I wish we could hit the trail together, just once more.

Say, Pal, the years are slipping by with many a dream and many a sigh—

Let's chum together, you and I, just once more.”

It is fitting someone must chronicle his deeds as they were enacted, past and gone, never to return; and no one having in a realistic manner done so heretofore— that is, in a manner to suit my view of their ways—I am, as a matter of fairness to the cowboy and the old-time cowman and as a duty to posterity, attempting to transmit to a new age the customs, habits, and deeds of men who lived on the frontier forty to sixty years ago.

I have wandered off the trail again and lost the thread of my story of the three thousand steers. At the period I am writing about, the fall of 1880, roving bands of Indians, passing through the country on their fall hunts, often burnt off a large portion of the country in order to drive the deer, turkey, and antelope on more restricted spots, so that the Indians could the more easily find and kill them. This made it hard on trail drivers and caused more trouble to hold the herds. Old grass that had been burned off in August caused new and short grass to come up, and this caused our big herd to scatter very much, and men and horses were on this account worn out at times. Old and tried cowhands won't complain, but new ones will. When we arrived near the South Canadian, the men were almost worn out and some were cross. Among the fifteen men with our outfit were two Negro cowhands—old cowhands off the Three Circle and the Three D's Ranches in Clay County. One was named Jack, and the other was Lewis. Lewis was a bad man from Bitter Creek, but a real, sure-enough cowhand.

One morning while I was out hunting some lost horses this Negro Lewis cursed out good and strong a sorry green white man for cutting his lariat rope, and the greener had to take it. On my arrival in camp the cook told me of the affair. The boss passed the buck to me, and, as I had promised my Uncle Glenn Halsell before leaving Texas I would stay with him (meaning, protect his interests) on the trail, and, furthermore, knowing this act, if not remedied, would disorganize the outfit, I struck out for the herd where the Negro was. As I went around the east and north sides, he went on down the west side toward the camp. Passing the Negro Jack on the way, I jerked his pistol out of his belt and took it along with me. Poor Jack. I can in my mind see him this day, as he looked at me and said, “Mr. Harry, please don't hurt Lewis.” I was running my horse all the way, and Lewis knew there was trouble. Riding up to him, I said, “You coward—you can cuss a poor green hand, but you have not the nerve to face the real thing. I'll give you an even break. Pull your gun.” He said, “Mr. Harry, I don't want trouble with you.” I said, “You will either fight or get down, pull your saddle off, and turn your horse loose. If you do not do one or the other, I will kill you now.” Lewis got down, unsaddled and turned the horse loose. That meant that he was to leave the outfit, but the boss or someone else persuaded me later to let him remain. I then told him he could do so by promising to behave. From that day on he did as much work as two ordinary men, and that saved the herd.

One thing that made it hard on the men was that the cook was no good. We had nothing to eat except fat bacon, sorry bread, and black coffee. Why the boss would never kill the heifers we carried along for beef, I never took pains to ask. I took it for granted that he was the boss, and I could stand what the rest put up with. But it turned out later I could not do so. Two days after this trouble, we were guarding the cattle on short grass. They were hard to hold, and all the men were up most of the night. This was a very dark foggy night, and when the night was over the fog was so dense it was impossible to see fifty yards ahead. We had in the outfit two men Earhart had met on the trail and hired. No one knew anything about them. As I rode into camp I heard one of these men tell the cook to get out that keg of molasses and open it up. The cook told them the boss had given him orders not to open the keg until he told him to. Now it really seemed to me that the molasses ought to be put to use, but there was something involved more important than a keg of molasses. The man said, “If you do not open the keg, I'll burst it open with the ax.” I said, “If you do, that will be your last act.” The boss came into camp, told me there had been two horses missing since the night before, and asked me to go back down the trail and find them. Starting immediately toward the trail (as I thought), which was about a hundred yards east of the wagon, I was really turned around, and instead of going east to the trail I rode due south, and that mistake saved my life. It finally dawned on me I was lost in a dense fog. I then rode down into a small creek bed that was dry, tied Sam, built a fire, and, becoming warm, went to sleep. When I woke up the sun was shining, and I rode on south, keeping west of the trail just far enough to see from there to the trail if horses should show up. Late in the evening I crossed North Canadian about one mile west of the trail. Riding up on a high hill, I saw to the south, about a mile away, a large herd of cattle being drifted onto the bed ground. I went on toward the herd, and the first man I saw was a friend of mine from Texas by the name of Stewart. He said, “Harry, we have two of your horses in our horse herd.” He then told me two men came to their herd about noon, hunting for me, swearing they would kill me on sight. These men had been fired by Earhart. They wondered why they did not see my horse tracks on the trail. The reason was that I was never on the trail.

I spent the night with that outfit and next night was in our camp. Our herd moved on to within a few miles of Hunnewell, then turned east, and one cold evening swam the Arkansas River. On the opposite bank the cattle were bedded, and we built up a big log fire. It was a cold, misty night, the cattle were hard to hold, and the men were up all night. Next morning I lay down by the big log fire, sick with the flux and fever. The boss came and talked to me, asking what could be done. I said, “Nothing you can do, but tie my roan horse to a tree near me, and you go on with the herd.” He offered to leave a man with me. I said, “No; you have not men enough to handle the cattle now.” So the herd moved on east.

A man raised amidst the hardships and privations of a rough frontier life knows how to look to Nature for relief. Sometimes hot water is best; sometimes cold water serves the purpose. Early in life I found out nothing will beat a big warm log fire on a cold damp day to take the cold and sore feeling out. We cowboys knew what hot salt would do for cramping. We also kept slippery elm and quinine. I baked myself by that good fire until toward 11 am Some relief came; so I said to Sam, “Can we make it to the Kansas line?” He seemed to think we could. Crawling onto old Faithful, we moseyed north and crossed the Kansas state line about 2 pm I came to a farmhouse and stayed there for ten days until I recovered. In three days one of the men came back to the camp where they had left me, commissioned to bury me, I suppose; not finding a corpse, he came north and found me. I said, “Allen, hurry on back and help save that herd.” He did so. In ten days I was well, and Sam and I pushed on between a hundred and a hundred and twenty-five miles east, and caught up with the herd at the mouth of Bird Creek just where it empties into Verdigras River. I had charge of this herd from November, 1880, until the summer of 1881.

In the spring of 1881 a herd of 1,300 more steers came from Clay County to this ranch and swam the Arkansas River at the spot where Tulsa is now located. But this herd came a northeast course from Clay County and cut off about one hundred and fifty miles. Why that herd of three thousand steers went north three hundred miles, from Clay County to Hunnewell, then southeast one hundred and forty miles, was a mystery to me, but it was none of my business.

During the winter of 1880 and 1881 an incident happened that proved to me that a horse sometimes has more sense than a man. I had a favorite horse called Prince, and one cold, foggy evening I got lost in Verdigras River bottom, kept on riding, but could not find my way out. After a while I came to some fresh horse tracks and decided to hurry and catch up with the rider. Hurrying on for about thirty minutes, I came upon the tracks of two horses. I then got down and upon measuring the tracks found them to be Prince's. I had been riding in a circle. I then said, “Prince, if you can do the job better than me, you can have free rein.” Old Prince turned in the opposite direction in a fast trot, and in a half hour was out of the timber bottom and on his way to the ranch.

One day W. E. Halsell and wife came out from Vinita to the ranch to camp and hunt. They came in a two-seated hack, and had a Negro boy with them. It was a beautiful May day. He selected a nice camping place on the bank of a small creek. His colored boy set up the tent, and they were preparing dinner. I rode off a short distance to drag up some wood. It had been raining hard the night before and very stormy. During the storm a smallpox patient, under delirium, had run away from a detention camp and had not been found. I found him dead about two hundred yards from W. E. Halsell's camp. He had run into a swollen stream and drowned. I came back with the wood and told Uncle Billy I wanted the spade to bury a boy who had died with the smallpox. Uncle Billy, with his wife and Negro, was gone in ten minutes. I buried the boy on the bank of that branch, and no one ever knew his grave. There was a small store at the mouth of Bird Creek. The room was about ten by fourteen feet. One day I was in this store. An Indian came in and began shooting all around my head. He was crazed with drink, and I felt it was a crisis. I looked him straight in the eye and said, “Dennis, don't do that.” His name was Dennis Wolf. After emptying his gun he went off. The storekeeper said: “That Indian is jealous of his squaw.” I didn't even know her, but I did know his hut was about one mile east of my camp, and I often rode by the hut on my line.

It is recorded in Genesis’ act of creation that man was given dominion over all animal life. In circuses this record seems to be verified. Sometimes, however, it pays to let a good horse have his way, and sometimes it pays to follow a dog's trail if you are hungry and want a rabbit or squirrel. It has been proved that dogs’ trails have led to the North Pole. Also, I have known occasions when good common horse sense was sadly lacking in irresponsible man. A good, faithful, well-trained horse will not forsake his owner, and wherever the footsteps of man have trod the dog has been his faithful companion. There is an incident I desire to mention to show that men raised from childhood in a rough frontier life must and generally do become very resourceful. A very fine Negro had been working for the Three Circle outfit a long time. He came with the herds from the Texas ranch on the Wichitas and, at this time, was working with me. Our camp was fifteen miles from where the Verdigras and the Arkansas River form a junction, and there were wide bottoms of timber on each. One cold winter evening Jack and I got lost in these gloomy bottoms on the Verdigras and wandered until dark. At the place where we then were the water in this bottom was two to eight inches deep. There were very many dead saplings handy, so Jack and I put ropes around them as high up as possible; then with the other end of the ropes tied to the horn of the saddle, we pulled down a great many. We built a big long fire with part of them; made a bed with some of them high enough to be out of the water. We then spread our blankets on the logs and slept. A tenderfoot or a jelly bean would have stood up all night in the water. If one is accustomed to a feather bed, he will need one; but a cowboy was used to the hard beds.


[image: image]

ABILENE IN 1868

JOSEPH G. MCCOY

No sooner had it become a conceded fact that Abilene, as a cattle depot, was a success, than tradespeople from all points came to the village and, after putting up temporary houses, went into business. Of course the saloon, the billiard table, the ten-pin alley, the gambling table—in short, every possible device for obtaining money in both an honest and dishonest manner, were abundant.

Fully seventy-five thousand cattle arrived at Abilene during the summer of 1868, and at the opening of the market in the spring fine prices were realized and snug fortunes were made by such drovers as were able to effect a sale of their herds. It was the custom to locate herds as near the village as good water and plenty of grass could be found. As soon as the herd is located upon its summer grounds a part of the help is discharged, as it requires less labor to hold than to travel. The camp was usually located near some living water or spring where sufficient wood for camp purposes could be easily obtained. After selecting the spot for the camp, the wagon would be drawn up. Then a hole dug in the ground in which to build a fire of limbs of trees or drift wood gathered to the spot, and a permanent camp instituted by unloading the contents of the wagon upon the ground. And such a motley lot of assets as come out of one of those camp carts would astonish one, and beggar minute description: a lot of saddles and horseblankets, a camp-kettle, coffee-pot, bread pan, battered tin cups, a greasy mess chest, dirty soiled blankets, an ox yoke, a log chain, spurs and quirts, a coffeemill, a broken-helved ax, bridles, picket-ropes, and last, but not least, a side or two of fat mast-fed bacon; to which add divers pieces of raw-hide in various stages of dryness. A score of other articles not to be thought of will come out of that exhaustless camp cart. But one naturally inquires what use would a drover have for a raw-hide, dry or fresh? Uses infinite; nothing breaks about a drover's outfit that he cannot mend with strips or thongs of raw-hide. He mends his bridle or saddle or picket-rope, or sews his ripping pants or shirt, or lashes a broken wagon tongue, or binds on a loose tire, with raw-hide. In short, a rawhide is a concentrated and combined carpenter and blacksmith shop, not to say saddler's and tailor's shop, to the drover. Indeed, it is said that what a Texan cannot make or mend with a rawhide is not worth having, or is irretrievably broken into undistinguishable fragments. It is asserted that the agricultural classes of that State fasten their plow points on with raw-hide, but we do not claim to be authorities on Texan agriculture, and therefore cannot vouch for this statement.

The herd is brought upon its herd ground and carefully watched during the day, but allowed to scatter out over sufficient territory to feed. At nightfall it is gathered to a spot selected near the tent, and there rounded up and held during the night. One or more cow-boys are on duty all the while, being relieved at regular hours by relays fresh aroused from slumber, and mounted on rested ponies, and for a given number of hours they ride slowly and quietly around the herd, which, soon as it is dusk, lies down to rest and ruminate. About mid-night every animal will arise, turn about for a few moments, and then lie down again near where it arose, only changing sides so as to rest. But if no one should be watching to prevent straggling, it would be but a short time before the entire herd would be up and following off the leader, or some uneasy one that would rather travel than sleep or rest. All this is easily checked by the cow-boy on duty. But when storm is imminent, every man is required to have his horse saddled ready for an emergency. The ponies desired for use are picketed out, which is done by tying one end of a half inch rope, sixty or seventy feet long, around the neck of the pony and fastening the other end to a pointed iron or wooden stake, twelve or more inches long, which is driven in the firm ground. As all the strain is laterally and none upward, the picket pin will hold the strongest horse. The length of the rope is such as to permit the animal to graze over considerable space, and when he has all the grass eat off within his reach, it is only necessary to move the picket pin to give him fresh and abundant pasture. Such surplus ponies as are not in immediate use, are permitted to run with the cattle or herded to themselves, and when one becomes jaded by hard usage, he is turned loose and a rested one caught with the lasso and put to service. Nearly all cow-boys can throw the lasso well enough to capture a pony or a beef when they desire so to do. Day after day the cattle are held under herd and cared for by the cow-boys, whilst the drover is looking out for a purchaser for his herd, or a part thereof, especially if it be a mixed herd—which is a drove composed of beeves, three, two and one year old steers, heifers and cows. To those desiring any one or more classes of such stock as he may have, the drover seeks to sell, and if successful, has the herd rounded up and cuts out the class sold; and after counting carefully until all parties are satisfied, straightway delivers them to the purchaser. The counting of the cattle, like the separating or cutting out, is invariably done on horse-back. Those who do the counting, take positions a score of paces apart, whilst the cow-boys cut off small detachments of cattle and force them between those counting, and when the bunch or cut is counted satisfactorily, the operation is repeated until all are counted. Another method is to start the herd off, and when it is well drawn out, to begin at the head and count back until the last are numbered. As a rule, stock cattle are sold by the herd, and often beeves are sold in the same manner, but in many instances sale is made by the pound, gross weight. The latter manner is much the safest for the inexperienced, for he then pays only for what he gets; but the Texan prefers to sell just as he buys at home, always by the head. However, in late years, it is becoming nearly the universal custom to weigh all beeves sold in Northern markets.

Whilst the herd is being held upon the same grazing grounds, often one or more of the cow-boys, not on duty, will mount their ponies and go to the village nearest camp and spend a few hours; learn all the items of news or gossip concerning other herds and the cow-boys belonging thereto. Besides seeing the sights, he gets such little articles as may be wanted by himself and comrades at camp; of these a supply of tobacco, both chewing and smoking, forms one of the principal, and often recurring wants. The cow-boy almost invariably smokes or chews tobacco—generally both, for the time drags dull at camp or herd ground. There is nothing new or exciting occurring to break the monotony of daily routine events. Sometimes the cow boys off duty will go to town late in the evening and there join with some party of cow-boys—whose herd is sold and they preparing to start home—in having a jolly time. Often one or more of them will imbibe too much poison whisky and straightaway go on the “war path.” Then mounting his pony he is ready to shoot anybody or anything; or rather than not shoot at all, would fire up into the air, all the while yelling as only a semicivilized being can. At such times it is not safe to be on the streets, or for that matter within a house, for the drunk cow boy would as soon shoot into a house as at anything else.

The life of the cow-boy in camp is routine and dull. His food is largely of the “regulation” order, but a feast of vegetables he wants and must have, or scurvy would ensue. Onions and potatoes are his favorites, but any kind of vegetables will disappear in haste when put within his reach. In camp, on the trail, on the ranch in Texas, with their countless thousands of cattle, milk and butter are almost unknown, not even milk or cream for the coffee is had. Pure shiftlessness and the lack of energy are the only reasons for this privation, and to the same reasons can be assigned much of the privations and hardships incident to ranching.

It would cost but little effort or expense to add a hundred comforts, not to say luxuries, to the life of a drover and his cow-boys. They sleep on the ground, with a pair of blankets for bed and cover. No tent is used, scarcely any cooking utensils, and such a thing as a camp cook-stove is unknown. The warm water of the branch or the standing pool is drank; often it is yellow with alkali and other poisons. No wonder the cow-boy gets sallow and unhealthy, and deteriorates in manhood until often he becomes capable of any contemptible thing; no wonder he should become half-civilized only, and take to whisky with a love excelled scarcely by the barbarous Indian.

When the herd is sold and delivered to the purchaser, a day of rejoicing to the cow-boy has come, for then he can go free and have a jolly time; and it is a jolly time they have. Straightway after settling with their employers the barber shop is visited, and three to six months’ growth of hair is shorn off, their longgrown, sunburnt beard “set” in due shape, and properly blacked; next a clothing store of the Israelitish style is “gone through,” and the cow-boy emerges a new man, in outward appearance, everything being new, not excepting the hat and boots, with star decorations about the tops, also a new———, well, in short everything new. Then for fun and frolic. The bar-room, the theatre, the gambling-room, the bawdy house, the dance house, each and all come in for their full share of attention. In any of these places an affront, or a slight, real or imaginary, is cause sufficient for him to unlimber one or more “mountain howitzers,” invariably found strapped to his person, and proceed to deal out death in unbroken doses to such as may be in range of his pistols, whether real friends or enemies, no matter, his anger and bad whisky urge him on to deeds of blood and death.

At frontier towns where are centered many cattle and, as a natural result, considerable business is transacted, and many strangers congregate, there are always to be found a number of bad characters, both male and female; of the very worst class in the universe, such as have fallen below the level of the lowest type of the brute creation. Men who live a soulless, aimless life, dependent upon the turn of a card for the means of living. They wear out a purposeless life, ever looking bleareyed and dissipated; to whom life, from various causes, has long since become worse than a total blank; beings in the form of man whose outward appearance would betoken gentlemen, but whose heart-strings are but a wisp of base sounding chords, upon which the touch of the higher and purer life have long since ceased to be felt. Beings without whom the world would be better, richer and more desirable. And with them are always found their counterparts in the opposite sex; those who have fallen low, alas! how low! They, too, are found in the frontier cattle town; and that institution known in the West as a dance house, is there found also. When the darkness of the night is come to shroud their orgies from public gaze, these miserable beings gather into the halls of the dance house, and “trip the fantastic toe” to wretched music, ground out of dilapidated instruments, by beings fully as degraded as the most vile. In this vortex of dissipation the average cow-boy plunges with great delight. Few more wild, reckless scenes of abandoned debauchery can be seen on the civilized earth, than a dance house in full blast in one of the many frontier towns. To say they dance wildly or in an abandoned manner is putting it mild. Their manner of practising the terpsichorean art would put the French “Can-Can” to shame.

The cow-boy enters the dance with a peculiar zest, not stopping to divest himself of his sombrero, spurs or pistols, but just as he dismounts off of his cow-pony, so he goes into the dance. A more odd, not to say comical sight, is not often seen than the dancing cow-boy; with the front of his sombrero lifted at an angle of fully forty-five degrees; his huge spurs jingling at every step or motion; his revolvers flapping up and down like a retreating sheep's tail; his eyes lit up with excitement, liquor and lust; he plunges in and “hoes it down” at a terrible rate, in the most approved yet awkward country style; often swinging “his partner” clear off of the floor for an entire circle, then “balance all” with an occasional demoniacal yell, near akin to the war whoop of the savage Indian. All this he does, entirely oblivious to the whole world “and the balance of mankind.” After dancing furiously, the entire “set” is called to “waltz to the bar,” where the boy is required to treat his partner, and, of course, himself also, which he does not hesitate to do time and again, although it costs him fifty cents each time. Yet if it cost ten times that amount he would not hesitate, but the more he dances and drinks, the less common sense he will have, and the more completely his animal passions will control him. Such is the manner in which the cow-boy spends his hard earned dollars. And such is the entertainment that many young men—from the North and the South, of superior parentage and youthful advantages in life—give themselves up to, and often more, their lives are made to pay the forfeit of their sinful foolishness.

After a few days of frolic and debauchery, the cow-boy is ready, in company with his comrades, to start back to Texas, often not having one dollar left of his summer's wages. To this rather hard drawn picture of the cow-boy, there are many creditable exceptions—young men who respect themselves and save their money, and are worthy young gentlemen—but it is idle to deny the fact that the wild, reckless conduct of the cow-boys while drunk, in connection with that of the worthless Northern renegades, have brought the personnel of the Texan cattle trade into great disrepute, and filled many graves with victims, bad men and good men, at Abilene, Newton, Wichita, and Ellsworth. But by far the larger portion of those killed are of that class that can be spared without detriment to the good morals and respectability of humanity.

It often occurs when the cow-boys fail to get up a melee and kill each other by the half dozen, that the keepers of those “hell's half acres” find some pretext arising from “business jealousies” or other causes, to suddenly become belligerent, and stop not to declare war, but begin hostilities at once. It is generally effective work they do with their revolvers and shot guns, for they are the most desperate men on earth. Either some of the principals or their subordinates are generally “done for” in a thorough manner, or wounded so as to be miserable cripples for life. On such occasions there are few tears shed, or even inquiries made, by the respectable people, but an expression of sorrow is common that, active hostilities did not continue until every rough was stone dead.

In concluding we offer a few reflections on the general character of Southwestern cattle men. In doing so we are not animated by other motives than a desire to convey a correct impression of that numerous class as a whole; reflections and impressions based upon close observation and a varied experience of seven or eight years spent in business contact and relation with them.

They are, as a class, not public spirited in matters pertaining to the general good, but may justly be called selfish, or at least indifferent to the public welfare. They are prodigal to a fault with their money, when opportunity offers to gratify their appetites or passions, but it is extremely difficult to induce them to expend even a small sum in forwarding a project or enterprise that has other than a purely selfish end in view. In general they entertain strong suspicions of Northern men, and do not have the profoundest confidence in each other. They are disposed to measure every man's action and prompting motives by the rule of selfishness, and they are slow indeed to believe that other than purely selfish motives could or ever do prompt a man to do an act or develop an enterprise. If anything happens to a man, especially a Northern man, so that he cannot do or perform all that they expect or require of him, no explanation or reasons are sufficient to dispel the deep and instant conviction formed in their breasts, that he is deliberately trying to swindle them, and they can suddenly see a thousand evidences of his villainy, in short, instantly vote such a one a double dyed villain.

Their reputation is wide spread for honorably abiding their verbal contracts. For the very nature of their business, and the circumstances under which it is conducted, renders an honorable course imperative; and, as a rule, where agreements or contracts are put into writing, they will stand to them unflinchingly, no matter how great the sacrifice; but when the contract or understanding is verbal only, and not of the most definite nature, their consciences are full as pliant as are those of any other section. A promise made as to some future transaction is kept or broken, as their future interests may dictate.
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