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Dedication
I  wish  to  dedicate  this  book  and  all  my 

writings to my wife, Maurice. She has patiently 
put  up  with  all  the  hours  that  I  have  spent 
writing during these recent few years.
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Cover Photo – “Lissa and me”

I wish that I could list the many men who have 
shared their experiences with me. Whether true or 
false, they were good listening.

Some of  these experiences I  have combined, 
some I have fancied up a bit, and I have added a 
few the way that I thought it should go.

J.L.J.
Springdale, Arkansas

February 11, 2006
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1
I was born on a horse ranch back when horses 

were  in  much  greater  demand  than  now. 
Automobiles  were  on  the  scene,  but  were  not 
expected to be around too long.  The average horse 
ranch usually had several types of horses to choose 
from.   The  best  price  came  for  Army  mounts. 
These had to have certain specific qualities:  they 
had to be four years old, free of blemishes, solid 
color, lady-broke and of a certain height, but the 
best  of  these  might  bring  more  money  from an 
officer buying it for his private mount.  The next in 
value  were  stage  coach  horses.   They  were 
somewhat  heavier  than  riding  horses,  but  with 
good action, or movement.  Farm teams were next 
in value.  These could be all sorts of different kinds 
depending on the preference of the farmer.  Ranch, 
or cow horses, could be anything that had a leg on 
each corner.

A cowboy could work stock on anything that he 
could saddle, and he didn't care a whole lot what it 
was.  It was a long time yet until the quarter horse 
came  along,  a  horse  that  any  cowboy  would  be 
proud to ride.

My dad started out as a rider and worked his 
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way up to foreman.  He was boss over the whole 
outfit, but didn't ride the broncs as much as he had 
in the past.  However, if a horse got the reputation 
of being hard to ride or the locals were afraid to try 
him, Dad would often show them how it was done. 
One time a traveling rodeo had a bad one with a 
$500  bounty  on  his  back.   Dad  rode  him  and 
somewhere in the celebration that followed, he let 
an insurance salesman sell him a big policy, double 
indemnity,  payable  to  me  as  beneficiary.   I  was 
three years  old at  the time.   My mother did not 
appreciate this, but that was what he did.

Time  passed,  things  changed.   Internal 
combustion  took  the  place  of  horses,  and  the 
demand  for  them  almost  disappeared,  but  cattle 
ranches still depended on the horse to get their job 
done.  Some ranches were in such rough country 
that at times even a man on horseback could not 
find all the stock.  There are ranches today that use 
airplanes and walkie-talkies to help gather stock.

Eventually the horse ranch sold to a cow outfit, 
and Dad lost his job and began doing anything that 
paid wages.  We got by.

I was about five years old when my mother died 
of something or another; we never knew what it 
was.  Three or four years later, Dad married again. 
I was eight or nine.  My dad’s new wife never took 
much  of  a  liking  to  me,  but  that  made  us  even 
because I didn't like her worth a flip either.

Lilly, my stepmother, owned a big house with 
barns and stables as well as a small pasture.  Her 
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father had been a doctor back in the days when the 
only way around was either on a horse or behind 
one or  two of  them.  The town had no hotel  or 
eating place, unless you counted the livery stable 
hayloft  or  saloon  free  lunch,  so  she  opened  a 
boarding  house  where  she  fed  and  housed 
transients, as well as several permanent residents. 
Lilly was a good cook and liked to.  She had two 
women who came in to clean up.  By all accounts, 
she  was  doing  fairly  well.   After  she  and  Dad 
married,  I  stayed  at  her  place  while  he  was  at 
work, and he came in when he could.

I have been told that their marriage started off 
rather shaky.  He was still working with cattle at 
the  old  place.   He  met  Lilly  at  some  doings  in 
town,  and chased after  her  like  a  young rooster. 
They got married, but there was no place on the 
ranch  for  them  to  live,  so  he  stayed  in  the 
bunkhouse,  and  she  stayed  in  town.   This  was 
about as nice as a rock in your boot.  In short order, 
he quit the ranch and went to town to find a job 
there.   He  found  a  few  short-time  things,  but 
nothing permanent until an oil well job came up.

Dad worked on the oil rig for awhile, but it was 
not a job that he was fond of.   However, it  paid 
well and he was good at it.  I found out a little at a 
time what the oil well work was like at that time. 
They used what was called a cable rig.  A heavy 
weight, called the jars, on the end of a cable ran 
over a walking beam that went up and down like a 
churn dasher and beat a hole in the ground.  Water 
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was poured into the hole to make mud out of the 
loosened dirt so that it could be drawn up out of 
the well by a baler.  That was a pipe thing with a 
stopper in a hole in the bottom that would let mud 
in, but drop down and close the hole when lifted. 
When the mud was out, they drilled more hole.

The driller was the big shot.  He could take hold 
of the cable as it went up and down and tell what 
the situation was several thousand feet down.  One 
feel meant that the bit was not hitting bottom full 
force.  This could mean that the cable needed slack 
or that mud was forming a cushion at the bottom.

The roughneck’s job was to beat a new face on 
the bit when it was beaten out of shape by the force 
of the drilling.  It was not pointed, but sloped, so as 
to drive the cuttings to the side where they would 
not impede the work of the bit.  The bit, that part of 
the jars that was removable, was first heated white 
hot, then the two roughnecks would take ten-pound 
sledges and beat the new face on the bit.  They had 
to work in perfect unison and know where to hit to 
do the most good.

I don't remember my Dad as being particularly 
big.  He was bigger than I, but so was everybody 
else.  I have been told that his shoulders were as 
wide as he was tall.  I’m not sure of that, but he 
was quite a man.

The oil well job worked fine for a time.  The 
location was close to town and when off tour, as 
the shifts were called, he came in.  But when they 
finished this hole, which turned out to be dry, they 
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moved further away and Dad could only be home 
four days out of the month.  As I remember, those 
days  were  far  from peaceful.   Lilly  climbed  his 
frame for everything she could think of and that 
was plenty.

I  was  going  to  school  –  a  situation  I  wasn’t 
happy about but it couldn’t be helped, at least by 
me.  The two helpers at the boarding house tended 
to me more or less.  They saw to it that my clothes 
were clean and that I had plenty to eat.  In less than 
a year,  Lilly took off  with a man who had been 
staying at her place, and I never saw her again.  He 
was a salesman of some sort and had a Model T 
Ford that he drove on his route.  In less than six 
months,  they  drove  onto  a  bridge  that  had 
collapsed  during  a  flash  flood,  and  they  both 
drowned.

Dad inherited the doctor's old place and kept it 
going as it had been.  He stayed with his oil well 
drilling job, because he knew of nothing else that 
paid as much.

I stayed in school, but did a lot of things that 
caused me to come home with my clothes dirty and 
torn.  Nearly every house had a milk cow and the 
cow would have a calf sooner or later.  As soon as 
they were big enough, we boys would try to ride 
these calves and some were broke to ride by the 
time they were weaned.

I went through this stage, and then moved on to 
horses.  There were still a few horses in town, but 
not near as many as had been in earlier years.  We 
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would catch up someone's old pet and get on him 
bareback.  We didn't have a saddle; we’d just put a 
rope  around  his  belly  to  hold  on  to  and  then 
torment the old thing into bucking.  Some of those 
old horses could do a good job of it and we’d hit 
the ground.  In time I learned to ride pretty good.  I 
knew how to keep my balance and if thrown could 
usually land on my feet.

Dad was coming home only when he felt like it, 
which was becoming less and less.  By the time I 
was  grown,  I  understood  why.   As  much  as  he 
loved me, I was not a wife.  Those nice old ladies 
that  were looking after  me could not  understand 
how I could get so dirty and tear my clothes so bad 
just coming home from school.  If I had told them 
the truth, they might have been horrified, but then, 
maybe not.

I was in the last grade of school when Dad got 
killed on the job.  It was a good many years before 
I got the full story of his death.  The case was so 
unusual  that  almost  everyone who learned that  I 
was  the  son  of  the  man  killed  at  the  well  had 
something to add to what little I knew.  To explain, 
I  will  pass  on the things  that  I  learned over  the 
years.   The  driller  usually  marks  the  cable  with 
paint, or perhaps a rag, to let him know how much 
hole he is making, as well as to let him know when 
he is close to the bottom when returning the bit.

The  baler  cable  is  not  marked,  because  it  is 
allowed  to  free  fall  to  penetrate  the  mud  at  the 
bottom of the hole, so that as much of the cuttings 
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as possible could be picked up.  This practice was 
the cause of my Dad's death.  The drill bit had been 
pulled  out,  and the baler  had made several  trips 
and was being dropped for another load, when my 
Dad  walked  out  onto  the  drill  floor  for  some 
unknown reason.  The baler was in free fall and the 
cable spool was turning at a rapid rate, when the 
baler  hung  up  for  an  instant.   The  cable  spool 
continued to spin, and in a split second the floor 
was full of loops of cable.  As the baler broke loose 
and continued its fall, the cable loops were jerked 
out and before my Dad could to jump out of the 
loops, he was in three pieces, killed instantly.  One 
of the men went to town to notify the sheriff, the 
coroner,  and  the  well  superintendent.   Quite  a 
crowd came out to see the accident.  I hope they 
had a good time.  To the best of my memory, this 
was before Workman's Compensation or anything 
like it, but the drilling company paid me $2500 in 
damages as survivor.   Later  the insurance policy 
kicked in $20,000 more.  Here I was, still in school 
with  $22,500  in  the  bank.   Fortunately,  all 
payments  were  made  in  another  town,  so  my 
wealth was not known to those who knew me.

I can't say that I was particularly heart broken 
over  my loss.   Due to  recent  circumstances,  my 
Dad and I were not on the closest of terms.  He 
was hurt  by Lilly's  betrayal  of what  he,  at  least, 
thought  could  have  worked  and  was  withdrawn 
from me.  I could not blame him even then.
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“Streak and Me”
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2
I finished the 10th grade which was as far as 

our school went.  I was fair sized for my age and 
was able to get a job as flunky on the ranch where 
my Dad had worked.  I knew most of the hands 
and they did their best to teach me what I needed 
to know to handle my job.  At first, I was put on 
only  very  dependable  horses  and  was  given 
detailed instructions on how to get the most from 
my mount in any situation.  As time passed,  my 
mounts were not so nice; I  ate dirt  from time to 
time.  But I stayed with them and in time could 
ride with the best of them.

Then I  started fooling with green colts,  those 
that had only been broken to lead, and discovered 
that I had the ability, or knack, to gentle a colt and 
put a decent rein on him in a relatively short time. 
I began to get a rep as a better than average hand 
with a young horse, and I was told by several that 
there  is  often a  form of communication between 
horse and rider that allows them to work together. 
There may be something to this notion.

The place that  I  had inherited from Dad,  and 
that he had inherited from his second wife, made a 
nice place to do my horse training.  I rented some 
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land that joined me, and bought some feed, so that 
I could keep several colts at a time.  I was making 
good money and having a good time besides.   I 
told those that had colts for me to break that they 
must be brought to me with enough feed for them. 
It  was  no  problem for  me  to  teach  them a  few 
things.

It got to the point that, if I did not think that a 
colt would break out to something that I could be 
proud of, I turned him down.  There were several 
boys around that could break a horse to ride, if that 
was all that was required.  About the time that I got 
into high gear as a horse trainer,  the people that 
owned the land I had rented got an offer they could 
not turn down and sold it out from under me.  The 
word got around that unless I found some land, I 
might have to stop breaking horses.

A lawyer that I barely knew hit me up one day 
when I was nursing a cup of coffee at Jake's.  He 
had a tale to tell that sounded promising.  A man, 
who  owned  three  sections  of  land  (about  1920 
acres) not far from town, had passed on and left his 
property to his two daughters.  One was married to 
an army officer and was stationed somewhere in 
the East and the other was in college somewhere. 
The improvements were nothing to brag about, but 
would do and the lawyer thought that I could lease 
it for a reasonable amount.  I told him that I would 
take a look and let him know.  I had three good 
horses that I had picked up one way or another, so 
I rode one of them out see to the place.  It had not 
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been stocked for several years and the grass was 
good.  The pens needed a lot of work, but that was 
in their favor.  I could build them back the way I 
wanted them.  I went back to the lawyer prepared 
to put up a fight to get the place on my terms and 
almost fainted when his first price was about half 
of what I had decided to give.  But I could only get 
a three-year lease with option to renew or buy.

I made a deal with a fellow, who I had seen in 
Jake's from time to time, for two wagon loads of 
bundled feed to be delivered and stacked.  Another 
fellow that I knew slightly sold me some bundled 
oats at a very reasonable price.  Things were going 
my way.

Since  I’ve  mentioned  Jake's,  let  me  explain. 
Jake's is a small cafe just off of Main Street that 
caters to working people, but will allow others to 
come in and have a meal.  It is the place to find out 
what is going on in the way of jobs or anything 
else that might interest a working man.  The food 
is good and the coffee is the best.  A man can nurse 
a  cup  until  it  freezes  over  without  being  chased 
out.  There is a corner that is always reserved for 
those who are only killing time for one reason or 
another.

One day a local  rancher by the name of  Cap 
Brady hit me up to break some three year old colts, 
whenever  I  could  get  to  them.   I  asked  “How 
many?” 

He said “Oh twenty-five, maybe thirty.”
I thought for a bit and said, “Bring half of ‘em 

11



Jesse L. Jones

as soon as possible and I'll get started on them.”
I had an arrangement with the local Livestock 

Auction to keep my horses at the barn where they 
were used on sale days to pen and work the stock 
on hand.  It was making real using-horses out of 
them.   I  had  it  set  up  with  the  auction  barn 
operators that I could take out one or more of my 
horses if I had a need for them.  I took two of the 
most experienced out to the leased place and began 
to get set for work.  The first colt that I tried was a 
good-looking  bay  with  a  streak  of  white  from 
between his ears to the tip of his nose.  Naturally I 
called  him  Streak.   Horses  may  be  called  by  a 
dozen names before one comes along that fits.

This  brings  to  mind  a  farm  boy  that  named 
three  unbroken  horses  Alfonso,  Emperor,  and 
Galena.  When these horses were turned into the 
using bunch,  they were renamed Mush,  Flapjack 
and Mudball.  Made no difference to them.

I  roped Streak  around the  neck and the  fight 
was on.  He dragged me for at least a half a mile. 
When he turned to face me, it was more with the 
idea of more fight than surrender.  This is the way 
most horses are started.  They are scared and the 
seed of fear of mankind is planted.

One  of  my  old  standbys  was  saddled  and 
waiting to do his part.  I got to him, wrapped the 
rope  around  the  horn,  and  let  Mr.  Streak  choke 
himself unconscious.  I then jumped down and put 
a rope halter on him, and left a drag rope tied to the 
halter.   I  took the neck rope off,  and as soon as 
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Streak got to his feet, he gave a snort as if daring 
me to come nearer.  While each of us tried to catch 
our  breath  and  cool  off  a  bit,  I  had  a  revolting 
thought.  “I will have to go through this battle with 
each of the twenty-five or thirty that I have to work 
on.  There has to be an easier way!”

I  had  seen,  without  paying  any  particular 
attention to  it,  a  chute  for  working cattle,  and it 
dawned  on  me  that  I  might  use  it  for  my  own 
purposes.  I checked closely to be sure there were 
no  nails  or  broken  boards  that  might  damage  a 
horse and when satisfied of this,  I  crowded four 
colts into the chute.  All but the first one had their 
heads on the back of the one in front in a perfect 
position for me to halter them without a strain on 
either of us.  I was not concerned with the colts as 
much as with myself.  I bruise easy and heal slow.

I haltered the back three, and then got in front 
of the lead one and, by making him back up, was 
able to slip a halter on him.  I only had ten halters 
made  up,  so  I  stopped  when  ten  were  dragging 
ropes  and  stepping  on  them.   I  knew  that  by 
morning their noses would be as sore as a boil, but 
I wasn’t going to feel guilty, it would just be the 
result of their own carelessness in stepping on the 
ropes.

I  tied up more halters,  and by the end of the 
week I had each of the sixteen head carrying its 
head sideways to keep from stepping on the rope 
that caused its nose to hurt.

The second day I picked up the drag rope on 
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Streak and when he thought  to run,  I  jerked the 
rope.  He stopped like he had air brakes.  It did not 
take  long  to  start  the  opening  hour  of  ground 
school.   While  I  had  Streak's  attention,  I  fooled 
with him one way and another until I got my hands 
on him.  He didn't like it, but didn’t know what to 
do about it.  I began to rub him with a short stick 
that I had picked up, and he liked it so well, that I 
rubbed him over most of his body.

I had convinced myself, with little opposition, 
that this bunch of colts would get a double dose of 
ground  schooling.   A man  working  colts  by  his 
lonesome cannot be too careful.  He can get hurt 
bad in the wink of an eye.  I may be a lot of things, 
but I ain't no idiot.  By the end of the second week, 
I had most of them leading a little and one or two 
very well.

I had ridden two and saddled five others and let 
them soak with the saddle on.  What I call a soak is 
allowing a colt to stand and get the feel of a saddle 
on his back, or anything else that I have done to 
him for the first time.  It's to let them think it over. 
They are like people; it takes them time to get used 
to new things.  Neither of the colts that I had been 
on caused any trouble.  They acted silly, but that 
was because they knew no better.

I was giving each one about half an hour each 
day, of what I called ground school.  I rigged up 
some long reins and drove them until I could guide 
them anywhere and stop them on command.  By 
the end of the month, I had ridden them all, though 
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not outside the large pen.  I could walk up to each 
of  them, catch their  mane,  and lead them to my 
saddle.  I sent word to Cap and he sent the rest of 
the horses, making a total of twenty-six.  I worked 
this  bunch  the  same  as  the  others,  slowly  and 
carefully.  There were fewer in this bunch, so it did 
not take as long.

I  dropped in at  Jake's and was greeted like a 
long lost brother.  I ordered a steak with everything 
but could hardly eat it for the people coming by to 
slap  me  on the  back  and  ask  where  I  had  been 
hiding.  I had been sleeping and eating at my old 
home and had made an offer to the old ladies that 
if they would pay the taxes and tend to the upkeep 
and let me have a bed and meals when I was in 
town,  they  could  have  all  that  the  place  made. 
They were going to think it over, but I had no fear 
that they would refuse my offer.

When  the  people  finally  left  me  alone,  I 
finished  my  cold  steak  while  marveling  that  so 
many people thought that they had missed me.

The next day as I was eating lunch, men began 
to  line  up  to  offer  me  jobs.   You  would  have 
thought  that  I  was  the  only  hand  for  miles.   I 
finally had to start a list of the offers on a paper 
napkin and told them all, “As soon as I can make 
it.”

The first job that I took care of was for an old 
couple that I had known most of my life.  About 
once, maybe twice a year, I hauled them a load or 
two of dead wood and cut a bunch of it to stove 
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length.  All that I  got, or asked for,  was a meal. 
Then  I  helped  another  old-timer  work  his  few 
calves.

The next  job was one I did as many as three 
times a year.  A distant relative had a pair of red 
mules that could get their gate open. They would 
then get out in a big pasture.  Finding them was not 
too bad, but they could run like greyhounds all day 
before  giving  up  and  going  back  to  where  they 
belonged.  I think that they were just having fun.

I had passed the information on the jobs that I 
didn't want to a bunch of guys that were usually 
hanging around one place or another.  I wondered 
about  them.   How  could  they  get  by  without 
working at anything?  One, I knew, lived off his 
wife's  earnings,  one  had  a  service  connected 
disability, and the others I couldn't even guess.

I passed the word that I would do odd jobs for 
$10 per day plus meals - $15 if I furnished a horse. 
I was getting enough of this work to pay all  my 
expenses,  and  I  didn’t  have  to  tap  my  bank 
account.  Besides this day work, I was getting all 
the colts to break that I could handle.  I tried to 
arrange my work schedule  so  that  I  had at  least 
three days a week for my own affairs.  I did hire a 
school boy,  who passed my place on his way to 
school, to see that my stock was fed when I was 
away.

The system that I had invented, stumbled on, or 
thought  up  from  necessity,  allowed  me  to  have 
several  colts  in  training  at  the  same  time.   The 
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longer they dragged a rope, the easier it was to go 
to  the  next  step,  which  was  sacking.   This  was 
merely rubbing their bodies with a sack until they 
paid no attention to what was going on.  Then I 
switched to a saddle blanket and followed this in 
time with a  saddle.   Most  times when I  stepped 
into the saddle they paid no attention to me.  And 
the first time or two, I just sat there and let them 
get the idea that I meant no harm.  Then when I 
kicked  them  a  bit,  they  walked  off  rather  than 
showing any resentment.  I did not try to use the 
reins until the third or fourth saddle.

Each colt was different; there was no set time to 
change lessons.  Some learned faster than others. 
Colts  are  like  children  in  that  respect;  some are 
interested and pay attention, and others don't give a 
hoot.   I mounted them in the smallest pen that I 
had.  They couldn't go far until they had to turn. 
The  small  pen  also  kept  them from getting  any 
speed up if  they decided to buck.   I  do not  like 
hitting the ground.  Besides, it might give the colt 
ideas.  In fact,  if  I  thought a colt  had a bucking 
notion, he got more schooling.  Seldom did one do 
more than just act silly.

Most horses buck either from fear or for fun. 
The ones that do it for meanness usually wind up 
in a rodeo string or a can of dog food.  If horses 
could communicate,  and the average using horse 
found out that a pro bucking horse works maybe 
thirty-two seconds a week, and then the rest of the 
time is at the feed trough, instead of being ridden 
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hard all  day and turned out on grass,  they might 
start bucking in earnest!

The  work  program  that  I  had  eased  into  as 
much by accident as intent gave me four or five 
days a week working with colts and two or three 
on outside jobs, but I enjoyed what I was doing.  I 
was my own boss, I did what I liked doing, and I 
had money in the bank.

Perhaps  I  didn't  have  much  time  for  a  social 
life, but since I had never had much of one, I didn't 
miss it.  I did talk with the folks that I worked for 
and visited with those that I knew at Jake’s, where 
I spent a lot of my spare time.  I did wonder, from 
time to time, where I was headed with this sort of 
life,  but  the thought  did not  worry me.   In fact, 
there was very little that did worry me at that age.

However,  nothing  stands  still;  as  time  moves 
on, so does everything else.  Changes were coming 
my way that I would not have believed had anyone 
told me.
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I had finished a little job one morning helping a 

man fix a windmill.  I had done nothing more than 
hold a wrench on one end of a bolt while he turned 
the other end and I got $5 for my help.  That was at 
a time when the average month's pay was $30.  I 
walked into Jake's for lunch.  I could have gone to 
the  old  ladies  place,  but  they  cooked  mostly 
vegetables and I wanted steak.  I passed the time of 
day with several folk that I knew from one place or 
another and the word was that the job situation had 
tightened up to  the point  that  about  all  that  was 
open was  some fence  building  or  building  more 
windmills.  I wasn't worried; I could always pick 
up a colt or two.  There were never enough good 
hands to break all the colts that were raised by the 
many ranches in the area.  But I must admit that it 
is  not  the  smartest  way  of  making  a  living.   I 
already  had  enough  broken  bones,  bruises,  and 
contusions to have paid the doctors enough money 
for a long vacation in Hawaii.

I wanted to know what, if anything, had come 
up while I was fooling with Cap's bunch of knot 
heads.  I sat at a table with some lads that I knew 
would have the latest news about all and sundry. 
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The big news was that an outfit known as the C&C 
(Cook and Crouder) had lost their lease on some 
big, old rough country that they had used for many 
years.  Their business was the buying of yearlings 
in the fall when they turned them onto this ranch 
and, after they had put on some size and weight, 
gather a bunch and sell them.  I had been on one or 
two roundups of these cattle, and they had been a 
mess.   The  owners  were  traders,  not  ranchers. 
They bought steers, turned them loose, and forgot 
about  them  until  they  either  found  a  buyer  or 
needed money.  Then they gathered up a few non-
working men and pulled a round up.  As a rule, the 
men  they  hired  were  not  working  because  they 
were not worth the beans that they ate on any one 
day.   Good old  boys  in  a  way,  but  not  worth  a 
doodely as cowboys.

I  had  made  several  gathers  on  this  outfit, 
because I could leave my colts to think things over 
while I picked up a buck or two and rejoined the 
company of humans.   I  heard these boys talking 
about the ones that got away, and I knew exactly 
how they felt.  When you have jumped a few steers 
and are headed for the holding grounds with them, 
and  suddenly  you  are  all  alone  and  don't  know 
which way to look, it makes you feel foolish, even 
if you are just an imitation cowboy instead of the 
real thing.  It could be that some of these steers had 
escaped not only this roundup, but the last ten as 
well.   While  these  did  not  compare  to  the  old 
Longhorn critters, they were far from being pets. 
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A part of this situation could be blamed on the men 
doing the work of the gather.  They were, for the 
most  part,  what  I  call  the  “Whoop  and  Holler” 
boys - more noise than know-how.  All a steer had 
to do to escape was stand still.  I have found many 
cattle because they flicked an ear or switched a tail 
at the flies at the wrong time.  One boy told me of 
jumping a pair of great big steers that ran straight 
away from him down a wide canyon.  They out ran 
him, but  he could hear  brush popping and rocks 
rolling until everything went silent.  He didn’t hear 
a thing, and he never did find them.

I had been in the same fix more than once, and 
a time or two I had rediscovered my steers either 
lying in thick brush or hiding behind a big rock. 
They get smart.  Others have told of being just flat 
outrun by what they had jumped.   These rascals 
traveled like an Army tank;  whatever they could 
not go through, they went over.

At a wild guess, I figured that there might be as 
many as twenty-five to thirty head still to get out. 
One of the partners, a Mr. Cook, was trying to get 
some  sucker  to  offer  to  get  the  rest  of  these 
boogers.  He was offering wages and percentages, 
but had no takers for either.  I knew that in time he 
would get to me, and I gave it  a  lot of thought. 
Finally Mr. Cook sat down at my table at Jake's.

This particular table was the one that I always 
took, and it had become the habit of the regulars to 
leave it vacant and the waitresses to steer strangers 
to another spot.  I had pondered on what I might 
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get out of this deal and whether or not it was worth 
the chance a person had of getting hurt.  You could 
ride a month of Sundays and not make enough to 
replace  the  clothes  that  you  tore  off  and  the 
bandages that you put on.  But I would listen to his 
proposition.  That certainly didn't cost anything.

Mr. Cook sat down, and I told him, “I've been 
expecting you.”

He gave out with a big grin and said, “I wanted 
to get an idea of what it's going to cost me to get 
someone to take care of this job.  I’ll offer you the 
same deal that the last person turned down.  You 
get half of what the steers that you bring in will get 
at the local market.”

As good as this  sounded,  I  didn’t  snap it  up. 
There had been a time when I would have liked 
nothing better than to get as wild and woolly as a 
man would have to be to do this little chore.  I said, 
“Give me some time to study on it a bit.  I need to 
figure out what it will take to tend to this thing.

“The  first  thing  I’ll  need  is  a  partner  and 
offhand I can't think of anybody as crazy as I am. 
I’ll need more horses than I have, and there will be 
some expense of getting ready.  Give me two days 
to study on it.”

Mr. Cook agreed to this and said that he would 
see me right back there in two more days.

I had three good using horses and two colts. I 
had  just  started  these  last  two  and  I  could  not 
expect  more  out  of  them  than  transportation. 
However, by the time this job was over they would 
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be proven, but worn-out cow horses.
I thought that I might borrow a good horse or 

two, from Cap. He retired his using horses at what 
I called the prime of their life, ten.  It’s true that 
most  horses’ front  teeth are worn smooth at  this 
age, but I think that they are like men of middle 
age; they have just gotten to the point of reliability.

I got to see Cap and he overwhelmed me with 
the offer of fifteen head as long as I might need 
them.  He said that he knew that I would not abuse 
nor over  use these horses,  and he had more if  I 
needed them.  That took care of one problem in a 
hurry, but the other one didn’t seem to be so easy.

I  had  studied  over  all  the  hands  that  I  knew 
trying  to  decide  which  one  I  would  rather  have 
protecting my rear elevation, and the winner, by a 
big margin,  was Slim Rollins.   Slim was one of 
those fellows that can get a job at any time, even if 
the boss has to fire his own brother-in-law to put 
him on.  He did a good job at whatever was handed 
to  him  and  did  not  have  to  have  a  lot  of 
instructions.  But he wouldn’t hire on steady with 
anybody.   An  odd  person,  but  I  liked  him  and 
would  trust  him in  a  tight  spot  farther  than  any 
man I  knew.  Slim was neither  hard to find nor 
difficult to hire for my deal.  He was in jail.

He had gotten into an argument over something 
that he did not remember.  That led to fisticuffs, 
which in turn led to his present predicament.  I told 
him what I was up to and offered him a job.

He grabbed it.  After three days in the Crossbar 
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Hotel,  he  would have joined the French Foreign 
Legion to get out.  I paid his fine and got him out. 
As we left  the building, he took deep breaths of 
fresh air as if it had been missing from where he 
had  been.   We  drove  around  to  several  places 
gathering Slim's saddle and other belongings that 
he  had  stashed  with  first  one  and  then  another. 
This included his bed roll, and he certainly would 
need that on this job.

I  was  at  my  table  at  Jake’s  when  Mr.  Cook 
showed.  I told him that most of the difficulties had 
been  tended  to  but  there  was  a  small  matter  of 
expense money.  I put up a sad tale and got a $500 
advance  on  the  expected  income.   Slim  was 
waiting outside and, as soon as I picked him up, I 
went to the bank and cashed the check.  Then we 
went  on a  buying spree;  nothing wild,  but  there 
were some necessities that we had to have.

First to the saddle shop.  We got six new nylon 
ropes, fifty feet of ¾” stake rope, hoping that we 
would have something to stake out.  It would also 
be handy for tying steers to things.  We got some 
new  cinches  and  latigo  straps  and  some  leather 
string for repairs that might be needed.

Then  we  went  to  the  grocery  store.  I 
remembered from my  previous  times  out  on  the 
place that there was a cook shack and bunkhouse 
from the time that it had been a working ranch.  I 
did not know what shape the buildings were in, but 
if need be, we could camp under a tree and that 
certainly not for the first time. At the grocery, we 
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stocked up on a lot of things in cans that you only 
had to heat and eat. We even found some canned 
bread!

As we collected this stuff,  we took it to what 
had been my stepmother’s barn.  It would be mine 
when the court got done kicking things around.  It 
had  passed  to  my  Dad  on  her  death  and  to  me 
when  he  died.   But  judicial  matters  are  like 
molasses  in  January.   Still,  there  was  no  one  to 
object to our using the facilities.  It took almost a 
week to get all that done and get our saddle stock 
gathered up.  I think that we were dragging our feet 
a bit, rather than to jump into catching these wild 
ones.  But the day came when we went out to start 
the ball rolling with hopes that it did not roll over 
us.

We drove out  to the place just  to look things 
over.  The house, bunkhouse, and cook shack were 
as  I  remembered,  older,  but  then so was I.   The 
shack had a sink and water pipes.  We looked and 
found that  they  were connected  to  the  windmill. 
We greased  the mill  and turned it  into  the wind 
before we left.  There was water in the house and, 
wonder of wonders, it was good to drink.  Many of 
the wells in those parts had salts of sulfur or iron or 
a combination of all of those things.  That might 
have  been  good  enough  for  stock,  but  it  made 
terrible coffee.

There was a horse pasture that opened out from 
the corrals, and we checked the fence for loose or 
broken wire.  As yet we had not made any definite 
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plans.  Frankly, we did not know what to do.  This 
was  new doings  for  both  of  us.   We had  never 
tackled anything of this kind before, and it was all 
new to us. The next day we moved in.

The first week we rode pasture.  We needed to 
know the lay  of  the land,  where stock  might  be 
watering, and how many there might be.  We had 
no idea if our count was right, or if we had seen 
them  all,  but  we  counted  twenty-eight  that  we 
thought would go over 1000 pounds. How much 
more we couldn't guess.  There were twelve that 
were smaller but not by much.  I was pleased to 
note that most of them had horns.  This may sound 
odd, but if you rope an animal by its horns, you 
can  lead,  drag,  or  otherwise  handle  the  brute. 
Whereas, if you have to rope one around the neck, 
the chance of choking it down is good.  More often 
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than not, when any member of the bovine family is 
choked down, it will sull.  And “sull” means that 
they will not lead, they will not fight, they will not 
get  up,  and as  far  as  doing anything with them, 
they might as well be dead.

They will come out of it – eventually!  The best 
thing that I have found to do with one in this fix, is 
tie one front foot with a short rope, pass the rope 
over the neck, and tie the other foot, adjust this so 
that only one foot can hit the ground at a time.  He 
will get up after a while but can't go very far.

Slim and I spent a lot of time in what might be 
called  idle  conversation  except  that  we  were 
searching our minds and memories for something 
to fit this situation.  It was totally new to each of 
us.   Not that we were discouraged; we were not 
smart enough for that.

We  were  riding  along  some  relatively  open 
country when we saw a big brindle steer (brindle is 
like tiger stripes) slip under the spreading limbs of 
a  big  tree,  and  as  far  as  we  could  tell  he 
disappeared.  Without thinking, Slim said “I wish 
we  had a  dog to  sic  on  that  dude.   That  would 
move him out.”

I all but yelled at him, “That’s the answer! We 
need a dog!”  I only knew of a few stock dogs in 
use and there was no way that we could get one of 
them.   We  could  come  closer  to  borrowing  the 
owner’s wife.  Even if we did get a dog, we didn’t 
know the proper signals and things to get one to 
work for us.
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However, Slim remembered that Jim Harper at 
the sale barn had a Pit Bull that he had bred to a 
fellow’s  blue  heeler  in  hopes  of  getting  a  better 
stock dog than either parent.  Jim got the pick of 
the litter and could not have done any worse if he 
had tried.  His choice of the pups, which he called 
Butch,  was big enough for a small child to ride. 
But he had a small fault; he was not a stock dog. 
Oh, he would hunt for them and bark at them but 
seldom tried to chase one in any direction, much 
less the right way.  Our thought was that it would 
be a great  help just  to locate the steers.   Maybe 
then we could do what had to be done, whatever 
that might be.

The next day we drove in to town and found 
Jim at the sale barn.  We told him our idea and he 
agreed that it might work, but he would not bet on 
it.  He was more than glad to let us take Butch and 
said “If he gets lost, don’t hunt him.  It costs more 
to feed him than it does for my family.”  Well, we 
decided we’d better buy a sack of dog food.  We 
had high hopes for Butch.

Butch was tied to Jim's porch with a light chain 
and we took that along, too.  When we got to the 
ranch,  we  had  little  to  do  but  talk  of  how  to 
proceed with Butch.  We each had a stick and were 
drawing maps of the terrain on the ground and a 
form began to take shape.  There was a long, partly 
rim-rocked,  canyon that  opened out not far  from 
the corrals.  If we took Butch around to the top of 
this canyon and then let him loose, he just might 
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drive a few cattle out and perhaps into the pens. 
With this happy thought in mind we had a good 
night's sleep.

I  was  up  and  going  by  first  light,  and  Slim 
already had the horses up.  We took time for coffee 
before setting our plan in motion.  We put a lead on 
Butch and went the long way around to the head of 
the canyon.  It was almost boxed, but we got down 
it.   It  was  highly  unlikely  that  anything  but  a 
mountain goat could have gotten up though.

The  upper  end  of  the  canyon  was  relatively 
open, and there was a seep spring coming out of 
the rim.  Not many steers used the place, but a few 
did.   We  saw  five  that  were  giving  us  a  good 
looking  over,  but  we  stopped  to  let  our  horses 
blow,  and  they  went  back  to  grazing,  though 
nervously.

We turned Butch loose. He charged the steers, 
and they set sail!  We both rode as fast as we dared 
in  such  country.   Horses  do  fall  and  bones  do 
break.   We could  hear  Butch,  but  I  never  heard 
such sounds in my life, and I don't expect to ever 
again.   I knew what was making the racket,  and 
still I was half scared!  I can imagine how those 
steers felt not knowing what it was.

By  riding  as  hard  as  we  dared,  Slim  and  I 
finally got a look at Butch.  He was on the trail of a 
bobcat and they were all but flying.  The thought 
came to me that if something didn’t divert Butch, 
all the racket would run those steers into the next 
state!  As if in answer to my fear, the bobcat found 
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a  hole,  and  Butch  began  trying  to  dig  him out. 
This was far enough from the pens that the lead 
steers  had time to  slow down to a trot  from the 
wild run they had been in.

We held up at a point where we could see where 
the  steers  were  but  not  close  enough  to  crowd 
them.   Even  though  there  was  no  more  noise 
behind  them,  they  were  still  hunting  a  hole  to 
crawl into.  It was not long until one of them saw 
the open gate and they all filed in like school boys 
into  the  classroom.   To  our  surprise  and  delight 
there were twenty steers in the pen;  six  of them 
that were strangers to us.  We eased around to a 
back  lot  and  unsaddled  and  fed  our  horses  then 
went to the house for a spell.

A little before dark I slipped up to the gate that 
opened out into the horse trap and opened it wide. 
I did not disturb the steers.  Some of them were 
lying  down  chewing  their  cuds  and  accepting 
whatever might come their way.

We  had  a  good  supper  and  then  sat  and 
wondered  what  had  become  of  Butch.   It  was 
doubtful that we could repeat the day’s work, but 
we were ahead of the game on the first run.  The 
rest of the steers, however many there might be, I 
could visualize coming in at the end of a rope and 
that would be hard on men, horses, and old clothes.

I hated to think about it.
We did come up with one good idea though. 

We decided to pen the steers we had before they 
got  used  to  the  horse  pasture  and  found  hiding 
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places.   That  night  we slept  the  sleep  of  honest 
men and were up with first  light  ready to move 
stock as soon as the sun was up.  The steers were 
edgy,  but  not  scared  any  more.   We gave  them 
plenty of room and got the corral gate shut behind 
them in good time.  We decided we needed to get 
some hay and keep what  we had where  we had 
them.  We went to town and found Mr. Cook at 
Jake’s.   When  we  told  him that  we  had  twenty 
steers penned, he all but yelled about it.  He said 
that  he  did  not  expect  us  to  get  that  many  in  a 
month.  We mentioned the hay and he agreed to 
provide it.

We went to the sale barn and found that a load 
of good alfalfa had been left over from sale day. 
Mr. Cook bought it to be hauled to the ranch.  It 
was on a long low trailer that could be unhooked 
from the pickup and left in the lot.  The trailer had 
sideboards  high  enough  to  keep  the  steers  from 
eating from the load, so they would get only what 
we gave them and no more.  We unloaded a few 
bales, what we thought they would clean up, and 
scattered it  along the fence where there was less 
chance  for  it  to  be  trampled  into  the  dirt.   The 
steers  ‘fell  to’ like  it  was  candy  or  something. 
After the dry grass they were used to, I could not 
blame them.

Slim and I went back to the bunkhouse and had 
some more coffee.  I suppose that I  had one too 
many because about 3:00 I had to go outside.  To 
my total amazement there were another twenty or 
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more  steers,  wanting  some  of  that  alfalfa.   I 
thought of moving the captured steers into another 
lot  and  opening  the  gate,  but  realized  that  if  I 
showed up, they would all leave.  It was a good 
idea though.

The next morning we caught fresh horses and 
went for another  look-see around the place.   We 
saw only a few and they were hunting holes, so we 
didn’t  bother  with  them,  saving  that  effort  until 
later.

When  we  got  back  to  the  house,  Butch  was 
waiting.  It was easy to see that he had caught the 
bobcat.   His ears were split,  his nose had a new 
slice in it, and there was a chunk out of his lip.  I 
bet he was broke of chasing bobcats.  Butch had 
what looked like spur tracks down both flanks.  I 
wonder if that cat made an eight-second ride!

We  rode  again  the  next  day  in  a  different 
direction and saw about the same number of steers 
and decided that none of them were from the group 
we had counted previously.  We got back for a late 
lunch  and  went  to  work  on  my  notion  of  that 
morning.   Along  toward  evening  we  moved  our 
steers  into  an  adjoining  pen and fed  them some 
hay.   We  broke  about  fifteen  more  bales  and 
scattered  it  in  the  water  lot  and  wired  the  gate 
open.

We were almost  back to the bunkhouse when 
another idea hit me - “Let's saddle a pair of horses 
and keep them behind the house.  We might want 
to get to that open gate in a hurry!”  We did just 
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that and went to bed at our usual time.  I usually 
drop off like a rock down the well, but this time I 
lay and wondered.  I was not nervous, just hopeful, 
and thinking that  I  had not  had  so  much fun  in 
years.  The money involved had little to do with it. 
I did drop off finally, and it was Slim who called 
that day was breaking.

We quietly  slipped out  and mounted up.   We 
had  discussed  the  best  way  to  do  this  and  had 
decided that we could circle around a bit and just 
walk our horses up to the gate and shut it before 
the  steers  looked  up  from  the  hay.   This  was 
chancy,  but  it  worked.   We shut  the gate  on we 
knew not  what  nor  how many.   I  think  that  we 
could have marched up to the gate behind a brass 
band without driving the steers from that hay.

We  went  to  the  house  for  some  coffee  and 
waited for good light.  When we got back to the 
pen, we found that we had an unbelievable thirty-
seven steers penned and only eight of those were 
ones  we were sure  of  having seen  before.   This 
made a total of fifty-seven head and so far we had 
done it the easy way!

There was a store about five miles away, and 
we decided to  go there  and call  for  trucks.   We 
could  not  hold  and feed  fifty-seven  steers  while 
gathering the remnant.  We both knew some boys 
that  had  one  or  more  of  the  new kind  of  stock 
trailer – the kind with a goose neck pulled by a 
pickup.  Its beauty was that you needed no chute. 
It could be loaded at a barn door, a gate in a corner 
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or even down a fence line.  They could haul about 
twenty head in each, so we asked for three.

The next  day was sale  day so we decided to 
take the day off and go watch the sale.  We did that 
and had the odd experience of being stared at by 
all there as if we had two heads.  Almost all the 
ranch people were aware of what we were up to 
and  gave  us  little  chance  of  coming  out  with 
anything.  Besides that, they wanted to see those 
big steers.  It had been a long time since that size 
was common.

We both were tickled pink with the sale.  In the 
first  place,  the  steers  weighed  as  much  as  four 
hundred pounds more than we had guessed,  and 
there were two buyers for big feedlots that ran the 
price out of sight – to our pleasure.  We had supper 
at  Jake's  and  could  hardly  eat  for  the 
congratulations from all sides.

That night, after a meal that we neither cooked 
nor cleaned up after, we spent some time trying to 
figure out some easy way of gathering the rest of 
what might still be in the pasture.  It boiled down 
to  rope  and  drag.   There  was  little  chance  of 
finding more steers in the canyon that we, with the 
help  of  Butch,  had  already  worked.   Cattle  are 
somewhat  like  people  in  that  they  have  their 
preference as to location.

Something that a lot of people are not aware of 
is that cattle eat as fast as they can tear the grass 
into bites.  A cow brute has no upper front teeth, 
just a hard ridge that serves the purpose.  They do 
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not chew this bite, but swallow it into one of their 
four stomachs, where it is held until such time as 
the beast finds a place to lie down, regurgitate the 
grass, and chew it into a digestible mass.  My one 
thought concerning the hard way of getting more 
steers was to wait until the heat of the day in hopes 
of finding them shaded up, at rest, and more likely 
to  be  slow enough on the  getaway  to  give  us  a 
chance at them.

After a late lunch, we saddled and got ready to 
give it a try.  I picked out a chunky bay horse that I 
had used before.  I took my rope down to shake the 
kinks out of it and he pricked up his ears indicating 
that  he  was  ready  for  action.   To  me  this  was 
promising.

Slim had caught a black horse that did not show 
the same interest that mine did in what was coming 
up.  But that was Slim's lookout, not mine.  Out on 
the  range  you  have  plenty  to  worry  about  for 
yourself.

There was  one  big draw that  was more open 
than some of the others and we decided to give it a 
whirl.  We rode around and came in from the top. 
If there was any running to be done; we wanted it 
to be in the right direction - toward the pens.  We 
left  Butch tied up.  He did not fit  into our day’s 
plans.  Before we started into the draw, we took 
time  off  to  get  down,  check  our  cinches  for 
tightness,  and  discuss  strategy.   Then  we  took 
down our ropes.

Now  roping  is  a  science  all  its  own.   The 
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Mexicans use a rope made from cactus fiber.  It is 
strong for its size, but like chain, will break from a 
sudden snap; therefore, they use from 50 to 75 feet 
of rope, make their catch, take a wrap around their 
dinner plate sized saddle-horns and let some rope 
slide so that the jerk is avoided.  In their language 
this  is  “dar  un vuelta”  or  “give  it  a  turn.”   The 
American cowboy has changed this expression to 
“dally” which means the same thing.  Ropes have 
been around almost from the beginning of time and 
have been made from many materials: camel hair, 
horse  hair,  rawhide,  cotton,  hemp,  linen,  and 
manila.  The newest is nylon, which is by far the 
best ever.  It handles well and throws well, but is as 
hot as a branding iron if you let it slip through your 
hand.  Its strength is almost equal to a steel cable 
of the same size.  It resists dampness and is long 
lasting.

Then there are the loops.  The first that comes 
to mind is credited to an early rancher named Ab 
Blocker.  The Blocker is a big loop said to be big 
enough  to  catch  an  elephant  -  two,  if  close 
together.  There are several difficulties in using this 
loop.   Because  of  its  size  it's  difficult  to  swing 
around your head to get up speed to hit your target, 
and if you hit, then there is the problem of jerking 
the slack before your animal runs through the loop. 
Then it takes an odd twist of the wrist to keep it 
open.  At the other end of the loops, is the wildcat 
loop.  You may have seen some rodeo calf ropers 
use this one.  It may not be as big as their hat brim 
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- just barely goes over the calf’s ears.
As a rule, the American cowboy ties his rope to 

the horn of the saddle with one of several  knots 
that have been found to be right for the job; these 
might be a figure-eight or double half hitch.  On 
the small horns of most saddles a dally could cost 
you some fingers.

Now you know some of the problems that faced 
us.  If we had had any sense, we would have gone 
home, but a cowboy is like most athletes, as long 
as  he  can  get  to  his  feet,  he  will  keep  doing 
whatever he has started.

A short  way down the draw we spotted three 
steers in the shade of a big tree.  We each shook 
out a loop, each to his liking and charged.

As I had thought, shocking these steers out of 
their lethargy would give us a moment before they 
knew what to do.  By that time Slim had one by the 
horns  and  one  had  come  so  close  to  me  that  I 
actually just placed my loop over his horns.  The 
steers started running, but in the way we wanted 
them to,  so  we  let  them run.   When  we  had  a 
chance, each of us rode on the opposite side of a 
tree from our steer and wrapped our rope around 
the tree so as to take up slack when possible and 
draw the steer in close and tie him with a piece of 
the big rope that I had brought.  By the time I got 
mine  tied  so  that  I  could  go  help  Slim,  he  was 
coming to help me.  The third steer had stopped a 
little  way off,  and was  looking back,  wondering 
what was holding up his buddies.  We pulled back 
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to the shelter of a tree to decide what to do next 
and assess damages, if any.  We both knew of a 
professional roper - calves, team roping on either 
end, and single steer roping as well – who, in his 
last  event  made his  catch,  stepped off  his  horse, 
and broke his leg just above the ankle.  His horse 
pulled the steer up near him so he flopped on the 
steer made his tie and won second place.  He went 
out of the arena on a stretcher.

Our  lonesome  steer  was  still  waiting.   Slim 
said, “Let’s don't catch him too soon.  As long as 
he is going west let's chase him.”

That made sense.  Let him go as far as he would 
the way we wanted him to go.  We charged him 
like the Light Brigade.  Again, it took a second or 
so  for  him to  decide  to  leave  the  country.   We 
chased that booger at least half a mile in the right 
direction, then we were coming to more trees.  I 
yelled at Slim, “Catch him!”  He threw and missed, 
but the steer reversed and was all but looking over 
his shoulder when he came even with me.  While 
head  on roping is  seldom attempted,  I  had  little 
choice.  I threw my loop in his face and had the 
good  luck  to  make  what  is  called  a  “half  head 
catch” - over  one horn and under the chin -  not 
bad, though accidental.  We tied him to a tree as we 
had the others.  Then came the problem of what to 
do  next.   We  had  three  steers  tied  to  trees. 
Fortunately they were tied with a horn rope and 
could be left all night with little if any damage.

We came back the next morning still wondering 
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what to do next.  The first steer we came to had 
fought the rope until his horn base was rubbed raw 
and he was standing with a slack rope and did not 
try to run as we neared.  He was rope broke.  We 
rode on.  The other two were not far apart.   We 
decided to bring them together and neck them to 
each other.  This took a while, but we got it done.  I 
put my rope on the first one and found that he did 
lead  after  a  fashion.   It  took  us  both  to  get 
anywhere -  one pulling and one pushing almost. 
The  two  that  were  necked  together  would  be 
another day's work.  This was earning your money 
the hard way, but  we were so far  ahead that  we 
could take the hard licks too.

The following morning we rode out to check on 
the pair and found that they wanted to run from us, 
but  due  to  a  lack  of  cooperation,  made  little 
ground.  We were able to loosely guide them in the 
way we wanted them to go.  It  was slow, but it 
worked.  This was three the hard way, but so what.

I  had  another  thought  that  I  thought  might 
work.  We would take several horses and tie them 
at intervals along the opening of the canyon where 
we had caught the three steers.   Then one of  us 
would ride in and move another steer out.  Then 
when out in the open, he would take a throw at the 
horns.  The second man would be set and waiting. 
With both of us working at it, we could get several 
steers tied up if we were lucky.

Slim rode in first.  He was carrying two ropes 
and riding a good horse.  I waited and waited until 
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I began to worry.
About then I heard Slim yell, “I'm coming!”
And  he  was!   At  full  speed!   Behind  an 

enormous yellow steer that I had never seen before 
and without a rope!  I fell in beside him and he 
pulled over to give me roping room.  I made a wild 
throw and to my surprise caught both horns.  This 
one was so big, that as I made my catch, I began to 
doubt that my horse could handle him.  I had no 
more than thought such a thing than the steer ran 
onto a rock pile.   He turned to one side and my 
horse took the other.  The difference in direction 
caused the steer to turn a flip and hit on his back. 
Before he could find his feet, I got a wrap around a 
tree.   He  was  so  big,  that  we  had  to  figure 
something new for him.  Slim, working on his own 
idea,  took my spare  rope  and looped the  steer’s 
horns over my rope loop and pulled it  tight to a 
tree  off  to one side.   In  time we got  one of  the 
larger ropes tied around his horns where it would 
not come off and tied to a tree that he could fight 
all he wanted to.  He would be safe there, until we 
caught him a playmate to be tied to for the trip to 
the pens.

We went back to the pair we had tied together. 
I put my rope on one and Slim untied the other and 
by every means possible we got them to the same 
tree, necked them together and began the task of 
herding or dragging them where we wanted them. 
It  took some doing,  but  we got  it  done.   It  was 
almost as much hard work to untie them so they 
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could eat hay with the others.  We rode back to the 
one  tied  to  a  tree  and  put  a  neck  rope  on  him 
before  untying  him,  then  by  one  method  or 
another, got him to where the other one was tied.

It  took some doing,  but  we got  them necked 
together.  I thought it wise to keep a rope on one of 
them in case they both got the notion of leaving the 
country.   The  biggest  problem was  getting  them 
both to the same side of the tree.  They were hung 
up forty-nine times, it seemed, before we got them 
penned just before dark.  This brought the total to 
sixty and there were at least twenty more.

Now I grant you that this was making money 
the hard way, but to a cowboy it was also fun to 
outwit, out do, and otherwise get the best of a job 
that no one thought could be handled.  Besides, it 
beat the heck out of building fence and we were 
making a lot better than wages.  We did the same 
thing the next day.

I don't know if the extra horses tied along the 
canyon opening served any purpose, but we did not 
have a steer break out of our improvised holding 
area  and  the  horses  were  there  if  we  needed  to 
change mounts.  We had been very fortunate that in 
all of this uproar we had not hurt a horse in any 
way.  A real cowboy worries more about his horse 
than about himself.

We did do things a little different for a change. 
We rode in together so we could help whichever 
one got in any kind of bind.  A cowboy seldom 
calls  for  help,  but  this  does  not  mean  that  he 
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doesn't need it from time to time.  One man and 
one horse tied to a steer that outweighs them both 
are  in  for  no picnic.   But  that  thought  does  not 
keep us from doing those things.  You do not have 
to be crazy to be a cowboy, but it helps.

We worked on those steers nearest to us so as to 
keep the others from being stirred up.  It was bad 
enough with the ones we took after.

In this manner we tied six more to trees.  Since 
the one we had left tied by his horns over night had 
been easier to lead than any of the others, we used 
this system on the six.  It took most of the next day 
to get them penned.  But we did it.  There is no 
way that I can tell you of the many close calls that 
we had.  These steers were definitely unfriendly. 
They  hooked,  they  kicked,  and  had  it  been 
possible, they would have tried to bite us.  They 
did everything but behave.  We were well pleased 
that as yet, we had nothing worse than a little lost 
skin  and  that  would  grow  back.   Our  idea  of 
staking them to trees was a partial win, they didn't 
lead,  but  then they fought less  and we got  them 
penned.

In this fashion we kept working the canyon and 
in  time  got  sixteen  more,  making  a  total  of 
seventy-six head when only twenty-five had been 
thought to be there.  You might say that we took 
some time off.  We shipped what we had on feed 
and watched them sell.  It was a good feeling to 
see those boogers headed for the slaughter house.

Then  we  began  a  search  for  any  others  that 
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might be hiding out.  We thought it possible that 
there were maybe eight more, but were not sure of 
that.   What  we  found  were  singles  larger  than 
anything  we  had  caught  so  far.   There  was  no 
telling how long these jokers had been hiding out. 
We hoped that we were going to put an end to their 
life of leisure.  Again we changed methods.  As we 
rode together, one of us would take off after a steer 
and if he missed his throw, the other took over and 
tried  to  make  a  catch.   It  was  hard  work,  but 
rewarding.

We thought now there were only two steers left, 
but they were as sneaky as could be.  We had seen 
where they had been by the tracks, but had not had 
a look at them.  We had not been using Buster on 
these hunts.  He was liable to chase anything from 
a bird to a rabbit.   I think he had caught all  the 
bobcats that he wanted.  But we decided to use him 
on these last ones, perhaps he could roust them out 
of their hidey-holes and give us a chance at them.

We rode for several days before we found one 
of them.  He was big and brown with much longer 
horns than anything we had seen before.  He might 
have been from Mexican stock.  If it had not been 
for Butch, we would have lost him early.  I think 
that we might have had the same race with a deer. 
That scogie could flat run through the roughs.  He 
got into some rocks and tried to go between two 
huge boulders but the opening narrowed to where 
he could not get out.  Butch was on his heels with 
his barking and the steer did not want to come out 
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that way.  Slim and I rode up before he figured out 
what to do, and we had the chance to rope him but 
in a difficult way.

He was facing away from us and still  it  took 
several throws before one fit, so that we could drag 
him out.   Fortunately,  we  were  able  to  get  two 
loops on him before he knew how to get out of the 
rocks.  We pulled him out backwards.  I was on the 
bigger horse,  so Slim dropped his rope and took 
down his spare.  Due to brush and rocks it  took 
some doing to get a heel catch, but eventually we 
had Mr. Steer on the ground.

Now what?
It was so far to the pens and he was so big, that 

we  had  to  come  up  with  something  new.   We 
wound up tying a rope around the base of his horns 
and then tying one foot up short so he could not 
run and see where he was going at the same time. 
He had to hop if he looked ahead.  We were ready 
for our supper by the time we got him in.  He was 
so wild; we left  the ropes on him all  night.   By 
morning he was in a better frame of mind.

This  left  maybe  one  more.   We  had  no  idea 
where he might be hiding, but we wanted to finish 
our  job  right.   We  rode  for  two  weeks  without 
success,  and  then  there  came  a  good  rain  that 
washed out all old sign, so that if we could find 
anything sign at all, it would be from the last one. 
At least we hoped so.  Eventually we found some 
fresh sign.  It was in brush so thick that a snake 
would go around rather then through it.  The only 

44



Me and Slim

chance that we had on him was for Butch to run 
him out and hope that one of us was somewhere 
near when he broke out of the brush.  We brought 
Butch up and Slim went to the head of the draw 
with  him.   I  went  down to where it  opened out 
some.  I was close to the spot that I had in mind 
when I heard Butch open up.  I could tell that he 
was  coming  my  way,  but  as  to  whether  he  was 
after steer, a deer, a mountain lion, or a butterfly I 
had no idea, only hope.  In time – it seemed like 
hours  –  a  big  white  steer  that  I  had  never  seen 
before broke out of the bushes like they were on 
fire.  I took out after him and the race was on.  I 
must have chased him at least a half mile, and he 
was gaining on me.  I had to do something quick, 
or  he  would  get  away.   At  the  speed  we  were 
traveling, I would have had to throw a loop as hard 
as  I  might  throw  a  rock  to  reach  him.   I  was 
swinging a loop as hard as I could and let go.  My 
throw was short as I knew it would be, but I caught 
both heels as slick as was ever done in the National 
Finals Rodeo, and my horse put on a sliding stop 
as if we had been practicing for a week.  The steer 
fell as soon as his legs were jerked out from under 
him,  and my horse  was  backing hard  enough to 
keep him on the ground.  I was still  just holding 
what  I  had  when  Slim  arrived.   Butch  was  off 
chasing something on his own.  We tied up a foot 
on the steer I was holding and started back in with 
him.  It was near dark when we made it.

We thought that there might be one more.  Each 
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of us thought that we had seen another one running 
loose.   We  rode  hard  for  two  more  weeks  and 
found nothing.  However, we had shipped seventy-
nine head when only twenty-five were supposed to 
have been there.  Not bad for a couple of amateurs. 
The deal that I had made with Slim (and he had 
little choice in the matter) was that I would give 
him one fourth of  what  I  got  after  expenses.   It 
came  out  far  better  than  I  could  have  dreamed. 
After hauling, the cost of selling, and the hay was 
deducted the balance was $13,580.  Mr. Cook said 
that  since  we  had  made  such  short  work  of  the 
gather,  we could consider the $500 advance as a 
bonus.  Slim would only take $3000, saying it was 
still more money than he had ever had in his life. 
Maybe he thought that I handled that much money 
all the time!
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I spent some of my earnings, but not a lot.  I 

bought some clothes so that I would be decent in 
public and I traded for another saddle.  It was not 
new, but better than my old one and broke in right. 
I lay around town doing nothing.

It is amazing how many friends you have when 
you have money.  I managed to make no loans or 
enemies either, but I was talked about more than 
usual.  I had suddenly gained the rep of being able 
to bring in the wild ones, and hardly a week passed 
that someone didn't brace me to catch something 
for  them.  I  was making more than expenses.   I 
spent a lot of time at Jake's.  You could say I had 
my office there.  It was as good a place to hang out 
as any.

There came a time when others who were, as 
the  saying  goes,  “temporarily  at  liberty”, 
(translation - out of a job) began to undercut my 
price, and I was glad of it.  The risk was more than 
the  pay  was  worth,  since  I  was  not  hurting  for 
cash.  One day there came a phone call from Mr. 
Cook.  He asked me to drop by his office at my 
convenience.  I assumed that this meant “get your 
rear in gear and come here right now”!  Since I 
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was doing nothing at the time, I went over.  He was 
surprised  that  I  had made it  so  fast.   I  said,  “It 
might be important to one of us.”

He seemed to  appreciate  my way of  thinking 
and went into his tale.  A friend of his, who also 
was an operator in whatever looked promising, had 
heard  of  my  success  in  clearing  a  place  of 
unwanted  stock,  and he  had a  somewhat  similar 
problem.  He had thought to start  a horse ranch. 
He had bought some good mares from a place that 
had the reputation of turning out top cow horses.

Here  is  my  nickel’s  worth  on  that  subject. 
There has been and always will be an argument as 
to what makes a good horse - breeding or training. 
I can argue either side to no effect.

But this man had heard of a young stallion out 
of racing stock with a pedigree as long as a well 
rope that was too much for the jockeys and stable 
hands  to  handle.   He  was  for  sale,  reasonable, 
considering his breeding.  The man thought that his 
cowboys would show that horse a thing or two.  To 
his surprise he found that he had bought something 
that was more like a tiger than a horse   He would 
fight  anything  or  anybody  that  came  near.   He 
killed the ranch dog that dropped by to be friendly. 
He also tried to kill a hand or two but they were 
too fast.  This thing occurs very rarely.  I have seen 
two meat eaters; both had to be killed before they 
killed somebody.

After the hands had been forced to all but fly to 
protect themselves several times and the gate was 
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left  open (whether by choice or chance, it's your 
guess), the horse went into the pasture where the 
mares were running and proceeded to kill the stud 
that was with them – to the victor and all that stuff. 
This  was  not  totally  unexpected,  but  when  the 
stallion began to fight off riders that came out to 
separate the weaned colts from the herd, that was a 
different  story.   He  was  not  just  protecting  his 
harem, he wanted blood.  Several would-be's had 
tried  to  pen  this  bunch  and  were  lucky  to  have 
escaped in one piece.  Three foal crops had been 
left in that pasture because of him.

The  price  on  this  scoundrel’s  head  had  kept 
climbing.  It now was $2500 plus the horse to get 
him  out  of  the  pasture.   But  he  was  not  to  be 
destroyed – why not, I can't imagine.  Mr. Cook 
told me that if I was interested, he would take me 
over to the ranch so I could survey the situation. 
We went to Jake's and ate some lunch, then drove 
to the 7L ranch.

When we came in sight of the headquarters, I 
was astonished.  I have been in towns that did not 
cover as much land as this place did.  It looked like 
the residential section of a city.  On the way over, I 
had been told that Mr. Burlington, the owner, had 
inherited a fortune and then doubled it on his own. 
He had decided that playing with livestock might 
be more fun than playing the market.  He thought 
that  he  would  have  more  control  with  livestock 
than with market stocks.  (He had a lot to learn!) 
He had bought a large ranch and it was a good one 
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- good grass,  well watered - and his plan was to 
raise  good  horses.   His  memory,  like  a  lot  of 
others, reached back to the time when horses were 
in great demand.  He bought a bunch of better than 
average  mares  from  several  outfits  and  a  top 
stallion from somebody.

There were acres of pens with sheds and barns 
everywhere and three houses – one of them at least 
six bedrooms.  We pulled in to the place and saw 
no one, although we could hear someone beating 
on iron, somewhere.  It was only a moment before 
someone came out of a barn and yelled, “Come on 
in!”

This  was the foreman.   He was named Willy 
Short.   We  went  into  the  house  and  introduced 
ourselves and stated our objective.  Willy said that 
Mr. Burlington had gone to a cow sale somewhere, 
but that he could show us what there was to see. 
We drove for maybe half an hour before we found 
the horses.  We counted thirty-three grown mares 
and most of them had colts.  Maybe twelve fillies 
were not far off, but the stallion wouldn’t let his 
own  ‘get’  come  into  the  breeding  herd.   The 
stallion was one of the most beautiful horses I had 
ever seen.  He was a palomino, almost gold with 
cream mane and tail.   I  immediately named him 
“Flaxy” in my mind.  Short thought there were at 
least twelve or more two and three-year-old stud 
colts  that  had  been  run  out  of  the  herd  by  the 
stallion.   These were the ones that  we would be 
after.
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Flaxy  was  one  of  the  most  beautiful  animals 
that I had ever seen.  It was plain to see that he was 
bad.  He took up a stand between the pickup and 
his  harem and looked as  if  he  was  daring us  to 
come closer.  I think that he would have fought the 
pickup had it come too close.  I asked Mr. Short if 
the horse was as vicious as painted and his reply, 
“Worse,  if  anything!” did not  make me feel  any 
better, 

I  asked  him  if  he  had  any  ideas  on  how  to 
handle the horse when or if he was caught.  “If we 
had known what to do,  he would not  have been 
turned  out.   But  we  were  afraid  that  he  would 
cripple or kill someone …” he trailed off.

This answer made me as happy as a poke in the 
eye with a sharp stick.  I was not sure that I wanted 
to tangle with this deal or not.  I told Mr. Short that 
I  had some serious thinking to do and would let 
him know as soon as I could.

In the run toward the house we came upon a set 
of tracks indicating a pasture road and followed it 
for a ways.  We came to a windmill and a set of 
working pens and what had at one time been a line 
shack.  It had one room with a shed on one side.  It 
would do for use as a shelter in case I took the job. 
We looked for sign here and found lots of tracks 
several days old.  The gate was wired open and the 
horses had been using both sides of a water trough 
that was under an outside fence so that stock could 
use it whether inside or out.

Mr. Cook and I did not have much to say on the 
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return  trip.   Mr.  Cook  might  have  been  an 
experienced stock trader,  but I  did not think that 
his experience covered anything that would make 
his ideas very helpful about catching a killer horse, 
and I assumed that he was thinking along the same 
lines.

The first thing I did when I got back was to put 
out  a  call  for  Slim.   We  had  worked  so  well 
together gathering the C&C steers, and I had found 
that we were so much alike in our thinking so that 
most of the time, when I started to tell him what to 
do,  he  was  doing  it.   I  found  out  that  he  was 
helping  a  man  who  had  had  major  surgery  and 
could not do any work for a spell.  Slim was doing 
the man’s chores and other little things that had to 
be done.  The folks in that area were fortunate in 
having a  man like  Slim;  he  could  do  practically 
everything and was good at it, but would not take a 
steady job.  I have to admit that he was a harum 
scarum sort,  but  somehow he  made  it  work  for 
him.

I spent a lot of my waiting time in talking to 
some of the old-timers that were around.  No one 
knew any more than I did, which totaled nothing 
whatsoever.   One  man,  when  I  mentioned  the 
horse’s biting habit, said, and not facetiously, “Put 
a muzzle on him!”

This  reminded  me  of  the  old  tale  where  the 
mice wanted a bell on the cat for their protection. 
The idea was fine, but no one volunteered to put 
the bell on.
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However, with this thought in mind, I went to 
the saddle shop and asked Tom if he had any ideas. 
He shook his head but with little conviction.  Then 
digging into a bunch of junk in a corner he came 
up with a heavy leather nosebag.  He told me that a 
man  had  left  it  with  him to  have  a  new buckle 
installed. The man had never returned to claim it 
and Tom offered to give it to me.  But he, like all 
the rest, had no advice on how I was to get it on 
the horse.  I suggested that he put a brow band and 
throat latch on the nosebag so that if I ever got it 
on the horse, he could not throw it off.

I also stumbled upon a deal I could not pass up. 
Some  joker  with  the  notion  of  becoming  a 
professional  calf roper had bought a new pickup 
and  a  four-horse  trailer  with  a  sleeping 
compartment.   When  he  found  that  he  had  his 
choice between eating and making the payments, 
he turned the rig in to the bank.  All the bank asked 
for was the balance of payment, which was plenty, 
but  still  a  bargain.   It  took  a  chunk  out  of  my 
account,  but  I  was  making  good  money,  and  I 
needed a way to get to where the jobs were.

Slim finished his job and came to town and we 
got together.  I outlined the proposition to him, and 
he said that he was interested.  If it could be done, 
we could do it.  He is as crazy as I am.  He said he 
would come in for meals and wages.  He had spent 
most of his steer money having a good time.  Not 
I!  I squeeze a nickel until the president yells!  This 
was a much better deal for me than for him, but 
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that was his lookout.  He was a grown man.
We went back to the 7L and told Mr. Short that 

we wanted to look things over with the intention of 
taking the job.  He told me to go ahead as I knew 
where things were.  We drove over to the pens at 
the windmill and saw that the horses had watered 
there a few days earlier – two maybe three.  Slim 
was doing some tall thinking and eventually said, 
“The horses are now drinking from both sides of 
the trough.  If we can make them use the inside, all 
we have to do is shut the gate.” Sounded so easy, 
the way he side it.

Let me do some explaining here.  A cow will 
hang around one watering place, be it windmill or 
pond, until it goes dry, then stand around and beller 
for water without any relief.  Horses on the other 
hand have a route that they travel.  It could be ten 
to twenty miles.   They hit  the different  watering 
places  and  good  grass  sites  on  a  more  or  less 
regular basis.  I felt that we had a day or two to get 
set.

We  talked  a  lot  on  the  drive.   Things  were 
looking  up  about  penning  some  stock,  but  then 
what?  We were like the goose in the snowstorm 
hunting marshmallows.  We were lost.  For once, 
most of Slim's stuff was still in my barn, so was no 
trouble to get in order.  We had decided to take two 
horses and also thought it better to take feed.  We 
also didn’t want to let the stud have a chance at our 
horses.  Good horses cost money!

That  night  was  sale  barn  night  and  we  went 
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there just to kill time.  While walking through the 
pens and looking at what was for sale, we saw a 
nice  looking  mare  and  a  six-month  old  colt. 
Someone had put them in separate pens and both 
were raising Cain about it.  Later, when they came 
into  the  ring,  there  was  no  opening  bid  until  I 
popped off with what I thought was low even for a 
start.  When the auctioneer came right back with 
“Sold!” I could have killed him.  I didn’t want that 
pair, but now I owned them.  Later I told the boys 
working there that I would pick them up the next 
day, and that was fine with them.  I was beginning 
to get an idea.

Some  time  before,  while  walking  down  the 
street  from somewhere to somewhere else,  I  had 
seen a boy talking into a black box in his hand.  I 
walked up to him and then could hear a voice from 
the box.  I asked what this contraption was and was 
told that it was a walkie-talkie.  These are two-way 
radios that run on batteries and reach for a mile or 
so, allowing two people to talk from a distance.  I 
thought of the many times that such a thing would 
have been of great value to me, so I went out and 
bought a pair.  The salesman showed me how to 
operate them, and I felt as if I understood it well 
enough to make them work.

I gathered up some groceries and stuff as well 
as a few bales of hay and a sack of feed, loaded the 
mare and colt and two saddle horses, and got ready 
to set sail.  I still did not have a set plan but was 
going  to  play  it  by  ear  and  hope.   When  Slim 
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showed up, he suggested a plan.  He said that we 
should take some boards out to block the outside of 
the water trough so the horses would have to go 
inside  the  pens  to  drink.   We  found  some  old 
boards and loaded them – then hit the road.

When we got to the ranch, Mr. Burlington was 
there.  I told him I thought I had figured out a way 
to catch his outlaw.  His offer of $2500 and the 
horse had given us cause for more study, but we 
were going to take it.   We were advised by Mr. 
Burlington  to  take  no  chances  with  this  crazed 
animal.

Slim answered for  us both when he declared, 
“Our mamas didn’t raise no idiots!”

We saw Mr. Short and told him that we were 
going to give it our best and see what came up.  He 
wished us luck and waved us on our way.  We got 
to  the  pens  and  before  unloading,  looked  for 
tracks.  The horses had been there, but the sign was 
dry and wind drifted until I was not sure how long 
it had been.  So what, we had time.  We blocked 
the  outside  of  the  water  trough  and  soon  had 
everything as ready as we knew how to make it 
and still had some daylight left.

We unloaded but kept one horse on the trailer.  I 
then  pulled  the  rig  off  a  ways  and  rode  back. 
There  was  not  much  to  do  now  but  wait.   We 
passed a short night and, after coffee, saddled up to 
look things over.  About a quarter mile out from 
the mill was a point of land that overlooked a lot of 
country.  We could see cattle in the distance and 
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presumed they watered at a pond nearer to where 
they grazed.  I had thought to climb up on the mill 
for an observation point, but noticed that the wind 
was from the direction we would expect the horses 
would come,  and this put  the wheel  in our way. 
And I would hate to tangle with a windmill wheel!

I had tried to impress on Slim the danger this 
fool horse represented.  I told him, “Give him lots 
of room. He might try to eat you and, since he’s a 
race horse, you can't out run him.”  I think that I 
was getting through to  him because,  as  a  rule,  I 
was not that worried about things.  Slim came back 
with  his  usual  reply  “My  mama  didn't  raise  no 
idiot!”  Slim rode out to a good vantage point and, 
after a time, I went there as well.  If nothing else I 
could keep Slim company.  We could see cattle, but 
no horses showed that  day.   I  had  given Slim a 
radio and when I began to tell him how it worked, 
he said, “I know!” I was not surprised.

I went on back to the pens and waited.  Waiting 
around was not the easiest thing I had ever done, 
but there was no other way.  It was close to noon 
when the radio came to life.  Slim said “They’re 
coming in, and so am I.”

I had just separated the mare and colt when he 
got there.  He was as aware of the danger as I was, 
not scared, but plenty cautious.  We put our saddle 
horses in a back water lot so they would be safe. 
Then we chose hiding places.  Slim hid in the line 
shack,  and I  crawled up on the mill  tower for  a 
good look.  I spied the mares coming in at a high 
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trot.  A buckskin mare with a sorrel colt was in the 
lead.  Flaxy was in the rear.

Contrary  to  what  you  may  have  seen  in  the 
movies, stallions do not lead their herds, they drive 
them.   This  is  partly  to  keep them together,  but 
mainly to keep some other stud from stealing some 
of his harem, and no telling what other reason.

Just then my mare and colt tuned up.  I watched 
as that stud changed gears and came flying through 
the lead mares and charged through the open gate. 
His  mares  and  colts  followed.   Slim  had  been 
watching through a  crack in  the line shack door 
and as soon as Flaxy was inside one of the back 
pens, he rushed out and shut the outside gate then 
whooped and threw his hat into the air.  I felt like 
doing the same, but we were still  not  out  of the 
woods.  There was still work to do.  I felt more of 
what might be called tension now that we had the 
horses penned than I had before.  Then the stallion 
was at a distance; now he was too close.

We decided that we should put him in a pen to 
himself.  I did a fool thing.  I got down into the pen 
that we had selected,  opened the gate, and stood 
there.  When Flaxy spied me, he charged me with 
his mouth open like an alligator.  I beat him to the 
back fence so fast that I doubt that I left any tracks 
and even at that, I almost lost the seat of my pants. 
Slim shut the gate behind him and we had made 
another step.  What next?  With the sight of that 
open mouth, I thought of the muzzle as the next 
step.  The first part was almost too easy.  We took 
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our ropes and climbed the fence and he came at us. 
Lucky for us he did not go for our toes sticking 
through the fence.  He wanted a better cut of meat! 
As he threw his head up at me, Slim put a loop 
over his head and just behind his ears.  When he 
jerked his slack it seemed that Flaxy remembered 
that once he had been a gentle race horse broke to 
lead and ride.  At least he seemed to quiet down a 
bit.  This did little to relieve our fears.

Slim dropped to the ground with his rope over 
the top board of the fence.  He pulled on the rope 
and Flaxy’s head came up high enough for me to 
slip  the  muzzle  on  him.   I  felt  rather  proud  of 
myself  until  Slim  said,  “You  forgot  the  halter.” 
Sure enough I had.  Slim pulled Flaxy’s head back 
to where I could reach it, and I took the muzzle off, 
cut  a  hole  in  the  bottom,  ran  the  halter  rope 
through it, and started to replace them both.  This 
time  the  horse  was  aware  that  we  were  doing 
something to him and resisted.  I could not get the 
halter  onto  his  nose  until  he  held  still.   Slim 
realized  my difficulty  and came up to  the  fence 
beside me.  He grabbed one of the horse’s ears and 
put the other ear in his mouth and bit down hard. 
If you don't think this will make you stand still, let 
somebody bite your ear.  I had plenty of time to put 
both halter and muzzle where they belonged.  Then 
I pulled another fool  trick.  Forgetting about the 
horse’s heels, hooves, or anything else, I dropped 
down into the stud's pen.  He made as if to bite me, 
and I hit him on the nose with my fist as hard as I 

59



Jesse L. Jones

could swing.   Almost  at  once I  thought  I  saw a 
difference in his  attitude.   It  does not  make any 
sense, but he reminded me of a whipped child.  He 
stood  beside  me  and  waited,  it  seemed,  for  my 
pleasure.

I  was  reminded  that  at  one  time  he  was  as 
gentle as a lamb until something shorted out in his 
think tank.  Even though he seemed to be reformed 
from his bad habits, we did not trust him.  He was 
standing perfectly still, and I decided to put a so-
called Scotch Hobble on him.  I have no idea of the 
source of this name or the action it describes.  First 
you put a loose collar of rope around the victim’s 
neck,  then,  either  with  the  end  of  that  rope  or 
another  one,  rope  a  rear  foot.   Pass  that  rope 
through collar and pull the rear foot off the ground 
and tie it there.  Few horses will even try to move 
on three legs.  Soon Flaxy was standing relaxed, it 
seemed.  Often a horse will rest his weight on three 
feet and have the fourth with only a hoof tip on the 
ground.  Perhaps they will even sleep that way.

Slim got a wild notion.  He brought his saddle 
into the pen and tossed it onto Flaxy's back.  Now 
thoroughbreds  (race  stock)  seldom  buck.   They 
may act silly and cause trouble, but they have been 
tame too long to  buck.   Slim's  next  step was to 
cinch the saddle, not tight, but snug.  Then he let 
Flaxy’s foot down.  Nothing happened.  Slim said, 
“Bring  your  horse  in  here.”   I  thought  that  this 
might be crowding our luck, but with the muzzle 
on, Flaxy could not have done much before Slim 
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could pull him off.
Flaxy  paid  no  attention  to  the  saddle  horse 

when  he  came  in.   Before  I  was  aware  of  his 
intentions, Slim stepped aboard.  He might as well 
have  been  sitting  on  the  fence.   I  mounted  my 
horse,  picked  up  the  lead  rope,  and  started  off. 
Flaxy followed.  Slim asked for the lead and when 
I handed it to him, he kicked the horse in the ribs. 
The pony moved off in a trot.   He reined like a 
milk cow, but caused no trouble.

I moved the mares and colts to a smaller pen 
and let  Slim ride out into the big one.   He rode 
around for a bit and asked me to get him a bridle.  I 
happened to have one with a snaffle  bit  that  the 
horse would have been used to and put it on him. 
He still  didn’t  rein  any better  than  a  cow might 
have, but I think he did his best.

Slim must have ridden him for an hour before 
he rode him up to where I stood, got off, pulled the 
saddle  off,  and  proceeded  to  give  the  horse  a 
rubdown with a piece of sacking.   As far  as we 
could tell, something had cured whatever had ailed 
him.  I thought it wise to go tell Short that we had 
the  mares  and  some  colts  penned,  and  find  out 
what he wanted done with them.

We looked  at  what  else  we  had  in  the  pens. 
There were thirty-three mares, twenty-nine of them 
with a colt; fourteen of what appeared to be two 
year  old  fillies;  sixteen  horse  colts:  and  twelve 
yearlings.

We drove to the headquarters to report to Mr. 
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Burlington.  When he heard our story, particularly 
about  bringing a  gelding  in  with  Flaxy  with  his 
mares in sight, he found it hard to believe.

Mr. Burlington said, “If that is true, and I do not 
doubt it, I will stay with the $2500 I offered, give 
you half what  I  paid for  him, and you can keep 
him.”

I  could  have  whooped  for  joy  at  this 
development  because  I  had been considering the 
thought of offering the horse back to him for free. 
We went back to where the horses were penned, 
and he was amazed to see me walk up to Flaxy, 
grab his mane, and lead him over.  He said, “I still 
don't believe it,” but he wrote me a check for a lot 
more than I had expected.

I took two trips to get all our stuff back to my 
breaking pens.  I decided to keep the mare that I 
had used for bait.  She was bred to Flaxy, and there 
was no telling what she would bring.  I was getting 
too much livestock and needed more room, but I 
was too tight with a dollar to think of buying, but 
what else is there?

I gave Slim his wages and a bonus and told him 
that I might need him again sometime.  His answer 
was typical of Mr. Rollins, “Any time, any where, 
or any thing.”
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I was at Jake's, where I spent a lot of my time 

when not working,  when a man sat  down at  my 
table.  He was a fellow that I knew by sight, but we 
had never met.  I knew that he was some kind of a 
dealer in real estate.  I had heard it said of him that 
he owned this and that, here and there.  Which tells 
a lot of nothing whatsoever.  We “Howdied” and 
all that stuff, then got down to what he had on his 
mind.

He  started  off  with,  “Son,  don't  you  need  a 
place you can call your own?  I have something 
you should be interested in - a half section (320 
acres) a couple of miles out of town.  It's half in 
fair  grass,  about  eighty  in  oats,  forty  in  grain 
sorghum, and forty in soybeans.  There is a nice 
small  house and a  better  set  of  corrals  than you 
would  expect  left  over  from  the  days  when 
everyone farmed with teams.”

Before I could say that I was no farmer, he went 
on.  “I can rent the farm ground to several fellows, 
but they won’t live on the place and are liable to let 
it go to pot.  You, I’m sure, would keep everything 
in A-1 condition.  I'll tell you something that you 
can keep to yourself.  I have hopes that there will 
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be some development out that way and the better it 
looks, the more it will bring.”

I didn't know what to say.  I had given some 
thought to getting a place of some sort, but now 
that the chance was here, I didn't know what to do. 
I compromised by saying that I would give it some 
thought.

There had been no mention of price and to me 
this  was  of  great  importance.   True  I  had  more 
money in the bank than anyone suspected,  but  I 
wanted most of it to stay there.  We talked some 
more  and  when  we  parted  I  wasted  no  time  in 
going to see the place.  I was surprised to find the 
small house in good shape, freshly painted.  The 
pens were plank and in good shape as well.  They 
were not as I would have liked them, but that could 
be remedied with a little sweat and posts.

The current tenant was there, and I talked with 
him.   His  trouble  was  his  heart.   He  had  had 
several light attacks and the doctors told him that 
he should retire or at least get into something less 
strenuous.  He had a son in another town who had 
been begging him to come live with them, and now 
it seemed the thing to do.

He showed me his crops.  The oats were just 
right for grazing, the sorghum was waist high, and 
the  beans  were  just  beans,  as  far  as  I  was 
concerned.   He  wanted  $500  for  the  crops  and 
would then turn it  all over to me.  I thought his 
price very reasonable; in fact, it was dirt cheap for 
what I had seen.  The great problem was the price 
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of the lease.  I went back to town and hunted up 
the man I hoped would become my landlord.  He 
was not hard to find, and I would bet that he was 
waiting for me to show.

It would not have taken a mind reader to know 
that  I  had  been out  and looked,  and now I  was 
looking for  him.  The only question in his mind 
was how high would I go?  In my mind was the 
reverse - how low would he go.  Had we been in a 
barn  lot  we  would  have  either  rolled  cobs  or 
whittled sticks or any of those time-killing stunts. 
After what seemed to be a long time, he spoke up, 
“Would you go $50 a month and you get all the 
crops and you buy out the present tenant?”

This was far better than I had expected.  I was 
probably  spending close to  the amount  in  Jake’s 
every month anyway.  Another thought dawned on 
me.  Perhaps I could get Slim to move in with me 
and share expenses and even find work together.  I 
knew that  he  had  no  place  of  his  own and  had 
made do the best he could, and it was not always 
good, although I had never heard him complain.  I 
did not waste much time accepting the deal.  The 
only  problem was  a  minor  one.   When  could  I 
move  in?   I  paid  the  first  three  months  rent  in 
advance  and  got  a  lease  paper  drawn  up  by  a 
lawyer that said just what we had talked about – it 
was for mutual protection.

Then I went to Jake's where I put the word out 
for Slim.  The wire worked fast that day.  I was still 
nursing my first coffee when he showed up.  He 
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had heard the word.  I asked where he had been, 
and he had been helping old Mrs. Granby put some 
things in her  attic  and find some things that  she 
wanted brought down.  He laughed and said that 
she had paid him with an old two-dollar bill.  I put 
the  proposition  I  had  in  mind  to  Slim  and  he 
jumped at it.   I found out then that he had been 
sleeping  in  sheds,  barns,  and  anywhere  that  he 
could  get  out  of  the  wind.   He  mentioned 
something that I had not known before.  He had no 
relatives and had been on his  own since he was 
twelve years old.  However, he had managed to get 
a fair education; at least he could read and write 
and was  not  bad  with  numbers.   I  expect  I  was 
about the only close friend that he had.

We went out to what I already called my place 
and told the farmer that I would buy him out as we 
had agreed and that I would bring some stock out 
soon and he could take his time about moving out. 
That was satisfactory to each of us.

The oat patch was at the right stage for grazing. 
When  the  tops  are  eaten  off,  the  root  system 
spreads,  and  it  can  withstand  more  cold  or  dry 
weather, and the crop is improved.  The next day I 
hauled out the mare and colt.  Slim tied the rest of 
the  saddle  stock  head  to  tail  and  brought  them 
over.  We did not put them on the oats but on grass. 
At times, too much green can cause colic.  I talked 
with the farmer and found out he was planning a 
farm auction to dispose of his farm equipment and 
some  household  stuff  that  he  would  no  longer 
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need, as well as his two work horses.
He also told me that he was going to let other 

people put in some things to make the sale more 
attractive to buyers.  As yet the date had not been 
set, but he would let me know as soon as he found 
out.   I got the notion that I might just buy what 
furniture and things that I might need right there 
and not  have  the  trouble  of  moving  it.   I  could 
always use a bargain, and if I was going to live like 
a man ought to, I needed the fixtures for the job.

When  the  sale  date  was  set,  there  were  two 
weeks to go.  I had spent some time fixing up the 
corrals a bit, with the idea of doing a lot of horse 
breaking.  I also had half an idea that had not yet 
come  to  term.   Whatever  it  was  going  to  be,  it 
caused me to stop working on the fences.  A part of 
the idea was that I always had more offers of colts 
than I could take on, usually because of the place 
where I was expected to work with them.  I have 
no more desire to be thrown into a wire fence than 
the  next  guy.   What  I  had in  mind was  a  horse 
factory.  Anything I could devise to make the job 
easier or better could be a world of help.

I  had run into Cap Brady's foreman at Jake's, 
and he told me they had another  bunch of  colts 
ready for me.  I told him the situation, but that as 
soon as I was fixed up, I would let him know when 
I could take them.  There were thirty-one head this 
time, and that meant a nice paycheck when they 
were finished.

Sale day came, and I went along with a lot of 
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other bargain hunters and to many it was a social 
event.  They got to see and visit with people they 
had not seen since the last sale.  It seemed that they 
had a tighter  hold on their  money than I did.   I 
bought nearly all the kitchen stuff except a piece or 
two that I didn't recognize.  I was surprised at the 
extremely  low bids  on  the  team and harness.   I 
butted in to help raise the price and found to my 
dismay that I had bought them.  This caused me to 
bid on the wagon, and I got it too.  Outsiders had 
brought in four unbroken, but leading, colts and I 
was foolish enough to bid on them.  I got them all, 
but they would have brought more for dog food.

Slim and I moved in and set up housekeeping. 
Slim was a better hand with a broom than I was 
and took over that part of the housekeeping, while 
I  did  most  of  the  cooking.   We shared  the  dish 
washing.  It beat bunkhouse living all hollow.  We 
enjoyed it.  I had been spending most of my spare 
time, what there was of it, at Jake's and sleeping at 
the boarding house where I always had a bed, but 
the old ladies and I had so little in common that it 
was difficult to talk with them.

A thought had been rattling around in my head 
since I had worked Cap Brady’s bunch.  The usual 
way to start a green colt was to rope him around 
the neck, choke him down, and then, before he gets 
up, put a halter or a hackamore on him.

It might be the easy way to do what needs to be 
done, but it has its drawbacks.  A colt comes up 
scared half to death and mad at the world, and the 
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only  thing  to  blame  these  things  on  is  standing 
right in front of him.  It is possible that the colt will 
never  forget,  nor  forgive,  the  trauma  he  has 
undergone.   Some  you  can  never  trust.   My 
thought, that had finally jelled, was to have a chute 
similar to that used in rodeos to allow a rider to 
mount  whatever  it  might  be,  bull,  bareback  or 
saddle bronc.  When all is set, open the gate.  With 
this  setup,  a  halter  could  be  placed  on  the  colt 
without his being aware of what is being done to 
him and then turn him out dragging eight to twelve 
feet of lead rope.

This he will step on from time to time, until his 
nose gets sore.  When he figures out that it is his 
own big feet that cause the hurt, he begins to carry 
his head to the side to keep the rope out from under 
his  feet.   This  is  often  the  indication  that  he  is 
ready or near ready to learn to lead.  He is usually 
smart enough to give to the pull on his lead rope, 
because when he does, his nose and head hurt less, 
if at all.  He can not blame man for his discomfort 
because he did it himself.

Slim  and  I  went  to  town  and  bought  some 
lumber,  posts,  and  hardware  and  would  have 
bought some post  holes  already dug if  we could 
have found them.  I’ve even heard talk of cutting 
dry oil wells into posthole lengths, but nothing has 
come of it yet.  After a couple of day’s hard work, 
we came up with a chute like we wanted.  It might 
not have been as high as one in the rodeo, but it 
was just right for us to lean over and halter a colt 
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while standing on a step at the right height.  We 
were ready to put it to use.

However, we had made a mistake; we turned all 
the broke horses out, each thinking that the other 
had put one in a stall.  We were afoot.

The work team was hanging around in hopes of 
getting some feed, of which we had a small supply. 
I opened the gate and rattled an empty bucket and 
they came trotting in.   I  expected that they both 
could be ridden after a fashion, maybe just to the 
field  and back,  but  I  was pleasantly surprised to 
find  saddle  marks  on  one  of  them.   Sometimes 
horses are broke to work because they get too big 
or because of some bad habit they have picked up 
or simply because another work horse is needed.  I 
have never seen where it made much difference to 
the horse.

I saddled up and found that I was on a better 
than  average  reining  horse  and  that  he  was 
surprisingly lacking in the stiffness of movement 
that usually comes from working in harness.  We 
later found that both of them were as good as, if 
not better, than average.  There is a joker in that 
deck, too.  A good horseman, and I don't mean one 
that  just  doesn’t  fall  off  the  horse,  can get  a  lot 
more  from a  horse  than  can  a  medium kind  of 
rider.  Some horses are tops with one person and 
worthless with another.  Occasionally this is to the 
point of being strictly one man horses.  They may 
not allow but one man to even saddle them.  I rode 
out and brought the horses in.  We did not need 
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them all, but it is bad business to let some stay out 
when the rest are penned.  They might think that 
they can stay out all the time.  I separated my new 
ones into a small pen.  I walked up to one of them, 
a  real  classy  looking  black,  caught  him  by  the 
mane and led him over to the side and looked at his 
teeth.  He was four years old.

Two of the others were sorrels and came to me 
when I roped them.  They were threes.  The fourth 
fought  the  rope  a  bit  and  then  remembered  his 
manners.  I found later that he was green broke or, 
more than likely, as far as the rider could take him. 
This  happens  more  often  than  you  might  think. 
Colts  are  like  children  in  that  some  are  more 
willing to learn than others, some catch on more 
readily than others, and some have a natural talent 
for one thing or another.   I  have known of colts 
that,  before  they  were  saddled,  enjoyed working 
stock  as  a  cutting  horse.   And  when  they  were 
trained a bit, were wonders at the job.  Then there 
are  those  that  resist  learning  anything  beyond 
leading.

I have been fortunate in that I have never had a 
horse go bad with me, few even buck.  Oh, they 
may act silly for a bit, but then so do children.  I do 
not,  as a rule,  attempt to make specialists out of 
them.  I think that a horse, like a teenager, has to 
experience a lot of things before choosing a career. 
Most of what I broke for outside people was what 
was  termed  “cowboy”  broke.   They  could  be 
caught  and  saddled  and  the  rider  could  get  on. 
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What happened after that was their worry, but I had 
usually taken the buck out of them by the time I 
was through with them.

Slim and I went to town on Saturday night to 
get a break from our own cooking.  While sitting at 
Jake’s,  I  was swamped with offers of colts folks 
wanted me to break or buy.  If I had bought them 
all, I would have cornered the horse market!

There were quite a few ranches in the area that 
raised  more  colts  than  they  needed  for 
replacements.  Even though you might save money 
buying  one  broke  and  ready,  you  were  not  sure 
what you might be getting.  I knew one farmer that 
still used teams.  He had twelve or fifteen head of 
bay  mares  about  14  hands  high  (4  ft  8  in)  and 
about 850 lbs and close to identical.  He bred them 
to  foal  in  the  fall  after  farm  work  had  slowed 
down.  He only kept the fillies and sold the colts. 
He usually traded them to road traders.

There were still  a  few traders on the road.   I 
have heard that when grass is green in the spring, 
the road traders gather a few head of trading stock 
and hit the road, telling their wives “I'll buy a few 
and sell  a  few and be back home in a month or 
two!”  These traders could skin you out of your 
back teeth, but from time to time you could find a 
dandy with them.

I had bought a few of the farmer’s bay colts and 
found  them  to  be  exceptionally  intelligent  and 
willing.  They made me money.  I got the notion 
that if Slim was as good with horses as with most 
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other things, we could make a pretty good living 
buying,  breaking,  and selling young horses.   My 
reputation  for  turning  out  good  reliable  using 
horses would do us no harm.  When I said that one 
was good, no one doubted my word.  As yet there 
had been no need to.  It seemed to me that I could 
buy a colt, break him out, and sell him for enough 
that  I  would  gain  more  than  double  the  usual 
breaking fee.  There were several possibilities that 
would bear looking into.  I had heard once that if 
you wanted a bank loan, first you had to prove that 
you didn't need it.  But if success was coming your 
way, it was not that bad.  Here I was, money in the 
bank,  stock  on  the  grass,  more  opportunities 
coming my way than I could handle yet.  It was not 
hard to take.

Cap Brady’s horses were trucked to me.  They 
were  a  good  looking  bunch  of  solid  color,  well 
made three year olds.  I ran them all through the 
chute  and fitted them with hackamores and drag 
ropes.   I did not turn them into the pasture with 
these ropes dragging; they might hang up in some 
way.  I left them in the water lot that night and all 
the next day.

Later in the afternoon, Slim and I went into the 
pen with them.  Most of them ran to the back of the 
lot,  but  some went  only  halfway.   Several  stood 
their ground and two advanced toward us, I think 
more  in  curiosity  than  anything else.   They had 
seen few men on the ground before.  We took the 
ropes off of them the easy way - in the chute - and 
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turned them out to pasture for the night.  The next 
morning we reversed the procedure and let  them 
drag ropes until after we had eaten.  Then ground 
school began.

We walked out  into  the  pen and waited  until 
they all  became used to us,  then very cautiously 
eased  around  and  picked  up  a  rope  end. 
Fortunately the one we chose had a tender nose. 
He  did  not  exactly  lead  but  we  were  able  to 
encourage  him  into  the  next  pen,  where  we 
proceeded to teach him a few things.  He was not 
quite sore enough to follow when we were in front 
of him but if we pulled from the side, he wanted 
relief from the pressure on his sore places.  After 
perhaps  half  an  hour  I  was  able  to  get  up  and 
remove  the  drag  rope  after  moving  him  to  an 
outside pen where I turned him loose.  We had fed 
the bunch a bit of sweet feed - oats, cracked corn, 
and molasses.   The smell  attracted them but  the 
taste held them to the troughs.  This would make 
them much easier to pen.  We repeated the act of 
removing ropes and turned them all out to pasture.

The next morning Pat (one of the work horses) 
and  I  brought  in  the  colts.   They  were  a  bit  of 
trouble  until  they  saw  the  open  gate,  then  all 
trooped in.  Feed was waiting.  We had fooled with 
four apiece when Slim called to me, “I want to ride 
this one.”  I went over and had to agree with him. 
The colt  was  one  of  the  eager  beavers  and  was 
ready  to  learn  something.   He  led  like  a  broke 
horse and was not edgy in the least.
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I  held the colt  while Slim got  his  saddle  and 
blanket.  It took more time for the blanket than it 
should have, but this was his first day at school.  In 
time we got the saddle on and left  it  there for a 
while before cinching it up and then only enough 
that it would not turn.  Slim put a hackamore on 
the colt with two reins so that he would have a bit 
of control.

I got back on Pat and walked him up to the colt. 
I could tell at once that Pat knew what to do.  He 
had been a snubbing pony.  Slim took the reins in 
his right hand and took hold of the horn with that 
hand then with his left.  He caught the left rein and 
pulled the colt’s head to the side.  This was to keep 
him from turning away as Slim saddled up.  Pat, 
with no signal from me, placed himself in position 
to prevent the colt from moving off.  This would 
give him a second to realize that as yet the rider 
was doing no harm.  Then he walked off with no 
fuss.  Slim rode him beside me for maybe twenty 
minutes  and  then  reined  him  over  to  the  fence 
where he got off, unsaddled, and gave the pony a 
good rubdown.  This colt was almost ready to call 
broke, but there were still a lot of rough edges that 
needed to be smoothed.

Slim was a good rider but didn’t know it.  This 
sounds odd, but it's true.  He lacked confidence in 
himself.  I doubt if he had ever been bragged on 
for anything he had ever done, so I tried to remedy 
that.   I told him in several ways and at different 
times that he was good at whatever it might be.  It 
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took some time, but he began to believe in himself, 
and that made him a better helper.

We were both involved with the Brady horses 
and turned down several outside jobs.  Slim was 
keeping better  track of our expenses than I  was, 
and he swore that I would be repaid out of the first 
check that we got.

A good rider, the kind who does whatever there 
is  to  be done regardless  of  what  he is  riding,  is 
thought  to  have  some  sort  of  special  sense  that 
helps the horse know what to do.  I have ridden 
horses that, when approaching a tree that was too 
low  for  me  to  go  under  the  branches,  would, 
without  cue  one  from  me,  hunt  a  better  place. 
Figure that out; it's beyond me.

We worked out a system – while I brought in 
the horses, Slim did the house keeping.  Then he 
came out and we separated the ones we intended to 
work  with  that  day.   We  rode  five  head  each 
morning and schooled five more, getting them in 
the proper frame of mind to accept bridling.  Then 
after lunch we took on five more that we were just 
starting.   Besides  this,  all  the  colts  were  put 
through the chute twice a day, once to put the drag 
on, then again to take it off.  It made for a full day 
but  we  were  fast  –  making  using  horses  out  of 
thirty-five head.

Along with these chores, I made a deal with a 
fellow to cut and bale my oats.  Slim and I hauled 
the bales to the barn and stacked them in the loft. 
This same fellow plowed the beans and said that 
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they were doing fine.  I didn't know whether they 
were or not.

As time passed we turned about five head per 
week over to the Brady ranch.  The foreman would 
send a couple of riders over to lead the youngsters 
back to finish their education.

I  had  been  buying  a  few  good  looking  colts 
when the price was right and starting them out just 
like the others.  The word got out that I had some 
good young horses that could be bought right.  The 
rumor was correct about the price.  I took the cost 
of the colt, added double the average breaking fee 
plus feed for a month and they were still bargains. 
We  were  able  to  sell  them about  as  fast  as  we 
turned them out.  It made much better than wages.

We kept this up until cold weather set in.  Now, 
when you are cold wrapped up in heavy clothes, it 
is no time to be fooling with broncs.  You could get 
some  blue  spots  on  your  anatomy  or  stick  your 
nose into the cold ground, neither of which is to be 
appreciated.  I got the beans combined and sold. 
They more than paid for the whole amount I had 
been out on the place, and I still had the sorghum 
to get bundled and stacked.  It would make at least 
a year’s horse feed.
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“Flaxy’s colt by the bait mare”
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It  had become a habit  to  go in  to  town each 

Saturday afternoon to eat at Jake's and visit with 
friends  and  find  out  what  was  going  on,  if 
anything.  I had noticed Slim talking with the new 
waitress  more  than he  ever  had  with  any of  the 
others,  but  thought  little  about  it.   Perhaps  she 
talked different  or  something.   I  thought nothing 
about it until one night we had been to a picture 
show that we both had wanted to see and were on 
the way home when Slim asked, “Is there room in 
the house for one more?”

My first  thought was that we didn't  need any 
more help.  We hardly stayed busy as it was, but I 
felt that there was a little more to the question than 
hired help.

I said, “What do you have in mind?”
You could have knocked me over with a sledge 

hammer when he replied, “I've been thinking about 
getting married.”

Slim and I had a relationship far  greater than 
hand and boss.  When two guys are in the habit of 
covering each others backs to the point that neither 
has to worry about being surprised by anything, it’s 
almost the same as in combat.  You get close.  He 
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was the brother I never had.
I asked, “Is it Millie?”
He didn't answer for a bit, and then said, “She 

has no family here and is tired of being a waitress 
and wants a home, and I think we can make a go of 
married life.”

This  attitude  made  more  sense  than  being so 
madly in love that they could not live without each 
other.  I said, “I think that we can work in another 
person without much trouble.”

When we got home, we looked over the surplus 
furniture that we had piled in a room and fixed up 
a room for the newlyweds-to-be.  It was nothing 
fancy; but was serviceable.

It was a month before the words were said over 
the happy couple.  I offered them my pickup to go 
somewhere, but they both said that they had rather 
get settled in their new place.  I certainly couldn’t 
argue with that reasoning.

Millie  took over  the  housework and cooking. 
She just slid in without making a ripple and, before 
Slim  and  I  knew  it,  we  were  all  but  fired  as 
housekeepers  and  told  to  do  our  work  outside. 
This was fine with us, but there was so little to do 
that time of year.

I made a deal with a neighboring farmer to take 
over  the  farm  land  on  shares,  except  for  the 
grazing of the oats, which I would get when they 
were ready.
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“Millie and Slim get hitched.”
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“Millie and Jane”
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A little after New Year’s, a fellow who was a 

total stranger to me hit me up one day when I was 
loafing around Jake's and made me a proposition. 
He had heard that I had a reputation as an outlaw 
catcher.  I don't know where he got that notion, but 
if it led to a profit, so be it.

He had leased the old Lewis place, which had 
been vacant for several years.  The previous lessee 
had made a stab at raising mammoth jacks.  Now 
these were more than just donkeys.  They were the 
kind that, on heavy mares, sire mules that become 
as  large  as  draft  horses.   And  they  sell  for  big 
money.  When the mule man gave up his lease, he 
failed to get five of the jennies with colts, and there 
were  now many  more  than  that.   I  figured  that 
there was some kind of a booger in the deal and 
just waited for it to come out.

Finally it did but, at the time, I couldn't see how 
bad it  was.   These donkeys were in a big rough 
pasture that had a deep draw running through it so 
near the middle as to make no difference.  It was 
about twenty feet deep, maybe twice that wide at 
the bottom, and the sides were as near forty-five 
degrees as could be eyeballed.
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There were four grown jacks.  On the several 
times that  they had been chased,  these jacks ran 
along the side of this draw to a place where they 
dropped into the draw and climbed out on the other 
side.  Of the only two riders that had tried to go 
after  them,  one  had  his  horse  to  fall  over 
backwards  when  he  tried  to  climb  out,  and  the 
other’s  horse  wouldn't  even  try.   The  man  was 
afraid that these jacks would chase and maybe kill 
calves and perhaps cows as well.  He thought there 
were two or three jacks five or six years old and 
perhaps  one  or  two  five-year-old  jennies.   He 
didn’t  know how many  young  jennies  or  young 
ones

This had been an interesting tale, but I had yet 
to see a place for me until he went on.  His offer 
made me think that I might be in the business of 
catching jacks.  He offered $1000 for grown jacks, 
$500 for old jennies,  and $250 for anything else 
not still on their mothers.  I was tempted to grab 
the  deal  without  looking  it  over,  but  held  my 
tongue  with  effort.   I  realized  that  I  knew  less 
about  catching wild jacks than I  did about  brain 
surgery, but I knew my old partner might have an 
idea.

Slim was  not  with  me  on  that  day  for  some 
reason.  He did not go into town as often as he had 
in the past.  For a wedding present, I had made him 
a full partner with pay, expenses, and a split of the 
leavings down the middle.  He had objected but, as 
I told him, we were already partners in everything 
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that we had done anyway.  I wanted his opinion. 
He might have some notion of how to do this job.

I hurried home and didn't waste any time telling 
him all I knew about the deal.  His advice was to 
look  the  country  over  before  any  decision  was 
made.  This made sense, but we continued to talk 
for perhaps an hour without coming up with any 
plan.  As Slim had said, we needed to see the place 
first and then try to figure something out.

We penned the horses and cut out the two that 
we were going to ride in checking out the lay of 
the land.  They were Pat and Mike, the other Brady 
horse we had used in the steer round up.  I  had 
bought them when Cap offered to sell them.  We 
knew that  they were dependable,  but we did not 
plan to chase donkeys on them, just ride.  It would 
be a  four-  or  five-hour  drive  to  the  Lewis  place 
pulling the trailer with two horses.  We found our 
blankets  a  little  earlier  than  usual  after  doing 
everything we could think of to speed our trip.

It was only a little after moonrise when I yelled, 
“Come and get it. Coffee is ready.”  We wasted no 
time and were soon on our way.  The drive was 
mostly  monotonous,  but  we  got  there.   We  had 
found the place with no trouble, and there was a 
man there who was expecting us.   His  boss had 
told him that I  would be there sometime to look 
things  over  with  the  idea  of  checking  out  the 
proposition that had been made me.

We unloaded our horses and saddled up.  The 
hand had his mount ready to go.  It didn't take long 
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to get to the part of the pasture where the donkeys 
hung out.  There were many hackberry trees along 
a shallow valley.  They provided dense shade and 
the  donks  were  taking  advantage  of  it.   As  we 
approached,  I  halted  the  men  and  rode  a  little 
closer and counted one jack (he would be the king 
of the hill and the other jacks were off somewhere 
else),  five jennies  with colts,  and five more  that 
were either dry or too young to have colts – eleven 
in all, not counting colts.  The man told us there 
were three more jacks somewhere and usually not 
far away from the herd.

I waved the others forward and we pushed the 
bunch into flight.   We followed at  a  fair  rate  of 
speed just to keep them in sight.  They picked up 
the other three jacks that had been shaded not far 
away and ran toward the gully that I had been told 
about  and  were  running  along  its  rim  when 
suddenly  the  jacks  peeled  off  and  fell  into  the 
draw.  At least it looked as if they fell.  It was too 
steep for a foothold and they had to run full blast to 
keep their feet under them.  With hardly a check in 
speed, they started up the other side; dirt flying as 
if  they had shovels instead of hooves.  I  noticed 
something odd.  When the jacks got up on a level 
they threw their heads up as high as they would go. 
They had been running with their heads low to the 
earth – I guess to keep their centers of gravity low 
or something.  This action gave me an idea, but I 
did not know what it was yet.  It was something to 
work on.
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We rode back to the jennies and colts.  We were 
able to herd them a little  and thought that if the 
jacks were removed, the jennies could be penned 
without much trouble - again that “maybe.”

We left our horses at the ranch after telling Jim 
Green, the foreman, that we would be back when 
we  had  figured  out  a  few  things,  but  that  we 
thought we would be able to catch some donkeys. 
On the way back, Slim and I discussed my thought, 
and between us, we got it into the light.  We had 
not tried such a thing before, but we had until now 
had no need for such a device – a trap.  The main 
question now was how to make one.  We became 
quiet,  each  mulling  the  idea  around in  hopes  of 
bringing out a solution.

Slim added a thought and I saw some light.  By 
the time we reached home, we had something that 
might  work.   The  next  day  I  went  to  town and 
bought 100 ft of ¾” rope, a bow saw, and five big 
chain links.  I took the links to a shop that I knew 
of and had one of the workmen heat one end of the 
link and, by using a large drift punch, enlarge one 
end so that the rope would run through it easily. 
When I brought these items home, we cut the rope 
into twenty-foot lengths and tied a chain link in the 
end of each rope with a figure-eight knot.  Then, 
after measuring a horse’s neck, we tied large knots 
that would not pull through the links on the end of 
the rope.  We tied a rose knot and rolled it good so 
that  it  would  not  come  out.   There  was  no 
guarantee that this brainstorm would work, but if it 

87



Jesse L. Jones

had been a sure thing, it would not have been half 
the fun.

We  went  back  to  the  Lewis  place  to  try  our 
luck.  Many bright ideas could not stand the light 
of  day.   We took a  long way around and got  to 
where the jacks had come to the top of the draw.  I 
hunted up some cedar trees a little bigger than you 
would  want  for  Christmas  trees  and  cut  five  of 
them and hauled them over to the crossing.   We 
shook out  the loops in the ropes and used small 
twigs to help hold the loops in place, tied a tree to 
the  end  of  the  rope,  and  hung  the  loops  from 
branches  in  places  we  thought  the  jacks  might 
come through.

My observation had shown me that, for a few 
steps anyway, the jacks were more concerned with 
getting  their  balance  than  with  where  they  were 
going.  One might - just might - stick his head in a 
loop and take off dragging a tree.  The shape of 
these trees is tapered to the point so that there was 
only  a  small  chance  of  hanging  up  but  would 
certainly be a detriment to any far or fast travel. 
Two of the snares were in good position, the other 
three not so hot, but you can never tell what might 
happen until it does.

By the time we had done all of this – and it took 
some doing – the day was pretty well  shot.   We 
called it a day and headed for home.  We stopped 
in town and got another twenty feet of the big rope. 
I had another notion.  When we got home, I put Pat 
and Mike in the pen intending to use them the next 
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day.   They both were getting some age,  but  that 
was another of their strong points; they had some 
sense to go with their years.  Then I hunted up the 
muzzle we had used on Flaxy, who, by the way, 
had become a top sire of parade horses that were in 
great  demand.   Then  I  gathered  all  the  ropes  I 
could find and thought that we were as ready as we 
could be.

Slim  and  I  had  bedrolls  that  we  used  when 
working  at  places  that  did  not  have 
accommodations for extra hands.  We loaded these 
in the pickup,  hooked up the trailer,  and spent  a 
very short night in bed.  Early in the morning we 
loaded Pat and Mike and set sail.  When we got to 
the Lewis place,  Jim was waiting with our other 
horses up for us.  We saddled and rode out to see 
what, if anything, had fallen into our trap.  It was 
no  surprise,  but  disappointing,  to  find  all  five 
empty.

We sat on our mounts and gabbed awhile, and a 
thought  struck me  like a  bolt  of  lightning.   The 
jacks  only  used  that  escape  route  when  being 
chased; we would have to get after them again.  We 
spread out and were not long in finding the whole 
bunch 

The  three  extra  jacks  were  with  the  jennies. 
This  was  proof  to  me  that  all  the  jennies  were 
rebred.  Had it not been so, the boss jack would 
have torn the others to pieces.  They are funny that 
way.   We got  the band into a run and when the 
jacks  got  to  the  crossing,  they  dropped  off  as 
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before.  As we watched, three of our sets took off 
in a cloud of dust like a herd of turtles.  We rode to 
a more practical crossing and went back to where it 
all started to look for our roped and maybe hung 
up donkeys.  I saw one streak of dust and got close 
enough to see one jack doing his  best  to  outrun 
whatever it was chasing him.  He was having no 
luck.

I stayed back and watched until he ran between 
two trees  that  were  too close  together  to  let  the 
cedar pass, and so hung up.  I was surprised at the 
way he accepted his situation.  But he had run at 
least three quarters of a mile in terror of what was 
behind him.  I would suppose that when he stopped 
and the thing came no closer, he decided to catch 
his wind.  I rode up close enough to see that there 
was  little  chance  for  him to  get  away.   He  was 
watching  that  tree  as  if  he  had  never  seen  one 
before, but I don't suppose that he had ever had a 
tree chase him either.  I went to find the others to 
see what else was going on.  I found Jim first.  His 
donkey  was  walking  along  like  he  was  going 
somewhere.   He had straddled the rope and was 
pulling his tree like a work mule pulling a plow. 
He was not going anywhere soon.

Slim's donkey was like mine, hung up and give 
up.  Slim and I rode back to the pens and caught 
Pat and Mike.  I fixed a rope collar from the big 
rope in a kind of figure-eight around their barrels 
and then around their necks so that it  would not 
slip back nor forward either.  I got the muzzle out 
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of the pickup and we went back to the pasture.
The  closest  one  was  the  one  that  Slim  had 

followed.  We chose him first for that reason.  It 
was not as far to drag him, if that was the way it 
had  to  be,  and  also,  maybe  we  could  learn 
something.  The jack was standing, if not patiently, 
at least quietly.  I rode up close to make him move 
a bit and tossed a loop at his heels.  The first two 
missed, but the third caught both heels and soon 
Mr. Jack was on the ground.  Slim rushed up and 
put a hackamore on him.  It was one we had been 
using on colts and had to be let out to the extreme 
to fit the great head of the donkey.  Then Slim put 
the muzzle on, and I gave the jack’s heels some 
slack.  He got up but still could not go anywhere. 
The jack seemed reconciled to his fate because he 
did not put up any fight as we began to work on 
him.

I led Pat up in front of him and tied the hack to 
the rope surcingle we had made, then took Mike to 
the other side and did the same thing.  I hoped that 
when I untied the tree and he found that he was 
tied  to  a  horse  on  each  side,  he  would  behave. 
There might have been a better way, but this way 
worked.  The jack tried to kick a time or two but I 
popped a rope at the team and they broke into a 
trot.  Jack didn't have time to kick; it was all he 
could do to stay on his feet.

In a short time we were at the pens.  I would bet 
that it took us longer to turn him loose than it had 
taken to  tie  him up for  delivery.   But  we got  it 
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done.   Here  was  our  first  $1000,  and there  was 
more to come.  This method had worked so well 
that we did it again

The next  victim was the one I  had  followed. 
We  used  the  same  procedure,  and  it  was  faster 
because both men and horses knew what to do and 
did it.  We found the other gentleman still plowing 
with  the  rope  under  his  body  as  there  was  no 
pressure on his wind but the pull was on the top of 
his neck.  Since he was headed in the direction that 
we wanted to go, we let him go his way but kind of 
herded  him  away  from  trees  and  gullies. 
Fortunately  for  us,  when  we got  in  sight  of  the 
pens, the jacks that we had brought in gave what I 
supposed was a jackass “Hello!”  He went straight 
to  the  pen.   We  had  some  trouble  getting  him 
through the gate, but got it done.  Slim heeled him, 
and I took the rope off, then we took care of the 
horses.  The jacks we left alone.  They were not 
house broke.  We still had time to go out and reset 
the snares, knowing that the jacks had to be chased 
to use the escape route.

We ate supper and got a good laugh at some of 
the things we had done.  There had been several 
near misses but no injury to man or beast.

I had a thought and asked Jim about the ranch 
mares.  There were thirty of them, and they all had 
mule colts and were not hard to pen.  My thought 
was for one man to stay at the getaway place so 
that the jacks would have to pass it up and gather 
the mares, drive them around until we picked up 
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the donkeys, then pen them all.  I thought that the 
best way to do this was to do it so fast that they did 
not have time to think.

The next morning we found the mares in their 
pasture and moved them in with the donks.  When 
we spotted  the  jennies  and colts,  we pushed the 
mares into a run, the jennies fell in with them and, 
in less than a mile, the jacks did too.  It was close 
to noon when we closed the gate behind the whole 
bunch and then turned the mares and mules back 
where they belonged.

I climbed up on the fence and took a good look. 
There  were  four  grown  jacks,  five  jennies  with 
colts, and the same number without.  This added 
up to $7750 - not bad for a short week’s work.  I 
never found out what Mr. Lewis did with his high 
priced donkeys – frankly I didn't  give a hoot.   I 
went  back  to  horse  breaking  and  trading. 
Something else would turn up; it always had.
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We  settled  into  work.   It  liked  a  lot  being 

routine but was some sort of a system.  We broke 
most but not all the colts offered to us.  Some of 
them would not be worth the cost of breaking at 
ten years old.  I tried to stay with those that I could 
in later years say with pride, “I broke that horse.”

I traded a lot.  I would trade a green broke colt 
for one as yet unstarted.  The one thing that I still 
insisted on was that the colt be broke to lead.  That 
saved me anywhere from two to five days fooling 
with them.  If I had only one at the time, it would 
not take that long but, with as many as twenty on 
hand,  it  slowed  things  down.   In  such  trades,  I 
usually drew as much difference as it would cost to 
break one.  The edge that I had was that there was 
no market for older horses.  The killer market had 
yet to come and dog food was covered by butcher 
waste and scraps.  The price on those older ones 
was  either  nonexistent  or  pitiful.   I  was  once 
offered three for  one and am almost  ashamed to 
say that I took it, but the man needed a horse that 
he could ride.

Many of my rancher friends had a horse or two 
that was nothing to be proud of.  You might say 
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that they were only transportation.  In such cases, 
they would rather have one that might turn out to 
be better.  I was glad to oblige them.

As the result of a conversation with a buyer of 
feeder  calves  for  corn-belt  feeders  in  Illinois,  I 
took a trip up there.  A lot of those farmers feed 
from a few to many cattle each year.  Their crops 
brought more as beef than as grain.  But they had a 
problem that we did not have – mud!  The snow 
that falls on the rich manure melts creating deep 
mud.  To move stock or anything else with them, 
they have to wait until it freezes or take a chance 
on losing their rubber boots.

I talked to several feeders about buying horses 
to ride in their feedlots.  The response was varied, 
from doubt to total agreement.  I met a fellow that 
owned  a  feed  store.   He  sold  mainly  protein 
supplements.   He had lost  one of  a  pair  of  new 
western boots in his lot.  He was ready for a horse 
as soon as I could get one to him, and he agreed to 
let me use a little pasture behind his store until I 
found buyers.  I had a thought that had not been on 
my mind before – saddles.  Every saddle shop had 
racks of trade-ins, most of them still good.  I would 
have to check up on this.

I spread the word that I could use some older 
horses.  They would go to northern feed lots and 
spend  the  rest  of  their  days  in  luxury.   I  didn't 
know that there were too many of that description 
around.  I had to back off, because I did not have 
that many young ones on hand to swap.  Most of 
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the owners agreed to wait for me to get some more 
and would go ahead and let me have their old ones. 
You can't beat deals like that with a stick.

Things had changed a little by the time I got 
back like they always do.  I took the first three or 
four rides then Slim took over.  He actually rode 
more than I did because I took time to make trades 
and  other  deals.   Slim  learned,  found  out,  or 
something, how to put an extra good rein on a colt. 
It  has a  lot  to do with the rider’s position when 
cueing the mount.  A lift of a foot means turn the 
other  way.   The  weight  thrown back  calls  for  a 
sliding stop.  I could do these things on a trained 
horse but I had never been able to teach them.  Our 
reputation  had  grown  to  the  point  that  I  had  a 
buyer for a colt almost from the time we took him 
in for training.  I did not attempt to make roping 
horses or any other specialists – they needed more 
experience; it is the same with kids.  They have to 
know a little about a lot of things before they know 
what they like best.

The mare that we had used for bait in catching 
Flaxy had her colt from him.  He was a beautiful 
golden sorrel  with the mane and tail,  well  made 
and looked like a million.  The colt that was on her 
when  I  bought  them  had  big  joints  and  hairy 
fetlocks indicating that somewhere back in his line 
had been a plow horse.  We called him Goofus and 
broke him mainly because he was there.  Lo and 
behold,  a fellow came by looking for a horse to 
rope big steers.  He liked Goofus and traded us a 
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light-boned  bay  colt  that  broke  out  fine  and 
brought a good price.

We were  getting  along fine  with  three  in  the 
family, although there were times when I felt out 
of  place.   This  became  worse  when  it  became 
apparent that there would soon be an addition to 
our family.  This put me more on the outside than 
before.  I spent a lot more time in town and stayed 
a  little  busier  with outside  work.   I  still  ate  my 
meals with them, and I still used my bedroom at 
night.

Millie sent for her sister to help with housework 
and such.   Since there is  only so much sleeping 
room in a house, I fixed a place in the barn and 
moved my bedroll out there.  It was no worse than 
a lot of places I had slept.  This allowed a room for 
Jane when she arrived.

With  the  weather  like  it  was  and  summer 
coming  on,  I  was  not  in  bad  shape  for  a  while 
anyway.  For no particular reason I got on the ball 
and  rented  a  one-ton  pickup  with  a  big  goose 
necked trailer.  I loaded twelve horses and a bunch 
of stuff that I had picked up in the way of saddles 
and things that I had found at prices that made me 
think there was a profit in it for me.  It seems to me 
that the driving force in all  that I have done has 
been because of that one word - PROFIT.  I know 
of people who have a worse drive.

I headed back to western Illinois where I had 
been  before.   The  drive  was  long  and  boring. 
There were times when I felt  as if  I was getting 
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nowhere fast, but as with all things, it finally came 
to an end.  I unloaded all  my horses and saw to 
their  well-being  with  hay  and  a  little  grain  and 
bedded myself down in the pickup.

The feed store man had first pick of the horses, 
as he was the first to look.  The one that he chose 
was neither the best nor the worst, and he paid my 
asking price with out a word.  I could have asked 
more.  He also picked out a saddle that he liked, 
then  got  on  his  phone  and  began  calling  other 
feeders.   In  a  short  time  there  were  a  dozen 
lookers, correction, buyers.  I had saddled most of 
my stock and the men would get on one almost at 
random, ride a few steps, then come to me and ask, 
“How much for all?” I had no trouble selling all 
that I had brought with me.  I had noticed that none 
of the men checked on reining, stops, or any of the 
many things a western man tries on any horse that 
he is interested in.  I did have one man tell me at a 
later  date,  “That  bay  horse  that  I  got  from you 
knows more about working cattle than I do!”  Most 
of them bought the first horse they got on, and no 
one quibbled about  my prices.   I  had four more 
horses than I  did saddles,  but  they sold anyway. 
The buyers said they would wait for saddles, and I 
promised  to  bring  some  extra  next  trip.   I  had 
found  a  place  where  I  could  buy  so-called 
‘production’  saddles,  and  since  there  was  little 
likelihood that any of these men would be doing 
any roping, I felt that this type of saddle would suit 
them.  Besides, they came with bridle and blanket 
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and would not  only save me money but  time as 
well.  I had several more prospective buyers than I 
did horses, but then I would be back as soon as I 
could with more horses and more saddles too.  One 
fellow asked if I could bring a workhorse or two. 
It seems that he and his brothers still farmed with 
horses.   They  were  laughed  at  by  those  with 
thousands  of  dollars  tied  up  in  big  tractors. 
However,  several  of  those  scoffers  were  renting 
places from those backward fellows, who bought 
another place every year or so with their savings in 
not having to buy tractor fuel.  They raised their 
fuel: hay, corn, and oats.

Heading for home with an empty trailer, I made 
slightly better time but it seemed like forever.  But 
I  only  had  to  keep  about  half  my  mind  on  my 
driving and the other half thinking on things that 
might be important.  I have known guys that when 
driving stock or other boring things, would throw 
their minds out of gear and coast for a while.  I 
can't do that.  I think, and sometimes I believe that 
I  think  in  my  sleep.   Often,  I  wake  up  with  a 
solution to a problem that I went to sleep thinking 
on without knowing where it came from.

It just came to mind that I had passed a bit of 
information to the new horse owners that surprised 
them and might have saved the life of a horse or 
two.  Give them all the grass hay they can eat, very 
little  alfalfa,  a  pint  of  corn  and  perhaps  a  half 
gallon of oats at a feeding, Do not, positively DO 
NOT turn your horse into the feed lot.  He will kill 
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himself  with  what  he  eats.   Horses  don’t  know 
when to stop.

Home (I never realized what a wonderful word 
that is) was just like I had left it.  In my absence, 
Slim had done exactly what I would have done had 
I  been there.   Jane had not  arrived yet,  but  was 
expected any day.  My thought about her was that 
if a woman had two husbands in a time like this, 
they would not be half the comfort that one woman 
is.

About  the  time  that  I  had  made  Slim  a  full 
partner,  I  also took out  insurance on us both.   I 
have spent more time than I like to think about laid 
up  with  a  sprain  or  broken  bone  and  have  paid 
enough having cuts and scrapes looked after to pay 
a doctor’s vacation in any place he might desire. 
When  I  was  the  only  one  involved,  I  hadn’t 
worried,  but  with  the  partnership,  it  could  get 
expensive, ergo - insurance.

The thought came to me that we needed another 
man.  I ran through my mind all that I could think 
of  that  were available,  then  the reason that  they 
were available – they were not worth feeding for 
the work they would do.  I sometimes congratulate 
myself on getting Slim as partner.  We think alike, 
we work alike, and so far had agreed on everything 
that had come up.  We each had our own place in 
the way things were done.  I still took the first ride 
or two; few horses would ever buck with me.  If I 
let them do most but not all that they had in mind, I 
could  get  them lined  out  by  the  third  or  fourth 
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saddle.  Then I begin to do what I was told a long 
time ago, “Pull a lot of wet saddle blankets off of 
them.”  This translates to, “Use them as they need 
to be used.  If they are tired and sweaty, they find it 
easier  to  mind  than  to  object  to  their  training.” 
When they are fresh they tend to want their own 
way of things.  I told Slim and Millie how things 
had worked out and that the prospects were fine for 
more business in Illinois, and it was a fine place 
for the older horses to spend the rest of their days. 
But it would take one of us away from what we 
might be doing at home.  Slim's answer was typical 
of him, “If there is a profit, let's do it.”  I had to 
agree.   Many  of  the  things  that  we  were  doing 
could stand a little delay or even be put off for a 
time.

We had more horses lined up for breaking than 
we could get to in a month of Sundays.  I had been 
buying several colts each month or as I could find 
them now with this good market for older horses as 
well as a few work types.  We were going to be 
extended  to  our  limit.   There  was  as  yet  only 
twenty-four  hours in  a  day and one-third was in 
darkness.   We  needed  help;  there  were  no  two 
ways about it.  Slim and I both had gone over the 
list of availables without finding one that we could 
work with.  For most, we could do better without 
them.

In a short time we were back in the old system 
with a  few changes.   The pickup was  parked in 
front  of  the  house.   In  it  was  a  suitcase  of  the 
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things  needed  for  a  newcomer  and  Slim  made 
more trips to the house than usual.  He was getting 
nervous, and so was I.  We were doing more of the 
housework in addition to the other things we had to 
do.

We  all  were  tickled  pink  when  Jane  arrived. 
She  would  never  know  how  we  had  looked 
forward to her coming.  She was two years older 
than Millie and had been working for a lawyer in 
her  home  town.   Now this  may  sound  odd,  but 
while Millie was the prettiest,  Jane was the best 
looking.  Perhaps I was prejudiced from the start.

Jane took a hold on things from the start.  It was 
a great relief to have someone on watch full time 
and I must admit her cooking was better than our 
own.   It  happened  one  afternoon  when  we  had 
finished the days work.  Jane came out and said 
very calmly I thought, “It's time to go to town.”

I turned the stock out while Slim ran around in 
circles.  Making him ride in the back of the pickup 
calmed him down a bit, so that when we reached 
the hospital, he was somewhere near normal.  They 
put  Millie  in  a  wheelchair  and  took  her  back 
somewhere in the building.  We spent a long half 
hour or more in the waiting room until one of the 
nurses came in and told us that it would be some 
time yet  and for  us  to  go  and get  a  bite  to  eat, 
because we were not likely to miss anything for a 
good while yet.

We went to Jake's for supper.  Someone there 
must have seen us turn in at the hospital, and they 
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were  concerned  that  one  of  us  might  have  been 
hurt or something.  When we told them the reason 
for  our  trip,  they  were  delighted.   Millie  had 
worked there, and they all knew Slim.  They were 
almost  like family  to  all  the  regulars.   Someone 
must have slipped out to the florist, because when 
they let us into Millie’s room back at the hospital, 
there were enough flowers to fill a hothouse.

Millie  was  as  efficient  here  as  she  was 
everywhere.   She  produced  a  miniature  copy  of 
Slim  with  apparently  little  effort.   I  was 
flabbergasted  to  learn  that  they  had  saddled  the 
poor tyke with my name!  In time though, I felt 
honored.

It took most of a month to get things in order 
again.   All  of  us  wasted  a  good  bit  of  time 
watching the baby doing what babies do - sleeping, 
eating, or giving the world a once over to see if he 
wants to stay a while.  In time this slacked off, and 
we spent the time in things that had to be done.  As 
Millie gained her strength, Jane began coming out 
to the pens and watching us work.  It was only a 
day or two before we began to yell at her, “Hey, 
Jane,  turn  that  black  colt  back this  way.”  “Jane, 
bring me that hackamore.” and all such things as 
that.  She caught on and worked as if she had been 
born and raised on a ranch.

Slim and I were talking one day and he said, 
“Looks like we have found our hand!”  And I had 
to  agree  with  him.   It  is  unbelievable  what  that 
girl's  help  amounted  to.   Slim and I  were doing 
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almost double what we had been doing before Jane 
began to help, but it worked out that way.

One morning, when Jane was still at the house 
for some reason, Slim asked, “When are you going 
to put Jane on the payroll?”

I had been thinking the same thing but thought 
that it might make her feel bad toward us because 
of  the  offer.   I  asked  Jane,  “How long  can  you 
stay?” It  seemed that  she had a  lot  of  sick time 
from her job and vacation time that she planned to 
use up right here.  This was fine with me, but I 
didn't know why I felt so good about it.  I had not 
had a girlfriend since high school and was almost 
out of the notion, but for some unknown reason I 
felt that Jane was more than just Millie's sister, and 
don't ask me why, because I still don't know.

One day she hopped up on Pat  and penned a 
bunch of stock that we were ready for.  It looked 
like she was the hand that we needed.  Before long 
she was doing everything except  topping off  the 
fresh ones.  We could not have hired a better hand 
anywhere.  And she was worth every penny that 
we paid her.

In late summer I gathered another set of older 
horses with a pair of fair-sized work horses to take 
north.   I  had  found  the  address  of  a  production 
saddle company in a horse magazine and sent for 
their catalog.  I got that, and it had the description 
of  several  different  styles  –  most  of  them  not 
recommended as  roping saddles  but  for  pleasure 
riding.  There were several that sounded great to 
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me.  They had a blanket and bridle and still cost 
about half of what I had paid for old saddles.  I 
ordered  fifteen  in  three  different  styles  and  was 
soon ready for another trip north.  Slim went with 
me this time, and we sold horses almost as fast as 
we could saddle them.  And the market was barely 
dented.  Feeders from miles around had sent word 
that they wanted feedlot horses.

It looked as if we had as much business as we 
could  handle,  at  least  for  a  while.   On the  way 
home I  gave  considerable  thought  to  my  future. 
While  I  was  still  young  enough  to  have  few 
worries about old age, still time was creeping up.  I 
would not be able to break horses all my life, and 
what would I do then?  The trading and selling that 
I was getting into was not particularly strenuous. 
Perhaps that was the answer.  I also had thoughts 
about  being  single.   I  was  used  to  that,  but  for 
some reason Jane was on my mind.  I mentioned 
this to Slim, and he laughed.  “Millie and I have 
been wondering when you were going to wake up. 
Winter is coming and wages going out.  You ought 
to come up with a good idea, and we would not be 
surprised if she has a thought like that, too.”

We got home and I was amazed at how I felt 
about being back where I  belonged.   Both of us 
had to check to see how much the baby had grown 
during the four whole days we were away and then 
to see how everything had progressed in that time. 
All was fine, and we soon were back in the usual 
routine.   Life  went  on  as  before  -  with  a  slight 
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difference.  At least on my part, I kept thinking of 
the joys of married life and the responsibilities that 
went with it.
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“Jane proves her worth as a ranch hand.”
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A movie that we had read about and thought we 

might like to see came to town.  I brought up the 
idea of going, but Millie said that she had to stay 
with the baby, and Slim would not go without her, 
so I said to Jane, “That just leaves the two of us. 
Do you want to go?”  She said she would love to, 
so that took care of that.   We saw the show and 
afterwards  went  to  Jake’s  for  a  bite.   We talked 
about this and that, and it seemed to me that Jane 
was in the same sort of stress that I was in.  We 
both were not sure what we wanted to say.  One 
thing that was on my mind was that I had little to 
offer.   I  had  money  in  the  bank,  several  good 
horses,  and  a  good  reputation,  but  that  and  a 
quarter would get me a cup of coffee.  As far as 
future, I was wondering what it might be, and I did 
not see much ahead.  When the day came that I got 
too stove up to break horses, I might get a job on 
one of the ranches around there, but they did not 
have houses for married hands - just a bunkhouse 
or even a line shack.

It was not hard to keep my mouth shut.  In the 
first place, I did not know what to say.  I did not let 
it  interfere  with  what  we  needed  to  do,  but  I 
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thought about it a lot.  I found out later that Jane 
was thinking along the same line.  It took a while 
for us to get together and I suppose that it was my 
fault.  I did not know how to start courting – it had 
been too long.  Even then, it was not serious.

One  day  I  went  to  town  for  something  or 
another and, when I finished my errand, I dropped 
in at Jake's for a cup and to see what was going on 
in  the  outside  world.   I  “Howdied”  those  that  I 
knew and was nursing my second cup when Cap 
Brady pulled up a chair and called for a cup.  It 
was not the first time he had sat with me, but it was 
still a surprise.  We talked about nothing much for 
a while, and Cap surprised me by asking if I had 
ever thought about taking a permanent job.  This 
was so near what I had been thinking for a time 
that I didn't know how to answer him.  Finally, I 
said I had thought of it from time to time but had 
never  found the  setup  I  thought  I  would  like  to 
stick with.  But my thoughts about such were not 
negative; I might find what I wanted some day.

Cap said, “Kid, I want you to talk with my boss. 
No one knows this, but I am not the sole owner of 
the ranch.  I have a partner, rather a backer, who 
owns  most  of  it.   He  has  a  proposition  that  he 
would like to talk over with you.  When can we get 
together”?

I told him that anytime suited me, and he could 
name the place.

Cap  said,  “Here,  day  after  tomorrow,  if  that 
suits you.”
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I  told him that  I  would  be  back on that  day. 
That night I told Slim that something was cooking, 
but I did not know what as yet but would find out 
soon.  It probably had something to do with a job.

At the appointed time, Cap showed up with a 
city-looking guy.   He had on a  suit  and tie  and 
looked  sharp.   Cap  introduced  me  to  him.   His 
name  was  Williams.   He  owned  a  factory  back 
east, but I did not find out what he manufactured. 
After  a  little  aimless  conversation  Mr.  Williams 
told  me  his  idea.   It  seems  that  Cap  had  been 
selling the colts that I had broken for him at such 
prices that Mr. Williams thought it a good idea to 
go into the horse business on a larger scale.  They 
had been keeping their  filly  foals  for  some time 
and now had over three hundred mares that would 
have colts in the spring.  He wanted to know if I 
would be interested in taking over the management 
of the horse end of the ranch.  It would be up to me 
as to what type of mares to keep, what sort of sire 
to put with them, and the degree of training to put 
on  those  that  were  for  sale.   I  would  be  paid  a 
decent wage, and there was a house that could be 
mine.  I mentioned that I had marriage on my mind 
in the near future and also I would want Slim with 
me as we were a team in the breaking of horses, 
and that  what  we did together  resulted in horses 
that brought top prices all over this area.

Mr. Williams agreed that this might be the best 
way to do things.  He didn't seem to be in a hurry, 
but told me to take my time and do things right.  I 

111



Jesse L. Jones

think he had reference to my wedding.  We talked 
for a while, but I was thinking mostly of what I 
could say to Jane in the way of a proposal.  I not 
only had never made one, I had never heard one 
either.  I had no idea what words to use.  I finally 
decided  that  the  best  way  was  to  just  come out 
with the question.  “Will  you?” and see what she 
said to that.

Finally, I went to the house and told them what 
was in the making.  Slim liked the idea.  He had 
been  thinking  as  I  had,  if  not  more.   He  had 
responsibilities  that  I  as  yet  did  not  have.   The 
steady part interested him as did the house to live 
in.  We were not particularly crowded with five in 
the house, but there were things that we would like 
to change.  We both realized that there would come 
an end to the things we had been doing, and we 
would have to slow down to match our ages.  So 
far, we had done things that made us money, and 
we had gotten by without injury, but I thought we 
had stretched our  luck  to  the  breaking point.   A 
new start would be wonderful.

I made an excuse to walk Jane to the pens to see 
about the horses.  She knew as well as I did that 
they were all right, but she came with me, and we 
walked  out  a  ways.   We stopped  beside  the  old 
wagon, and I leaned against the sideboard and said, 
“Jane,  there  is  something  I  want  to  ask  you.” 
Before I could finish the question, she came back 
with, “Yes, I will.  What took you so long?”

You could have knocked me down with a fence 
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post.  I had no idea that she was thinking along the 
same line that I was.  It took a second to realize 
that I had been accepted.  I put my arms around her 
and was amazed at how well she fit.  I leaned over 
to kiss her and met her coming up.  I think that the 
result was mutually satisfactory; neither of us was 
in a hurry to break it off.  In fact we repeated the 
experiment  several  times  and found  that,  though 
practice helps, the first one was hard to beat.

We finally went to the house and told the news 
to Slim and Millie.  Funny, but it was not news to 
them.  They had been expecting it for weeks.

There were many things to be sorted out: when 
and where to have the wedding,  what  we would 
need to set up housekeeping in our own home, and 
when  we would  move to  our  new jobs.   It  was 
decided  that  Slim and  I  would  go  to  the  Brady 
place  and look the  situation  over  before  making 
any great decisions.  And too, we wanted to look 
over  the  pens  and  holding  pastures,  so  that  we 
could figure the best way to do what seemed to be 
called for.

There were some points I needed to work out 
with Cap.  As yet it seemed I could do whatever I 
wanted to, and this was a little much to jump right 
into.  I could easily make a great mistake just by 
not knowing what was expected of me.  I had been 
my own boss for years, but this was going to be 
different.  It was not that I feared the responsibility, 
but I wanted to find out all I could about it.

We drove out to the Brady ranch early the next 
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morning.  Cap was glad to show us around.  There 
were  two  two-bedroom,  modern  tree-shaded 
houses not over a hundred yards from the pens or 
each  other.   Each  house  had  a  few  pieces  of 
furniture  -  nothing  fancy  but  serviceable.   Both 
places had electricity and propane gas as well as 
stoves  and  refrigerators  and  running  water.   We 
were well pleased.  The corral set up was not as 
good as we had been using, but Cap said to figure 
out what was needed, and he would see that it was 
done.  You can't beat them apples with a big stick. 
Slim and I spent some time marking out on a piece 
of  bare  ground  what  was  there  and  what  we 
wanted.   Cap understood and said that he would 
get some men working on the changes right away.

There were several small pastures near the pens 
– what we called traps.  Cap mapped them out for 
us  so  we  could  make  plans  on  what  to  do. 
Everything was looking promising.  Cap said that 
they had kept all the filly colts regardless of color, 
shape,  or  anything  else.   He  thought  that  there 
would be many of them, including the mares that I 
would  want  to  pass  on  to  other  breeders  whose 
stock could be worse than what I would cull.

I have seen fine colts from a mare that I would 
not give three dollars for, and some with pedigrees 
from now to last week that were not worth a hoot. 
Genetics, which is the study of how these things 
come about, beats the heck out of me.

By  the  time  we  got  home,  Slim  and  I  had 
decided that the first chore was to gather the mares 
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in  their   several  bunches  and  cull  out  the 
undesirables  that  we could recognize;  those with 
off-color, glass eyes and unsatisfactory shapes or 
bone structure.  Then we would have to cull on colt 
production.  If a colt was not worth keeping, more 
than  likely  his  mother  was  not  worth  keeping 
either.

Then there was the problem of separating and, 
in  some  cases,  weaning  the  colts  on  them.   We 
were not yet familiar with what had been done in 
the past with the horses.  We thought that we could 
do what was first on the list and learn as we went.

Fortunately,  we  only  had  four  colts  that  we 
were breaking for other people.  The others were 
either  mine  or  belonged  to  Mr.  Williams.   We 
would move all of these to our new home.  I did 
not know if I would be allowed to break for others 
as I had been doing, or if my time would be taken 
up with my job.  I supposed that in time I would 
learn  these  things.   I  could  only  wait  and  see. 
However, the fact that for the first time I was on 
the  payroll  made  a  great  difference  to  me.   Of 
course  I  had  done  many  things  for  which  I  had 
been paid but that was not like being a permanent 
hand receiving a check each month.

The day finally came when Jane and I said our 
“I dos” before a J.P. and became Mr. and Mrs.  It 
gave  me  an  odd  feeling,  but  it  was  too  late  to 
change  my  mind  even  if  I  had  wanted  to.   We 
drove to another town and got a room in a large 
hotel.  There was a fine cafe nearby, and we could 
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see the marquees of several movie houses.  When 
the  bellboy  left  us  in  our  room,  we  were  both 
rather  shy  and  what  you  might  call 
discombobulated, if there is such a word.  I didn't 
know what to do and neither did she, but she was 
better off than I, because women know these things 
better than men.  She said we should freshen up a 
bit and then go out and eat.  I thought this a great 
idea, so we did.  By the time the meal was over, we 
had gotten  used  to  our  situation enough that  we 
were not as uncomfortable as we had been, though 
we still did not know what to say.

We killed a  lot  of  time at  the table  and later 
went to our room.  Neither  of us was sure what 
came  next,  but  our  instincts  were  bringing  us 
closer together and, in time, we found out what it 
was all about, and that taught us that married life is 
wonderful.
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We stayed away three days, and then both of us 

thought it wise to go back and start on our move. 
We drove back to the old place and found that Slim 
and Millie had already made a good start.  Millie 
had separated a bunch of kitchen and eating things, 
so that each family would have enough to get by 
on,  and  she  had  made  out  a  list  of  things  she 
thought we should buy.  She had done the same 
with furniture and things.   In the next few days, 
Jane  and  I  went  to  town  and  found  almost 
everything on the list, as well as a few things not 
listed that we thought we might need.  All these 
things we took out to our new home on the Brady 
ranch.   We  had  several  days  of  almost  frantic 
activity before we got moved.  As usual, we got it 
done, then we, that is Slim and I, felt that it was 
time to look at what was to be our main concern 
for our future.  We knew from Cap that the mares 
were in several different pastures, and there were 
stallions  with  them.   Most  of  these  were  from 
ranch  stock  and  had  been  picked  for  their 
appearance.  Some of them got fair colts but some 
were not that good.  Cap estimated that there might 
be as many as three hundred mares on the place, 
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and my thought was that two hundred should be 
plenty, at least for the time being.  Later we might 
find reason to increase the herd from the fillies we 
raised.

One of the regular hands went with us to gather 
the first  bunch.   We had little  trouble and drove 
them to the pens.  Fortunately, there was room to 
separate them into a number of pens.  I first cut out 
several that had glass eyes or blue ones.  The next 
cut was some whites.  There were no paints in this 
first  bunch,  but  there  were  a  few  that  were 
extremely  nervous  and  their  colts  would  be  the 
same way.  They went.  I wound up with twenty-
seven  out  of  thirty-five  that  I  thought  worth 
keeping.   I  didn't  like  the  stud,  but  some of  his 
colts  looked good.  I  put  him in a  pen with the 
thought of replacing him if and when I found some 
better studs.  We put the better mares back in the 
pasture and then put the culls in one of the traps. 
This was the procedure for the next two weeks.  I 
had 105 cull mares and three studs that I wanted to 
get rid of.  Now these mares were not the worst I 
had ever seen, in fact they would have improved 
the stock on a lot of ranches.

I  went  to  our  local  livestock  auction  barn  in 
hopes that there would be a notice of a horse sale 
somewhere not too far off.  Fortunately, there was 
a bill on the board of a sale some fifty miles away 
that  included  some  registered  quarter  horses.   I 
thought  that  perhaps  I  could  dispose  of  my cull 
studs  and  replace  them  with  good  ones.   I 
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contacted a local trucker and told him when and 
where I wanted to move three loads of horses.  We 
made a deal and everything was go.

Slim and I went to the sale.  We made sure to 
get  there  early  to  have  time  to  look  over  the 
offerings  of  other  ranches.   We  saw  several 
stallions that we liked but would have to wait until 
the  sale  to  find  which  ones  we  could  afford. 
Sometimes a certain blood line will send an animal 
far above a reasonable price.  We were not in that 
buying class yet.

Our  mares  sold  extremely  well.   Every  one 
brought more than I would have given for them. 
Our  studs  went  cheap,  but  that  is  where  they 
belonged.   I  bought five good-looking registered 
stallions for what I thought was dirt cheap.  I was 
glad I had brought the ranch trailer, for now I had 
something to haul home.

In every pasture we had found fifteen to twenty 
mixed yearlings.  This is the nature of horses.  The 
studs run the fillies out to prevent inbreeding, then 
later run the stud colts out to prevent competition.

Under range conditions, these fillies would be 
picked up by an unrelated stud, and the colts, upon 
maturity, would hunt for harems of their own.  It so 
happened that in the first pasture we worked, the 
young ones came in with the drive.  We separated 
them into a small pasture and then made the effort 
to bring in the others as we worked their pasture. 
And now we had all of those of the same age in 
one pasture.  I had in mind to halter-break all these 

119



Jesse L. Jones

youngsters.  There would be less trauma for them 
at this age than later, and they would be started on 
the time when they would be broken to ride.

Few mares are ridden on ranches, first because 
they are not as dependable as geldings, and then 
from time to time they get romance on their minds 
and do not pay any attention to their job at hand. 
Another reason is that they may be with colt,  or 
worse, they may be nursing one.  I have ridden all 
sorts of broncs, but the worst ride I had ever had 
was on a mare with a young colt.  She stopped to 
see where he was, she turned to see what he was 
doing,  and  she  twisted  to  see  if  anything  was 
coming her way.  I was lucky to stay in the saddle 
during all this activity.  Never again, even if I have 
to walk.

I intended to halter break the fillies too, not that 
they would be broken to ride, but there might come 
a time when there was a need for doctoring a cut or 
perhaps loading in a trailer.  Possibly a prospective 
buyer would like to get his hands on one.  It would 
be little trouble to teach these youngsters now.

All of the suggestions that I had made for the 
improvement of the pens had been carried out.  I 
had a set of breaking pens as good as or better than 
the ones at the old place.  I could see that with a 
little luck I had a veritable cow horse factory.

Slim  and  I  were  doing  the  work  with  a 
minimum of effort.  We finished the eight head of 
Cap's  stock that  we had moved over here,  and I 
told Cap to send someone after them.  He asked if 
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Slim  and  I  would  consider  taking  them  a  little 
farther and start them on cattle.  I agreed to this.  It 
was all part of the deal, and we were on the ranch 
payroll.  Besides, it’s like I once heard said about a 
guy that had dropped out of school and later gone 
back  in.   He  had  a  dickens  of  a  time  learning 
anything when he went back.  Someone said that 
his  brain had hardened up.   There might  just  be 
some truth in that.   You can go on with a colt’s 
education.  It seems that as long as you don’t stop 
teaching, he doesn’t stop learning.

A green bronc has no idea what is expected of 
him.  It is up to the rider to let him know what to 
do.  Not all cowboys are horsemen.  They can ride 
anything that has its hair on the outside, but do not 
know how to  instruct  a  beginner.   A lot  of  top 
horses  have  been  denied  their  true  potential 
because  of  this;  they  remain  just  transportation. 
Then too, a cowboy’s job is to work cattle, not to 
train colts.

We started  easy,  riding  together.   Slim and  I 
hunted up a bunch of cows, and we intentionally 
rode  on  past  them,  then  turned  back  and stirred 
them up a bit as if that was why we were out there. 
Then we rode off and did it again.  Some of the 
colts caught on faster than others and seemed to 
resent our not seeing what they saw.  They would 
pull toward the cows, hoping we would see them; 
this is known as cow sense and is greater in some 
horses than in others.  It can be taught to a certain 
degree, but it is never as good as from those that 

121



Jesse L. Jones

have  it  naturally.   You  find  the  same  thing  in 
people.  One man has trouble tying his shoe and 
his neighbor is an atomic scientist.

I rode a nice brown colt that seemed to catch on 
very rapidly, an honor student one might say.  He 
had the natural know-how to become a whiz-bang 
if  handled  properly.   This  pony kept  his  eye  on 
whatever  stock  was  in  front  of  him  and  was 
making the right moves before I called for them. 
This shows up in one in I don't know how many.  It 
may sound foolish,  but  this  gives the trainer  the 
same  thrill  that  a  child’s  straight-A report  card 
does.

I had wondered about the size of the ranch that 
Cap managed but hesitated to ask.  I dislike being 
told  “That’s  none  of  your  business,”  but  after 
moving onto  the  place  I  learned that  there  were 
eight regular hands plus Cap.  This indicates 1000 
to 1500 head.  I had known these men for some 
time but did not know where they worked.  We still 
hesitate to ask questions where I come from.

One of the hands, who I had talked to down at 
Jake's, came to the pens more often than any of the 
others.  I hunted him up and suggested that he take 
that brown colt and put a shine on him.  I thought it 
well worth the trouble.  A top horse is appreciated 
on any ranch, besides being a pleasure to use.

As time went on, we found that at least three 
quarters of the ponies we turned over to the men 
were making from good to excellent using horses. 
Of course, Slim and I only rode them some four 
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hours a day, so we had barely started them.  If it 
were  school,  they  might  have  been  in  the  5th 
grade.  That's a long way from a final diploma.

My experience shows that from a hundred colts, 
you  will  get  seventy-five  that  run  from  fair  to 
good,  eighteen  that  are  no  more  than 
transportation,  and  three  that  you  want  to  sell 
somewhere  way  off  and  wish  that  you  could 
change the brand.  But the other four you can brag 
on.  However, selective breeding can change these 
figures.  There is no way you can get a race horse 
out of a plow mare, and you cannot expect the best 
from a knot-head.  There have been exceptions to 
this  rule,  but  that  is  because of  a  throw back to 
some ancestor.  Justin Morgan established a breed 
and no one knows his sire.

Slim  and  I  had  a  long  day  with  our  several 
projects.  The first chore was to run in the stock 
that  we  had  in  mind  to  work  with.   We  put 
hackamores with drag ropes on twelve or fifteen 
mares that had no colts and left them to consider 
their predicament for half a day.

After  using  one  colt  on  cattle,  as  I  have 
described, we came in, ate lunch, then tangled with 
the mares.  We tested each one as to their response 
to the drag rope. Those that showed a little sense, 
we tried to get our hands on.  Now this was far 
from run  up  and  grab  one  by  the  ear.   It  took 
sometimes an hour of patiently taking a foot and 
returning  an  inch.   Slow  and  easy  gets  the  job 
done.  Seldom did it take more than three sessions 
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to have a mare trained to lead, not run, on a rope 
and allow a person to put his hands on her – in 
other words, about half started.  When this worked, 
we turned them out as grammar school graduates. 
That  is  about  as  far  as  we  intended  to  take  the 
mares.  The geldings went through practically the 
same  course,  then  graduated  into  saddle  and 
reining.  The better ones might go on to a graduate 
course in their specialty.

While this was going, on so was life.   Slim’s 
boy was trying to walk, but first he had to learn to 
stand.  He could crawl faster than a terrapin on hot 
pavement,  talked  a  language  that  only  a  mother 
could understand, and made friends with everyone 
and everything he saw.

Slim and I both helped in roundup and both got 
a raise, which was appreciated, and we were doing 
more ranch work with the horses under our care.

One  night  as  I  was  talking  things  over  with 
Jane, she mentioned something that I would have 
never thought of – keeping records on each mare. 
That is, listing the colts to their proper mama and 
keeping track of their progress.  If he was no good, 
get  rid  of  both of  them and the reverse  as  well. 
Since this was Jane's idea, I gave her the privilege 
of setting up the record books as an experienced 
secretary.  It caused no problem to her, but it was 
up to us to figure out some means of identification 
for each mare.  Slim came up with the right one; 
I.D. numbers branded on their jaw.  It would take a 
number  and  a  letter.   The  letter  indicated  the 
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stallion that was the sire of her colt and the number 
was for her.

I made some branding irons from 3/8” rod that 
would make all the marks that we needed.  There 
was no problem in getting the mares into our chute 
and snubbing their head close to the fence where a 
man grabbed both ears and held them steady while 
another burned the proper mark into their hide.  I 
do not think that the hot iron hurt the animal in the 
least.  We did not rush into this project, but worked 
as  it  became  handy.   When  we  gathered  a  new 
bunch  of  mares,  they  went  through  the  process, 
and a sheet was made out for them according to the 
brand.  The first item on the sheet in reference to 
offspring was sex of her foal.  If a filly, it had no 
bearing on the value of the mare but explained why 
there was no follow-up on the foal.

I had found that married life was far better than 
“batching”  and,  when  in  the  course  of  time  it 
became apparent that I was to become a father, my 
joy  and  elation  knew  no  bounds.   I  mentioned 
earlier  that  Slim  and  I  were  insured  against  all 
types of injury or illness.  Well, I had spread this to 
cover our wives, so there was no fear of the added 
expense  of  bringing  another  newcomer  into  our 
world.

There  was  a  slight  chance  that  I  would  be 
offered a better job than the one I then held.  I was, 
you might say, straw boss over the horse business. 
I selected, culled, and tended to the breeding and 
breaking of a growing string of horses.  We now 
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had eight bands of mares numbering from thirty to 
thirty-five  head.   I  had  sold  two  of  the  first 
stallions that I had bought because their colts were 
lacking in cow sense.  I replaced them with some 
that I hoped were better, and bought more to take 
care of our growing herds.  I also hired, with Cap's 
consent, three men that worked horses in my style. 
I no longer rode the rough ones, but still did my 
share  of  what  might  be called high schooling or 
greater education.  We had been selling our surplus 
at a nearby livestock auction, but I had the thought 
that we might have our own sale and do better.

One of the new hands was a Mexican who, with 
little effort, could teach backing, side passing, and 
the sliding stop.   Those are seldom called for in 
regular ranch work, but there are people that would 
go a bit higher on the price for a horse with those 
qualities.  Also, by selling at home we could show 
the parents of the stock, if desired, and, if they did 
not sell, we could turn them back into the pasture. 
Cap  called  Mr.  Williams  and  got  an  OK on  the 
idea.

We began sifting and sorting out how many of 
what would be available.  As a rule, each cowboy 
on a ranch would have from eight to twelve horses 
in  his  so-called string,  depending on the type of 
terrain he had to  cover.   The  rider  of  the  rough 
string,  composed  of  those  horses  that  were 
undependable  for  various reasons,  might  have as 
many as eighteen, since it was his job to ride the 
foolishness out of them.  They got the long rides – 
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the roughest ways to go.  It is a sad fact that some 
of them got worse, but the rough rider was almost 
always  on  the  alert  for  what  might  happen.   In 
other words, he was less concerned with cattle than 
the horse he was riding.  Hardly any of the roughs 
failed to learn something about behaving.  I have 
known several of this class that wound up looking 
through a collar.   Few are bad enough for rodeo 
stock.

Since this outfit was raising more horses than 
were needed, each of the hands had twenty head. 
Now this was more than they needed, but allowed 
them to turn out working cow horses.  I asked all 
the  hands  to  decide  which  of  their  string  was 
merely average or worse.  These would be sold and 
the rider would get his pick of a like number from 
the younger horses.  Also there were a number of 
older horses whose age did not bother except that 
we had a surplus of horses.

I made a trip to the sale barn to get some sale 
bills  scattered  all  over  the  country  that  might 
attract buyers, and I wanted some of the numbers 
they used on cattle.  The numbers were to ensure 
that the buyer got what he had paid for.

We made  a  fast  roundup,  and  I  selected  195 
mares – about half with colts and rebred and the 
others expecting.  It  was looking as if  we might 
have a big sale, if only the buyers showed up.  Cap 
got  into  the  swing  of  things  and  donated  a  fat 
yearling for a barbeque.  We also had a wash pot of 
beans,  another  of  coffee,  a  pile  of  bread,  and  a 
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bushel  of  onions.   At  least  our  buyers  would be 
well fed!

The sale day finally came.  We had a man at the 
barbecue pit who knew what to do and some of the 
hands  to  help handle  the  stock.   We could  have 
used more but had to get by with what we had.  We 
also could have used more pens.

People  began  to  wander  around  looking  at 
everything and wondering what this or that would 
bring.  They were not more interested than I was. 
This was another of the first-time things for me.

A rancher, who I had worked for in the past and 
who  had  bought  a  number  of  horses  from  me, 
showed up with the early birds.  He made the effort 
to look me up and make a proposition.  He wanted 
to  buy  a  set  of  mares  and  a  stud  in  a  bunch  if 
possible.  I thought that this could be done; in fact, 
it  was easier than selling as individuals.  I had a 
P.A. system hooked up, and I had the auctioneer 
announce that the first sales would be sets of brood 
mares; their colts, if any; and the sire of the colts 
that they were carrying.  The price would be the 
high bid on the mares and double that for the sire. 
This was a bargain price on these sires, but you can 
bet they were not our best ones.

We started the sale off with some of the older 
horses ridden by the hand that had used them the 
most  and  thus  knew  their  good  points  and 
shortcomings.   Most  of  them  did  not  go  high 
enough for me to let them go.  I could see another 
trip to the corn belt.  I had fixed up a signal with 
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the  auctioneer  to  pass  some off  to  me  as  buyer. 
This  might  not  have been ethical,  but  it  kept  us 
from giving these old-timers away.  I did let go a 
few that brought as much as I thought them to be 
worth.

We sold five breeding herds at a decent price, in 
effect, putting a few ranchers in competition with 
us as horse breeders, but this was less of a problem 
than you might think.  A few of the larger outfits 
were selling off portions of their ranges to would-
be ranchers from town.  They would have space 
enough for  a decent  family operation and would 
need a string of dependable using horses.

The young stock sold much better than even I 
had hoped for.  I did not realize what a reputation I 
had for turning out prime using stock.  I hoped that 
the buyers were as pleased as I was.  After all, an 
auctioneer once told me that if you paid too much 
at an auction, it was your own fault.

After  it  was  all  over  and  done  with  and  the 
visitors  had  left  with  their  purchases,  we  had  a 
general meeting of all hands.  The consensus was 
that we had found an excellent way to dispose of 
our horses.  In general, they had brought more than 
we would have dared ask for them at private sale 
and  with  less  trouble.   Also,  the  buyers  set  the 
price,  not  we.   They  could  have  no  complaint. 
They did it.

This was one of the largest sums ever brought 
in by our horse sales, except the sale of the mares 
that I had culled, and even that was not up to this 
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amount of money.  Cap sent in his report to Mr. 
Williams and in time got a return from him.  He 
was offering me a one quarter interest in the horse 
business, and I was to run it as I saw fit.  He would 
finance anything in the way of improvement and 
enclosed  a  check  for  my  quarter  of  the  sales 
amount.   It  was  a  proposition  I  could  not  turn 
down; in fact, it could solve all the problems about 
my future.  I asked Cap for his opinion and was not 
surprised to find that  it  had been his idea in the 
first  place.   There  would  be  some  changes.   I 
would no longer be on the payroll, and I would pay 
Slim for his work.  This made sense to me, so I 
took the deal.  I don't think I could have beaten it 
anywhere.  When I took this news to Slim and the 
girls, they were almost as excited as I was.  This 
gave us the promise of  a permanent job that  we 
were not only good at, but liked as well.
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I had bought thirty-eight head of older horses at 

reasonable prices and nineteen starter colts besides 
the ones I already had.  I could see another trip to 
the corn belt  ahead and decided to  spread out  a 
little more and trade for some of the many older 
horses that had been offered to me.  It did not take 
long  for  the  word  to  get  around  and  I  was 
swamped with offers.  I soon had thirty more, let's 
say “experienced,” horses.  The only thing that I 
required of them was that they had not bucked in 
years.

I went through the information operator but got 
through to the saddle makers that I had bought the 
production  saddles  from.   I  asked  for  the  head 
salesman.  When he got on the line, we had a few 
words then I asked, “What offer can you make me 
on sixty men’s saddles?  They need not all be the 
same pattern nor delivered at the same time.”

He said, “Let me figure a bit,” and I could hear 
what  sounded  like  an  adding  machine  rattling. 
When he came back,  he told me that  if  I  would 
take anything that they had, regardless of finish, all 
men’s sizes, half at once and the rest in thirty days, 
then I could have them at such and such a price.  I 
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almost  dropped  the  phone!   He  was  offering  an 
even better deal than on our previous transaction.

He  gave  me  the  total,  and  I  said  “I’ll  put  a 
check in the mail now.”

He said, “I'll ship tomorrow.”
That meant that I had maybe a week to get a 

load of stock ready to hit the road, but I would not 
take any more than before so as to not have any to 
hold over.  I think that twenty-four or so had been 
spoken  for  or  wished  for,  which  is  close  to  the 
same thing.

I figured that the best  way to proceed was to 
load  all  the  tack  and feed  in  my pickup and let 
Slim drive the big pickup with the trailer.  If these 
sold well, we might do it again.

We got everything squared away, and I had a 
sudden notion.  I asked Jane, “Are you going to do 
anything while I am gone?”

She knew what I meant and said, “If you aren’t 
gone more than a month, you can be here when it 
happens.”

Before we left, I did remember a thought that 
had occurred to me on the previous trip.  A horse 
living in either a soft stall or a feed lot would in 
time grow a set of toenails (hooves that would trip 
him and possibly cause lameness).  I took several 
sets of clippers and was prepared to show how they 
were  used.   The  trip  north was  uneventful.   We 
both reached our destination without problems, and 
the horse business was on fire.  We sold all that we 
had  the  first  day  and  had  requests  for  as  many 
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more.  I was asked if I planned to return, and it was 
a good thing that I only said, “If you fellows still 
need horses.” instead of what I thought, which was 
“as long as you keep buying.” That beat busting 
broncs all hollow.

I  demonstrated  the  hoof  nippers  to  the  store 
keeper,  and he promised to spread the word and 
keep the nippers at his store for those who needed 
them.  Can’t beat them apples!

Some who did not get a horse on that trip felt 
that  they  might  lose  out  unless  they  had  some 
protection as to their place in line.  I could have 
told them that as long as there were buyers I could 
find horses.  But to satisfy those who were last in 
line, we cut the squares out of a calendar sheet to 
match the number of buyers and put them in a hat. 
Each man drew and we put his name on another 
page  on  the  number  that  he  drew.   All  were 
satisfied, particularly me; I had twenty-eight horses 
sold as soon as I  could deliver  them.  This beat 
fishing in a bucket or shooting quail on the ground. 
The sale had gone as before.  Most men bought the 
first and only horse they tried.  A few tried another 
but  then  usually  came  back  to  their  first  choice 
with whatever tack he was wearing.

I  was  asked  about  children  riding,  and  all  I 
could say was that more than likely they could, but 
I would use caution the first time or two, the same 
with riding double.  And I told them, “Whatever 
you do, do not try to make him buck, you might 
regret  it!”   One  thing  that  I  must  confess  and I 
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should be ashamed of, but am not, is that I priced 
each outfit at exactly double what I had in them.  If 
it did not worry them, why should it worry me?

I  took all  the  checks  and cash  to  the  nearest 
bank and got a bank draft for the full amount.  On 
the way home the thought came to me, if I was a 
partner  in the ranch horse business,  was not  Mr. 
Williams entitled to three fourths of this deal?  I 
studied on this for miles and got nowhere.

When we got home, I hurried the check to Jane. 
To my relief nothing had yet happened.  Not that I 
would  have  been  any  help,  but  at  least  we  had 
some more time together.   I  was not  nervous as 
much as impatient.   What was taking so long? I 
wanted to see my baby.  I wanted to hold it and 
feel the little thing next to my heart.  There was a 
time, and not so long ago, when the idea of a baby 
would have sent me to the next state in a big hurry. 
Now I could hardly wait.

One night I did some thinking.  I had bought 
thirty-eight  head  of  ranch  horses  and  traded  for 
thirty more besides the sixteen that I already had, 
and  this  was  not  counting  Pat  and  Mike.   They 
were the best  buy I  had ever  made.   Those two 
could do everything but wash the dishes and might 
do that if shown how.  A horse like that only comes 
along once in a great while, and I had two of them. 
This  showed me that  I  needed twenty-five  more 
saddles.  I got on the phone with the outfit that still 
owed me thirty, and asked for the man I had done 
business with before.  I asked if he could send me 
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another batch.  He said that if I would take another 
brand,  his  brother-in-law  would  supply  what  I 
needed and deliver  within a  week.   Now that  is 
service with a capital “S”!

I went to the boss's  house to talk things over 
with Cap.  I was surprised and pleased to find Mr. 
Williams there as well.  I told them both what I had 
done  and  the  thought  that  I  had  about  the 
partnership.   It  was no surprise to find that  they 
had  been  talking  about  the  same  thing.   Mr. 
Williams pointed out  that  I  had bought all  those 
horses  that  I  took north,  as  well  as  the  saddles, 
with my own money.  The deal was one that I had 
worked up before  I  had come to work with him 
and that I had sold up there before.

I agreed that that was the way it was.
He said, “As long as the stock is yours, bought 

with your own money, I do not see that I have any 
part of your profits.”

Man, what a relief!  But then he said, “As long 
as it’s your stock, I don’t see that I have to have 
any part in the profits but, if you go any farther, I 
will  furnish  the  money  and  keep  you  on  the 
payroll.”

There was no way that I could beat a deal like 
that or even tie it.   I told him that I had another 
twenty-five  sold  and  thought  I  could  place  that 
many more.  And I had fifty-five saddles on order. 
His words were, in effect, “Get with it!”

I needed no more encouragement.  I was a little 
hesitant  about another  trip so soon,  but  as I  had 
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twenty-five spoken for,  I could hardly go wrong. 
Slim made a suggestion, and I heartily agreed.  He 
would make this trip, and I could stay at home.  I 
could find no fault with that notion, and it meant I 
could be with Jane during the final days before the 
baby was due.

I called for  some of the horses that  had been 
offered  and  had  no  trouble  in  filling  my  needs. 
The saddles arrived in time, and we loaded twenty-
five  horses  and  a  like  number  odd  saddles,  and 
Slim took off.
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I went to Jake's for the first time in weeks.  I 

“Howdied” and waved at those I knew and called 
for a cup.  Before my coffee arrived, I was being 
swamped  with  offers  of  both  colts  to  break  and 
older  horses anyway that  I  wanted them.   There 
were lots of retirees around, sound but passed over 
for younger stock.  I could see that I had barely 
tapped the local market, and the thought came that 
I might have to set a cash price on these gentlemen 
because I did not know how I could break enough 
colts to repay and keep my job.  Something would 
work out – it always had.

Slim  got  back  and  reported  total  success. 
Everything  sold  as  fast  as  he  could  get  them 
saddled, and he had orders for that many more and 
thought that we could sell as many again as we had 
so far.  Feeders from miles around had heard of our 
deal and wanted in on it.   They did not care for 
muddy boots either.  Evidently the price that I had 
put on my stock had not scared anyone away, and 
it was a cinch they did not know what I was giving 
for the horses that I so kindly let them have.

About  a  week  later  Jane  came  to  me  after 
breakfast  and said,  “I  think we had better  go to 
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town.”
I had thought that I would do a little better than 

Slim had, but I was just as much a screwball as he 
had been.  Wonder of wonders, I managed to get to 
the hospital without wrecking the pickup or hitting 
anything  along  the  way.   We  all  went  in  and 
checked Jane into the hospital.  Her doctor arrived 
and  said  that  it  would  be  some  time  yet  and 
everything  looked  fine.   Maybe  from  his 
standpoint, but from mine it was a different story. 
I  could  think  of  a  million  things  that  could  go 
wrong, and I could not do one blessed thing but 
wait.  If it  had not been for Slim and Millie and 
their child, who I called “Lil’ Bit,” I might have 
climbed a  wall  or  two,  but  they kept  me,  if  not 
calm,  at  least  under  control.   After  about  three 
hours, a nurse told us we might as well go have 
lunch.

Naturally, we went to Jake's and found that the 
news had gotten there before us.  Everyone wanted 
to  know  how  things  were  going  and  whether  I 
wanted a boy or girl.  They laughed when I said 
“Yes,” but I don't remember having said it.

We returned to the hospital to resume our wait 
and, at  about three o’clock, a nurse came in and 
asked  me  if  I  wanted  see  my  new  daughter. 
Foolish question!  Of course I did!  We all looked 
through the nursery window, and the one pointed 
out as mine was not much bigger than my fist.  If 
she had been a fish, I would have thrown her back 
to grow some more.  I said this to Millie, and she 
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nearly took my head off.  “You better not let Jane 
hear  you say anything like that.”   I  guess I  was 
looking for one about the size of Lil’ Bit, and he 
was nearly a year old.  I watched my child for a 
while, and they let me go in to see Jane.  In that 
time I had decided that my daughter was a keeper.

Jane was tired but happy; she had planned on a 
girl.   I  don't  know  if  she  knew  or  just  hoped. 
Anyway, she got her girl.  We talked about more or 
less  private  things  for  a  while,  and  Jane  asked, 
“What  are  we  going  to  name  her?”   We  had 
discussed this project at length without reaching a 
conclusion,  but  now  we  had  to.   We  had  even 
looked in a name book without results.   So now 
Jane said, “They took your name for their boy, why 
don’t we take Millie’s for our girl?  Let’s name her 
Millicent.”   I  could see nothing wrong with this 
name; in fact I wished that I had thought of it first.

It was a week before I took my family home. 
The  doctor  would  have  released  her  earlier,  but 
since we were several miles out of town, I wanted 
to be extra sure on both of them.  By that time, 
Jane  was  up  and  around  though  moving  rather 
slowly,  but  she  would  not  have  any  help  –  she 
would do it herself.  Of course she did not object if 
I  grabbed a broom or did the dishes and several 
other things that she didn't notice me doing.

About  all  the  baby did was  sleep  and eat.   I 
must  admit  that  she  had  a  very  attractive  lunch 
counter.  There were times when she was awake, at 
least her eyes were open, but she didn't  pay any 
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attention to what was going on around her.  We had 
bought all the furniture that a baby could use and a 
few pieces  that  would  have  to  wait,  like  a  high 
chair.  The baby bed would come into use sooner, 
but still not for a while yet.

The bassinet would do for a while, and it was 
surprising  how  much  time  she  spent  in  Papa's 
arms.   I  think she liked it.   All  the hands made 
excuses to drop by to check on the baby.  They had 
reconciled themselves to the fact that they would 
never have a children of their own, but that did not 
stop their love for the little ones.

Then we had two carloads of folks from Jake's 
to come render their verdict.  She passed!  They, 
too, thought her wonderful.  I learned to change a 
diaper, and it's not much harder than tying a calf 
once you get the hang of it.  I also liked to give her 
a bath.  She liked it too.  She would coo and squeal 
and splash water and had as much fun as I did.
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Things got a chance to settle down a bit, and we 

went back to running a horse factory.  One of the 
several beauties of our method of training was that 
it  could  go  full  blast  or  slow  down  to  a  crawl 
without any damage to our colts.  We start fewer so 
that  we can spend as much time with one when 
short handed as we can when we are all busy.  The 
hardest thing about our efforts was keeping from 
rushing in  our  training.   A horse is  much like  a 
child; push one past its abilities and he's liable to 
quit on you.  Therefore, hurry is to be avoided.  It 
ain't worth it.

By fall round up, each man had a full string of 
youngsters with some old standbys in reserve.  If 
the work proved too hard, the men were all aware 
that there was no profit in rushing.  The job would 
get done eventually.  I have been on outfits where I 
used  as  many  as  five  horses  a  day  and  gained 
absolutely nothing more than tired horses and worn 
out men.  Often as not,  the rush caused them to 
lose a few cattle that were harder to find next time.

Our riding crew consisted of men who enjoyed 
teaching the newcomers the ins and outs of ranch 
life.  I expect that each of them could have stayed 
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aboard a fairly rough customer, but they chose not 
to be the one who started the colts.  Cap had lost 
three  men  that  liked  to  work  in  what  I  have 
referred  to  as  the  “Whoop  and  Holler”  style  of 
roundup, more noise than knowledge.  I think their 
loss was appreciated by all.  Now we had a close 
working  crew of  men  who each  knew what  the 
other was capable of doing and did his part in turn.

I was surprised to find that the men, who had 
been working for Cap, in some instances for years, 
did  not  hold  our  good  fortune  against  us  but 
wished us the best in everything that we did.  If it 
could not happen to them, then more power to us. 
With men like that on your side, you can walk a 
little taller.  It was nothing unusual for one or more 
of the hands, after work was done, to come to my 
house  or  Slim's,  just  to  see  and  play  with  the 
babies.  None of them was ever any trouble or out 
of line in any way.  Lil’ Bit had ridden a thousand 
miles on cowboy backs before he ever sat a horse. 
Little Lissa, as we called our Millicent, was petted, 
carried,  and  loved  by  a  line  of  hard  working 
cowboys  that  would  have  fought  a  grizzly  bear 
with a willow switch to protect her from harm.

In time, we settled down to selling seventy-five 
to one hundred young horses; maybe twenty-five 
or thirty fours and fives that needed more riding 
than we were giving them; and one hundred to one 
hundred fifty mares.  I must admit that we turned 
out a few, very few, that were so bad we sold them 
a long way from home.
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I had dropped the feedlot sales but had made it 
possible  for  a  young man who lived up there  to 
buy the older ones as I had done.  That still gave 
me a market for what I took in trade for my own 
colts.  I still felt that I was cheating Mr. Williams, 
but he seemed satisfied with things as they were, 
so who was I to fuss about it?

I have said little about my personal life and that 
is my business.  I do not know what more I could 
have asked for.  I was on the school board and had 
been asked to run for a county office, but that was 
not for me – I knew my limitations.  What I had 
was what I wanted, and I suppose that many a man 
would  like  to  be  able  to  say  the  same.   I  was 
turning more and more of the actual work over to 
younger buttons that showed up from time to time 
and wanted to be horse trainers.  If they were able 
to take advice and instructions, I kept them on for a 
while.  As a rule they were hired away from me by 
others  wanting  to  improve  their  horse  herds. 
However, if the boys suited me, they seldom left.

All of this took more time in the doing than in 
the telling.  I have a lot of gray in my hair, what's 
left of it.  I don't get on a horse as easily as I once 
did, and I grunt and groan more than I would like 
to.   I  am a  director  in  the  bank,  and  when Mr. 
Williams passed on, he left the ranch to Cap and 
me  as  partners,  with  the  suggestion  that  we 
continue as before.  Cap runs the cattle and I run 
the horses.  We were doing no different than we 
were before, and it  worked out fine.  When Cap 
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went, he left me the other half, and I am making 
more  money  than I  ever  dreamed of  making.   I 
have kept all the old hands that wanted to stay, and 
they are as concerned with the proper way to do 
things as I am.

I can’t complain; it’s a good life.  A lot of wind 
has blown through the tree tops since the things I 
have written about took place.   Slim and I were 
still working, but at a much slower pace.  Our kids 
were teenagers, and our wives beautiful matrons.

A lot had happened that began a long time ago. 
I not only kept the half section that I had rented in 
the  beginning,  but  had  bought  it.   It  was  a  fine 
place to keep my trading stock that I didn't want to 
mix with ranch business.  I still  traded our older 
horses,  but  the  young  man  took  them  to  the 
feedlots.   He makes a living,  and I  don't  do too 
bad.

One  thing  that  I  could  never  understand  was 
why Cap left his part of the ranch and the cattle to 
me when he passed on.  I had not realized that he 
was  alone  in  this  world.   I  had not  known how 
much he enjoyed visiting with Slim and me or Jane 
and  playing  with  our  babies  like  they  were  his 
own.   This  inheritance  made  me  a  relatively 
wealthy  man.   I  have  tried  to  keep  that  from 
bothering me too much.  I am still a working man, 
just can't do as much as I used to.

144



14
One thing that had not changed was Jake's.  A 

son ran it  now,  but  the  only  change might  have 
been a cleaner floor -  not many chewed tobacco 
inside any more.  But the people were about the 
same.  A few ranchers and cowboys – some that 
were out of work – and a few dudes trying to find 
out what was going on.  Whatever you wanted to 
know showed up at Jake's before it made the paper.

One morning I was nursing a cup of coffee at 
Jake’s, when a fellow that I had never seen before 
came up, introduced himself, and asked if he could 
sit down and talk a bit.  Now I learned a long time 
ago that it costs little to listen, as long as that was 
all that you did, so I had no objection to hearing 
him out and finding the source of his woes.  I also 
wondered what  his  line might  be.   It  didn't  take 
long for something to come out.  His first sentence 
was almost a joke.  “I understand that you are a 
good hand at catching wild stock.”

I almost laughed in his face but held on.  I told 
him,  “I  don't  know  where  you  got  that  notion! 
Now I  might  have been a  little  on the loco side 
when I was younger,  but  that  was a while back. 
Now I’ve slowed down to a crawl, and you have to 
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be pretty  swift  to  catch  those  wildies.”   He had 
heard of my capture of Flaxy, who had become a 
noted  stud  of  both  beautiful  and  useful  foals. 
Flaxy had never reverted to his outlaw style, and I 
still remember the slap I gave him; my fingers still 
tingle in cold weather.  I told the man, “Catching 
that dude was only a question of figuring out what 
he wanted to do and encouraging him to do it!”

He  said  that  he  thought  he  had  one  of  those 
deals, if someone could figure out what this bunch 
wanted to do.  He went on, “I’ve bought a ranch a 
little farther west of here.  Most of it is state lease 
and  cheap  enough  that  I  can  wait  until  it  rains. 
Then, I  would imagine that almost  overnight the 
grass  and  weeds  will  grow  like  mad,  and  thin 
steers can gain weight even when they are laying 
down!

“There used to be a lot of mustangs in this area 
and  the  B.L.M.  cleaned  out  most  of  them  but 
missed some on this place.”

I asked, “What's the B.L.M?”
“The Bureau of Land Management of the good 

old US of A.  That  big outfit  backs the BLA in 
every hair brained scheme that it comes up with, 
and there have been some doozies.  They missed 
one  bunch  of  better  than  average  horses  on  this 
place.   The  herd  is  bossed  by  a  horse  of  such 
unusual coloring that there is no name for it.  It is a 
palomino with a black mane and tail.  Can you beat 
that?  He has been called a lot of things, mostly 
because of the rough country he runs in.  He and 
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his  band go places that  would balk an armadillo 
and at speeds that lose a bullet.  A few of his colts 
have been caught.  When the sire kicks his sons out 
on their own, there is a time when they are lost, 
lonesome, and confused, and have been known to 
fall in with saddle stock and allow themselves to 
be penned.  Those few have made excellent using 
horses.   His  colts  are  seldom  copies  of  him  – 
usually sorrels, an occasional brown and some red 
roans.”

Here again we run into genetics.  There is no 
telling  what  recessive  genes  were  alive  in  that 
horse or dominant genes for that matter.

Back to the offer.  The man says, “I will give 
you title to these horses and anything else that is in 
that pasture plus $1000, if you will give me first 
pick of anything you pen that you want to sell at an 
agreeable price.”

Well, I had not heard this kind of lingo in a long 
while and was not real sure how to take it, but I 
knew I could still count on my one ace in the hole - 
Slim.  I did not want to stick my neck out too far, 
and I did not want to shut the door on the project, 
so I compromised.  “Let me check with my partner, 
and we'll get back to you.  I can’t think of anything 
pressing  at  the  moment,  but  there  may  be 
something stirring.”

We agreed to meet in three days when I might 
know a little more.

I  went  out  and hunted  Slim up.   I  told  Slim 
what little I knew and he, sensible as always, said, 
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“Let's  go look at  the situation and then decide.” 
This  made  more  sense  than  what  I  had  been 
thinking, so I said, “Let's go, but first we had better 
clear  it  with  the  women,  they  could  have  other 
ideas.”  We both had been married long enough to 
know  that  such  things  had  to  be  agreeable  all 
around.

I went home and told Jane all that I knew, and 
surprisingly, she agreed with Slim.  Go look.  She 
made me promise to act my age and not do some 
darn fool thing that would get me killed.  If I did, 
she said she would never speak to me again.  I told 
her that if there was a chance of that, and I thought 
there was any danger, I would either turn tail and 
run or hire some crazy kid to do like I used to do.  I 
told her that Slim and I would go look it over and 
see if there was a chance to make something out of 
the  deal.   She  agreed  but  was  not  really  happy 
about it.

I realized that it would take a little time to get 
ready to camp out if we took this deal on.  On the 
third day,  Slim and I  were at  Jake's  killing time 
when our man, whose name was Otis Blackman, 
showed up.  I made the introductions and we got 
down  to  business.   Otis  had  a  contract  that  his 
lawyer had drawn up that said just what we had 
talked about, and I could find no fault with it.  I, as 
party  of  the  first  part,  was  to  get  title  to  all 
livestock to be found on the Lawson ranch, to have 
full  use  of  all  improvements  as  needed,  and  to 
receive a bonus of $1000 for undertaking the job. 
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Otis, as party of the second part, was to have first 
refusal  of  any  livestock  penned  that  I  was  of  a 
mind to sell.  I told Slim to check it out.  That boy 
is sharp as a tack even though he had little formal 
education, but he agreed with me, the contract was 
fair to both parties.  Slim said, “Let's go look.”

I got the directions to the place and a pound of 
keys to some gates and the house.  There was not a 
lot  more  to  talk  about,  and  soon  we  went  our 
separate ways.  Slim and I started gathering things 
that we lacked in having all we needed to spend 
time on a roundup.  It might take a week, and it 
might take a lot longer.  We were going to be in the 
position of being out with the wagon but with no 
wagon.   It  seemed  that  we  would  work  from a 
house and pens, and that would beat a wagon all 
hollow.

The next morning we went over the horses that 
we had on hand.  We all but shed a tear in memory 
of Pat and Mike, who had done so much for us in 
the beginning, but they are long gone.  However, 
we had some horses that  had been through a lot 
and could be depended on whatever the need.   I 
had a big stock trailer, and we loaded three horses 
each.  Before we were done, we might have had to 
ride twenty more.

Slim and I were always getting into scrapes that 
we  knew absolutely  nothing  about  and  by  main 
strength and awkwardness coming out on top.  It 
sounds stupid, but it was fun.  It was a long steady 
grind, but we got there.  We spent one night at a 
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motel  that  had  stalls  for  horses  and  got  a  good 
night's  rest.   About  the  middle  of  the  next 
afternoon,  we came onto a  truck  stop  where  we 
gassed up and ate a bite.  I asked, “How far to the 
Lawson place?” and was happy to learn that it was 
only  five  miles  or  so  to  a  cattle  guard  with  a 
concrete  arch  over  it  with  Lawson  in  rock 
imbedded in it.  Then we were to go through the 
guard and find the house at the end of the road.

We got there in short order and found a stout 
chain  across  the  cattle  guard.   A little  fumbling 
with  the  key  ring  allowed  us  to  cross  into  the 
Lawson ranch.  We had thought the highway to be 
never ending, but the ranch road was worse.  We 
turned, we twisted, we changed directions so often 
that there were times when I was not sure which 
way  was  up.   But  at  long  last  we  reached  the 
improvements,  and  that  is  stretching  the  word. 
There  was  an  old  adobe  house  that  might  have 
been  there  when  DeSoto  came  by.   There  were 
some barns and sheds and plenty of working pens.

The house looked as if it might have had twelve 
or fifteen rooms.  All that we explored were the 
kitchen and the back gallery.   We were  there  to 
work, not  explore.  We unloaded our horses and 
fed them.  There was a water trough in the pen, but 
it  was dry.   I  turned the mill  into the wind,  and 
before  we  had  finished  our  chores,  water  was 
flowing into the trough.  There was a tap on the 
mill pipe and I took a taste – wonder of wonders, it 
was good water!
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We went to the house and found a lock on the 
door as big as my fist.  Fortunately, we had a key 
for it,  although, I could have walked through the 
screen door easily.  There was a stove and it was 
butane.   Water  was  piped  into  the  house.   We 
turned the water on, and it was a bit before it began 
to run.  When it came, it was rusty, but soon ran 
clear.

We were both hungry and tired and considered 
driving  back  to  the  truck  stop  for  a  meal.   The 
thought of that ranch road soon quieted that idea. 
Instead we opened a can or two and made out fine. 
Both of us had been in worse places before.  After 
eating, we talked a little, but we both were done in 
and  were  not  sure  what  there  might  be  to  talk 
about.   I  unrolled  my  blankets  and  was  asleep 
before I got a place warm.  I slept the sleep of the 
just  and  weary  and  awakened  to  the  song  of  a 
mockingbird  in  a  branch  not  ten  feet  from  my 
head.   For  a  moment  I  wished  for  a  shotgun, 
preferably a 10 gauge, but woke up instead.  We 
were well pleased, while having our coffee, to find 
an aerial map on the wall of the kitchen.  I went 
over to look and found a light switch.  I flipped the 
switch,  and a bulb came on like a sick lightning 
bug.

Slim went out and found one of those big wind 
chargers  tied off.   He released the brake,  and in 
five minutes we had lights.  At least this trip was 
going  to  be  more  pleasant  than  several  we  had 
been on.  The aerial map was a help in some ways. 
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It  showed  the  direction  of  the  pasture  and  the 
draws and canyons that made up this crazy place. 
It appeared that the house and things were in the 
northwest corner and appeared to be high ground 
as all the rest of the land sloped away from them.  I 
was  sorry  that  the  photo  did  not  show  any 
livestock, but you can't have everything.

Just looking at the country that we had agreed 
to clear of livestock made goose bumps pop out all 
over  me.   I  had  seen  plenty  of  roughs,  but  this 
chunk was double nasty.  It would not have taken a 
very big shove to start me towards home.  I have 
done things that would scare a gorilla, but this one 
took  the  cake  and  all  the  icing.   I  asked  Slim, 
“What do you think?” I was halfway hoping that 
he would say it was time to go.  But that scoundrel 
said,  “We came to  look,  so let's  get  at  it.”   The 
thought of murder flashed through my mind, but he 
was right, we had come too far to quit now.

When  I  sat  down  with  my  second  cup, 
something punched me in the hip pocket.  I pulled 
it  out  and thought I  recognized a Jeep key.   We 
looked a bit and sure enough there was a Jeep in a 
shed.   Of  course  the  battery  was  dead  as 
yesterday’s news, and the tank was dry, but both 
those things could be remedied.  We gathered what 
gas cans we found and made a  trip  to the truck 
stop.  We also bought a gallon of oil.  At the last 
minute,  Slim suggested  some  sandwiches  to  go. 
That was using his head.  We got several and fixed 
them  up  so  that  we  could  tie  them  behind  our 
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saddles, then we took off.  We filled the jeep and 
then pulled it until the engine fired.  We drove it 
around some to be sure that it wouldn't die on us.  I 
hate  to  depend  on  machinery;  I  can  think  of 
nothing  worse  than  to  have  your  transportation 
play out on you and having to walk in.

We looked closely at the map and drew a sort of 
chart that showed what we thought might be the 
deeper  canyons  and  other  obstacles  and  then 
started off.   There seemed to be a faint trail  out 
behind the barn headed in about the direction that 
we had in mind to try.  It soon landed us in a wide 
draw or drain or something that showed signs of 
having carried runoff from the infrequent rains that 
fell in that country.

I first tried to find my way through the brush 
and  trees  that  were  on  higher  ground  but  soon 
found that  there  were rocks  larger  than the Jeep 
hiding in the bushes.  We had to stay in the draw. 
It got deeper and steeper as we progressed, and we 
had yet to see signs, either new or old.  We came to 
a place where a side draw came into the one we 
were traveling.  There was a two-foot drop-off that 
prevented our driving up that way, but Slim walked 
up a ways and came back with the same song – no 
tracks.  I got turned around and headed back.  Slim 
made  a  remark  that  showed  more  sense  than  I 
would have given him credit for.  He said, “A man 
would have to be a bird to make sense out of this 
wild country.”

It did not strike me for a moment, but finally it 

153



Jesse L. Jones

did.  “That's it.  We'll hire a plane to fly us over so 
we can see what’s what.”

When  we  got  back  to  the  starting  point,  I 
noticed  a  faint  trail  turning  off  to  one  side  and 
followed it.   This time we were above the brush 
and rocks, but still could see nothing of any kind of 
livestock,  and  there  were  supposed  to  be  some 
horses in there.  After an hour or so, we gave up. 
The only sign that we had seen was old and dry 
and, in that climate, it could have been ten years 
old.  Now, I must admit that there is a lot of this 
world that I have not seen, but so far I had never 
seen anything to compare with the sorry looking 
stuff we had covered that day.

We got back on our best track - that of a private 
plane to fly us over the roughs to let us see what 
we could find.  We went to the truck stop to try to 
find a pilot and to get the Jeep serviced.  It had 
done it's best for us.

After  eating  a  big  steak  and  a  bunch  of 
trimmings, we asked about a pilot to show us what 
we were up against.   We got the name of a guy 
who had been taught to fly in the Air Force, and on 
his discharge had put his savings into a plane with 
the hopes of making a go of a charter setup.  Now 
he worked at the airport for eating money.  I put in 
a call and got hold of the fellow and told him what 
I had in mind - a tour over much or maybe all the 
Lawson place.  He asked $50 per day and would 
show me all that I wanted to see.  I said, “Gas her 
up.  We'll be there in the morning.”  He agreed, and 
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it looked as if we were going to get a good look at 
what we had only guessed at on our ride.

We went  back to  the house  and spent  a  very 
short night in the blankets and were at the airport a 
little after sunup.  Our pilot was ready and waiting. 
When I told him the deal,  he got as excited as I 
was.  He had a four-seat Piper and advised us to 
take a pair of field glasses, which he happened to 
have on hand.  This sounded like a good idea, and 
we were soon in the air.  I had flown before, but 
only  on  commercial  flights.   It  was  Slim’s  first 
time,  and he was as edgy as a bronc at the first 
saddle.  He was not sure what was taking place, 
and when  he  realized  that  he  was  in  the  air,  he 
wanted to jump, but by then we were way too high. 
He sat down, but he made little impression on the 
seat.   I  think  that  if  I  had  hollered  “BOO,”  he 
would have jumped.

It took less time to get over the ranch than it has 
taken to tell.  Charlie, our pilot, knew where to go 
to give us the best view of everything, and we were 
soon over what we had tried to drive over.  From 
time  to  time  Charlie  went  down  closer  to  the 
ground to get  a better  look at  something that  he 
saw or thought he saw.  We found that several of 
the draws had little seep springs that would keep a 
few animals, but saw no animals.  Then in another 
canyon, we saw a little bunch of cattle that was not 
supposed to be there and there could have been as 
many  as  twenty  in  the  bunch.   The  next  pass 
showed us the horses,  and there were several  of 
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them.  It was easy to recognize the stud from the 
description I had been given.  I had never seen one 
like that or heard of anyone else who had.  Can 
you  imagine  a  beautiful  palomino  with  a  black 
mane and tail?  I can easily understand why there 
is no name for the color.

I asked Charlie to get closer, and I thought that 
he was going to hit the ground!  I noticed that the 
horses were all but running in circles trying to find 
the  source  of  the  noise.   They  did  not  seem as 
much scared as cautious.  This was something new 
to them.  Charlie circled around and came back in 
a long glide with the motor in idle, to keep from 
running  the  horses  out  of  the  country  he  said. 
When  past  the  herd,  we  took  off  in  another 
direction and spotted another small bunch of cows, 
then another and another.  They were not sacred as 
yet but were looking around.  I was getting an idea 
but it had yet to hatch.  I was not sure what was on 
my  mind.   This  happens  to  me  quite  often  and 
usually something good comes out.

On  the  way  back,  I  thought  that  I  noticed 
something at the head of one of the larger canyons 
and had Charlie circle around the place.  It was as I 
had thought - a stand of lodge pole pines.  They 
looked about  twenty  feet  to  the  first  branch and 
had a bushy top to them.  My idea was perking, but 
I did not know what it was.  I figured I probably 
would by morning.

When  we  landed,  I  told  Charlie  that  I  might 
have a proposition for  him.   He was all  ears.   I 
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said, “Would you take $500 to attempt to pen those 
horses that we saw?” Poor Charlie!  The shape his 
airline  was  in  he  would  have  skinned  his 
grandmother for that amount of money!  He and 
Slim asked questions that I did not have answers 
for yet, but I was working on them.

It was still early in the day, so Slim and I got in 
the  Jeep  and  drove  around  the  head  of  all  the 
canyons to get to the place that I had noticed.  Sure 
enough, there were some of those trees.  I did not 
know whether to call them a patch or a clump or 
what – to me they were a bunch of trees.  We had 
to walk maybe as much as one hundred yards to 
get close to them.  We found that they were what I 
had  thought  and  there  were  several  hundred  of 
them.  I wanted some of those trees cut.  My idea 
was still working, and I was not sure yet, but I was 
working on it.  I told Slim what little I had come 
up with, and he added a nickel’s worth and things 
began to gel.  I still was hazy about the end result, 
but things were looking better.

We drove into town and, for lack of something 
better to do, I went shopping in the pawn shops of 
all places.  In one, I found a small chain saw.  At 
my request, the clerk started it and showed me how 
to operate it on a tree.  You may think that I am 
stupid, and you might be right, but I felt sure that I 
was coming up with something in our favor.  I had 
seen a mess of chains in one of the sheds and some 
axes somewhere.  We loaded all  this in the Jeep 
and I took off.  Slim was to follow with six horses 

157



Jesse L. Jones

and get there when he could.
I  got  to  the  parking  place  we  had  used  the 

morning  before  and  managed  to  make  my  way 
down to the trees and started cutting.  This was the 
first time I had cut anything much taller than I was, 
but I fired up and began to cut timber.  This was far 
better  than  an  axe!   At  this  point  I  still  did  not 
know why, but when the first one fell it blocked a 
small opening in the grove – then I knew.  By the 
time Slim got there, I had eight or ten cut, but not 
all of them down.  Some had hung up and had to 
be pulled down from the supporting tree.  Slim tied 
the  extra  horses  so  they  would  not  harm 
themselves and got to work.  He tied his rope to 
the trunk of one of my trees and started up the hill. 
It was not much of a load for the horse, but it took 
a while to pick out a way through the rocks and 
bushes.   The  second  and  the  others  went  much 
faster.

I had cut maybe sixty or seventy trees and got 
my horse and helped in pulling trees to the top of 
the divide.   About half way through the job,  we 
changed horses and then changed again before we 
were finished.  Then we chained about half of the 
logs to the jeep and took off in a cloud of dust that 
could have been seen for  miles.   I  made a wide 
swing around the big water lot and went past the 
gate for about two-thirds of the length of my tow 
and then swung around and headed back the way 
we had come in.  Slim had stepped off at the gate 
and when my tow came close to the gate he yelled 
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and I stopped long enough for him to unhook one 
tree.  Then I pulled up about fifteen feet and he 
dropped another and so on.  When we ran out of 
trees, we went back to the top of the divide and 
took on another batch.  I traded off with Slim and 
each of us unhooked about half a load, while the 
other drove.

When we ran out of trees, we took the time to 
arrange the trees to their best advantage as a fence. 
It  was  surprising  how few we had to  move and 
those not far.  I guarantee that there was a pair of 
tired fellows that could not make up their minds as 
to  whether  to  go  into  town  eat  or  prepare 
something there.  ‘There’ won.  The thought of that 
crooked road was too much for us in our condition. 
We heated and ate canned beef stew.  I can recall 
many times that I had settled for a meal far less 
satisfactory.   That  heat  and eat  has come a  long 
way since my wagon days.

The  next  three  days  were  a  repetition  of  the 
first.  Perhaps we did more because we knew what 
was needed, but along the middle of the afternoon 
of the third day, we dropped the last tree in place. 
To our eyes it looked as if it MIGHT work.  That 
night we did go in to the cafe, not so much for a 
meal  as  to  call  Charlie  and tell  him we were as 
ready  as  could  be  to  find  out  if  our  crazy  plan 
would work.  When I asked Charlie when he would 
be ready, he said, “Right now!”  I told him that it 
would be better to wait until morning, and he said 
he would take off at first light.  We wasted little 
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time getting back and hitting the sack.
Morning came all  too  soon,  and while  I  was 

making  coffee,  Slim  fed  the  horses.   Soon 
afterward we were on our way.  There is no point 
in telling you readers that we had not the slightest 
idea of whether this fool notion would work or not, 
but we had high hopes and expectations.  Slim and 
I had thought that it might be the best for us to take 
opposite  sides  of  the  big  ravine  so  as  to  be  in 
position to help Charlie should he need it.

We  were  close  to  the  places  chosen  when 
Charlie tried to take my hat off with a wheel!  It 
scared my horse worse than it did me, and I was 
glad to see that the horse was aware that something 
new had been added.  Perhaps the others would be 
too.

We had put our extra horses in a pen behind the 
main corral so they could be seen by other horses 
should they come near.  Call them bait for our trap. 
There were a lot of ‘maybes’ and ‘ifs’ in this job, 
but  if  it  had  been  a  cinch,  someone  else  would 
have done it.

Charlie was flying so low that we could not see 
him, but we did hear  him buzzing around like a 
mad bumble bee.  In the beginning, we could tell 
that he was scouting for something to chase.  The 
sound of his plane remained steady and then began 
to rip and tear in what sounded to us like the same 
place.  Then he broke loose and came our way.

I had not mentioned which stock I wanted first, 
but  Charlie  picked the  ones  that  I  wanted.   The 

160



Me and Slim

horses came tearing out of the pasture and into our 
lodge  pole  pine  pen  like  they  were  trained  that 
way.  I was in a position where they could see me 
coming to the gate, but Slim was to the side where 
a barn hid him until he got off to close the gate. 
We had a pen full of horses.  Slim backed off to let 
them settle down before going up to see what they 
were.   We could see that  the crazy looking stud 
was having a  time of  it.   First,  he  was standing 
guard between his mares and our geldings and, at 
the same time, trying to work between the mares 
and about twenty-six young studs that were not in 
the  least  interested  in  what  papa  was  worried 
about.  Slim slipped around the barn and opened a 
gate into another pen and, when the stud charged at 
them, they found the gate and Slim shut it behind 
them.  The fifteen fillies were doing what girls do 
the world over -  standing in a corner  wondering 
what was next.  With the gate shut and no reason 
for them to break out, I felt like dancing a jig and 
throwing my hat in the air.

It had been a long while since coffee, so Slim 
and I opened another of those cans.  It was Chinese 
and tasty.  We wasted an hour or so, and by then 
the  horses  were  as  calm as  if  they  were  in  the 
pasture.  The colts were doing what colts like to do 
best, taking on nourishment.  They were not used 
to such wild runs.  It was hard for me to believe 
that in one morning we had shut the gate on all the 
horses on the place.  What next?  We backed off to 
let the horses settle down a bit more, and went to 
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town, first to bring Charlie out to see what he had 
brought in and second to call Otis.  The sooner we 
moved these horses,  the sooner we could try the 
cattle.   I wondered how he would take the news 
that  I  had  already  done  what  he  had  thought 
impossible.

When  we  returned,  the  boss  stud  was  still 
working  the  space  between  the  mares  and  our 
horses;  just  daring them to look the wrong way, 
and from time to time making a run at the young 
males that had come in with him.  We had a bonus 
in the shape of sixteen young stallions and fifteen 
fillies that had been picked up in the stampede.  We 
did not get too close to the boss stud.  He might 
run, but which direction?  There was some hay in 
the barn,  and we threw them some.   They acted 
like  it  scared  them half  to  death.   If  they  didn't 
want it, so be it.

Charlie was as thrilled as we were.  He thought 
it  was  possible  to  use  the  same  method  to  pen 
some of the cows.  It might be more difficult, but 
who knew.  It  had never been tried as far as we 
knew.  I  told him that we would give it a try as 
soon as we got the horses out of the pens.  Otis 
Blackman planned be  there  as  soon as  he  could 
contact a man that he had in mind as buyer.

While  watching the horses,  I  picked two that 
would not be for sale.  One seemed to be in the 
neighborhood of three or four years old.  I wanted 
him to ride.  The other was maybe six or seven. 
He had scars on his hips and shoulders where he 
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had attempted to oust  his sire and failed.   I  had 
some mares that he would perhaps get these rare 
colored  colts  on.   Charlie  made a  comment  that 
perhaps named this color horse.  He said, “I have 
not seen a whole lot of horses, but I’ve never even 
heard  of  such  a  screwball  color  as  this.”   We 
laughed  at  him,  but  the  name stuck.   We called 
them screwballs.

I had decided that I would not be hard to deal 
with in the sale of all but those two.  By the time 
Otis and his buyer, a Sid Rodgers, got there, the 
horses had starved themselves into eating some of 
the hay and had quieted down a lot.  We still didn't 
go in among them but stayed on our side of the 
fence.  We got a count on the mares and there were 
eighteen with colts and fourteen dries.  We had no 
idea as to ages and it didn't matter much.  I showed 
Sid the two that I wanted to keep, and he said that 
was fine with him.  He studied a bit and came up 
with an offer of $6500 for the lot.  I hurried to take 
him up before he came to his senses.  That much 
plus the bonus was big wages for such a short job. 
I told Otis about the cattle that we had seen, and 
his  reply  was  that,  according  to  our  agreement, 
they  were  mine.   I  could  have  given  a  loud 
“Hooray” at this!

We had great luck loading these wild ones into 
the trucks that came for them.  Slim and I rode in 
on gentle horses and encouraged them to do what 
we wanted.

I suggested making a fast trip home and coming 
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back later to tend to the cattle.  That suited Slim 
because  neither  of  us  had  been  away  from  our 
wives  for  that  long  before.   I  put  my  two  new 
horses in a small pen with our saddle horses and 
backed  the  trailer  up  to  the  angle  of  the  gate. 
When  we yelled  at  the  horses,  they  loaded  in  a 
hurry, and the colts went with them.

The road was fully as long going back, but we 
got there.  We spent a few days at Jake's bragging 
about what we had done.  No one had ever even 
thought of rounding up horses by air, and when the 
word  got  around about  the  peculiar  color  of  the 
horses  that  I  had  brought  home,  I  had  many 
visitors to the ranch to see them.  No one had ever 
seen such an unusual color combination before.

On the way home Slim had made a suggestion 
that was one of the many things about that boy that 
I liked.  He thought things out and lots of times 
was right in his thinking.  His idea was to take a 
couple of ponies up on top of the divide so as to be 
in place should Charlie spot some cattle.  He could 
indicate to us the proper ravine and we could brush 
them out and so to the pens.

When  we  got  back  to  the  Lawson  place,  we 
acted  on  Slims  thought.   For  a  good  while  we 
heard Charlie roaring and buzzing - seemed like all 
over  the  place.   Then  he  seemed  to  stop  going 
forward  and  was  buzzing  the  same  place  quite 
often.  It did not seem to be far away and we rode 
to his help.  We soon found a nice bunch of cows 
and calves in a draw that was deeper than most. 
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They seemed to think they were safe there.  Slim 
and  I  rode  up  on  them and  they  broke  and  ran 
gathering  strays  from  all  sides  as  the  stampede 
grew.  All the cattle were ready to move because of 
the unusual noise coming from all over the place. 
When  we  got  down  among  them  they  ran  like 
rabbits, fortunately in the right direction.  Taking a 
leaf from our steer hunt, we eased up a good ways 
from the pens.   The cattle  slowed up and,  when 
they got near the pens, had almost stopped.  Slim 
and  I  rode  out  of  the  brush  and  just  sat  and 
watched for a while.  One old cow thought she saw 
a way out and hit for the gate.  They all followed 
except for two calves that missed the gate.  We let 
then  soak for  a  bit  and,  when  they  missed  their 
mama and let out a beller, her answer showed then 
where to go.

When we got a count,  it  was hard to believe. 
We  had  four  old  bulls,  thirty-six  grown  cows, 
twenty-one  calves,  and  twenty-two  head  of 
unbranded stuff up to four years old -  a  total of 
eighty-three  head  that  were  not  supposed  to  be 
there.

We  were  about  to  head  for  something  to  eat 
when a car came tearing into sight.  It was Charlie 
wanting to see what we had done.  He could hardly 
believe  his  eyes.   What  with  his  main  attention 
being flying, he had not had a good look at what he 
had stirred up.   Charlie  knew a man that  would 
come out and make a bid on all that we had and 
could be there before dark.  We went in to town 
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and called the man and by the time we had eaten, 
he was there.  We went out to the ranch, and he 
looked for what seemed to be an awful long time, 
then came up with a bid $15,800 and take them all. 
At  this  offer  I  could  do  no  more  than  nod  my 
agreement.  I was too astonished to speak.

I had done some thinking when I went to town 
to cash the man’s check.  I hunted Charlie up and 
gave him $4000 as his share of the deal.  Without 
him we could  have  done nothing.   Slim got  the 
same and everybody was happy.

Over the years, it had become a custom to leave 
my regular table at Jake’s vacant until I got there, 
and  then  the  only  bones  that  sat  there  were  the 
ones with business with me.  The regulars called it 
my office, and they were not far from right.  Now I 
did  have  an  office  at  the  ranch and one  for  the 
other things that I had a finger or fist into.  We had 
a man who was a CPA and two girls that did the 
paperwork, payrolls, etc.  We had formed the habit 
of  depositing  all  the  paychecks  into  the  bank of 
which I was a director.  And someone had come up 
with the bright idea of having a stamp made that 
was a replica of my signature so that all legal bills 
could be paid without bothering me.

Slim  …  You  know  we  still  called  him  that 
although  the  name  no  longer  fit.   When  a  man 
reaches middle age, he tends to ‘lard up’ a bit, and 
Slim was no exception. Slim also had trouble with 
his joints - both knees and shoulders.  I doubt if he 
could get on a gentle horse, much less the ones like 
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he used to ride.  I shouldn’t make fun of Slim – in 
the  first  place  he  is  my  best  friend  and  he  has 
nearly all his hair even if it is white as snow, while 
mine is gone and my dome shines like a polished 
billiard cue ball.  I had made Slim a partner back 
when we were in the horse business, and when I 
inherited the ranch and cattle, I insisted that it stay 
the same.  The kids were grown with a child or two 
of their own.  Bit, Slim’s son, was an airline pilot 
due to Charlie’s influence, and my eldest girl had 
married  a  doctor  who  was  head  of  the  local 
hospital.
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“Lil’ Bit”
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One  particular  morning  I  was  at  Jake’s 

watching a cup of coffee get cold, when a thought 
flashed into my mind.  Some years back we had 
had a speaker at the graduation exercises who said, 
and credited it to some long dead Roman, “Tempus 
Fugit” explaining that it  meant “Time flies.”  He 
didn't know the half of it!  There was a time when I 
hopped around like a spring frog, and now I creep 
like a terrapin and grunt like a fat  hog at nearly 
every move.

A fellow came in that morning and stopped to 
talk with little Jake for a bit, then came over to my 
table and introduced himself to me as McDonald 
or McDougal;  I didn't get it  straight for a while. 
His opening remark shot me out of the saddle.  He 
said, “I understand that you are good at catching 
wild stock.”

I don't know where he got that idea.  I was a 
long way from being the man he was looking for, 
but it had been a dull morning and it cost little to 
listen so I said, “Sit down.”

He sat.  We ordered fresh coffee, and he began 
his  tale.   It  boils  down to this.   He and several 
other  race  men  were  moving  a  string  of  horses 
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from Florida to California by truck.  Somewhere 
out in the big ranch country, the trailer blew the 
third tire.  Having used all their spares, it became 
necessary to drop the trailer and go to the nearest 
town for  repairs.   They unloaded the horses and 
tied them to the side of the trailer away from traffic 
and  took  off.   When  they  returned,  one  of  the 
horses was missing.  A bit of the rope remained, 
but  the racer,  a  mare,  was gone.   This  was in  a 
country so wide and poorly grassed that the water 
holes, such as they were, held the stock as well as 
fences  would.   Cows  would  not  drift  far  from 
water and horses knew how to get to it.

As a matter of fact, I was once on one ranch out 
there  that  had  one  million  and  twenty-nine 
thousand acres in one pasture and could only be 
stocked every fourth or fifth year because of lack 
of rain.  Some of the locals had already voted twice 
before they saw a good rain.  And when it rained, it 
will only carry one steer to 250 acres.

The race men had hunted up the headquarters of 
the ranch they were in and offered $1000 for the 
return of the mare.  All the hands at this ranch and 
most  of  those  who heard  about  the  reward  rode 
their rears off and finally found the mare.  She had 
fallen  in  with  a  small  bunch  of  mustangs,  and 
apparently she was as wild as any of them.  I think 
that  freedom  is  contagious.   Several  good 
cowponies had been ruined in trying to catch this 
bonus mare.  The ranch foreman put a halt to the 
practice  by stating  that  the next  horse ruined by 
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such chasing  would be worked out  by  the rider, 
and they would not come cheap.  (The man who 
says that he has a horse that can catch a loose one, 
will  lie  to  you  about  something  else.)   Mr. 
McDarren (I finally got his name right) made me 
an offer somewhat different than the offer to the 
cowboys.  If I would bring him the mare and the 
colt she was carrying when she got away, he would 
give me three fourths the amount that he had given 
for her.

My first thought upon I hearing this was “I am 
TDO!” which  translates  to  “I  am too  darn  old.” 
Then  another  thought  came  to  me;  before  any 
decision,  it  would  be  best  to  look  the  situation 
over.  This had always been Slim's advice, and I 
think I must have caught it from him.

My first step was to call Charlie, who had been 
such  great  help  in  penning  a  bunch  of  stock  in 
country  too  rough  to  ride  in.   My payment  and 
bonus had been of great help in allowing him to go 
ahead with his plans for both a flying school and a 
charter service.  We had a nice talk about old times 
and what we had done since then.  He had three 
pilot instructors and two for charter service and did 
little flying himself.  But when I told him what was 
on my mind, he said,  “I'm coming!”  I  told him 
where our field was, and he said, “I'll be there by 
daylight!” And he was.

I had a road map with an X marking the spot 
where the mare had gotten away.  It took less than 
a half-hour flight to be over the location.  Charlie 
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began a circling pattern in search of the band of 
mustangs.  We saw very little in the way of animals 
- a few antelope and a coyote or two – for some 
time; and then spotted the horses.  We saw them 
from a  distance,  and on the  way to  get  a  closer 
look,  we spotted  their  water  hole.   There  was  a 
short draw with steep sides that ended in a bluff 
where a spring made a small puddle of water.  This 
was not all learned in one pass; we continued to 
check out the area because of an idea I had.  We 
flew on to where the ponies were grazing.  They 
were mostly pintos and grays, but one bay stood 
out because of its size.  It was at least a foot taller 
than the others,  and I was almost positive that it 
was the missing mare, even before we spotted the 
halter  on  her.   Charlie’s  comment  was,  “Now 
what?” and to save me I couldn't answer him.  I 
flat didn't know what I was going to do, but I was 
sure I could come up with something.

When we got back to the airport, I almost had a 
fight with Charlie.  He would not let me do more 
than refill  his tanks and would not let  me pay a 
penny for his time.  He said that if it had not been 
for me, he would still be a hired hand somewhere.

That  night  I  went  over  to  Slim's  to  talk  the 
situation  over  with  him.   Throughout  our  years 
together, he had come up with the ideas that made 
several things work out in our favor.  I showed him 
on the road map where we had been and what we 
had seen.   Slim asked some intelligent  questions 
and came up with a plan.   If I  went to the only 

172



Me and Slim

watering place that they seemed to be using and set 
up camp in the way, in time the gentle mare would 
come in for water as she would not have the fear 
that the mustangs did.  Chances were that I could 
walk up and catch her.   This made sense.   Why 
hadn't I thought of it?

I  brought  in  the ranch Jeep with a  two horse 
trailer and fixed up a small camping outfit, loaded 
a few groceries, and took off.  I took a lot longer to 
get there by road, but I made it.  I pulled into the 
draw we had spotted and unloaded my camp, then 
drove  off  about  a  half  mile  and  found  a  place 
where I could back the trailer up against a ridge 
and have a fine loading spot for the pair if I got 
them.  I walked back to camp and wished that I 
had  not  driven  so  far  away.   Along  about  the 
middle of the afternoon, I heard a loud snort and 
looked up just in time to see a few high tails go 
over the rise.  I had been seen, and the wild ones 
did not like for me to be in their way.  The second 
day was much the same only earlier.  The third day 
they hung around for an hour or more, and a stud 
came part way toward me and shook his head at 
me as if  daring me to come out and fight like a 
horse.   They finally drifted away, and I was left 
alone.  On the fourth morning, I was pretty well 
disgusted.  There is nothing more monotonous than 
a stakeout, no matter what you are after.  I didn't 
know if our plan had a chance or not but decided to 
give it one more day.
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About 3:00 in the afternoon the herd came up 
much later than usual, and I wondered why.  They 
all stood and looked at the water, and after a bit the 
mare  came  walking  by  as  if  I  was  of  little 
importance to her.  I let her drink her fill and when 
she stood still for her big colt to nurse, I walked up 
and tied a short rope to her halter for a lead.  I let 
the colt finish his meal then led the mare, with the 
colt following, to the trailer.  She loaded without 
fuss, and I tied her to the manger where I had put 
some oats  and left  them to soak.   In  just  a  few 
minutes, the colt went in to mama, and I shut the 
end gate on them both.  I headed for home, and 
though  I  spent  one  night  at  a  motel,  I  did  not 
unload my cargo because I feared I would not be 
so lucky again.  I had fed the mare where she was, 
and  the  colt  knew  where  his  meal  was.   I  did 
unload at home.

I called McDarren and told him that I had his 
mare, and he was there the next morning.  After 
looking things over, he said that he would like to 
change our deal.  He would give me the $1000 that 
he had offered and, if I would take care of the colt 
until he was weaned, I could have the mare and the 
colt  she  was  carrying from the mustang stud.   I 
took him up on that.  He had the notion that she 
would never race again, but she won many a brush 
track  race,  and  her  colt  made  a  roping  horse 
deluxe!
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In  looking  back  now  on  all  those  stock 
gathering sprees that Slim and I were involved in, 
it is apparent that our successes had mostly been a 
question of out-thinking them.
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