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About Adams:
Andy Adams was born in Indiana. His parents, Andrew and Elizabeth

(Elliott) Adams, were pioneers. As a boy he helped with the cattle and
horses on the family farm. In the early 1880she went to Texas,where he
stayed for 10 years, spending much of that time driving cattle on the
western trail. In 1890he left the trail to try his hand at business,but the
venture failed, so he turned his hand to gold-mining in Colorado and
Nevada. In 1894,he settled in Colorado Springs, where he lived until his
death. He began writing at the age of 43, publishing his most successful
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Anthony, Cowman: An Autobiography (1907), Wells Brothers (1911),
and The Ranch on the Beaver (1927).The Log of a Cowboy is a fictional
account of a five-month drive of 3,000cattle from Brownsville, Texas,to
Montana in 1882.But it is firmly based on Adams's own experienceson
the trail, and it is considered by many to be the best account of cowboy
life in literature. Adams was disgusted by the unrealistic cowboy fiction
being published in his day; The Log of a Cowboy was his response.It is
still in print, and even modern reviewers consider it a compelling classic.
The Chicago Herald said: "As a narrative of cowboy life, Andy Adams'
book is clearly the real thing. It carries its own certificate of authentic
first-hand experience on every page." In Reed Anthony, Cowman: An
Autobiography (1907),Adams breatheslife into the story of a Texascow-
boy who becomesa wealthy and influential cattleman. The Wells Broth-
ers: The Young Cattle Kings (1911) tells the tale of two orphaned boys
who, against all odds and in the face of numerous calamities, establish
their own cattle ranch. It was followed by a sequel, The Ranch on the
Beaver (1927). Source: Wikipedia
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Preface

At the closeof the civil war the need for a market for the surplus cattle of
Texaswas as urgent as it was general. There had been numerous experi-
ments in seeking an outlet, and there is authority for the statement that
in 1857Texascattle were driven to Illinois. Eleven years later forty thou-
sand head were sent to the mouth of Red River in Louisiana, shipped by
boat to Cairo, Illinois, and thence inland by rail. Fever resulted, and the
experiment was never repeated. To the west of Texasstretched a forbid-
ding desert, while on the other hand, nearly every drive to Louisiana res-
ulted in financial disaster to the drover. The republic of Mexico, on the
south, afforded no relief, as it was likewise overrun with a surplus of its
own breeding. Immediately before and just after the war, a slight trade
had sprung up in cattle between eastern points on Red River and Baxter
Springs, in the southeast corner of Kansas.The route was perfectly feas-
ible, being short and entirely within the reservations of the Choctaws
and Cherokees, civilized Indians. This was the only route to the north;
for farther to the westward was the home of the buffalo and the un-
conquered, nomadic tribes. A writer on that day, Mr. Emerson Hough,
an acceptableauthority, says: "The civil war stopped almost all plans to
market the range cattle, and the close of that war found the vast grazing
lands of Texasfairly covered with millions of cattle which had no actual
or determinate value. They were sorted and branded and herded after a
fashion, but neither they nor their increasecould be converted into any-
thing but more cattle. The demand for a market became imperative."

This was the situation at the closeof the '50'sand meanwhile there had
been no cessationin trying to find an outlet for the constantly increasing
herds. Civilization was sweeping westward by leaps and bounds, and
during the latter part of the '60'sand early '70's,a market for a very small
percentage of the surplus was established at Abilene, Ellsworth, and
Wichita, being confined almost exclusively to the state of Kansas. But
this outlet, slight as it was, developed the fact that the transplanted Texas
steer,after a winter in the north, took on flesh like a native, and by being
double-wintered became a marketable beef. It should be understood in
this connection that Texas,owing to climatic conditions, did not mature
an animal into marketable form, ready for the butcher's block. Yet it was
an exceptional country for breeding, the percentage of increase in good
years reaching the phenomenal figures of ninety-five calves to the hun-
dred cows. At this time all eyes were turned to the new Northwest,
which was then looked upon as the country that would at last afford the
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proper market. Railroads were pushing into the domain of the buffalo
and Indian; the rush of emigration was westward, and the Texan was
clamoring for an outlet for his cattle. It was written in the stars that the
Indian and buffalo would have to stand aside.

Philanthropists may deplore the destruction of the American bison, yet
it was inevitable. Possibly it is not commonly known that the general
government had under consideration the sending of its own troops to
destroy the buffalo. Yet it is a fact, for the army in the West fully realized
the futility of subjugating the Indians while they could draw subsistence
from the bison. The well-mounted aborigines hung on the flanks of the
great buffalo herds, migrating with them, spurning all treaty obligations,
and when opportunity offered murdering the advance guard of civiliza-
tion with the fiendish atrocity of carnivorous animals. But while the gov-
ernment hesitated, the hide-hunters and the railroads solved the prob-
lem, and the Indian's base of supplies was destroyed.

Then began the great exodus of Texascattle. The red men were easily
confined on reservations, and the vacated country in the Northwest be-
came cattle ranges. The government was in the market for large quantit-
ies of beef with which to feed its army and Indian wards. The maximum
year's drive was reached in 1884,when nearly eight hundred thousand
cattle, in something over three hundred herds, bound for the new North-
west, crossed Red River, the northern boundary of Texas. Some slight
idea of this exodus can be gained when one considers that in the above
year about four thousand men and over thirty thousand horses were re-
quired on the trail, while the value of the drive ran into millions. The his-
tory of the world can show no pastoral movement in comparison. The
Northwest had furnished the marketÑthe outlet for Texas.
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Chapter1
Opening the Campaign

"Well, gentlemen, if that is the best rate you can offer us, then we'll drive
the cattle. My boys have all been over the trail before, and your figures
are no inducement to ship as far as Red River. We are fully aware of the
nature of the country, but we can deliver the herds at their destination
for less than you ask us for shipping them one third of the distance. No;
we'll drive all the way."

The speaker was Don Lovell, a trail drover, and the parties addressed
were the general freight agents of three railroad lines operating in Texas.
A conferencehad been agreed upon, and we had come in by train from
the ranch in Medina County to attend the meeting in San Antonio. The
railroad representatives were shrewd, affable gentlemen, and presented
an array of facts hard to overcome. They were well aware of the
obstaclesto be encountered in the arid, western portion of the state, and
magnified every possibility into a stern reality. Unrolling a large state
map upon the table, around which the principals were sitting, the agent
of the Denver and Fort Worth traced the trail from Buffalo Gap to Doan's
Crossing on Red River. Producing what was declared to be a report of
the immigration agent of his line, he showed by statistics that whole
counties through which the old trail ran had recently been settled up by
Scandinavian immigrants. The representative of the Missouri, Kansas,
and Texas,when opportunity offered, enumerated every disaster which
had happened to any herd to the westward of his line in the past five
years. The factor of the International was equally well posted.

"Now, Mr. Lovell," said he, dumping a bundle of papers on the table,
"if you will kindly glance over these documents, I think I can convince
you that it is only a question of a few years until all trail cattle will ship
the greater portion of the way. Here is a tabulated statement up to and
including the year '83. From twenty counties tributary to our line and
south of this city, you will notice that in '80 we practically handled no
cattle intended for the trail. Passingon to the next season'sdrive, you see
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we secured a little over ten per cent. of the cattle and nearly thirty per
cent. of the horse stock. Last year, or for '83, drovers took advantage of
our low rates for Red River points, and the percentageran up to twenty-
four and a fraction, or practically speaking, one fourth of the total drive.
We are able to offer the same low rates this year, and all arrangements
are completed with our connecting lines to give live-stock trains carrying
trail cattle a passengerschedule. Now, if you care to look over this cor-
respondence, you will notice that we have inquiries which will tax our
carrying capacity to its utmost. The 'Laurel Leaf' and 'Running W' people
alone have asked for a rate on thirty thousand head."

But the drover brushed the correspondence aside, and asked for the
possible feed bills. A blanket rate had been given on the entire shipment
from that city, or any point south, to Wichita Falls, with one rest and
feed. Making a memorandum of the items, Lovell arose from the table
and came over to where Jim Flood and I were searching for Fort Buford
on a large wall map. We were both laboring under the impression that it
was in Montana, but after our employer pointed it out to us at the mouth
of the Yellowstone in Dakota, all three of us adjourned to an ante-room.
Flood was the best posted trail foreman in Don Lovell's employ, and tak-
ing seatsat the table, we soon reduced the proposed shipping expenseto
a pro-rata sum per head. The result was not to be considered, and on re-
turning to the main office, our employer, as already expressed,declined
the proffered rate.

Then the freight men doubled on him, asking if he had taken into con-
sideration a saving in wages. In a two days' run they would lay down
the cattle farther on their way than we could possibly drive in six weeks,
even if the country was open, not to say anything about the wear and
tear of horseflesh. But Don Lovell had not been a trail drover for nearly
fifteen years without understanding his business as well as the freight
agents did theirs. After going over a large lot of other important data,
our employer arose to take his leave, when the agent of the local line ex-
pressed a hope that Mr. Lovell would reconsider his decision before
spring opened, and send his drive a portion of the way by rail.

"Well, I'm glad I met you, gentlemen," said the cowman at parting,
"but this is purely a business proposition, and you and I look at it from
different viewpoints. At the rate you offer, it will cost me one dollar and
seventy-five cents to lay a steer down on Red River. Hold on; mine are
all large beeves; and I must mount my men just the same as if they
trailed all the way. Saddle horses were worth nothing in the North last
year, and I kept mine and bought enough others around Dodge to make
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up a thousand head, and sent them back over the trail to my ranch. Now,
it will take six carloads of horses for each herd, and I propose to charge
the freight on them against the cattle. I may have to winter my remudas
in the North, or drive them home again, and if I put two dollars a head
freight in them, they won't bring a cent more on that account. With the
cattle it's different; they are all under contract, but the horses must be
charged as general expense,and if nothing is realized out of them, the
herd must pay the fiddler. My largest delivery is a sub-contract for Fort
Buford, calling for five million pounds of beef on foot. It will take three
herds or ten thousand cattle to fill it. I was anxious to give those Buford
beevesan early start, and that was the main reason in my consenting to
this conference. I have three other earlier deliveries at Indian agencies,
but they are not as far north by several hundred miles, and it's immateri-
al whether we ship or not. But the Buford contract sets the day of deliv-
ery for September15,and it's going to take close figuring to make a cent.
The main contractors are all right, but I'm the one that's got to scratch his
head and figure close and seethat there's no leakages.Your freight bill
alone would be a nice profit. It may cost us a little for water getting out
of Texas, but with the present outlet for cattle, it's bad policy to harass
the herds. Water is about the best crop some of those settlers along the
trail have to sell, and they ought to treat us right."

After the conferencewas over, we scattered about the city, on various
errands, expecting to take the night train home. It was then the middle of
February, and five of the six herds were already purchased. In spite of
the large numbers of cattle which the trail had absorbed in previous
years, there was still an abundance of all ages,anxious for a market. The
demand in the North had constantly been for young cattle, leaving the
matured steers at home. Had Mr. Lovell's contracts that year called for
forty thousand five and six year old beeves, instead of twenty, there
would have been the same inexhaustible supply from which to pick and
choose. But with only one herd yet to secure, and ample offerings on
every hand, there was no necessityfor a hurry. Many of the herds driven
the year before found no sale,and were compelled to winter in the North
at the drover's risk. In the early spring of '84, there was a decided lull
over the enthusiasm of the two previous years, during the former of
which the trail afforded an outlet for nearly seven hundred thousand
Texas cattle.

In regard to horses we were well outfitted. During the summer of '83,
Don Lovell had driven four herds, two on Indian contract and two of
younger cattle on speculation. Of the latter, one was sold in Dodge for
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delivery on the Purgatory River in southern Colorado, while the other
went to Ogalalla, and was disposed of and received at that point. In both
casesthere was no chanceto sell the saddle horses,and they returned to
Dodge and were sent to pasture down the river in the settlements. My
brother, Bob Quirk, had driven one of the other herds to an agency in the
Indian Territory. After making the delivery, early in August, on his
employer's orders, he had brought his remuda and outfit into Dodge, the
horsesbeing also sent to pasture and the men home to Texas.I had made
the trip that year to the Pine Ridge Agency in Dakota with thirty-five
hundred beeves,under Flood as foreman. Don Lovell was present at the
delivery, and as there was no hope of effecting a sale of the saddle stock
among the Indians, after delivering the outfit at the nearest railroad, I
was given two men and the cook, and started back over the trail for
Dodge with the remuda. The wagon was a drawback, but on reaching
Ogalalla, an emigrant outfit offered me a fair price for the mules and
commissary, and I sold them. Lashing our rations and blankets on two
pack-horses, we turned our backs on the Platte and crossed the
Arkansaw at Dodge on the seventh day.

But instead of the remainder of the trip home by rail, as we fondly ex-
pected, the programme had changed. Lovell and Flood had arrived in
Dodge some ten days before, and looking over the situation, had come to
the conclusion it was uselesseven to offer our remudas. As remnants of
that year's drive, there had concentrated in and around that market
something like ten thousand saddle horses. Many of these were from
central and north Texas, larger and better stock than ours, even though
care had been used in selecting the latter. So on their arrival, instead of
making any effort to dispose of our own, the drover and his foreman had
sized up the congestedcondition of the market, and turned buyers. They
had bought two whole remudas, and picked over five or six others until
their purchases amounted to over five hundred head. Consequently on
our reaching Dodge with the Pine Ridge horses,I was informed that they
were going to send all the saddle stock back over the trail to the ranch
and that I was to have charge of the herd. Had the trip been in the spring
and the other way, I certainly would have felt elated over my promotion.
Our beef herd that year had been put up in Dimmit County, and from
there to the Pine Ridge Agency and back to the ranch would certainly be
a summer's work to gratify an ordinary ambition.

In the mean time and before our arrival, Flood had brought up all the
stock and wagons from the settlement, and established a camp on Mul-
berry Creek, south of Dodge on the trail. He had picked up two Texans
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who were anxious to see their homes once more, and the next day at
noon we started. The herd numbered a thousand and sixty head, twenty
of which were work-mules. The commissary which was to accompany us
was laden principally with harness; and waving Flood farewell, we
turned homeward, leaving behind unsold of that year's drive only two
wagons. Lovell had instructed us never to ride the samehorse twice, and
wherever good grass and water were encountered, to kill as much time
as possible. My employer was enthusiastic over the idea, and well he
might be, for a finer lot of saddle horses were not in the possessionof
any trail drover, while those purchased in Dodge could have been resold
in San Antonio at a nice profit. Many of the horses had run idle several
months and were in fine condition. With the allowance of four men and
a cook, a draft-book for personal expenses,and over a thousand horses
from which to choosea mount, I felt like an embryo foreman, even if it
was a back track and the drag end of the season.Turning everything scot
free at night, we reached the ranch in old Medina in six weeks, actually
traveling about forty days.

But now, with the opening of the trail seasonalmost at hand, the trials
of past years were forgotten in the enthusiasm of the present. I had a dis-
tinct recollection of numerous resolvesmade on rainy nights, while hold-
ing a drifting herd, that this was positively my last trip over the trail.
Now, however, after a winter of idleness, my worst fear was that I might
be left at home with the ranch work, and thus miss the season'souting
entirely. There were new charms in the Buford contract which thrilled
me,Ñits numerical requirements, the sight of the Yellowstone again, and
more, to be present at the largest delivery of the year to the government.
Rather than have missed the trip, I would have gladly cooked or
wrangled the horses for one of the outfits.

On separating, Lovell urged his foreman and myself to be at the depot
in good time to catch our train. That our employer's contracts for the
year would require financial assistance,both of us were fully aware. The
credit of Don Lovell was gilt edge, not that he was a wealthy cowman,
but the banks and moneyed men of the city recognized his businessabil-
ity. Nearly every year since he began driving cattle, assistancehad been
extended him, but the promptness with which he had always met his ob-
ligations made his patronage desirable.

Flood and I had a number of errands to look after for the boys on the
ranch and ourselves, and, like countrymen, reached the depot fully an
hour before the train was due. Not possessedof enough gumption to in-
quire if the westbound was on time, we loitered around until some other
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passengersinformed us that it was late. Just as we were on the point of
starting back to town, Lovell drove up in a hack, and the three of us
paced the platform until the arrival of the belated train.

"Well, boys, everything looks serene," said our employer, when we
had walked to the farther end of the depot. "I can get all the money I
need, even if we shipped part way, which I don't intend to do. The banks
admit that cattle are a slow sale and a shade lower this spring, and are
not as free with their money as a year or two ago. My bankers detained
me over an hour until they could send for a customer who claimed to
have a very fine lot of beeves for sale in Lasalle County. That he is
anxious to sell there is no doubt, for he offered them to me on my own
time, and agreesto meet any one's prices. I half promised to come back
next week and go down with him to Lasalle and look his cattle over. If
they show up right, there will be no trouble in buying them, which will
complete our purchases. It is my intention, Jim, to give you the herd to
fill our earliest delivery. Our next two occur so near together that you
will have to represent me at one of them. The Buford cattle, being the last
by a few weeks, we will both go up there and seeit over with. There are
about half a dozen trail foremen anxious for the two other herds, and
while they are good men, I don't know of any good reason for not push-
ing my own boys forward. I have already decided to give Dave
Sponsilier and Quince Forrest two of the Buford herds, and I reckon,
Tom, the last one will fall to you."

The darkness in which we were standing shielded my egotism from
public view. But I am conscious that I threw out my brisket several
inches and stood straight on my bow-legs as I thanked old man Don for
the foremanship of his sixth herd. Flood was amused, and told me after-
ward that my language was extravagant. There is an old superstition
that if a man ever drinks out of the Rio Grande, it matters not where he
roams afterward, he is certain to come back to her banks again. I had
watered my horse in the Yellowstone in '82, and ever afterward felt an
itching to seeher again. And here the opportunity opened before me, not
as a common cow-hand, but as a trail boss and one of three in filling a
five million pound government beef contract! But it was dark and I was
afoot, and if I was a trifle "chesty," there had suddenly come new color-
ings to my narrow world.

On the arrival of the train, several other westward-bound cowmen
boarded it. We all took seatsin the smoker, it being but a two hours' run
to our destination. Flood and I were sitting well forward in the car, the
former almost aselated over my good fortune asmyself. "Well, won't old
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Quince be all puffed up," said Jim to me, "when the old man tells him
he's to have a herd. Now, I've never said a word in favor of either one of
you. Of course,when Mr. Lovell asked me if I knew certain trail foremen
who were liable to be idle this year, I intimated that he had plenty of ma-
terial in his employ to make a few of his own. The old man may be a
trifle slow on reaching a decision, but once he makes up his mind, he's
there till the cows come home. Now, all you and Quince need to do is to
make good, for you couldn't ask for a better man behind you. In making
up your outfit, you want to know every man you hire, and give a prefer-
ence to gray hairs, for they're not so liable to admire their shadow in
sunny or get homesick in falling weather. Tom, where you made a ten-
strike with the old man was in accepting that horse herd at Dodge last
fall. Had you made a whine or whimper then, the chances are you
wouldn't be bossing a herd this year. Lovell is a cowman who likes to see
a fellow take his medicine with a smile."
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Chapter2
Organizing the Forces

Don Lovell and Jim Flood returned from Lasalle County on the last day
of February. They had spent a week along the Upper Nueces,and before
returning to the ranch closed a trade on thirty-four hundred five and six
year old beeves.According to their report, the cattle along the river had
wintered in fine condition, and the grass had already started in the val-
ley. This last purchase concluded the buying for trail purposes, and all
absent foremen were notified to be on hand at the ranch on March 10, for
the beginning of active operations. Only some ten of us had wintered at
headquarters in Medina County, and as about ninety men would be re-
quired for the season'swork, they would have to be secured elsewhere.
All the old foremen expected to use the greater portion of the men who
were in their employ the year before, and could summon them on a few
days' notice. But Forrest and myself were compelled to hire entirely new
outfits, and it was high time we were looking up our help.

One of Flood's regular outfit had married during the winter, and with
Forrest's and my promotion, he had only to secure three new men. He
had dozens of applications from good cow-hands, and after selecting for
himself offered the others to Quince and me. But my brother Bob arrived
at the ranch, from our home in Karnes County, two days later, having
also a surplus of men at his command. Although he did not show any
enthusiasm over my promotion, he offered to help me get up a good out-
fit of boys. I had about half a dozen good fellows in view, and on Bob's
approval of them, he selected from his overplus six more as first choice
and four as second. It would take me a week of constant riding to seeall
thesemen, and as Flood and Forrest had made up an outfit for the latter
from the former's available list, Quince and I saddled up and rode away
to hire outfits. Forrest was well acquainted in Wilson, where Lovell had
put up several trail herds, and as it joined my home county, we bore
each other company the first day.
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A long ride brought us to the Atascosa,where we stayed all night. The
next morning we separated, Quince bearing due east for Floresville,
while I continued southeast towards my home near Cibollo Ford on the
San Antonio River. It had been over a year since I had seen the family,
and on reaching the ranch, my father gruffly noticed me, but my mother
and sisters received me with open arms. I was a mature man of twenty-
eight at the time, mustached, and stood six feet to a plumb-line. The fam-
ily were cognizant of my checkeredpast, and although never mentioning
it, it seemed as if my misfortunes had elevated me in the estimation of
my sisters, while to my mother I had become doubly dear.

During the time spent in that vicinity, I managed to reach home at
night as often as possible. Constantly using fresh horses, I covered a
wide circle of country, making one ride down the river into Goliad
County of over fifty miles, returning the next day. Within a week I had
made up my outfit, including the horse-wrangler and cook. Someof the
men were ten years my senior, while only a few were younger, but I
knew that these latter had made the trip before and were as reliable as
their elders. The wages promised that year were fifty dollars a month,
the men to furnish only their own saddles and blankets, and at that fig-
ure I picked two pastoral counties, every man bred to the occupation.
The trip promised six months' work with return passage,and I urged
every one employed to make his appearanceat headquarters, in Medina,
on or before the 15th of the month. There was no railroad communica-
tion through Karnes and Goliad counties at that time, and all the boys
were assured that their private horseswould have good pasturage at the
home ranch while they were away, and I advised them all to come on
horseback.By this method they would have a fresh horse awaiting them
on their return from the North with which to continue their homeward
journey. All the men engaged were unmarried, and taken as a whole, I
flattered myself on having secured a crack outfit.

I was in a hurry to get back to the ranch. There had been nothing said
about the remudas before leaving, and while we had an abundance of
horses, no one knew them better than I did. For that reason I wanted to
be present when their allotment was made, for I knew that every fore-
man would try to get the best mounts, and I did not propose to stand be-
hind the door and take the culls. Many of the horses had not had a
saddle on them in eight months, while all of them had run idle during
the winter in a large mesquite pasture and were in fine condition with
the opening of spring. So bidding my folks farewell, I saddled at noon
and took a cross-country course for the ranch, covering the hundred and
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odd miles in a day and a half. Reaching headquarters late at night, I
found that active preparations had been going on during my absence.
There were new wagons to rig, harness to oil, and a carpenter was then
at work building chuck-boxes for eachof the six commissaries.A whole-
sale house in the city had shipped out a stock of staple supplies, almost
large enough to start a store. There were whole coils of new rope of vari-
ous sizes, from lariats to corral cables, and a sufficient amount of the
largest size to make a stack of hobbles as large as a haycock. Four new
branding-irons to the wagon, the regulation "Circle Dot," completed the
main essentials.

All the foremen had reported at the ranch, with the exception of For-
rest, who came in the next evening with three men. The division of the
horses had not even come up for discussion, but several of the boys
about headquarters who were friendly to my interests posted me that the
older foremen were going to claim first choice. Archie Tolleston, next to
Jim Flood in seniority in Lovell's employ, had spent every day riding
among the horses,and had even boasted that he expected to claim fifteen
of the best for his own saddle. Flood was not so particular, ashis destina-
tion was in southern Dakota, but my brother Bob was again ticketed for
the Crow Agency in Montana, and would naturally expect a good re-
muda. Tolleston was going to western Wyoming, while the Fort Buford
cattle were a two-weeks' later delivery and fully five hundred miles
farther travel. On my return Lovell was in the city, but I felt positive that
if he took a hand in the division, Tolleston would only run on the rope
once.

A few days before the appointed time, the men began thronging into
headquarters. Down to the minutest detail about the wagons and mule
teams, everything was shipshape. The commissary department was
stocked for a month, and everything was ready to harness in and move.
Lovell's headquarters was a stag ranch, and as fast as the engaged cooks
reported, they were assigned to wagons, and kept open house in reliev-
ing the home cocinero. In the absenceof our employer, Flood was virtu-
ally at the head of affairs, and artfully postponed the division of horses
until the last moment. My outfit had all come in in good time, and we
were simply resting on our oars until the return of old man Don from
SanAntonio. The men were jubilant and light-hearted as a lot of school-
boys, and with the exception of a feeling of jealousy among the foremen
over the remudas, we were a gay crowd, turning night into day. But on
the return of our employer, all frivolity ceased,and the ranch stood at at-
tention. The only unfinished work was the division of the horses, and
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but a single day remained before the agreed time for starting. Jim Flood
had met his employer at the station the night before, and while returning
to the ranch, the two discussed the apportionment of the saddle stock.
The next morning all the foremen were called together, when the drover
said to his trail bosses:

"Boys, I suppose you are all anxious to get a good remuda for this
summer's trip. Well, I've got them for you. The only question is, how can
we distribute them equitably so that all interests will be protected. One
herd may not have near the distance to travel that the others have. It
would look unjust to give it the best horses,and yet it may have the most
trouble. Our remudas last year were all picked animals. They had an
easy year's work. With the exception of a few head, we have the same
mounts and in much better condition than last year. This is about my
idea of equalizing things. You four old foremen will use your remudas of
last year. Then eachof you six bossesselect twenty-five head eachof the
Dodge horses,Ñturn and turn about. Add those to your old remudas,
and cull back your surplus, allowing ten to the man, twelve to the fore-
man, and five extra to eachherd in caseof cripples or of galled backs.By
this method, eachherd will have two dozen prime saddlers, the pick of a
thousand picked ones,and fit for any man who was ever in my employ.
I'm breaking in two new foremen this year, and they shall have no ex-
cuse for not being mounted, and will divide the remainder. Now, take
four men apiece and round up the saddle stock, and have everything in
shape to go into camp to-night. I'll be present at the division, and I warn
you all that I want no clashing."

A ranch remuda was driven in, and we saddled. There were about
thirty thousand acres in the pasture, and by eleven o'clock everything
was thrown together. The private horses of all the boys had been turned
into a separate inclosure, and before the cutting out commenced, every
mother's son, including Don Lovell, arrived at the round-up. There were
no corrals on the ranch which would accommodate such a body of anim-
als, and thus the work had to be done in the open; but with the force at
hand we threw a cordon around them, equal to a corral, and the cutting
out to the four quarters commenced.

The horseswere gentle and handled easily. Forrest and I turned to and
helped our old foreman cut out his remuda of the year before. There
were several horses in my old mount that I would have liked to have
again, but I knew it was uselessto try and trade Jim out of them, as he
knew their qualities and would have robbed me in demanding their
equivalent. When the old remudas were again separated, they were
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counted and carefully looked over by both foremen and men, and were
open to the inspection of all who cared to look. Everything was passing
very pleasantly, and the cutting of the extra twenty-five began. Then my
selfishnesswas weighed in the balanceand found to be full weight. I had
ridden over a hundred of the best of them, but when any one appealed
to me, even my own dear brother, I was as dumb as an oyster about a
horse. Tolleston, especially, cursed, raved, and importuned me to help
him get a good private mount, but I was as innocent as I was immovable.
The trip home from Dodge was no pleasure jaunt, and now I was de-
termined to draw extra pay in getting the cream of that horse herd. There
were other features governing my actions: Flood was indifferent; Forrest,
at times, was cruel to horses,and had I helped my brother, I might have
been charged with favoritism. Dave Sponsilier was a good horseman, as
his selections proved, and I was not wasting any love and affection on
Archie Tolleston that day, anyhow.

That no undue advantage should be taken, Lovell kept tally of every
horse cut out, and once each foreman had taken his number, he was
waved out of the herd. I did the selecting of my own, and with the assist-
ance of one man, was constantly waiting my turn. With all the help he
could use, Tolleston was over half an hour making his selections, and
took the only blind horse in the entire herd. He was a showy animal, a
dapple gray, fully fifteen hands high, bred in north Texas,and belonged
to one of the whole remudas bought in Dodge. At the time of his pur-
chase, neither Lovell nor Flood detected anything wrong, and no one
could see anything in the eyeball which would indicate he was moon-
eyed. Yet any horseman need only notice him closely to be satisfied of
his defect, ashe was constantly shying from other horsesand objectsand
smelled everything which came within his reach. There were probably
half a dozen present who knew of his blindness, but not a word was said
until all the extras were chosenand the culling out of the overplus of the
various remudas began. It started in snickers, and before the cutting back
was over developed into peals of laughter, asman after man learned that
the dapple gray in Tolleston's remuda was blind.

Among the very last to become acquainted with the fact was the trail
foreman himself. After watching the horse long enough to see his mis-
take, Tolleston culled the gray back and rode into the herd to claim an-
other. But the drover promptly summoned his foreman out, and, as they
met, Lovell said to his trail boss, "Arch, you're no better than anybody
else.I bought that gray and paid my good money for him. No doubt but
the man who sold him has laughed about it often since, and if ever we
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meet, I'll take my hat off and compliment him on being the only person
who ever sold me a moon-eyed horse. I'm still paying my tuition, and
you needn't flare up when the laugh's on you. You have a good remuda
without him, and the only way you can get another horse out of that
herd is with the permission of Quince Forrest and Tom Quirk."

"Well, if the permission of those new foremen is all I lack, then I'll cut
all the horses I want," retorted Tolleston, and galloped back towards the
herd. But Quince and I were after him like a flash, followed leisurely by
Lovell. As he slacked his mount to enter the mass of animals, I passed
him, jerking the bridle reins from his hand. Throwing my horse on his
haunches, I turned just as Forrest slapped Tolleston on the back, and
said: "Look-ee here, Arch; just becauseyou're a little hot under the collar,
don't do anything brash, for fear you may regret it afterward. I'm due to
take a little pasear myself this summer, and I always did like to be well
mounted. Now, don't get your back up or attempt to stand up any bluffs,
for I can whip you in any sized circle you can name. You never saw me
burn powder, did you? Well, just you keep on acting the dÑÑ fool if
you want a little smoke thrown in your face.Just fool with me and I'll fog
you till you look like an angel in the clouds."

But old man Don reached us, and raised his hand. I threw the reins
back over the horse's head. Tolleston was white with rage, but before he
could speak our employer waved us aside and said, "Tom, you and
Quince clear right out of here and I'll settle this matter. Arch, there's your
remuda. Take it and go about your business or say you don't want to.
Now, we know each other, and I'll not mince or repeat any words with
you. Go on."

"Not an inch will I move until I get another horse," hissed Tolleston
between gasps."If it lies between you and me, then I'll have one in place
of that gray, or you'll get another foreman. Now, you have my terms and
ticket."

"Very well then, Archie; that changesthe programme entirely," replied
Lovell, firmly. "You'll find your private horse in the small pasture, and
we'll excuse you for the summer. Whenever a man in my employ gets
the impression that I can't get along without him, that moment he be-
comes uselessto me. It seemsthat you are bloated with that idea, and a
season'srest and quiet may cool you down and make a useful man of
you again. Remember that you're always welcome at my ranch, and
don't let this make us strangers," he called back as he turned away.

Riding over with us to where a group were sitting on their horses,our
employer scannedthe crowd without saying a word. Turning halfway in

18



his saddle, he looked over towards Flood's remuda and said: "One of
you boys please ride over and tell Paul I want him." During the rather
embarrassing interim, the conversation instantly changed, and we bor-
rowed tobacco and rolled cigarettes to kill time.

Priest was rather slow in making his appearance,riding leisurely, but
on coming up innocently inquired of his employer, "Did you want to see
me?"

"Yes.Paul, I've just lost one of my foremen. I need a good reliable man
to take a herd to Fort Washakie. It's an Indian agency on the head waters
of the North Platte in Wyoming. Will you tackle the job?"

"A good soldier is always subject to orders," replied The Rebel with a
military salute. "If you have a herd for delivery in Wyoming, give me the
men and horses,and I'll put the cattle there if possible. You are the com-
mandant in the field, and I am subject to instructions."

"There's your remuda and outfit, then," said Lovell, pointing to the one
intended for Tolleston, "and you'll get a commissary at the ranch and go
into camp this evening. You'll get your herd in Nueces County, and Jim
will assist in the receiving. Any other little details will all be arranged be-
fore you get away."

Calling for all the men in Tolleston's outfit, the two rode away for that
remuda. Shortly before the trouble arose,our employer instructed those
with the Buford cattle to take ten extra horses for each herd. There were
now over a hundred and forty head to be culled back, and Sponsilier was
entitled to ten of them. In order to be sure of our numbers, we counted
the remaining band, and Forrest and I trimmed them down to two hun-
dred and fifty-four head. As this number was too small to be handled
easily in the open, we decided to take them into the corrals for the final
division. After the culling back was over, and everything had started for
the ranch, to oblige Sponsilier, I remained behind and helped him to re-
trim his remuda. Unless one knew the horses personally, it was embar-
rassing even to try and pick ten of the best ones from the overplus. But I
knew many of them at first hand, and at Dave's request, after picking out
the extra ones, continued selecting others in exchange for horses in his
old band. We spent nearly an hour cutting back and forth, or until we
were both satisfied that his saddle stock could not be improved from the
material at hand.

The ranch headquarters were fully six miles from the round-up. Leav-
ing Sponsilier delighted with the change in his remuda, I rode to over-
take the undivided band which were heading for the ranch corrals. On
coming up with them, Forrest proposed that we divide the horses by a
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running cut in squads of ten, and toss for choice. Once they were in the
corrals, this could have been easily done by simply opening a gate and
allowing blocks of ten to pass alternately from the main into smaller in-
closures. But I was expecting something like this from Quince, and had
entirely different plans of my own. Forrest and I were good friends, but
he was a foxy rascal, and I had never wavered in my determination to
get the pick of that horse herd. Had I accepted his proposal, the chance
of a spinning coin might have given him a decided advantage, and I de-
clined his proposition. I had a remuda in sight that my very being had
hungered for, and now I would take no chance of losing it. But on the
other hand, I proposed to Forrest that he might have the assistanceof
two men in Flood's outfit who had accompanied the horse herd home
from Dodge. In the selecting of Jim's extra twenty-five, the opinion of
these two lads, as the chosenhorses proved, was a decided help to their
foreman. But Quince stood firm, and arguing the matter, we reached the
corrals and penned the band.

The two top bunches were held separateand were left a mile back on
the prairie, under herd. The other remudas were all in sight of the ranch,
while a majority of the men were eating a late dinner. Still contending for
his point, Forrest sent a lad to the house to ask our employer to come
over to the corrals. On his appearance,accompanied by Flood, eachof us
stated our proposition.

"Well, the way I size this up," said old man Don, "one of you wants to
rely on his own judgment and the other don't. It looks to me, Quince,
you want a gambler's chancewhere you can't lose. Tom's willing to bank
on his own judgment, but you ain't. Now, I like a man who does his own
thinking, and to give you a good lesson in that line, why, divide them,
horse and horse, turn about. Now, I'll spin this coin for first pick, and
while it's in the air, Jim will call the turnÉ . Tom wins first choice."

"That's all right, Mr. Lovell," said Quince, smilingly. "I just got the idea
that you wanted the remudas for the Buford herds to be equally good.
How can you expect it when Tom knows every horse and I never
saddled one of them. Give me the same chance,and I might know them
as well as the little boy knew his pap."

"You had the same chance," I put in, "but didn't want it. You were
offered the Pine Ridge horses last year to take back to Dodge, and you
kicked like a bay steer. But I swallowed their dust to the Arkansaw, and
from there home we lived in clouds of alkali. You went home drunk and
dressed up, with a cigar in your mouth and your feet through the car
window, claiming you was a brother-in-law to Jay Gould, and simply
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out on a tour of inspection. Now you expect me to give you the benefit of
my experience and rob myself. Not this summer, John Quincy."

But rather than let Forrest feel that he was being taken advantage of, I
repeated my former proposition. Accepting it as a last resort, the two
boys were sent for and the dividing commenced. Remounting our
horses,we entered the large corral, and as fast as they were selected the
different outfits were either roped or driven singly through a guarded
gate. It took over an hour of dusty work to make the division, but when
it was finished I had a remuda of a hundred and fifty-two saddle horses
that would make a man willing to work for his board and the privilege
of riding them. Turning out of the corrals, Priest and I accompanied the
horses out on the prairie where our toppy ones were being grazed. Paul
was tickled over my outfit of saddle stock, but gave me several hints that
he was entitled to another picked mount. I attempted to explain that he
had a good remuda, but he still insisted, and I promised him if he would
be at my wagon the next morning when we corralled, he should have a
good one. I could well afford to be generous with my old bunkie.

There now only remained the apportionment of the work-stock. Four
mules were allowed to the wagon, and in order to have them in good
condition they had been grain-fed for the past month. In their allotment
the Buford herds were given the best teams,and when mine was pointed
out by my employer, the outfit assisted the cook to harness in. Giving
him instructions to go into camp on a creek three miles south of
headquarters, my wagon was the second one to get away. Some of the
teams bolted at the start, and only for timely assistanceSponsilier's com-
missary would have been overturned in the sand. Two of the wagons
headed west for Uvalde, while my brother Bob's started southeast for
Bee County. The other two belonging to Flood and The Rebel would
camp on the same creek as mine, their herds being also south. Once the
wagons were off, the saddle stock was brought in and corralled for our
first mounts. The final allotment of horses to the men would not take
place until the herds were ready to be received, and until then, they
would be ridden uniformly but promiscuously. With instructions from
our employer to return to the ranch after making camp, the remudas
were started after the wagons.

On our return after darkness, the ranch was as deserted as a school-
house on Saturday. A Mexican cook and a few regular ranch hands were
all that were left. Archie Tolleston had secured his horse and quit
headquarters before any one had even returned from the round-up.
When the last of the foremen came in, our employer delivered his final
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messages."Boys," said he, "I'll only detain you a few minutes. I'm going
west in the morning to Uvalde County, and will be present at the receiv-
ing of Quince and Dave's herds. After they start, I'll come back to the city
and take stage to Oakville. But you go right ahead and receive your
cattle, Bob, for we don't know what may turn up. Flood will help Tom
first, and then Paul, to receive their cattle. That will give the Buford
herds the first start, and I'll be waiting for you at Abilene when you
reach there. And above all else, boys, remember that I've strained my
credit in this drive, and that the cattle must be A 1, and that we must de-
liver them on the spot in prime condition. Now, that's all, but you'd bet-
ter be riding so as to get an early start in the morning."

Our employer walked with us to the outer gate where our horses
stood at the hitch-rack. That he was reticent in his business matters was
well known among all his old foremen, including Forrest and myself. If
he had a confidant among his men, Jim Flood was the manÑand there
were a few things he did not know. As we mounted our horses to return
to our respective camps, old man Don quietly took my bridle reins in
hand and allowed the others to ride away. "I want a parting word with
you, Tom," said he a moment later. "Something has happened to-day
which will require the driving of the Buford herds in some road brand
other than the 'Circle Dot.' The first blacksmith shop you pass,have your
irons altered into 'Open A's,' and I'll do the samewith Quince and Dave's
brands. Of the why or wherefore of this, say nothing to any one, as no
one but myself knows. Don't breathe a word even to Flood, for he don't
know any more than he should. When the time comes, if it ever does,
you'll know all that is necessaryÑor nothing. That's all."
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Chapter3
Receiving at Los Lobos

The trip to Lasalle County was mere pastime. All three of the outfits kept
in touch with eachother, camping far enough apart to avoid any conflict
in night-herding the remudas. The only incident to mar the pleasure of
the outing was the discovery of ticks in many of our horses' ears. The
pasture in which they had wintered was somewhat brushy, and as there
had been no frost to kill insect life, myriads of seed-ticks had dropped
from the mesquite thickets upon the animals when rubbing against or
passing underneath them. As the inner side of a horse'sear is both warm
and tender, that organ was frequently infested with this pest, whose rav-
ages often undermined the supporting cartilages and produced the
drooping or "gotch" ear. In my remuda over one half the horses were af-
flicted with ticks, and many of them it was impossible to bridle, owing to
the inflamed condition of their ears. Fortunately we had with us some
standard preparations for blistering, so, diluting this in axle-grease,we
threw every animal thus affected and thoroughly swabbed his ears. On
reaching the NuecesRiver, near the western boundary of Lasalle County,
the other two outfits continued on down that stream for their destination
in the lower country. Flood remained behind with me, and going into
camp on the river with my outfit, the two of us rode over to Los Lobos
Ranch and announced ourselves as ready to receive the cattle. Dr.
Beaver, the seller of the herd, was expecting us, and sending word of our
arrival to neighboring cowmen, we looked over the corrals before return-
ing to camp. They had built a new branding-chute and otherwise im-
proved their facilities for handling cattle. The main inclosure had been
built of heavy palisades in an early day, but recently several of smaller
sized lumber had been added, making the most complete corrals I had
ever seen.An abundance of wood was at hand for heating the branding-
irons, and every little detail to facilitate the work had been provided for.
Giving notice that we would receive every morning on the open prairie
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only, we declined an invitation to remain at the ranch and returned to
my wagon.

In the valley the grass was well forward. We had traveled only some
twenty miles a day coming down, and our horses had fared well. But as
soon as we received any cattle, night-herding the remuda would cease,
and we must either hobble or resort to other measures. John Levering
was my horse-wrangler. He had made two trips over the trail with Fant's
herds in the samecapacity, was careful, humane, and an all-round horse-
man. In employing a cook, I had given the berth to Neal Parent, an old
boyhood chum of mine. He never amounted to much as a cow-hand, but
was a lighthearted, happy fool; and as cooking did not require much
sense,I gave him the chanceto make his first trip. Like a court jester, he
kept the outfit in fine spirits and was the butt of all jokes. In entertaining
company he was in a classby himself, and spoke with marked familiar-
ity of all the prominent cowmen in southern Texas.To a stranger the in-
ference might be easily drawn that Lovell was in his employ.

As we were expecting to receive cattle on the third day, the next morn-
ing the allotment of horses was made. The usual custom of giving the
foreman first choice was claimed, and I cut twelve of solid colors but not
the largest ones.Taking turns, the outfit roped out horse after horse until
only the ten extra ones were left. In order that these should bear a fair
share in the work, I took one of them for a night-horse and allotted the
others to the second,third, and last guard in a similar capacity. This gave
the last three watches two horsesapiecefor night work, but with the dis-
tinct understanding that in caseof accident or injury to any horse in the
remuda, they could be recalled. There was little doubt that before the
summer ended, they would be claimed to fill vacancies in the regular
mounts. Flood had kept behind only two horses with which to overtake
the other outfits, and during his stay with us would ride theseextras and
loans from my mount.

The entire morning was spent working with the remuda. Once a man
knew his mount, extra attention was shown each horse. There were
witches' bridles to be removed from their manes, extra long tails were
thinned out to the proper length, and all hoofs trimmed short. The horses
were fast shedding their winter coats, matting the saddle blankets with
falling hair, and unless carefully watched, galled backswould result. The
branding-irons had been altered en route, and about noon a vaquero
came down the river and reported that the second round-up of the day
would meet just over the county line in Dimmit. He belonged at Los
Lobos, and reported the morning rodeo as containing over five hundred
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beeves, which would be ready for delivery at our pleasure. We made
him remain for dinner, after which Flood and I saddled up and returned
with him. We reached the round-up just as the cutting-out finished. They
were a fine lot of big rangy beeves,and Jim suggestedthat we passupon
them at once. The seller agreed to hold them overnight, and Flood and I
culled back about one hundred and twenty which were under age or too
light. The round-up outfit strung the cattle out and counted them, re-
porting a few over seven hundred head. This count was merely informal
and for the information of the seller; but in the morning the final one
would be made, in which we could take a hand.

After the cut had started in for the ranch, we loitered along, looking
them over, and I noticed several that might have been thrown out. "Well,
now," said Flood, "if you are going to be so very choice as all that, I
might as well ride on. You can't use me if that bunch needs any more
trimming. I call them a fine lot of beeves.It's all right for Don to rib the
boys up and make them think that the cattle have to be top-notchers. I've
watched him receive too often; he's about the easiestman I know to ring
in short ages on. Just so a steer looks nice, it's hard for the old man to
turn one back. I've seenhim receiving three-year-olds, when one fourth
of the cattle passed on were short twos. And if you call his attention to
one, he'll just smile that little smile of his, and say, 'yes, he may be shy a
few months, but he'll grow.' But then that's just old man Don's weakness
for cattle; he can't look a steer in the face without falling in love with
him. Now, I've received before when by throwing out one half the stock
offered, you couldn't get as uniform a bunch of beevesas those are. But
you go right ahead, Tom, and be sure that every hoof you accept will
dress five hundred pounds at Fort Buford. I'll simply sit around and
clerk and help you count and give you a good chance to make a
reputation."

Los Lobos was still an open range. They claimed to have over ten
thousand mixed cattle in the straight ranch brand. There had beenno de-
mand for matured beeves for several years, and now on effecting this
sale they were anxious to deliver all their grown steers. Dr. Beaver in-
formed us that, previous to our arrival, his foreman had been throwing
everything in on the home range, and that he hoped to deliver to us over
two thousand head from his own personal holdings. But he was liberal
with his neighbors, for in the contingent just passed upon, there must
have been over a hundred head in various ranch brands. Assuring him
that we would be on hand in the morning to take possessionof the cattle,
and requesting him to have a fire burning, on coming opposite the camp,
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we turned off and rode for our wagon. It meant a big day's work to road-
brand this first contingent, and with the first sign of dawn, my outfit
were riding for Los Lobos. We were encamped about three miles from
the corrals, and leaving orders for the cook to follow up, the camp was
abandoned with the exception of the remuda. It was barely sun-up when
we counted and took possession of the beeves. On being relieved, the
foreman of Los Lobos took the ranch outfit and started off to renew the
gathering. We penned the cattle without any trouble, and as soon as the
irons were ready, a chuteful were run in and the branding commenced.
This branding-chute was long enough to chamber eight beeves. It was
built about a foot wide at the bottom and flared upward just enough to
prevent an animal from turning round. A heavy gate closed the exit,
while bull-bars at the rear prevented the occupant from backing out. A
high platform ran along either side of the branding-chute, on which the
men stood while handling the irons.

Two men did the branding. "Runt" Pickett attended the fire, passing
up the heated irons, and dodging the cold branding-steel. A single iron
was often good for several animals, and sometimes a chuteful was
branded with two irons. It was necessarythat the work should be well
done; not that a five months' trip required it, but the unforeseen must be
guarded against. Many trail herds had met disaster and beenscattered to
the four winds with nothing but a road brand to identify them after-
ward. The cattle were changing owners, and custom decreed that an ab-
stract of title should be indelibly seared on their sides. The first guard,
Jake Blair, Morg Tussler, and Clay Zilligan, were detailed to cut and
drive the squads into the chute. Thesethree were the only mounted men,
the others being placed so as to facilitate the work. Cattle are as innocent
as they are strong, and in this necessary work everything was done
quietly, care being taken to prevent them from becoming excited. As fast
as they were released from the chute, Dr. Beaver took a list of the ranch
brands, in order to bill of sale them to Lovell and settle with his
neighbors.

The work moved with alacrity. As one chuteful was being freed the
next one was entering. Gatesclosed in their facesand the bull-bars at the
rear locked them as in a vice. We were averaging a hundred an hour, but
the smoke from the burning hair was offensive to the lungs. During the
forenoon Burl Van Vedder and Vick Wolf "spelled" Flood and myself for
half an hour at a time, or until we could recover from the nauseous
fumes. When the cook called us to dinner, we had turned out nearly five
hundred branded cattle. No sooner was the midday meal bolted than the

26



cook was ordered back to camp with his wagon, the branded contingent
of cattle following in charge of the first guard. Lessthan half an hour was
lost in refreshing the inner man, and ordering "GÑG" Cederdall, Tim
Stanley, and Jack Splann of the second guard into their saddles to take
the place of the relieved men, we resumed our task. The dust of the cor-
rals settled on us unheeded, the smoke of the fire mingled with that of
the singeing hair and its offensive odors, bringing tears to our eyes,but
the work never abated until the last steer had passedthe chute and bore
the "Open A."

The work over, a pretense was made at washing the dust and grime
from our faces. It was still early in the day, and starting the cattle for
camp, I instructed the boys to water and graze them as long as they
would stand up. The men all knew their places on guard, this having
been previously arranged; and joining Dr. Beaver, Jim and I rode for the
ranch about a mile distant. The doctor was a genial host, and prescribed
a series of mint-juleps, after which he proposed that we ride out and
meet the cattle gathered during the day. The outfit had been working a
section of country around some lagoons, south of the ranch, and it was
fully six o'clock when we met them, heading homeward. The cattle were
fully up to the standard of the first bunch, and halting the herd we
trimmed them down and passed on them. After Flood rode out of this
second contingent, I culled back about a dozen light weights. On finish-
ing, Jim gave me a quiet wink, and said something to Dr. Beaver about a
new broom. But I paid no attention to theseremarks; in a country simply
teeming with prime beeves,I was determined to get a herd to my liking.
Dr. Beaverhad assuredLovell that he and his neighbors would throw to-
gether over four thousand beevesin making up the herd, and now I was
perfectly willing that they should. It would take two days longer to gath-
er the cattle on the Los Lobos range, and then there were the outside of-
ferings, which were supposed to number fully two thousand. There was
no excuse for not being choice.

On returning to Los Lobos about dusk, rather than offend its owner,
Flood consented to remain at the ranch overnight, but I rode for camp.
Darkness had fallen on my reaching the wagon, the herd had been bed-
ded down, and Levering felt so confident that the remuda was contented
that he had concluded to night-herd them himself until midnight, and
then turn them loose until dawn. He had belled a couple of the leaders,
and assured me that he would have them in hand before sun-up. The
cook was urging me to supper, but before unsaddling, I rode around
both herd and remuda. The cattle were sleeping nicely, and the boys
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assured me that they had got a splendid fill on them before bedding
down. That was the only safe thing to do, and after circling the saddle
stock on the opposite side of camp, I returned to find that a stranger had
arrived during my brief absence.Parent had fully enlightened him as to
who he was, who the outfit were, the destination of the herd, the names
of both buyer and seller, and, on my riding in, was delivering a voluble
dissertation on the tariff and the possible effect on the state of putting
hides on the free list. And although in cow-camps a soldier's introduc-
tion is usually sufficient, the cook inquired the stranger's name and
presented me to our guest with due formality. Supper being waiting, the
stranger was invited to take pot-luck with us, and before the meal was
over recognized me. He was a deputy cattle inspector for Dimmit
County, and had issued the certificate for Flood's herd the year before.
He had an eye for the main chance,and informed me that fully one half
the cattle making up our herd belonged to Dimmit; that the county line
was only a mile up the river, and that if I would allow the herd to drift
over into his territory, he would shade the legal rate. The law compelling
the inspection of herds before they could be moved out of the county,
like the rain, fell upon the just and the unjust. It was not the intent of the
law to impose a burden on an honest drover. Yet he was classedwith the
rustler, and must have in his possessiona certificate of inspection before
he could move out a purchased herd, or be subject to arrest. A list of
brands was recorded, at the county seat,of every herd leaving, and if oc-
casion required could be referred to in future years. No railroad would
receive any consignment of hides or live stock, unless accompanied by a
certificate from the county inspector. The legal rate was ten cents on the
first hundred, and three cents on all over that number, frequently mak-
ing the office a lucrative one.

Once the object of his call was made clear, I warmed to our guest. If
the rate allowed by law was enforced, it meant an expenseof over a hun-
dred dollars for a certificate of inspection covering both herd and saddle
stock. We did not take out certificates in Medina on the remudas as a
matter of economy. By waiting until the herd was ready, the two would
be inspected as one, and the lower rate apply. So I urged the deputy to
make himself at home and share my blankets. Pretending that I re-
membered him well, I made numerous inquiries about the ranch where
we received our herd the year before, and by the time to turn in, we were
on the most friendly terms. The next morning I offered him a horse from
our extras, assuring him that Flood would be delighted to renew his ac-
quaintance, and invited him to go with us for the day. Turning his horse
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among ours, he accepted and rode away with us. The cattle passed on
the evening before had camped out several miles from the corrals and
were grazing in when we met them. Flood and the Doctor joined us
shortly afterward, and I had a quiet word with Jim before he and the in-
spector met. After the count was over, Flood made a great ado over my
guest and gave him the glad hand as if he had been a long-lost brother.
We were a trifle short-handed the second day, and on my guest volun-
teering to help, I assigned him to Runt Pickett's place at the fire, where
he shortly developed a healthy sweat. As we did not have a large bunch
of beeves to brand that day, the wagon did not come over and we
branded them at a single shift. It was nearly one o'clock when we fin-
ished, and instead of going in to Los Lobos, we left the third guard,
Wayne Outcault, "Dorg" Seay,and Owen Ubery, to graze the cattle over
to our camp.

The remainder of the afternoon was spent in idleness and in the enter-
tainment of our guest. Official-like, he pretended he could hardly spare
the time to remain another night, but was finally prevailed on and did
so. After dark, I took him some distance from camp, and the two of us
had a confidential chat. I assured him if there was any object in doing so,
we could move camp right to or over the county line, and frankly asked
him what inducement he would offer. At first he thought that throwing
off everything over a hundred dollars would be about right. But I as-
sured him that there were whole families of inspectors in Lasalle County
who would discount that figure, and kindly advised him, if he really
wanted the fee, to meet competition at least. We discussed the matter at
length, and before returning to camp, he offered to make out the certific-
ate, covering everything, for fifty dollars. As it was certain to be several
days yet before we would start, and there was a prospect of a falling
market in certificates of inspection, I would make no definite promises.
The next morning I insisted that he remain at some near-by ranch in his
own territory, and, if convenient, ride down every few days and note the
progress of the herd.

We were promised a large contingent of cattle for that day. The ranch
outfit were to make three rodeos down the river the day before, where
the bulk of their beevesranged. Flood was anxious to overtake the other
outfits before they reached the lower country, and as he assured me I
had no further use for him, we agreed that after receiving that morning
he might leave us. Giving orders at camp to graze the received beeves
within a mile of the corrals by noon, and the wagon to follow, we made
an early start, Flood taking his own horses with him. We met the cattle
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coming up the river a thousand strong. It was late when the last round-
up of the day before had finished, and they had camped for the night
fully five miles from the corrals. It took lessthan an hour to cull back and
count, excusethe ranch outfit, and start this contingent for the branding-
pens in charge of my boys. Flood was in a hurry, and riding a short dis-
tance with him, I asked that he passor send word to the county seat, in-
forming the inspector of hides and animals that a trail herd would leave
Los Lobos within a week. Jim knew my motive in getting competition on
the inspection, and wishing me luck on my trip, I wrung his hand in
farewell until we should meet again in the upper country.

The sun was setting that night when we finished road-branding the
last of the beevesreceived in the morning. After dinner, when the wagon
returned to camp, I instructed Parent to move up the river fully a mile.
We needed the change, anyhow, and even if it was farther, the next
morning we would have the Los Lobos outfit to assist in the branding, as
that day would finish their gathering. The outside cattle were beginning
to report in small bunches, from three hundred upward. Knowing that
Dr. Beaver was anxious to turn in as many as possible of his own, we
delayed receiving from the neighboring ranches for another day. But the
next morning, as we were ironing-up the last contingent of some four
hundred Los Lobos beeves,a deputy inspector for Lasalle arrived from
the county seat. He was likewise officious, and professed disappoint-
ment that the herd was not ready to pass upon. On his arrival, I was
handling the irons, and paid no attention to him until the branding was
over for the morning. When he introduced himself, I cordially greeted
him, but at the first intimation of disappointment from his lips, I checked
him.

Using the best diplomacy at my command, I said, "Well, I'm sorry to
causeyou this long ride when it might have been avoided. You see,we
are receiving cattle from both this and Dimmit County. In fact, we are
holding our herd acrossthe line just at present. On starting, we expect to
go up the river to the first creek, and north on it to the Leona River. I
have partially promised the work to an inspector from Dimmit. He in-
spected our herd last year, and being a personal friend that way, you
couldn't meet his figures. Very sorry to disappoint you, but won't you
come over to the wagon and stay all night?"

But Dr. Beaver, who understood my motive, claimed the privilege of
entertaining the deputy at Los Lobos, and I yielded. We now had a few
over twenty-four hundred beeves,of which nineteen hundred were in
the Los Lobos brand, the others being mixed. There was a possibility of
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fully a hundred more coming in with the neighboring cattle, and Dr.
Beaver was delighted over the ranch delivery. The outside contingents
were in four bunches, then encamped in different directions and within
from three to five miles of the ranch. Taking Vick Wolf with me for the
afternoon, I looked over the separate herds and found them numbering
more than fifteen hundred. They were the same uniform Nueces Valley
cattle, and as we lacked only a few over a thousand, the offerings were
extremely liberal. Making arrangements with three of the four herds to
receive the next day, Vick and I reached our camp on the county line
about sunset. The change was a decided advantage; wood, water, and
grass were plentiful, and not over a mile farther from the branding-pens.

The next morning found us in our saddles at the usual early hour. We
were anxious to receive and brand every animal possible that day, so
that with a few hours' work the next forenoon the herd would be ready
to start. After we had passedon the first contingent of the outside cattle,
and as we were nearing the corrals, Dr. Beaver overtook us. Calling me
aside, he said: "Quirk, if you play your cards right, you'll get a certificate
of inspection for nothing and a chromo as a pelon. I've bolstered up the
Lasalle man that he's better entitled to the work than the Dimmit inspect-
or, and he'll wait until the herd is ready to start. Now, you handle the
one, and I'll keep the other as my guest. We must keep them apart and
let them buck eachother to their hearts' content. Every hoof in your herd
will be in a ranch brand of record; but still the law demands inspection
and you must comply with it. I'll give you a duplicate list of the brands,
so that neither inspector need seethe herd, and if we don't saveyour em-
ployer a hundred dollars, then we are amateurs."

Everything was pointing to an auspicious start. The last cattle on the
delivery were equal to the first, if not better. The sky clouded over, and
before noon a light shower fell, settling the dust in the corrals. Help in-
creasedas the various bunches were accepted,and at the end of the day
only a few over two hundred remained to complete our numbers. The
last contingent were fully up to the standard; and rather than disappoint
the sellers, I acceptedfifty head extra, making my herd at starting thirty-
four hundred and fifty. When the last beef had passed the branding-
chute, there was nothing remaining but to give a receipt to the seller for
the number of head received, in behalf of my employer, pending a later
settlement between them.

Meanwhile competition in the matter of inspection had been carefully
nursed. Conscious of eachother's presence,and both equally anxious for
the fee, the one deputy was entertained at my camp and the other at Los
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Lobos. They were treated courteously, but given to understand that in
the present instance money talked. With but a small bunch of beevesto
brand on the starting day, the direction in which the herd was allowed to
leave the bed-ground would be the final answer. If west, Dimmit had un-
derbid Lasalle; if the contrary, then the departure of this herd would be a
matter of record in the latter county. Dr. Beaver enjoyed the situation
hugely, acting the intermediary in behalf of his guest. Personally I was
unconcerned, but was neutral and had little to say.

My outfit understood the situation perfectly. Before retiring on the
night of our last camp on the county line, and in the presenceof the Dim-
mit inspector, the last relief received instructions, in the absenceof con-
trary orders, to allow the herd to drift back into Lasalle in the morning.
Matters were being conducted in pantomime, and the players under-
stood their parts. Our guest had made himself useful in various ways,
and I naturally felt friendly towards him. He had stood several guards
for the boys, and Burl Van Vedder, of the last watch, had secret instruc-
tions to call him for that guard.

The next morning the camp was not astir as early as usual. On the
cook's arousing us, in the uncertain light of dawn, the herd was slowly
rising, and from the position of a group of four horsemen, it was plainly
evident that our guest had shaded all competition. Our camp was in
plain view of Los Lobos, and only some five or six miles distant. With
the rising of the sun, and from the top of a windmill derrick, by the aid
of a field-glass, the Lasalle inspector had read his answer; and after the
work in the morning was over, and the final papers had beenexchanged,
Dr. Beaver insisted that, in commiseration of his departed guest, just one
more mint-julep should be drunk standing.

When Don Lovell glanced over my expenseaccount on our arrival at
Abilene, he said: "Look here, Tom, is this straight ?Ñtwenty dollars for
inspection?Ñthe hell you say! Corrupted them, did you? Well, that's the
cheapestinspection I ever paid, with one exception. Dave Sponsilier once
got a certificate for his herd for five dollars and a few drinks. But he paid
for it a month in advance of the starting of the herd. It was dated ahead,
properly sealed,and all ready for filling in the brands and numbers. The
herd was put up within a mile of where four counties cornered, and that
inspector was a believer in the maxim of the early bird. The office is a
red-tape one, anyhow, and little harm in taking all the advantage you
can.ÑThis item marked 'sundries' was DRY goods, I suppose?All right,
Quirk; I reckon rattlesnakes were rather rabid this spring."

32



Chapter4
Mingling with the Exodus

By noon the herd had grazed out five miles on its way. The boys were so
anxious to get off that on my return the camp was deserted with the ex-
ception of the cook and the horse-wrangler, none even returning for din-
ner. Before leaving I had lunched at Los Lobos with its owner, and on
reaching the wagon, Levering and I assisted the cook to harness in and
start the commissary. The general course of the Nueces River was south-
east by northwest, and as our route lay on the latter angle, the herd
would follow up the valley for the first day. Once outside the boundaries
of our camp of the past week, the grass matted the ground with its rank
young growth. As far as the eye could see,the mesas,clothed in the ver-
dure of spring, rolled in long swells away to the divides. Along the river
and in the first bottom, the timber and mesquite thickets were in leaf and
blossom, while on the outlying prairies the only objects which dotted
this sea of green were range cattle and an occasional band of horses.

The start was made on the 27th of March. By easy drives and within a
week, we crossed the "Sunset" Railway, about thirty miles to the west-
ward of the ranch in Medina. On reaching the divide between the Leona
and Frio rivers, we sighted our first herd of trail cattle, heading north-
ward. We learned that some six herds had already passedupward on the
main Frio, while a number of others were reported as having taken the
east fork of that river. The latter stream almost paralleled the line
between Medina and Uvalde counties, and as we expected some word
from headquarters, we crossed over to the east fork. When westward of
and opposite the ranch, Runt Pickett was sent in for any necessaryorders
that might be waiting. By leaving us early in the evening he could reach
headquarters that night and overtake us before noon the next day. We
grazed leisurely forward the next morning, killing as much time as pos-
sible, and Pickett overtook us before the wagon had even gone into camp
for dinner. Lovell had not stopped on his return from the west, but had
left with the depot agent at the home station a letter for the ranch. From
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its contents we learned that the other two Buford herds had started from
Uvalde, Sponsilier in the lead, one on the 24th and the other the follow-
ing day. Local rumors were encouraging in regard to grass and water to
the westward, and the intimation was clear that if favorable reports con-
tinued, the two Uvalde herds would intersect an old trail running from
the head of Nueces Canon to the Llano River. Should they follow this
route there was little hope of their coming into the main western trail be-
fore reaching the Colorado River. Sponsilier was a daring fellow, and if
there was a possible chance to get through beyond the borders of any
settlement, he was certain to risk it.

The letter contained no personal advice. Years of experience in trail
matters had taught my employer that explicit orders were often harmful.
The emergencies to be met were of such a varied nature that the best
method was to trust to an outfit worming its way out of any situation
which confronted it. From the information disclosed, it was evident that
the other Buford herds were then somewhere to the northwest, and pos-
sibly over a hundred miles distant. Thus freed from any restraint, we
held a due northward course for several days, or until we encountered
some rocky country. Water was plentiful and grass fairly good, but those
flinty hills must be avoided or sorefooted beeveswould be the result. I
had seentrails of blood left by cattle from sandy countries on encounter-
ing rock, and now the feet of ours were a second consideration to their
stomachs. But long before the herd reached this menace, Morg Tussler
and myself, scouting two full days in advance, located a saferoute to the
westward. Had we turned to the other hand, we should have been
forced into the main trail below Fredericksburg, and we preferred the
sea-room of the boundless plain. From every indication and report, this
promised to be the banner year in the exodus of cattle from the South to
the then new Northwest. This latter section was affording the long-
looked-for outlet, by absorbing the offerings of cattle which came up
from Texasover the trail, and marking an epoch barely covering a single
decade.

Turning on a western angle, a week's drive brought us out on a high
tableland. Veering again to the north, we snailed along through a de-
lightful country, rich in flora and the freshnessof the season.From every
possible elevation, we scanned the west in the hope of sighting some of
the herd which had followed up the main Frio, but in vain. Sweeping
northward at a leisurely gait, the third week out we sighted the Blue
Mountains, the first familiar landmark on our course. As the main
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western trail skirted its base on the eastward, our position was easily
established.

So far the cattle were well behaved, not a run, and only a single incid-
ent occurring worth mention. About half an hour before dawn one morn-
ing, the cook aroused the camp with the report that the herd was miss-
ing. The beeveshad been bedded within two hundred yards of the wag-
on, and the last watch usually hailed the rekindling of the cook's fire as
the first harbinger of day. But on this occasion the absenceof the usual
salutations from the bed-ground aroused Parent's suspicion. He rushed
into camp, and laboring under the impression that the cattle had stam-
peded, trampled over our beds, yelling at the top of his lungs. Aroused
in the darkness from heavy sleep, bewildered by a bright fire burning
and a crazy man shouting, "The beeveshave stampeded! the herd's gone!
Get up, everybody!" we were almost thrown into a panic. Many of the
boys ran for their night-horses, but Clay Zilligan and I fell on the cook
and shook the statement out of him that the cattle had left their beds.
This simplified the situation, but before I could recall the men, several of
them had reached the bed-ground. As fast as horses could be secured,
others dashed through the lighted circle and faded into the darkness.
From the flickering of matches it was evident that the boys were dis-
mounting and looking for some sign of trouble. Zilligan was swearing
like a pirate, looking for his horse in the murky night; but instead of any
alarm, oaths and derision greeted our ears as the men returned to camp.
Halting their horses within the circle of the fire, Dorg Seay said to the
cook:

"Neal, the next time you find a mare's nest, keep the secret to yourself.
I don't begrudge losing thirty minutes' beauty sleep, but I hate to be
scared out of a year's growth. Haven't you got cow-sense enough to
know that if those beeveshad run, they'd have shook the earth? If they
had stampeded, that alarm clock of yours wouldn't be a circumstance to
the barking of the boys' guns. Why, the cattle haven't been gone thirty
minutes. You can seewhere they got up and then quietly walked away.
The ground where they lay is still steaming and warm. They were
watered a little too soon yesterday and naturally got up early this morn-
ing. The boys on guard didn't want to alarm the outfit, and just allowed
the beevesto graze off on their course. When day breaks, you'll seethey
ain't far away, and in the right direction. Parent, if I didn't sabecows bet-
ter than you do, I'd confine my attention to a cotton patch."

Seay had read the sign aright. When day dawned the cattle were in
plain view about a mile distant. On the return of the last guard to camp,
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Vick Wolf explained the situation in a few words. During their watch the
herd had grown restless, many of the cattle arising; and knowing that
dawn was near at hand, the boys had pushed the sleepy ones off their
beds and started them feeding. The incident had little effect on the irre-
pressible Parent, who seemed born to blunder, yet gifted with a sunny
disposition which atoned for his numerous mistakes.

With the Blue Mountains asour guiding star, we kept to the westward
of that landmark, crossing the Llano River opposite some Indian
mounds. On reaching the divide between this and the next water, we
sighted two dust-clouds to the westward. They were ten to fifteen miles
distant, but I was anxious to hear any word of Sponsilier or Forrest, and
sent JakeBlair to make a social call. He did not return until the next day,
and reported the first herd as from the mouth of the Pecos,and the more
distant one as belonging to JessePresnall. Blair had stayed all night with
the latter, and while its foreman was able to locate at least a dozen trail
herds in closeproximity, our two from Uvalde had neither beenseennor
heard of. Baffled again, necessity compelled us to turn within touch of
some outfitting point. The staples of life were running low in our com-
missary, no opportunity having presented itself to obtain a new supply
since we left the ranch in Medina over a month before. Consequently,
after crossing the San Saba, we made our first tack to the eastward.

Brady City was an outfitting point for herds on the old western trail.
On coming opposite that frontier village, Parent and I took the wagon
and went in after supplies, leaving the herd on its course, paralleling the
former route. They had instructions to camp on Brady Creek that night.
On reaching the supply point, there was a question if we could secure
the simple staples needed. The drive that year had outstripped all calcu-
lations, somehalf-dozen chuck-wagons being in waiting for the arrival of
a freight outfit which was due that morning. The nearest railroad was
nearly a hundred miles to the eastward, and all supplies must be
freighted in by mule and ox teams.While waiting for the freight wagons,
which were in sight several miles distant, I made inquiry of the two out-
fitting stores if our Buford herds had passed. If they had, no dealings
had taken place on the credit of Don Lovell, though both merchants
knew him well. Before the freight outfit arrived, some one took Abb
Blocker, a trail foreman for his brother John, to task for having an odd ox
in his wheel team. The animal was a raw, unbroken "7L" bull, surly and
chafing under the yoke, and attracted general attention. When several
friends of Blocker, noticing the brand, began joking him, he made this ex-
planation: "No, I don't claim him; but he came into my herd the other
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night and got to hossing my steers around. We couldn't keep him out,
and I thought if he would just go along, why we'd put him under the
yoke and let him hoss that chuck-wagon to amuse himself. One of my
wheelers was getting a little tenderfooted, anyhow."

On the arrival of the freight outfit, short shift was made in transferring
a portion of the cargo to the waiting chuck-wagons. As we expected to
reach Abilene, a railroad point, within a week, we took on only a small
stock of staple supplies. Having helped ourselves, the only delay was in
getting a clerk to look over our appropriation, make out an itemized bill,
and receive a draft on my employer. When finally the merchant in per-
son climbed into our wagon and took a list of the articles, Parent started
back to overtake the herd. I remained behind several hours, chatting
with the other foremen.

None of the other trail bosses had seen anything of Lovell's other
herds, though they all knew him personally or by reputation, and in-
quired if he was driving again in the sameroad brand. By general agree-
ment, in caseof trouble, we would pick up each other's cattle; and from
half a cent to a cent a head was considered ample remuneration in buy-
ing water in Texas.Owing to the fact that many drovers had shipped to
Red River, it was generally believed that there would be no congestion of
cattle south of that point. All herds were then keeping well to the west-
ward, some even declaring their intention to go through the Panhandle
until the Canadian was reached.

Two days later we cameinto the main trail at the crossing of the Color-
ado River. Before we reached it, several ominous dust-clouds hung on
our right for hours, while beyond the river were others, indicating the
presenceof herds. Summer weather had already set in, and during the
middle of the day the glare of heat-waves and mirages obstructed our
view of other wayfarers like ourselves, but morning and evening we
were never out of sight of their signals. The banks of the river at the ford
were trampled to the level of the water, while at both approach and exit
the ground was cut into dust. On our arrival, the stage of water was fa-
vorable, and we crossed without a halt of herd, horses, or commissary.
But there was little inducement to follow the old trail. Washed into ruts
by the seasons,the grasson either side eaten away for miles, there was a
look of desolation like that to be seenin the wake of an army. As we felt
under obligations to touch at Abilene within a few days, there was a con-
stant skirmish for grass within a reasonabledistance of the trail; and we
were early, fully two thirds of the drive being in our rear. One sultry
morning south of Buffalo Gap, as we were grazing past the foot of Table
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Mountain, several of us rode to the summit of that butte. From a single
point of observation we counted twelve herds within a space of thirty
miles both south and north, all moving in the latter direction.

When about midway between the Gap and the railroad we were met
at noon one day by Don Lovell. This was his first glimpse of my herd,
and his experienced eye took in everything from a broken harness to the
peeling and legibility of the road brand. With me the condition of the
cattle was the first requisite, but the minor details aswell as the more im-
portant claimed my employer's attention. When at last, after riding with
the herd for an hour, he spoke a few words of approbation on the condi-
tion, weight, and uniformity of the beeves, I felt a load lifted from my
shoulders. That the old man was in a bad humor on meeting us was
evident; but ashe rode along beside the cattle, lazy and large asoxen, the
cockles of his heart warmed and he grew sociable. Near the middle of
the afternoon, as we were in the rear, looking over the drag steers, he
complimented me on having the fewest tender-footed animals of any
herd that had passed Abilene since his arrival. Encouraged, I ventured
the double question as to how this one would average with the other
Buford herds, and did he know their whereabouts. As I recall his reply, it
was that all Nueces Valley cattle were uniform, and if there was any dif-
ference it was due to carelessnessin receiving. In regard to the locality of
the other herds, it was easily to be seen that he was provoked about
something.

"Yes, I know where they are," said he, snappishly, "but that's all the
good it does me. They crossedthe railroad, west, at Sweetwater, about a
week ago. I don't blame Quince, for he's just trailing along, half a day be-
hind Dave's herd. But Sponsilier, knowing that I wanted to seehim, had
the nerve to write me a postal card with just ten words on it, saying that
all was well and to meet him in Dodge. Tom, you don't know what a sat-
isfaction it is to me to spend a day or so with eachof the herds. But those
rascalsdidn't pay any more attention to me than if I was an old woman.
There was some reason for itÑsore-footed cattle, or else they have
skinned up their remudas and didn't want me to see them. If I drive a
hundred herds hereafter, Dave Sponsilier will stay at home as far as I'm
concerned.He may think it's funny to slip past, but this court isn't indul-
ging in any levity just at present. I fail to see the humor in having two
outfits with sixty-seven hundred cattle somewhere between the Staked
Plain and No-Man's-Land, and unable to communicate with them. And
while my herds are all contracted, mature beeveshave broke from three
to five dollars a head in price since thesestarted, and it won't do to shout
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before we're out of the woods. Those fool boys don't know that, and I
can't get near enough to tell them."

I knew better than to ask further questions or offer any apologies for
others. My employer was naturally irritable, and his abuseor praise of a
foreman was to be expected. Previously and under the smile of prosper-
ity, I had heard him laud Sponsilier, and under an imaginary shadow ab-
use Jim Flood, the most experienced man in his employ. Feeling it was
uselessto pour oil on the present troubled waters, I excusedmyself, rode
back, and ordered the wagon to make camp ahead about four miles on
Elm Creek. We watered late in the afternoon, grazing thence until time to
bed the herd. When the first and second guards were relieved to go in
and catch night-horses and get their supper, my employer remained be-
hind with the cattle. While feeding during the evening, we allowed the
herd to scatter over a thousand acres.Taking advantage of the loose or-
der of the beeves,the old man rode back and forth through them until
approaching darkness compelled us to throw them together on the
bedground. Even after the first guard took charge, the drover loitered be-
hind, reluctant to leave until the last steer had lain down; and all during
the night, sharing my blankets, he awoke on every change of guards, in-
quiring of the returning watch how the cattle were sleeping.

As we should easily pass Abilene before noon, I asked him as a favor
that he take the wagon in and get us sufficient supplies to last until Red
River was reached.But he preferred to remain behind with the herd, and
I went instead. This suited me, as his presenceoverawed my outfit, who
were delirious to seethe town. There was no telling how long he would
have stayed with us, but my brother Bob's herd was expected at any
time. Remaining with us a second night, something, possibly the placid-
ness of the cattle, mellowed the old man and he grew amiable with the
outfit, and myself in particular. At breakfast the next morning, when I
asked him if he was in a position to recommend any special route, he
replied:

"No, Tom, that rests with you. One thing's certain; herds are going to
be dangerously close together on the regular trail which crosses Red
River at Doan's. The seasonis early yet, but over fifty herds have already
crossed the Texas Pacific Railway. Allowing one half the herds to start
north of that line, it gives you a fair idea what to expect. When seven
hundred thousand cattle left Texas two years ago, it was considered the
banner year, yet it won't be a marker to this one. The way prices are tum-
bling shows that the Northwest was bluffing when they offered to ma-
ture all the cattle that Texas could breed for the next fifty years. That's
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the kind of talk that suits me, but last year there were some forty herds
unsold, which were compelled to winter in the North. Not over half the
saddle horses that came up the trail last summer were absorbed by these
Northern cowmen. Talk's cheap,but it takes money to buy whiskey. Lots
of these men are new ones at the business and may lose fortunes. The
banks are getting afraid of cattle paper, and conditions are tightening.
With the increased drive this year, if the summer passes without a
slaughter in prices, the Texasdrovers can thank their lucky stars. I'm not
half as bright as I might be, but this is one year that I'm smooth enough
not to have unsold cattle on the trail."

The herd had started an hour before, and when the wagon was ready
to move, I rode a short distance with my employer. It was possible that
he had something to say of a confidential nature, for it was seldom that
he acted so discouraged when his every interest seemed protected by
contracts. But at the final parting, when we both had dismounted and sat
on the ground for an hour, he had disclosed nothing. On the contrary, he
even admitted that possibly it was for the best that the other Buford
herds had held a westward course and thus avoided the crush on the
main routes. The only intimation which escapedhim was when we had
remounted and eachstarted our way, he called me back and said, "Tom,
no doubt but you've noticed that I'm worried. Well, I am. I'd tell you in a
minute, but I may be wrong in the matter. But I'll know before you reach
Dodge, and then, if it's necessary,you shall know all. It's nothing about
the handling of the herds, for my foremen have always considered my
interests first. Keep this to yourself, for it may prove a nightmare. But if
it should prove true, then we must stand together. Now, that's all; mum's
the word until we meet. Drop me a line if you get a chance,and don't let
my troubles worry you."

While overtaking the herd, I mused over my employer's last words.
But my brain was too muddy even to attempt to solve the riddle. The
most plausible theory that I could advance was that some friendly cow-
men were playing a joke on him, and that the old man had taken things
too seriously. Within a week the matter was entirely forgotten, crowded
out of mind by the demands of the hour. The next night, on the Clear
Fork of the Brazos,a stranger, attracted by our camp-fire, rode up to the
wagon. Returning from the herd shortly after his arrival, I recognized in
our guest John Blocker, a prominent drover. He informed us that he and
his associateshad fifty-two thousand cattle on the trail, and that he was
just returning from overtaking two of their five lead herds. Knowing that
he was a well-posted cowman on routes and sustenance,having grown
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up on the trail, I gave him the best our camp afforded, and in return I re-
ceived valuable information in regard to the country between our
present location and Doan's Crossing. He reported the country for a hun-
dred miles south of Red River as having had a dry, backward spring,
scanty of grass, and with long dry drives; and further, that in many in-
stances water for the herds would have to be bought from those in
control.

The outlook was not to my liking. The next morning when I inquired
of our guest what he would advise me to do, his answer clearly covered
the ground. "Well, I'm not advising any one," said he, "but you can draw
your own conclusions. The two herds of mine, which I overtook, have
orders to turn northeast and cross into the Nations at Red River Station.
My other cattle, still below, will all be routed by way of Fort Griffin.
Once across Red River, you will have the Chisholm Trail, running
through civilized tribes, and free from all annoyance of blanket Indians.
South of the river the grass is bound to be better than on the western
route, and if we have to buy water, we'll have the advantage of
competition."

With this summary of the situation, a decision was easily reached.The
Chisholm Trail was good enough for me. Following up the north side of
the Clear Fork, we passedabout twenty miles to the west of Fort Griffin.
Constantly bearing east by north, a few days later we crossed the main
Brazos at a low stage of water. But from there to Red River was a trial
not to be repeated. Wire fences halted us at every turn. Owners of pas-
tures refused permission to pass through. Lanes ran in the wrong direc-
tion, and open country for pasturage was scarce.What we dreaded most,
lack of drink for the herd, was the least of our troubles, necessity requir-
ing its purchase only three or four times. And like a climax to a week of
sore trials, when we were in sight of Red River a sand and dust storm
struck us, blinding both men and herd for hours. The beevesfared best,
for with lowered heads they turned their backs to the howling gale,
while the horsemen caught it on every side. The cattle drifted at will in
an uncontrollable mass.The air was so filled with sifting sand and eddy-
ing dust that it was impossible to see a mounted man at a distance of
fifty yards. The wind blew a hurricane, making it impossible to dis-
mount in the face of it. Our horses trembled with fear, unsteady on their
feet. The very sky overhead darkened as if night was falling. Two thirds
of the men threw themselves in the lead of the beeves,firing six-shooters
to check them, which could not even be heard by the ones on the flank
and in the rear. Once the herd drifted against a wire fence, leveled it
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down and moved on, sullen but irresistible. Towards evening the storm
abated, and half the outfit was sent out in search of the wagon, which
was finally found about dark some four miles distant.

That night Owen Ubery, as he bathed his bloodshot eyes in a pail of
water, said to the rest of us: "Fellows, if ever I have a boy, and tell him
how his pa suffered this afternoon, and he don't cry, I'll cut a switch and
whip him until he does."
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Chapter5
Red River Station

When the spirit of a man is once broken, he becomesuseless.On the trail
it is necessaryto have some diversion from hard work, long hours, and
exposure to the elements. With man and beast, from the Brazos to Red
River was a fire test of physical endurance. But after crossing into the
Chickasaw Nation, a comparatively new country would open before us.
When the strain of the past week was sorest, in buoying up the spirits of
my outfit, I had promised them rest and recreation at the first possible
opportunity.

Fortunately we had an easy ford. There was not even an indication
that there had beena freshet on the river that spring. This was tempering
the wind, for we were crippled, three of the boys being unable to resume
their places around the herd on account of inflamed eyes.The cook had
weathered the sand-storm better than any of us. Sheltering his team, and
fastening his wagon-sheet securely, he took refuge under it until the gale
had passed.Pressing him into the service the next morning, and assign-
ing him to the drag end of the herd, I left the blind to lead the blind in
driving the wagon. On reaching the river about the middle of the
forenoon, we trailed the cattle acrossin a long chain, not an animal being
compelled to swim. The wagon was carried over on a ferryboat, as it was
heavily loaded, a six weeks' supply of provisions having been taken on
before crossing. Once the trail left the breaks, on the north side of the
river, we drew off several miles to the left and went into camp for the re-
mainder of the day. Still keeping clear of the trail, daily we moved for-
ward the wagon from three to five miles, allowing the cattle to graze and
rest to contentment. The herd recuperated rapidly, and by the evening of
the fourth day after crossing, the inflammation was so reduced in those
whose eyes were inflamed, that we decided to start in earnest the next
morning.

The cook was ordered to set out the best the wagon afforded, several
outside delicacies were added, and a feast was in sight. GÑG Cederdall
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had recrossed the river that day to mail a letter, and on his return
proudly carried a basket of eggs on his arm. Three of the others had
joined a fishing party from the Texasside, and had come in earlier in the
day with a fine string of fish. Parent won new laurels in the supper to
which he invited us about sundown. The cattle came in to their beds
groaning and satiated, and dropped down as if ordered. When the first
watch had taken them, there was nothing to do but sit around and tell
stories. Sincecrossing Red River, we had slept almost night and day, but
in that balmy May evening sleep was banished. The fact that we were in
the Indian country, civilized though the Indians were, called forth many
an incident. The raids of the Comanchesinto the Panhandle country dur-
ing the buffalo days was a favorite topic. Vick Wolf, however, had had
an Indian experience in the North with which he regaled us at the first
opportunity.

"There isn't any trouble nowadays," said he, lighting a cigarette, "with
these blanket Indians on the reservations. I had an experience once on a
reservation where the Indians could have got me easy enough if they
had beenon the war-path. It was the first winter I ever spent on a North-
ern range, having gone up to the Cherokee Strip to avoidÑwell, no mat-
ter. I got a job in the Strip, not riding, but as a kind of an all-round rust-
ler. This was long before the country was fenced, and they rode lines to
keep the cattle on their ranges.One evening about nightfall in December,
the worst kind of a blizzard struck us that the country had ever seen.The
next day it was just as bad, and BLOODY cold. A fellow could not see
any distance, and to venture away from the dugout meant to get lost.
The third day she broke and the sun came out clear in the early evening.
The next day we managed to gather the saddle horses, as they had not
drifted like the cattle.

"Well, we were three days overtaking the lead of that cattle drift, and
then found them in the heart of the Cheyenne country, at least on that re-
servation. They had drifted a good hundred miles before the storm
broke. Every outfit in the Strip had gone south after their cattle. Instead
of drifting them back together, the different ranches rustled for their
own. Some of the foremen paid the Indians so much per head to gather
for them, but ours didn't. The braves weren't very much struck on us on
that account. I was cooking for the outfit, which suited me in winter
weather. We had a permanent camp on a small well-wooded creek, from
which we worked all the country round.

"One afternoon when I was in camp all alone, I noticed an Indian ap-
proaching me from out of the timber. There was a Winchester standing
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against the wagon wheel, but as the bucks were making no trouble, I
gave the matter no attention. Mr. Injun cameup to the fire and professed
to be very friendly, shook hands, and spoke quite a number of words in
English. After he got good and warm, he looked all over the wagon, and
noticing that I had no sixshooter on, he picked up the carbine and
walked out about a hundred yards to a little knoll, threw his arms in the
air, and made signs.

"Instantly, out of the cover of some timber on the creek a quarter
above, came about twenty young bucks, mounted, and yelling like
demons. When they came up, they began circling around the fire and
wagon. I was sitting on an empty corn-crate by the fire. One young buck,
seeing that I was not scaring to suit him, unslung a carbine as he rode,
and shot into the fire before me. The bullet threw fire and ashesall over
me, and I jumped about ten feet, which suited them better. They circled
around for several minutes, every one uncovering a carbine, and they
must have fired a hundred and fifty shots into the fire. In fact they al-
most shot it out, scattering the fire around so that it came near burning
up the bedding of our outfit. I was scared thoroughly by this time. If it
was possible for me to have had fits, I'd have had one sure. The air
seemed full of coals of fire and ashes. I got good practical insight into
what hell's like. I was rustling the rolls of bedding out of the circle of fire,
expecting every moment would be my last. It's a wonder I wasn't killed.
Were they throwing lead? Well, I should remark! You see the ground
was not frozen around the fire, and the bullets buried themselves in the
soft soil.

"After they had had asmuch fun as they wanted, the leader gave a yell
and they all circled the other way once, and struck back into the timber.
Someof them had brought up the decoy Indian's horse when they made
the dash at first, and he suddenly turned as wild as a Cheyenne gener-
ally gets. When the others were several hundred yards away, he turned
his horse, rode back some little distance, and attracted my attention by
holding out the Winchester. From his horse he laid it carefully down on
the ground, whirled his pony, and rode like a scared wolf after the oth-
ers. I could hear their yells for miles, as they made for their encampment
over on the North Fork. As soon as I got the fire under control, I went
out and got the carbine. It was empty; the Indian had used its magazine
in the general hilarity. That may be an Indian's style of fun, but I failed to
see where there was any in it for me."

The cook threw a handful of oily fish-bones on the fire, causing it to
flame up for a brief moment. With the exception of Wayne Outcault,
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who was lying prone on the ground, the men were smoking and sitting
Indian fashion around the fire. After rolling awhile uneasily, Outcault sat
up and remarked, "I feel about half sick. Eat too much? Don't you think
it. Why, I only ate sevenor eight of those fish, and that oughtn't to hurt a
baby. There was only half a dozen hard-boiled eggs to the man, and I
don't remember of any of you being so generous as to share yours with
me. Those few plates of prunes that I ate for dessert wouldn't hurt
nobodyÑ they're medicine to some folks. Unroll our bed, pardner, and
I'll thrash around on it awhile."

Several trail stories of more or less interest were told, when Runt Pick-
ett, in order to avoid the smoke, came over and sat down between Burl
Van Vedder and me. He had had an experience,and instantly opened on
us at short range. "Speaking of stampedes," said Runt, "reminds me of a
run I was in, and over which I was paid by my employer a very high
compliment. My first trip over the trail, as far north asDodge, was in '78.
The herd sold next day after reaching there, and as I had an old uncle
and aunt living in middle Kansas, I concluded to run down and pay
them a short visit. So I threw away all my trail togsÑwell, they were
worn out, anywayÑand bought me a new outfit complete. Yes, I even
bought button shoes. After visiting a couple of weeks with my folks, I
drifted back to Dodge in the hope of getting in with some herd bound
farther northÑI was perfectly uselesson a farm. On my return to Dodge,
the only thing about me that indicated a cow-hand was my Texassaddle
and outfit, but in toggery, in my visiting harness, I looked like a rank
tenderfoot.

"Well, boys, the first day I struck town I met a through man looking
for hands. His herd had just come in over the Chisholm Trail, crossing to
the western somewhere above. He was disgusted with his outfit, and
was discharging men right and left and hiring new ones to take their
places.I apologized for my appearance,showed him my outfit, and got a
job cow-punching with this through man. He expected to hold on sale a
week or two, when if unsold he would drift north to the Platte. The first
week that I worked, a wet stormy night struck us, and before ten o'clock
we lost every hoof of cattle. I was riding wild after little squads of cattle
here and there, guided by flashes of lightning, when the storm finally
broke. Well, there it was midnight, and I didn't have a HOOF OF
CATTLE to hold and no one to help me if I had. The truth is, I was lost.
Common horse-sensetold me that; but where the outfit or wagon was
was anybody's guess. The horses in my mount were as good as worth-
less; worn out, and if you gave one free rein he lacked the energy to
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carry you back to camp. I ploughed around in the darkness for over an
hour, but finally came to a sudden stop on the banks of the muddy
Arkansaw. Right there I held a council of war with myself, the decision
of which was that it was at least five miles to the wagon.

"After I'd prowled around some little time, a bright flash of lightning
revealed to me an old deserted cabin a few rods below. To this shelter I
turned without even a bid, unsaddled my horse and picketed him, and
turned into the cabin for the night. Early the next morning I was out and
saddled my horse, and the question was, Which way is camp?As soon as
the sun rose clearly, I got my bearings. By my reasoning, if the river yes-
terday was south of camp, this morning the wagon must be north of the
river, so I headed in that direction. Somehow or other I stopped my
horse on the first little knoll, and looking back towards the bottom, I saw
in a horseshoewhich the river made a large bunch of cattle. Of course I
knew that all herds near about were through cattle and under herd, and
the absenceof any men in sight aroused my curiosity. I concluded to in-
vestigate it, and riding back found over five hundred head of the cattle
we had lost the night before. 'Here's a chanceto make a record with my
new boss,' I said to myself, and circling in behind, began drifting them
out of the bottoms towards the uplands. By ten o'clock I had got them to
the first divide, when who should ride up but the owner, the old cow-
man himselfÑthe sure enough big auger.

"'Well, son,' said my boss, 'you held some of them, didn't you?' 'Yes,' I
replied, surly as I could, giving him a mean look, 'I've nearly ridden this
horse to death, holding this bunch all night. If I had only had a good
man or two with me, we could have caught twice as many. What kind of
an outfit are you working, anyhow, Captain?' And at dinner that day, the
boss pointed me out to the others and said, 'That little fellow standing
over there with the button shoeson is the only man in my outfit that is
worth a ÑÑ Ñmdash;.'"

The cook had finished his work, and now joined the circle. Parent
began regaling us with personal experiences, in which it was evident
that he would prove the hero. Fortunately, however, we were spared
listening to his self-laudation. Dorg Seay and Tim Stanley, bunkies, en-
gaged in a friendly scuffle, each trying to make the other get a firebrand
for his pipe. In the tussle which followed, we were all compelled to give
way or get trampled underfoot. When both had exhausted themselves in
vain, we resumed our placesaround the fire. Parent, who was disgusted
over the interruption, on resuming his seat refused to continue his story
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at the request of the offenders, replying, "The more I seeof you two var-
mints the more you remind me of mule colts."

Once the cook refused to pick up the broken thread of his story, John
Levering, our horse-wrangler, preempted the vacated post. "I was over
in Louisiana a few winters ago with a horse herd," said John, "and had a
few experiences.Of all the simple people that I ever met, the 'Cajin' takes
the bakery. You'll meet darkies over there that can't speak a word of any-
thing but French. It's nothing to seea cow and mule harnessed together
to a cart. One day on the road, I met a man, old enough to be my father,
and inquired of him how far it was to the parish centre, a large town. He
didn't know, except it was a long, long ways. He had never been there,
but his older brother, once when he was a young man, had been there as
a witness at court. The brother was dead now, but if he was living and
present, it was quite possible that he would remember the distance. The
best information was that it was a very long ways off. I rode it in the
mud in less than two hours; just about ten miles.

"But that wasn't a circumstance to other experiences.We had driven
about three hundred horses and mules, and after disposing of over two
thirds of them, my employer was compelled to return home, leaving me
to dispose of the remainder. I was a fair salesman,and rather than carry
the remnant of the herd with me, made headquarters with a man who
owned a large cane-brake pasture. It was a convenient stopping-place,
and the stock did well on the young cane.Every week I would drive to
some distant town eighteen or twenty head, or asmany as I could handle
alone. SometimesI would sell out in a few days, and then again it would
take me longer. But when possible I always made it a rule to get back to
my headquarters to spend Sunday. The owner of the cane-brakeand his
wife were a simple couple, and just a shade or two above the Arcadians.
But they had a daughter who could pass muster, and she took quite a
shine to the 'Texas-Hoss-Man,' as they called me. I reckon you under-
stand now why I made that headquarters?Ñthere were other reasonsbe-
sides the good pasturage.

"Well, the girl and her mother both could read, but I have some doubt
about the old man on that score. They took no papers, and the nearest
approach to a book in the house was an almanac three years old. The wo-
men folks were ravenous for something to read, and eachtime on my re-
turn after selling out, I'd bring them a whole bundle of illustrated papers
and magazines. About my fourth return after more horses,ÑI was
mighty near one of the family by that time,Ñwhen we were all seated
around the fire one night, the women poring over the papers and
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admiring the pictures, the old man inquired what the news was over in
the parish where I had recently been.The only thing that I could remem-
ber was the suicide of a prominent man. After explaining the circum-
stances,I went on to say that some little bitterness arose over his burial.
Owing to his prominence it was thought permission would be given to
bury him in the churchyard. But it seems there was some superstition
about permitting a self-murderer to be buried in the samefield as decent
folks. It was none of my funeral, and I didn't pay overmuch attention to
the matter, but the authorities refused, and they buried him just outside
the grounds, in the woods.

"My host and I discussedthe matter at some length. He contended that
if the man was not of sound mind, he should have been given his little
six feet of earth among the others. A horse salesman has to be a good
second-rate talker, and being anxious to show off before the girl, I
differed with her father. The argument grew spirited yet friendly, and I
appealed to the women in supporting my view. My hostess was ab-
sorbed at the time in reading a sensational account of a woman shooting
her betrayer. The illustrations covered a whole page, and the girl was
simply burning, at short range, the shirt from off her seducer. The old
lady was bogged to the saddle skirts in the story, when I interrupted her
and inquired, 'Mother, what do you think ought to be done with a man
who commits suicide?' She lowered the paper just for an instant, and
looking over her spectaclesat me replied, 'Well, I think any man who
would do THAT ought to be made to support the child.'"

No comment was offered. Our wrangler aroseand strolled away from
the fire under the pretenseof repicketing his horse. It was nearly time for
the guards to change,and giving the last watch orders to point the herd,
as they left the bed-ground in the morning, back on an angle towards the
trail, I prepared to turn in. While I was pulling off my boots in the act of
retiring, Clay Zilligan rode in from the herd to call the relief. The second
guard were bridling their horses,and as Zilligan dismounted, he said to
the circle of listeners, "Didn't I tell you fellows that there was another
herd just ahead of us? I don't care if they didn't pass up the trail since
we've been laying over, they are there just the same.Of course you can't
seetheir camp-fire from here, but it's in plain view from the bed-ground,
and not over four or five miles away. If I remember rightly, there's a local
trail comes in from the south of the Wichita River, and joins the
Chisholm just ahead. And what's more, that herd was there at nine
o'clock this morning, and they haven't moved a peg since. Well, there's
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two lads out there waiting to be relieved, and you second guard know
where the cattle are bedded."
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Chapter6
Camp Supply

In gala spirits we broke camp the next morning. The herd had left the
bed-ground at dawn, and as the outfit rode away to relieve the last
guard, every mother's son was singing. The cattle were a refreshing sight
as they grazed forward, their ragged front covering half a mile in width.
The rest of the past few days had been a boon to the few tender-footed
ones. The lay-over had rejuvenated both man and beast. From maps in
our possessionwe knew we were somewhere near the western border of
the Chickasaw Nation, while on our left was the reservation of three
blanket tribes of Indians. But as far as signs of occupancy were con-
cerned, the country was unmarked by any evidence of civilization. The
Chisholm Cattle Trail, which ran from Red River to the Kansas line, had
almost fallen into disuse, owing to encroachmentsof settlements south of
the former and westward on the latter. With the advancement of immig-
ration, Abilene and Ellsworth as trail terminals yielded to the tide, and
the leading cattle trace of the '70's was relegated to local use in '84.

The first guard was on the qui vive for the outfit whose camp-fire they
had sighted the night before. I was riding with Clay Zilligan on the left
point, when he sighted what we supposed was a small bunch of cattle ly-
ing down several miles distant. When we reached the first rise of
ground, a band of saddle horsescame in view, and while we were trying
to locate their camp, Jack Splann from the opposite point attracted our
attention and pointed straight ahead. There a large band of cattle under
herd greeted our view, compelling us to veer to the right and intersect
the trail sooner than we intended. Keeping a clear half-mile between us,
we passed them within an hour and exchanged the compliments of the
trail. They proved to be "Laurel Leaf" and "Running W" cattle, the very
ones for which the International Railway agent at the meeting in Febru-
ary had so boastfully shown my employer the application for cars. The
foreman was cursing like a stranded pirate over the predicament in
which he found himself. He had left SantoGertrudo Ranch over a month

51



before with a herd of three thousand straight two-year-old steers.But in
the shipment of some thirty-three thousand cattle from the two ranches
to Wichita Falls, six trains had been wrecked, two of which were his
own. Instead of being hundreds of miles ahead in the lead of the year's
drive, as he expected, he now found himself in charge of a camp of
cripples. What few trains belonging to his herd had escaped the ditch
were used in filling up other unfortunate ones,the injured cattle from the
other wrecks forming his present holdings.

"Our people were anxious to get their cattle on to the market early this
year," said he, "and put their foot into it up to the knee. Shipping to Red
River was an experiment with them, and I hope they've got their belly
full. We've got dead and dying cattle in every pasture from the falls to
the river, while these in sight aren't able to keep out of the stench of
those that croaked between here and the ford. Oh, this shipping is a fine
thingÑfor the railroads. Here I've got to rot all summer with thesecattle,
just becausetwo of my trains went into the ditch while no other foreman
had over one wrecked. And mind you, they paid the freight in advance,
and now King and Kennedy have brought suit for damages amounting
to double the shipping expense.They'll get it all rightÑin pork. I'd rather
have a claim against a nigger than a railroad company. Look at your
beeves,slick as weasels,and from the Nueces River. Have to hold them
in, I reckon, to keep from making twenty miles a day. And here I
amÑOh, hell, I'd rather be on a rock-pile with a ball and chain to my
foot! Do you seethose objectsacrossyonder about two milesÑin that old
grass?That's where we bedded night before last and forty odd died. We
only lost twenty-two last night. Oh, we're getting in shape fast. If you
think you can hold your breakfast down, just take a ride through mine.
No, excuse meÑ I've seen them too often already."

Several of the boys and myself rode into the herd some little distance,
but the sight was enough to turn a copper-lined stomach. Scarcelyan an-
imal had escapedwithout more or less injury. Fully one half were minus
one or both horns, leaving instead bloody stumps. Broken bones and
open sores greeted us on every hand; myriads of flies added to the
misery of the cattle, while in many instancesthere was evidence of mag-
gots at work on the living animal. Turning from the herd in disgust, we
went back to our own, thankful that the rate offered us had been prohib-
itory. The trials and vexations of the road were mere nothings to be en-
dured, compared to the sights we were then leaving. Even what we first
supposed were cattle lying down, were only bed-grounds, the occupants
having been humanely relieved by unwaking sleep. Powerless to render
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any assistance,we trailed away, glad to blot from our sight and memory
such scenes of misery and death.

Until reaching the Washita River, we passed through a delightful
country. There were numerous local trails coming into the main one, all
of which showed recent use. Abandoned camp-fires and bed-grounds
were to be seenon every hand, silent witnesses of an exodus which was
to mark the maximum year in the history of the cattle movement from
Texas.Several times we saw some evidence of settlement by the natives,
but as to the freedom of the country, we were monarchs of all we sur-
veyed. On arriving at the Washita, we encountered a number of herds,
laboring under the impression that they were water-bound. Immediate
entrance at the ford was held by a large herd of young cattle in charge of
a negro outfit. Their stock were scattered over several thousand acres,
and when I asked for the boss,a middle-aged darky of herculean figure
was pointed out as in charge. To my inquiry why he was holding the
ford, his answer was that until to-day the river had been swimming, and
now he was waiting for the banks to dry. Ridiculing his flimsy excuse,I
kindly yet firmly asked him either to cross or vacate the ford by three
o'clock that afternoon. Receiving no definite reply, I returned to our
herd, which was some five miles in the rear. Beyond the river's steep,
slippery banks and cold water, there was nothing to check a herd.

After the noonday halt, the wrangler and myself took our remuda and
went on ahead to the river. Crossing and recrossing our saddle stock a
number of times, we trampled the banks down to a firm footing. While
we were doing this work, the negro foreman and a number of his men
rode up and sullenly watched us. Leaving our horses on the north bank,
Levering and I returned, and ignoring the presenceof the darky spectat-
ors, started back to meet the herd, which was just then looming up in
sight. But before we had ridden any distance, the dusky foreman over-
took us and politely said, "Look-ee here, Cap'n; ain't you-all afraid of los-
in' some of your cattle among ours?" Never halting, I replied, "Not a
particle; if we lose any, you eat them, and we'll do the same if our herd
absorbs any of yours. But it strikes me that you had better have those
lazy niggers throw your cattle to one side," I called back, as he halted his
horse. We did not look backward until we reached the herd; then as we
turned, one on eachside to support the points, it was evident that a clear
field would await us on reaching the river. Every horseman in the black
outfit was pushing cattle with might and main, to give us a clean cloth at
the crossing.
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The herd forded the Washita without incident. I remained on the south
bank while the cattle were crossing, and when they were about half over
some half-dozen of the darkies rode up and stopped apart, conversing
among themselves.When the drag cattle passedsafely out on the farther
bank, I turned to the dusky group, only to find their foreman absent.
Making a few inquiries as to the ownership of their herd, its destination,
and other matters of interest, I asked the group to expressmy thanks to
their foreman for moving his cattle aside. Our commissary crossed
shortly afterward, and the Washita was in our rear. But that night, as
some of my outfit returned from the river, where they had been fishing,
they reported the negro outfit as having crossed and encamped several
miles in our rear.

"All they needed was a good example," said Dorg Seay. "Under a
white foreman, I'll bet that's a good lot of darkies. They were just about
the right shadeÑold shiny black. As good cowhands as ever I saw were
nigs, but they need a white man to blow and brag on them. But it always
ruins one to give him any authority."

Without effort we traveled fifteen miles a day. In the absenceof any
wet weather to gall their backs, there was not a horse in our remuda un-
fit for the saddle. In fact, after reaching the Indian Territory, they took on
flesh and played like lambs. With the exception of long hours and night-
herding, the days passed in seeming indolence as we swept northward,
crossing rivers without a halt which in previous years had defied the
moving herds. On arriving at the Cimarron River, in reply to a letter
written to my employer on leaving Texas behind us, an answer was
found awaiting me at Red Fork. The latter was an Indian trading-post,
located on the mail route to Fort Reno, and only a few miles north of the
Chisholm Crossing. The letter was characteristic of my employer. It con-
tained but one imperative order,Ñthat I should touch, either with or
without the herd, at Camp Supply. For some unexplained reason he
would make that post his headquarters until after the Buford herds had
passed that point. The letter concluded with the injunction, in casewe
met any one, to conceal the ownership of the herd and its destination.

The mystery was thickening. But having previously declined to bor-
row trouble, I brushed this aside as unimportant, though I gave my out-
fit instructions to report the herd to every one as belonging to Omaha
men, and on its way to Nebraska to be corn-fed. Fortunately I had ridden
ahead of the herd after crossing the Cimarron, and had posted the outfit
before they reached the trading-station. I did not allow one of my boys
near the store, and the herd passedby as in contempt of such a wayside
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place. As the Dodge cut-off left the Chisholm Trail some ten miles above
the Indian trading-post, the next morning we waved good-bye to the old
cattle trace and turned on a northwest angle. Our route now lay up the
Cimarron, which we crossed and recrossedat our pleasure, for the sake
of grazing or to avoid several large alkali flats. There was evidence of
herds in our advance, and had we not hurried past Red Fork, I might
have learned something to our advantage. But disdaining all inquiry of
the cut-off, fearful lest our identity be discovered, we deliberately
walked into the first real danger of the trip.

At low water the Cimarron was a brackish stream. But numerous trib-
utaries put in from either side, and by keeping above the river's ebb, an
abundance of fresh water was daily secured from the river's affluents.
The fifth day out from Red Rock was an excessively sultry one, and suf-
fering would have resulted to the herd had we not been following a di-
vide where we caught an occasionalbreeze.The river lay some ten miles
to our right, while before us a tributary could be distinctly outlined by
the cottonwoods which grew along it. Sinceearly morning we had been
paralleling the creek, having nooned within sight of its confluence with
the mother stream, and consequently I had considered it unnecessary to
ride ahead and look up the water. When possible, we always preferred
watering the herd between three and four o'clock in the afternoon. But
by holding our course,we were certain to intersect the creek at about the
usual hour for the cattle's daily drink, and besides, as the creek neared
the river, it ran through an alkali flat for some distance. But before the
time arrived to intersect the creek on our course, the herd turned out of
the trail, determined to go to the creek and quench their thirst. The entire
outfit, however, massedon the right flank, and against their will we held
them on their course. As their thirst increased with travel, they made re-
peated attempts to break through our cordon, requiring every man to
keep on the alert. But we held them true to the divide, and aswe cameto
the brow of a small hill within a quarter-mile of the water, a stench
struck us until we turned in our saddles,gasping for breath. I was riding
third man in the swing from the point, and noticing something wrong in
front, galloped to the brow of the hill. The smell was sickening and al-
most unendurable, and there before us in plain view lay hundreds of
dead cattle, bloated and decaying in the summer sun.

I was dazed by the awful scene.A pretty, greenswarded little valley
lay before me, groups of cottonwoods fringed the stream here and there,
around the roots of which were both shade and water. The reeking
stench that filled the air stupefied me for the instant, and I turned my
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horse from the view, gasping for a mouthful of God's pure ozone. But
our beeveshad been scenting the creek for hours, and now a few of the
leaders started forward in a trot for it. Like a flash it came to me that
death lurked in that water, and summoning every man within hearing, I
dashed to the lead of our cattle to turn them back over the hill. Jack
Splann was on the point, and we turned the leaders when within two
hundred yards of the creek, frequently jumping our horses over the pu-
trid carcassesof dead cattle. The main body of the herd were trailing for
three quarters of a mile in our rear, and none of the men dared leave
their places.Untying our slickers, Splann and I fell upon the leaders and
beat them back to the brow of the hill, when an unfortunate breeze was
wafted through that polluted atmosphere from the creek to the cattle's
nostrils. Turning upon us and now augmented to several hundred head,
they sullenly started forward. But in the few minutes' interim, two other
lads had come to our support, and dismounting we rushed them, whip-
ping our slickers into ribbons over their heads.The mastery of man again
triumphed over brutes in their thirst, for we drove them in a rout back
over the divide.

Our success,however, was only temporary. Recovering our horses we
beat the cattle back, seemingly inch by inch, until the rear cameup, when
we rounded them into a compact body. They quieted down for a short
while, affording us a breathing spell, for the suddenness of this danger
had not only unnerved me but every one of the outfit who had caught a
glimpse of that field of death. The wagon came up, and those who
needed them secured a change of horses. Leaving the outfit holding the
herd, Splann and I took fresh mounts, and circling around, came in on
the windward side of the creek. As we crossed it half a mile above the
sceneof disaster, eachof us dipped a hand in the water and tasted it. The
alkali was strong as concentrated lye, blistering our mouths in the exper-
iment. The creek was not even running, but stood in long, deep pools,
clear as crystal and as inviting to the thirsty as a mountain spring. As we
neared the dead cattle, Splann called my attention to the attitude of the
animals when death relieved them, the heads of fully two thirds being
thrown back on their sides. Many, when stricken, were unable to reach
the bank, and died in the bed of the stream. Making a complete circle of
the ghastly scene,we returned to our own, agreeing that between five
and six hundred cattle had met their fate in those death-dealing pools.

We were not yet out of the woods. On our return, many of the cattle
were lying down, while in the west thunder-clouds were appearing. The
North Fork of the Canadian lay on our left, which was now our only
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hope for water, yet beyond our reach for the day. Keeping the slight di-
vide between us and the creek, we started the herd forward. Sinceit was
impossible to graze them in their thirsty condition, I was determined to
move them as far as possible before darkness overtook us. But within an
hour we crossed a country trail over which herds had passed on their
way northwest, having left the Chisholm after crossing the North Fork.
At the first elevation which would give me a view of the creek, another
sceneof death and desolation greeted my vision, only a few miles above
the first one. Yet from this samehill I could easily trace the meanderings
of the creek for miles as it made a half circle in our front, both inviting
and defying us. Turning the herd due south, we traveled until darkness
fell, going into camp on a high, flat mesa of several thousand acres.But
those evening breezeswafted an invitation to come and drink, and our
thirsty herd refused to bed down. To add to our predicament, a storm
thickened in the west. Realizing that we were confronting the most dan-
gerous night in all my cattle experience, I ordered every man into the
saddle. The remuda and team were taken in charge by the wrangler and
cook, and going from man to man, I warned them what the con-
sequenceswould be if we lost the herd during the night, and the cattle
reached the creek.

The cattle surged and drifted almost at will, for we were compelled to
hold them loose to avoid milling. Before ten o'clock the lightning was
flickering overhead and around us, revealing acresof big beeves,which
in an instant might take fright, and then, God help us. But in that night of
trial a mercy was extended to the dumb brutes in charge. A warm rain
began falling, first in a drizzle, increasing after the first hour, and by
midnight we could hear the water slushing under our horses' feet. By the
almost constant flashes of lightning we could seethe cattle standing as if
asleep, in grateful enjoyment of the sheeting downpour. As the night
wore on, our fears of a stampede abated, for the buffalo wallows on the
mesa filled, and water was on every hand. The rain ceasedbefore dawn,
but owing to the saturated condition underfoot, not a hoof lay down
during the night, and when the gray of morning streaked the east,what
a sense of relief it brought us. The danger had passed.

Near noon that day, and within a few miles of the North Fork, we
rounded an alkaline plain in which this deadly creek had its source.
Under the influence of the season,alkali had oozed up out of the soil un-
til it looked like an immense lake under snow. The presence of range
cattle in close proximity to this creek, for we were in the Cherokee Strip,
baffled my reasoning; but the next day we met a range-rider who
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explained that the present condition of the stream was unheard of be-
fore, and that native cattle had instinct enough to avoid it. He accounted
for its condition as due to the dry season,there being no general rains
sufficient to flood the alkaline plain and thoroughly flush the creek. In
reply to an inquiry as to the ownership of the unfortunate herds, he in-
formed me that there were three, one belonging to Bob Houston, another
to Major Corouthers, and the third to a man named Murphy, the total
loss amounting to about two thousand cattle.

From this samerange-man we also learned our location. Camp Supply
lay up the North Fork some sixty miles, while a plain trail followed up
the first bottom of the river. Wishing to avoid, if possible, intersecting the
western trail south of Dodge, the next morning I left the herd to follow
up, and rode into Camp Supply before noon. Lovell had sighted me a
mile distant, and after a drink at the sutler's bar, we strolled aside for a
few minutes' chat. Once I had informed him of the locality of the herd
and their condition, he cautioned me not to let my business be known
while in the post. After refreshing the inner man, my employer secured a
horse and started with me on my return. As soon as the flag over Supply
faded out of sight in our rear, we turned to the friendly shade of the tim-
ber on the North Fork and dismounted. I felt that the precaution exer-
cised by the drover was premonitory of some revelation, and before we
arose from the cottonwood log on which we took seats, the scaleshad
fallen from my eyes and the atmosphere of mystery cleared.

"Tom," said my employer, "I am up against a bad proposition. I am
driving theseBuford cattle, you understand, on a sub-contract. I was the
second lowest bidder with the government, and no sooner was the
award made to The Western Supply Company than they sent an agent
who gave me no peaceuntil they sublet their contract. Unfortunately for
me, when the papers were drawn, my regular attorney was out of town,
and I was compelled to depend on a stranger. After the articles were ex-
ecuted, I submitted the matter to my old lawyer; he shook his head, ar-
guing that a loophole had been left open, and that I should have secured
an assignment of the original contract. After studying the matter over,
we opened negotiations to secure a complete relinquishment of the
award. But when I offered the company a thousand dollars over and
above what they admitted was their margin, and they refused it, I
opened my eyesto the true situation. If cattle went up, I was responsible
and would have to fill my contract; if they went down, the company
would buy in the cattle and I could go to hell in a hand-basket for all
they cared. Their bond to the government does me no good, and beyond
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that they are irresponsible. Beeveshave broken from four to five dollars
a head, and unless I can deliver theseBuford herds on my contract, they
will lose me fifty thousand dollars."

"Have you any intimation that they expect to buy in other cattle?" I
inquired.

"Yes. I have had a detective in my employ ever since my suspicions
were aroused. There are two parties in Dodge this very minute with the
original contract, properly assigned,and they are looking for cattle to fill
it. That's why I'm stopping here and lying low. I couldn't explain it to
you sooner, but you understand now why I drove those Buford herds in
different road brands. Tom, we're up against it, and we've got to fight
the devil with fire. Henceforth your name will be Tom McIndoo, your
herd will be the property of the Marshall estate,and their agent, my de-
tective, will be known as Charles Siringo. Any money or supplies you
may need in Dodge, get in the usual form through the firm of Wright,
Beverly & Co.Ñthey understand. Hold your herd out south on Mul-
berry, and Siringo will have notice and be looking for you, or you can
find him at the Dodge House. I've sent a courier to Fort Elliott to meet
Dave and Quince, and once I seethem, I'll run up to Ogalalla and wait
for you. Now, until further orders, remember you never knew a man by
the name of Don Lovell, and by all means don't forget to use what wits
Nature gave you."
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Chapter7
When Greek Meets Greek

It was late that night when I reached the herd. Before I parted with my
employer we had carefully reviewed the situation in its minutest details.
Since the future could not be foreseen, we could only watch and wait.
The Texan may have his shortcomings, but lack of fidelity to a trust is
not one of them, and relying on the metal of my outfit, I at onceput them
in possessionof the facts. At first their simple minds could hardly grasp
the enormity of the injustice to our employer, but once the land lay clear,
they would gladly have led a forlorn hope in Don Lovell's interests. Agit-
ation oyer the matter was maintained at white heat for several days, as
we again angled back towards the Cimarron. Around the camp-fires at
night, the chicanery of The Western Supply Company gave place to the
best stories at our command. "There ought to be a law," said Runt Pick-
ett, in wrathy indignation, "making it legal to kill some people, same as
rattlesnakes. Now, you take a square gambler and I don't think anything
of losing my money against his game, but one of these sneaking, under-
dealing, top-and-bottom-business pimps, I do despise. You can find
them in every honest calling, same as vultures hover round when cattle
are dying. Honest, fellows, I'd just dearly love to pull on a rope and
watch one of the varmints make his last kick."

Severaldays of showery weather followed. Crossing the Cimarron, we
followed up its north slope to within thirty miles of the regular western
trail. Not wishing to intercept it until necessitycompelled us, when near
the Kansas line we made our last tack for Dodge. The rains had
freshened the country and flushed the creeks, making our work easy,
and early in the month of June we reached the Mulberry. Traveling at
random, we struck that creek about twenty miles below the trail, and
moved up the stream to within a short distance of the old crossing. The
presence of a dozen other herds holding along it forced us into a per-
manent camp a short half-day's ride from the town. The horse-wrangler
was pressed into service in making up the first guard that night, and
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taking Morg Tussler with me, I struck out for Dodge in the falling dark-
ness. On reaching the first divide, we halted long enough to locate the
camp-fires along the Mulberry to our rear, while above and below and
beyond the river, fires flickered like an Indian encampment. The lights of
Dodge were inviting us, and after making a rough estimate of the camps
in sight, we rode for town, arriving there between ten and eleven o'clock.
The Dodge House was a popular hostelry for trail men and cattle buyers,
and on our making inquiry of the night clerk if a Mr. Siringo was stop-
ping there, we were informed that he was, but had retired. I put up a
trivial excusefor seeing him, the clerk gave me the number of his room,
and Tussler and I were soon closeted with him. The detective was a
medium-sized, ordinary man, badly pock-marked, with a soft, musical
voice, and apparently as innocent asa boy. In a brief preliminary conver-
sation, he proved to be a Texan, knowing every in and out of cattle, hav-
ing been bred to the occupation. Our relations to each other were easily
established. Reviewing the situation thoroughly, he informed me that he
had cultivated the acquaintance of the parties holding the assignment of
the Buford award. He had represented to them that he was the fiscal
agent of some six herds on the trail that year, three of which were heavy
beeves,and they had agreed to look them over, provided they arrived
before the 15th of the month. He further assuredme that the parties were
mere figureheads of The Supply Company; that they were exceedingly
bearish on the market, gloating over the recent depreciation in prices,
and perfectly willing to fatten on the wreck and ruin of others.

It was long after midnight when the consultation ended. Appointing
an hour for showing the herd the next day, or that one rather, Tussler
and I withdrew, agreeing to be out of town before daybreak. But the
blaze of gambling and the blare of dance-halls held us as in a siren's em-
brace until the lights dimmed with the breaking of dawn. Mounting our
horses, we forded the river east of town and avoided the herds, which
were just arising from their bed-grounds. On the divide we halted. With-
in the horizon before us, it is safe to assert that one hundred thousand
cattle grazed in lazy contentment, all feeding against the morning breeze.
Savefor the freshnessof early summer, with its background of green and
the rarified atmosphere of the elevated plain, the scenebefore us might
be compared to a winter drift of buffalo, ten years previous. Riding
down the farther slope, we reached our camp in time for a late breakfast,
the fifteen-mile ride having whetted our appetites. Three men were on
herd, and sending two more with instructions to water the cattle an hour
before noon, Tussler and I sought the shadeof the wagon and fell asleep.
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It was some time after midday when, on sighting the expected convey-
ance approaching our camp, the cook aroused us. Performing a rather
hasty ablution, I met the vehicle, freshened, and with my wits on tap. I
nearly dragged the detective from the livery rig, addressing him as
"Charley," and we made a rough ado over eachother. Severalof the oth-
er boys came forward and, shaking hands, greeted him with equal fa-
miliarity. As two strangers alighted on the opposite side, the detective
took me around and they were introduced as Mr. Field and Mr. Radcliff,
prospective beef buyers. The boys had stretched a tarpaulin, affording
ample shade, and Parent invited every one to dinner. The two strangers
were rather testy, but Siringo ate ravenously, repeatedly asking for
things which were usually kept in a well-stocked chuck-wagon, mean-
while talking with great familiarity with Tussler and me.

The strangers said little, but were amused at the lightness of our din-
ner chat. I could seeat a glance that they were not cowmen. They were
impatient to see the cattle; and when dinner was over, I explained to
them that the men on herd would be relieved for dinner by those in
camp, and orders would be given, if it was their wish, to throw the cattle
compactly together. To this Siringo objected. "No, Mac," said he, "that
isn't the right way to show beeves.Here, Morg, listen to me; I'm foreman
for the time being. When you relieve the other lads, edge in your cattle
from an ordinary loose herd until you have them on two or three hun-
dred acres.Then we can slowly drive through them for an hour or so, or
until these gentlemen are satisfied. They're not wild, are they, Mac?"

I assured every one that the cattle were unusually gentle; that we had
not had a run so far, but urged caution in approaching them with a con-
veyance. As soon as the relief started, I brought in the livery team off
picket, watered, and harnessedthem into the vehicle. It was my intention
to accompany them on horseback, but Siringo hooted at the idea, and
Mr. Radcliff and I occupied the back seat, puffing splendid cigars. We
met the relieved men coming in, who informed us that the herd was just
over the hill on the south side of the creek. On reaching the gentle rise,
there below us grazed the logy, lazy beeves,while the boys quietly rode
round, silently moving them together as instructed. Siringo drove to
their lead, and halting, we allowed the cattle to loiter past us on either
side of the conveyance. It was an easy herd to show, for the pounds
avoirdupois were there. Numerous big steers,out of pure curiosity, came
up near the vehicle and innocently looked at us as if expecting a dole or
sweetmeat. A snap of the finger would turn them, showing their roun-
ded buttocks, and they would rejoin the guard of honor. If eyes could
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speak, the invitation was timidly extended, "Look at me, Mr. Buyer." We
allowed the herd to passby us, then slowly circled entirely around them,
and finally drove back and forth through them for nearly two hours,
when the prospective buyers expressed themselves as satisfied.

But the fiscal agent was not. Calling two of the boys, he asked for the
loan of their horses and insisted that the buyers ride the cattle over and
thoroughly satisfy themselves on the brands. The boys gladly yielded,
and as Mr. Field and Mr. Radcliff mounted to ride away, the detective
halted them long enough to say: "Now, gentlemen, I wish to call your at-
tention to the fact that over one half the herd are in the single Marshall
ranch brand. There are also some five hundred head in the '8=8,' that be-
ing an outside ranch, but belonging to the estate.I am informed that the
remainder of nearly a thousand were turned in by neighboring ranch-
men in making up the herd, and you'll find those in various mixed
brands. If there's a hoof among them not in the 'Open A' road, we'll cut
them out for fear of trouble to the buyer. I never sold a man cattle in my
life who wasn't my customer ever afterward. You gentlemen are
strangers to me; and for that reason I conceal nothing. Now look them
over carefully, and keep a sharp lookout for straysÑcattle not in the road
brand."

I knew there were about twenty strays in the herd, and informed
Siringo to that effect, but the cattle buyers noticed only two, a red and a
roan, which again classedthem as inexperienced men among cattle. We
returned to camp, not a word being said about trading, when the buyers
suggested returning to town. Siringo looked at his watch, asked if there
was anything further they wished to seeor know, and expressedhimself
like a true Texan, "that there was ample time." I was the only one who
had alighted, and as they started to drive away, I said to Siringo:
"Charley, let me talk to you a minute first. You see how I'm situated
hereÑtoo many neighbors. I'm going to ride north of town to-morrow,
and if I can find a good camp on Saw Log, why I'll move over. We are
nearly out of supplies, anyhow, and the wagon can go by town and load
up. There's liable to be a mix-up here some night on the Mulberry, and
I'd rather be excused than present."

"That's all right, Mac; that's just what I want you to do. If we trade,
we'll make the deal within a day or two, and if not you can start right on
for Ogalalla. I've been selling cattle the last few years to the biggest feed-
ers in Nebraska, and I'm not a little bit afraid of placing those 'Open A's.'
About four months full feed on corn will fit those steers to go to any
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market. Drop into town on your way back from the Saw Log to-
morrow."

That evening my brother Bob rode into camp. He had seen our em-
ployer at Supply, and accordingly understood the situation. The courier
had returned from Fort Elliott and reported his mission successful; he
had met both Forrest and Sponsilier. The latter had had a slight run in
the Panhandle during a storm, losing a few cattle, which he recovered
the next day. For fear of a repetition, Forrest had taken the lead there-
after, and was due at Supply within a day or two. Flood and Priest had
passedAbilene, Texas,in safety, but no word had reached our employer
since, and it was believed that they had turned eastward and would
come up the Chisholm Trail. Bob reported the country between Abilene
and Doan's Crossing as cut into dust and barren of sustenance,many
weak cattle having died in crossing the dry belt. But the most startling
news, seriously disturbing us both, was that Archie Tolleston was sta-
tioned at Doan's Crossing on Red River as a trail-cutter. He had come up
from the south to Wichita Falls by train with trail cattle, and finding no
opening as a foreman, had accepted the position of inspector for some
Panhandle cattle companies. He and Bob had had a friendly chat, and
Archie admitted that it was purely his own hot-headedness which pre-
vented his being one of Lovell's foremen on the present drive. The dis-
turbing feature was, that after leaving headquarters in Medina County,
he had gone into San Antonio, where he met a couple of strangers who
partially promised him a job as trail boss,in casehe presented himself in
Dodge about June 15. They had intimated to him that it was possible
they would need a foreman or two who knew the trail from the
Arkansaw to the Yellowstone and Missouri River country. Putting this
and that together, the presenceof Archie Tolleston in Dodge was not at
all favorable to the working out of our plans. "And Arch isn't the man to
forget a humiliation," concluded Bob, to which I agreed.

The next morning I rode acrossto the Saw Log, and up that creek bey-
ond all the herds. The best prospect for a camp was nearly due north op-
posite us, as the outfit lowest down the stream expected to start for the
Platte the next morning. Having fully made up my mind to move camp, I
rode for town, taking dinner on Duck Creek, which was also littered
with cattle and outfits. I reached town early in the afternoon, and after
searching all the hotels, located the fiscal agent in company with the buy-
ers at the Lone Star saloon. They were seated around a table, and Mr.
Field, noticing my entrance, beckoned me over and offered a chair. As I
took the proffered seat, both strangers turned on me, and Mr. Radcliff
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said: "McIndoo, this agent of yours is the hardest man I ever tried to
trade with. Here we've wasted the whole morning dickering, and are no
nearer together than when we started. The only concession which Mr.
Siringo seemswilling to admit is that cattle are off from three to five dol-
lars a head, while we contend that heavy beeves are off seven dollars."

"Excuseme for interrupting," said the fiscal agent, "but since you have
used the words HEAVY BEEVES,either one of you ask Mac, here, what
those 'Open A's' will dress to-day, and what they ought to gain in the
next three months on good grass and water. There he sits; ask him."

Mr. Field explained that they had also differed as to what the herd
would dress out, and invited my opinion. "Those beeves will dress off
from forty-five to fifty per cent.," I replied. "The Texan being a gaunt an-
imal does not shrink like a domestic beef. Take that 'Open A' herd
straight through and they will dress from four fifty to six hundred
pounds, or average better than five hundred all round. In three months,
under favorable conditions, those steers ought to easily put on a hun-
dred pounds of tallow apiece. Mr. Radcliff, do you remember pointing
out a black muley yesterday and saying that he looked like a native an-
imal? I'll just bet either one of you a hundred dollars that he'll dress out
over five hundred pounds; and I'll kill him in your presenceand you can
weigh his quarters with a steelyard."

They laughed at me, Siringo joining in, and Mr. Field ordered the
drinks. "Mac," said the detective, "these gentlemen are all right, and you
shouldn't take any offense, for I don't blame them for driving a hard bar-
gain. I'd probably do the same thing if I was the buyer instead of the
seller. And remember, Mac, if the deal goesthrough, you are to drive the
herd at the seller's risk, and deliver it at any point the buyer designates,
they accepting without expenseor reserve the cattle only. It means over
three months' further expense, with a remuda thrown back on your
hands; and all these incidentals run into money fast. Gentlemen, unless
you increase the advance cash payment, I don't seehow you can expect
me to shade my offer. What's your hurry, Mac?"

As it was growing late, I had arisen, and saying that I expected to
move camp to-morrow, invited the party to join me at the bar. I informed
the buyers, during the few minutes' interim, that if they wished to look
the cattle over again, the herd would cross the river below old Fort
Dodge about noon the next day. They thanked me for the information,
saying it was quite possible that they might drive down, and discussing
the matter we all passed into the street. With the understanding that the
prospect of making a deal was not hopeless, Siringo excused himself,
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and we strolled away together. No sooner was the coast clear than I in-
formed the detective of the arrival of my brother, putting him in posses-
sion of every fact regarding Archie Tolleston. He readily agreed with me
that the recent break between the latter and his former employer was a
dangerous factor, and even went so far as to say that Tolleston's posing
as a trail-cutter at Doan's Crossing was more than likely a ruse. I was
giving the detective a detailed description of Archie, when he stopped
me and asked what his special weaknesseswere, if he had any. "Whiskey
and women," I replied. "That's good," said he, "and I want you to send
me in one of your best men in the morningÑI mean one who will drink
and carouse.He can watch the trains, and if this fellow shows up, we'll
keep him soaked and let him enjoy himself. Send me one that's good for
a ten days' protracted drunk. You think the other herds will he here
within a few days? That's all I want to know."

I reached camp a little before dark, and learned that Bob's herd had
dropped in just below us on the Mulberry. He expected to lie over a few
days in passing Dodge, and I lost no time in preparing to visit his camp.
While riding out that evening, I had made up my mind to send in Dorg
Seay,as he was a heady fellow, and in drinking had an oak-tan stomach.
Taking him with me, I rode down the Mulberry and reached the lower
camp just as my brother and his outfit were returning from bedding-
down the cattle. Bob readily agreed that the detective's plans were per-
fectly feasible, and offered to play a close second to Seayif it was neces-
sary. And if his own brother does say so, Bob Quirk never met the man
who could drink him under the table.

My herd started early for the Saw Log, and the wagon for town. Bob
had agreed to go into Dodge in the morning, so Dorg stayed with our
outfit and was to go in with me after crossing the river. We threaded our
way through the other herds, and shortly before noon made an easyford
about a mile below old Fort Dodge. As we camedown to the river, a car-
riage was seenon the farther bank, and I dropped from the point back to
the drag end. Sure enough, as we trailed out, the fiscal agent and the
buyers were awaiting me. "Well, Mac, I sold your herd last night after
you left," said Siringo, dejectedly. "It was a kind of compromise trade;
they raised the cash payment to thirty thousand dollars, and I split the
difference in price. The herd goes at $29 a head all round. So from now
on, Mac, you're subject to these gentlemen's orders."

Mr. Field, the elder of the two buyers, suggested that if a convenient
camp could be found, we should lie over a few days, when final instruc-
tions would be given me. He made a memorandum of the number of
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head that I claimed in our road brand, and asked me if we could hold up
the herd for a closer inspection. The lead cattle were then nearly a mile
away, and galloping off to overtake the point, I left the party watching
the saddle horses, which were then fording in our rear. But no sooner
had I reached the lead and held up the herd, than I noticed Siringo on
the wrangler's horse, coming up on the opposite side of the column of
cattle from the vehicle. Supposing he had something of a private nature
to communicate, I leisurely rode down the line and met him.

"Did you send that man in this morning?" he sternly demanded. I ex-
plained that my brother had done, properly coached, and that Seay
would go in with me in the course of an hour.

"Give him any money you have and send him at once," commanded
the detective. "Tolleston was due on the ten o'clock train, but it was an
hour late. Thosebuyers wanted me to wait for it, so he could come along,
but I urged the importance of catching you at the ford. Now, send your
man Seayat once, get Tolleston beastly drunk, and quarter him in some
crib until night."

Unobserved by the buyers, I signaled Seay,and gave him the particu-
lars and what money I had. He rode back through the saddle stock, re-
crossed the river, and after rounding the bend, galloped away. Siringo
continued: "You see, after we traded, they inquired if you were a safe
man, saying if you didn't know the Yellowstone country, they had a man
in sight who did. That was last night, and it seemsthat this morning they
got a letter from Tolleston, saying he would be there on the next train.
They're either struck on him, or else he's in their employ. Mark my
words."

When we had showed the herd to the satisfaction of the purchasers,
they expressed themselves as anxious to return to town; but the fiscal
agent of the Marshall estate wished to look over the saddle horses first.
Since they were unsold, and amounted to quite an item, he begged for
just a few minutes' time to look them over carefully. Who could refuse
such a reasonable request? The herd had started on for the Saw Log,
while the remuda had wandered down the river about half a mile, and it
took us nearly an hour to give them a thorough inspection. Once by
ourselves, the detective said, with a chuckle: "All I was playing for was
to get as large a cashpayment as possible. Those mixed brands were my
excuse for the money; the Marshall estate might wait for theirs, but the
small ranchmen would insist on an immediate settlement the moment
the cattle were reported sold. If it wasn't for this fellow Tolleston, I'd sell
the other two Buford herds the day they arrive, and then we could give
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The Western Supply Company the laugh. And say, when they drew me a
draft for thirty thousand dollars on a Washington City bank, I never let
the ink dry on it until I took it around to Wright, Beverly & Co., and had
them wire its acceptance.We'll give Seay plenty of time, and I think
there'll be an answer on the check when we get back to town."
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Chapter8
En Passant

It was intentionally late in the day when we reached Dodge. My horse,
which I was leading, gave considerable trouble while returning, compel-
ling us to drive slow. The buyers repeatedly complained that dinner
would be over at their hotel, but the detective knew of a good restaurant
and promised all of us a feast. On reaching town, we drove to the stable
where the rig belonged, and once free of the horses,Siringo led the way
to a well-known night-and-day eating-house on a back street. No sooner
had we entered the place than I remembered having my wagon in town,
and the necessity of its reaching camp before darkness made my excuse
imperative. I hurried around to the outfitting house and found the order
filled and all ready to load into the wagon. But Parent was missing, and
in skirmishing about to locate him, I met my brother Bob. Tolleston had
arrived, but his presence had not been discovered until after Seay
reached town. Archie was fairly well "organized" and had visited the
hotel where the buyers were stopping, leaving word for them of his ar-
rival. My brother and Seay had told him that they had met, down the
trail that morning, two cattle buyers by the name of Field and Radcliff;
that they were inquiring for a herd belonging to Tom Coleman, which
was believed to be somewhere between Dodge and the Cimarron River.
The two had assured Tolleston that the buyers might not be back for a
week, and suggested a few drinks in memory of old times. As Archie
was then three sheets in the wind, his effacement, in the hands of two
rounders like Dorg Seay and Bob Quirk, was an easy matter.

Once the wagon was loaded and started for camp, I returned to the
restaurant. The dinner was in progress, and taking the vacant seat, I lif-
ted my glass with great regularity as toast after toast was drunk. Cigars
were ordered, and with our feet on the table, the fiscal agent said:
"Gentlemen, this is a mere luncheon and don't count. But if I'm able to
sell you my other two beef herds, why, I'll give you a blow-out right.
We'll make it six-handedÑthe three trail foremen and ourselvesÑand
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damn the expense so long as the cattle are sold. Champagne will flow
like water, and when our teeth float, we'll wash our feet in what's left."

At a late hour the dinner ended. We were all rather unsteady on our
feet, but the pock-marked detective and myself formed a guard of honor
in escorting the buyers to their hotel, when an officious clerk attempted
to deliver Tolleston's message.But anticipating it, I interrupted his high-
ness and informed him that we had met the party; I was a thousand
times obliged to him for his kindness, and forced on him a fine cigar,
which had been given me by Bob Wright of the outfitting store. While
Siringo and the buyers passedupstairs, I entertained the office force be-
low with an account of the sale of my herd, constantly referring to my
new employers. The fiscal agent returned shortly, bought some cigars at
the counter, asked if he could get a room for the night, in casehe was de-
tained in town, and then we passed out of the hotel. This afforded me the
first opportunity to notify Siringo of the presence of Tolleston, and I
withheld nothing which was to his interest to know. But he was impa-
tient to learn if the draft had been accepted,and asking me to bring my
brother to his room within half an hour, he left me.

It was growing late in the day. The sun had already set when I found
my brother, who was anxious to return to his camp for the night. But I
urged his seeing Siringo first, and after waiting in the latter's room some
time, he burst in upon us with a merry chuckle. "Well, the draft was paid
all right," said he; "and this is Bob Quirk. Boys, things are coming nicely.
This fellow Tolleston is the only cloud in the sky. If we can keep him
down for a week, and the other herds come in shortly, I seenothing to
thwart our plans. Where have you picketed Tolleston?" "Around in
Dutch Jake's crib," replied Bob.

"That's good," continued the fiscal agent, "and I'll just drop in to-night
and seethe madam. A little money will go a long way with her, and in a
caselike this, the devil himself would be a welcome ally. You boys stay
in town as much as you can and keep Tolleston snowed deep, and I'll
take the buyers down the trail in the morning and meet the herds com-
ing up."

My brother returned to his camp, and Siringo and I separated for the
time being. In '84 Dodge, the Port Said of the plains, was in the full
flower of her wickedness. Literally speaking, night was turned into day
in the old trail town, for with the falling of darkness, the streets filled
with people. Restaurants were crowded with women of the half-world,
bar-rooms thronged with the wayfaring man, while in gambling and
dance halls the range men congregated as if on special invitation. The
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familiar bark of the six-shooter was a matter of almost nightly occur-
rence; a dispute at the gaming table, a discourteous word spoken, or the
rivalry for the smile of a wanton was provocation for the sacrifice of hu-
man life. Here the man of the plains reverted to and gave utterance to the
savagery of his nature, or, on the other hand, was as chivalrous as in the
days of heraldry.

I knew the town well, this being my third trip over the trail, and
mingled with the gathering throng. Near midnight, and when in the
Lady Gay dance-hall, I was accosted by Dorg Seay and the detective.
They had just left Dutch Jake's,and reported all quiet on the Potomac.
Seayhad not only proved himself artful, but a good fellow, and had un-
earthed the fact that Tolleston had been in the employ of Field and Rad-
cliff for the past three months. "You see,"said Dorg, "Archie never knew
me except the few days that I was about headquarters in Medina before
we started. He fully believes that I've been dischargedÑand with three
months' pay in my hip-pocket. The play now is that he's to first help me
spend my wages, and then I'm to have a job under him with beeves
which he expects to drive to the Yellowstone. He has intimated that he
might be able to give me a herd. So, Tom, if I come out there and take
possessionof your cattle, don't be surprised. There's only one thing to
beat our gameÑI can't get him so full but what he's over-anxious to see
his employers. But if you fellows furnish the money, I'll try and pickle
him until he forgets them."

The next morning Siringo and the buyers started south on the trail,
and I rode for my camp on the Saw Log. Before riding many miles I
sighted my outfit coming in a long lope for town. They reported
everything serene at camp, and as many of the boys were moneyless, I
turned back with them. An enjoyable day was before us; some drank to
their hearts' content, while all gambled with more or less success.I was
anxious that the outfit should have a good carouse, and showed the
lights and shadows of the town with a pride worthy of one of its
founders. Acting the host, I paid for our dinners; and aswe sauntered in-
to the street, puffing vile cigars, we nearly ran amuck of Dorg Seayand
Archie Tolleston, trundling a child's wagon between them up the street.
We watched them, keeping a judicious distance, as they visited saloon
after saloon, the toy wagon always in possession of one or the other.

While we were amusing ourselves at the antics of thesetwo, my atten-
tion was attracted by a four-mule wagon pulling acrossthe bridge from
the south. On reaching the railroad tracks, I recognized the team, and
also the driver, as Quince Forrest's. Here was news, and accordingly I
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accosted him. Fortunately he was looking for me or my brother, as his
foreman could not come in with the wagon, and some one was wanted
to vouch for him in getting the needed supplies. They had reached the
Mulberry the evening before, but several herds had mixed in a run dur-
ing the night, though their cattle had escaped.Forrest was determined
not to risk a second night on that stream, and had started his herd with
the dawn, expecting to camp with his cattle that night west on Duck
Creek. The herd was then somewhere between the latter and the main
Arkansaw, and the cook was anxious to secure the supplies and reach
the outfit before darkness overtook him. Sponsilier was reported as two
days behind Forrest when the latter crossed the Cimarron, since when
there had been no word from his cattle. They had met the buyers near
the middle of the forenoon, and when Forrest admitted having the wid-
ow Timberlake's beef herd, they turned back and were spending the day
with the cattle.

The situation demanded instant action. Taking Forrest's cook around
to our outfitting store, I introduced and vouched for him. Hurrying back,
I sent Wayne Outcault, as he was a stranger to Tolleston, to mix with the
two rascalsand send Seayto me at once. Somelittle time was consumed
in engaging Archie in a game of pool, but when Dorg presented himself I
lost no time in explaining the situation. He declared that it was no longer
possible to interest Tolleston at Dutch Jake'scrib during the day, and that
other means of amusement must be resorted to, as Archie was getting
clamorous to find his employers. To my suggestion to get a livery rig
and take him for a ride, Dorg agreed. "Take him down the river to Spear-
ville," I urged, "and try and break into the calabooseif you can. Paint the
town red while you're about it, and if you both land in the lock-up, all
the better. If the rascal insists on coming back to Dodge, start after night,
get lost, and land somewhere farther down the river. Keep him away
from this town for a week, and I'll gamble that you boss a herd for old
man Don next year."

The afternoon was waning. The buyers might return at any moment,
as Forrest's herd had no doubt crossed the river but a few miles above
town.

I was impatiently watching the boys, as Dorg and Wayne cautiously
herded Tolleston around to a livery stable, when my brother Bob rode
up. He informed me that he had moved his camp that day acrossto the
Saw Log; that he had done so to accommodate Jim Flood and The Rebel
with a camp; their herds were due on the Mulberry that evening. The
former had stayed all night at Bob's wagon, and reported his cattle,
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considering the dry season,in good condition. As my brother expected
to remain in town overnight, I proposed starting for my camp as soon as
Seayand his ward drove out of sight. They parleyed enough before go-
ing to unnerve a saint, but finally, with the little toy wagon on
Tolleston's knee and the other driving, they started. Hurrahing my lads
to saddle up, we rode past the stable where Seay had secured the con-
veyance; and while I was posting the stable-keeper not to be uneasy if
the rig was gone a week, Siringo and the buyers drove past the barn with
a flourish. Taking a back street, we avoided meeting them, and just as
darkness was falling, rode into our camp some twelve miles distant.

My brother Bob'scamp was just above us on the creek,and a few miles
nearer town. As his wagon expected to go in after supplies the next
morning, a cavalcadeof fifteen men from the two outfits preceded it. My
horse-wrangler had made arrangements with the cook to look after his
charges,and in anticipation of the day before him, had our mounts cor-
ralled before sun-up. Bob'swrangler was also with us, and he and Lever-
ing quarreled all the way in about the respective merits of eachone's re-
muda. A match was arranged between the two horses which they were
riding, and on reaching a straight piece of road, my man won it and also
considerable money. But no matter how much we differed among
ourselves, when the interests of our employer were at stake, we were a
unit. On reaching town, our numbers were augmented by fully twenty
more from the other Lovell outfits, including the three foremen. My old
bunkie, The Rebel,nearly dragged me from my horse, while Forrest and
I forgot past differences over a social glass. And then there was Flood,
my first foreman, under whom I served my apprenticeship on the trail,
the same quiet, languid old Jim. The various foremen and their outfits
were aware of the impending trouble over the Buford delivery, and
quietly expressed their contempt for such underhand dealings. Quince
Forrest had spent the evening before in town, and about midnight his
herd of "Drooping T's" were sold at about the same figures as mine, ex-
cept five thousand more earnest-money, and the privilege of the buyers
placing their own foreman in charge thereafter. Forrest further reported
that the fiscal agent and the strangers had started to meet Sponsilier
early that morning, and that the probability of all the herds moving out
in a few days was good.

Seayand his charge were still absent,and the programme, as outlined,
was working out nicely. With the exception of Forrest and myself, the
other foremen were busy looking after their outfits, while Bob Quirk had
his wagon to load and start on its return. Quince confided to me that
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though he had stayed on Duck Creek the night before, his herd would
noon that day on Saw Log, and camp that evening on the next creek
north. When pressed for his reasons, he shrugged his shoulders, and
with a quiet wink, said: "If this new outfit put a man over me, just the
minute we get out of the jurisdiction of this county, off his horse he goes
and walks back. If it's Tolleston, the moment he seesme and recognizes
my outfit as belonging to Lovell, he'll raise the long yell and let the cat
out. When that happens, I want to be in an unorganized country where a
six-shooter is the highest authority." The idea was a new one to me, and I
saw the advantage of it, but could not move without Siringo's permis-
sion, which Forrest had. Accordingly about noon, Quince summoned his
men together, and they rode out of town. Looking up a map of Ford
County, I was delighted to find that my camp on Saw Log was but a few
miles below the north line.

Among the boys the day passed in riotousness. The carousing was a
necessarystimulant after the long, monotonous drive and exposure to
the elements. Near the middle of the forenoon, Flood and The Rebel
rounded up their outfits and started south for the Mulberry, while Bob
Quirk gathered his own and my lads preparatory to leaving for the Saw
Log. I had agreed to remain on guard for that night, for with the erratic
turn on Tolleston's part, we were doubly cautious. But when my outfit
was ready to start, Runt Pickett, the feisty little rascal, had about twenty
dollars in his possession which he insisted on gambling away before
leaving town. Runt was comfortably drunk, and as Bob urged humoring
him, I gave my consent, provided he would place it all at one bet, to
which Pickett agreed. Leaving the greater part of the boys holding the
horses, some half-dozen of us entered the nearest gambling-house, and
Runt bet nineteen dollars "Alce" on the first card which fell in a monte
lay-out. To my chagrin, he won. My brother was delighted over the little
rascal'sluck, and urged him to double his bet, but Pickett refused and in-
vited us all to have a drink. Leaving this place, we entered the next
gaming-hall, when our man again bet nineteen dollars alce on the first
card. Again he won, and we went the length of the street, Runt wagering
nineteen dollars alce on the first card for ten consecutive times without
losing a bet. In his groggy condition, the prospect of losing Pickett's
money was hopeless,and my brother and I promised him that he might
come back the next morning and try to get rid of his winnings.

Two whole days passedwith no report from either Seayor the buyers.
Meanwhile Flood and The Rebel threaded their way through the other
herds, crossing the Arkansaw above town, their wagons touching at
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Dodge for new supplies, never halting except temporarily until they
reached the creek on which Forrest was encamped. The absence of
Siringo and the buyers, to my thinking, was favorable, for no doubt
when they came in, a deal would have been effected on the last of the
Buford herds. They returned some time during the night of the third day
out, and I failed to see the detective before sunrise the next morning.
When I did meet him, everything seemed so serene that I felt jubilant
over the outlook. Sponsilier's beeveshad firmly caught the fancy of the
buyers, and the delay in closing the trade was only temporary. "I can
close the deal any minute I want to," said Siringo to me, "but we mustn't
appear too anxious. Old man Don's idea was to get about one hundred
thousand dollars earnest-money in hand, but if I can get five or ten more,
it might help tide us all over a hard winter. My last proposition to the
buyers was that if they would advance forty-five thousand dollars on the
'Apple' beevesÑ Sponsilier's cattleÑthey might appoint, at the seller's
expense, their own foreman from Dodge to the point of delivery. They
have agreed to give me an answer this morning, and after sleeping over
it, I look for no trouble in closing the trade."

The buyers were also astir early. I met Mr. Field in the post-office,
where he was waiting for it to open. To his general inquiries I reported
everything quiet, but suggestedwe move camp soon or the cattle would
becomerestless.He listened very attentively, and promised that within a
few days permission would be given to move out for our final destina-
tion. The morning were the quiet hours of the town, and when the buy-
ers had received and gone over their large and accumulated mail, the
partners came over to the Dodge House, looking for the fiscal agent, as I
supposed, to close the trade on Sponsilier's cattle. Siringo was the acme
of indifference, but listened to a different tale. A trusted man, in whom
they had placed a great deal of confidence, had failed to materialize. He
was then overdue some four or five days, and foul play was suspected.
The wily detective poured oil on the troubled waters, assuring them if
their man failed to appear within a day or two, he would gladly render
every assistancein looking him up. Another matter of considerable mo-
ment would be the arrival that morning of a silent partner, the financial
man of the firm from Washington, D.C. He was due to arrive on the
"Cannon Ball" at eight o'clock, and we all sauntered down to meet the
train from the East. On its arrival, Siringo and I stood back among the
crowd, but the buyers pushed forward, looking for their friend. The first
man to alight from the day coach,coatlessand with both eyesblackened,
was Archie Tolleston; he almost fell into the arms of our cattle buyers. I
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recognized Archie at a glance, and dragging the detective inside the
waiting-room, posted him as to the arrival with the wild look and blood-
shot optics. Siringo cautioned me to go to his room and stay there, prom-
ising to report as the day advanced.

Sponsilier had camped the night before on the main river, and as I
crossed to the hotel, his commissary pulled up in front of Wright,
Beverly & Co.'s outfitting store. Taking the chancesof being seen,I inter-
viewed Dave's cook, and learned that his foreman had given him an or-
der for the supplies, and that Sponsilier would not come in until after the
herd had passed the Saw Log. As I turned away, my attention was at-
tracted by the deferencebeing shown the financial man of the cattle firm,
as the party wended their way around to the Wright House. The silent
member of the firm was a portly fellow, and there was no one in the
group but did him honor, even the detective carrying a light grip, while
Tolleston lumbered along with a heavy one.

My effacement was only temporary, as Siringo appeared at his room
shortly afterward. "Well, Quirk," said he, with a smile, "I reckon my
work is all done. Field and Radcliff didn't feel like talking business this
morning, at least until they had shown the financial member their pur-
chases,both real and prospective. Yes, they took the fat Colonel and
Tolleston with them and started for your camp with a two-seated rig.
From yours they expect to drive to Forrest's camp, and then meet
Sponsilier on the way coming back. No; I declined a very pressing invita-
tion to go alongÑyou see my mixed herds might come in any minute.
And say, that man Tolleston was there in a hundred places with the big
conversation; he claims to have been kidnapped, and was locked up for
the last four days. He sayshe whipped your man Seay,but couldn't con-
vince the authorities of his innocence until last night, when they set him
free. According to his report, Seay'sin jail yet at a little town down the
road called Kinsley. Now, I'm going to take a conveyance to Spearville,
and catch the first train out of there East. Settle my bill with this hotel,
and say that I may be out of town for a few days, meeting a herd which
I'm expecting. When Tolleston recognizes all three of those outfits as be-
longing to Don LovellÑwell, won't there be hell to pay? Yes,my work is
all done."

I fully agreed with the detective that Archie would recognize the re-
mudas and outfits as Lovell's, even though the cattle were road-branded
out of the usual "Circle Dot." Siringo further informed me that north of
Ford County was all an unorganized country until the Platte River was
reached at Ogalalla, and advised me to ignore any legal process served
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outside those bounds. He was impatient to get away, and when he had
put me in possession of everything to our advantage, we wrung each
other's hands in farewell. As the drive outlined by the cattle buyers
would absorb the day, I felt no necessityof being in a hurry. The absence
of Dorg Seaywas annoying, and the fellow had done us such valiant ser-
vice, I felt in honor bound to securehis release.Accordingly I wired the
city marshal at Kinsley, and received a reply that Seayhad been released
early that morning, and had started overland for Dodge. This was fortu-
nate, and after settling all bills, I offered to pay the liveryman in advance
for the rig in Seay's possession, assuring him by the telegram that it
would return that evening. He refused to make any settlement until the
condition of both the animal and the conveyancehad been passedupon,
and fearful lest Dorg should come back moneyless, I had nothing to do
but await his return. I was growing impatient to reach camp, there being
no opportunity to send word to my outfit, and the passing hours seemed
days, when late in the afternoon Dorg Seaydrove down the main street
of Dodge as big as a government beef buyer. The liveryman was pleased
and acceptedthe regular rate, and Dorg and I were soon galloping out of
town. As we neared the first divide, we dropped our horses into a walk
to afford them a breathing spell, and in reply to my fund of information,
Seay said:

"SoTolleston's telling that he licked me. Well, that's a good one on this
one of old man Seay'sboys. Archie must have been crazy with the heat.
The fact is that he had been trying to quit me for several days. We had
exhausted every line of dissipation, and when I decided that it was no
longer possible to hold him, I insulted and provoked him into a quarrel,
and we were both arrested. Licked me, did he? He couldn't lick his up-
per lip."
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Chapter9
At Sheriff's Creeek

The sun had nearly set when we galloped into Bob Quirk's camp. Halt-
ing only long enough to advise my brother of the escapeof Tolleston and
his joining the common enemy, I asked him to throw any pursuit off our
trail, as I proposed breaking camp that evening. Seayand myself put be-
hind us the few miles between the two wagons, and dashed up to mine
just as the outfit were corralling the remuda for night-horses. Orders
rang out, and instead of catching our regular guard mounts, the boys
picked the best horses in their strings. The cattle were then nearly a mile
north of camp, coming in slowly towards the bed-ground, but a half-
dozen of us rushed away to relieve the men on herd and turn the beeves
back. The work-mules were harnessed in, and as soon as the relieved
herders secured mounts, our camp of the past few days was abandoned.
The twilight of evening was upon us, and to the rattling of the heavily
loaded wagon and the shouting of the wrangler in our rear were added
the old herd songs. The cattle, without trail or trace to follow, and fit
ransom for a dozen kings in pagan ages,moved north as if imbued with
the spirit of the occasion.

A fair moon favored us. The night was an ideal one for work, and
about twelve o'clock we bedded down the herd and waited for dawn. As
we expected to move again with the first sign of day, no one cared to
sleep;our nerves were under a high tension with expectation of what the
coming day might bring forth. Our location was an unknown quantity.
All agreed that we were fully ten miles north of the Saw Log, and, with
the best reasoning at my command, outside the jurisdiction of Ford
County. The regular trail leading north was somesix or eight miles to the
west, and fearful that we had not reached unorganized territory, I was
determined to push farther on our course before veering to the left. The
night halt, however, afforded us an opportunity to compare notes and
arrive at some definite understanding as to the programme of the forth-
coming day. "Quirk, you missed the sight of your life," said JakeBlair, as
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we dismounted around the wagon, after bedding the cattle, "by not be-
ing there when the discovery was made that these 'Open A's' were Don
Lovell's cattle. Tolleston, of course, made the discovery; but I think he
must have smelt the rat in advance. Archie and the buyers arrived for a
late dinner, and several times Tolleston ran his eye over one of the boys
and asked, 'Haven't I met you somewhere?' but none of them could re-
call the meeting. Then he got to nosing around the wagon and noticing
every horse about camp. The road-brand on the cattle threw him off the
scent just for a second, but when he began reading the ranch-brands, he
took a new hold. As he looked over the remuda, the scent seemedto get
stronger, and when he noticed the 'Circle Dot' on those work-mules, he
opened up and bayed as if he had treed something. And sure enough he
had; for you know, Tom, those calico lead mules belonged in his team
last year, and he swore he'd know them in hell, brand or no brand. When
Archie announced the outfit, lock, stock, and barrel, as belonging to Don
Lovell, the old buyers turned pale as ghosts, and the fat one took off his
hat and fanned himself. That act alone was worth the price of admission.
But when we boys were appealed to, we were innocent and likewise ig-
norant, claiming that we always understood that the herd belonged to
the Marshall estate,but then we were just common hands and not sup-
posed to know the facts in the case.Tolleston argued one way, and we
all pulled the other, so they drove away, looking as if they hoped it
wasn't true. But it was the sight of your life to seethat fat fellow fan him-
self ashe kept repeating, 'I thought you boys hurried too much in buying
these cattle.'

The guards changed hourly. No fire was allowed, but Parent set out all
the cold food available, and supplementing this with canned goods, we
had a midnight lunch. Dorg Seayregaled the outfit with his recent exper-
ience, concealing nothing, and regretfully admitting that his charge had
escaped before the work was finished. A programme was outlined for
the morrow, the main feature of which was that, in caseof pursuit, we
would all tell the same story. Dawn came between three and four on
those June mornings, and with the first streak of gray in the east we di-
vided the outfit and mounted our horses, part riding to push the cattle
off their beds and the others to round in the remuda. Before the herd had
grazed out a half-mile, we were overtaken by half the outfit on fresh
mounts, who at once took charge of the herd. When the relieved men
had secured horses, I remained behind and assisted in harnessing in the
team and gathering the saddle stock, a number of which were missed for
lack of proper light. With the wagon once started, Levering and myself
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soon had the full remuda in hand and were bringing up the rear in a
long, swinging trot. Before the sun peeped over the eastern horizon, we
passed the herd and overtook the wagon, which was bumping along
over the uneven prairie. Ordering the cook to have breakfast awaiting us
beyond a divide which crossedour front, I turned back to the herd, now
strung out in regular trailing form. The halt ahead would put us full fif-
teen miles north of our camp on the Saw Log. An hour later, as we were
scaling the divide, one of the point-men sighted a possein our rear, com-
ing after us like fiends. I was riding in the swing at the time, the herd be-
ing strung out fully a mile, and on catching first sight of the pursuers,
turned and hurried to the rear. To my agreeable surprise, instead of a
sheriff's posse,my brother and five of his men galloped up and overtook
us.

"Well, Tom, it's a good thing you moved last night," said Bob, as he
reined in his reeking horse. "A deputy sheriff and posseof six men had
me under arrest all night, thinking I was the Quirk who had charge of
Don Lovell's 'Open A' herd. Yes, they came to my camp about midnight,
and I admitted that my name was Quirk and that we were holding
Lovell's cattle. They guarded me until morning,ÑI slept like an innocent
babe myself,Ñwhen the discovery was made that my herd was in a
'Circle Dot' road-brand instead of an 'Open A,' which their warrant
called for. Besides,I proved by fourteen competent witnesses, who had
known me for years, that my name was Robert Burns Quirk. My outfit
told the posse that the herd they were looking for were camped three
miles below, but had left during the afternoon before, and no doubt were
then beyond their bailiwick. I gave the posse the horse-laugh, but they
all went down the creek, swearing they would trail down that herd of
Lovell's. My cattle are going to follow up this morning, so I thought I'd
ride on ahead and be your guest in case there is any fun to-day."

The auxiliary was welcomed. The beevesmoved on up the divide like
veterans assaulting an intrenchment. On reaching a narrow mesa on the
summit, a northwest breezemet the leaders, and facing it full in the eye,
the herd was allowed to tack westward as they went down the farther
slope. This watershed afforded a fine view of the surrounding country,
and from its apex I scannedour rear for miles without detecting any sign
of animate life. From our elevation, the plain dipped away in every dir-
ection. Far to the east, the depression seemed as real as a trough in the
oceanwhen seenfrom the deck of a ship. The meanderings of this divide
were as crooked as a river, and as we surveyed its course one of Bob's
men sighted with the naked eye two specksfully five miles distant to the
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northwest, and evidently in the vicinity of the old trail. The wagon was
in plain view, and leaving three of my boys to drift the cattle forward,
we rode away with ravenous appetites to interview the cook. Parent
maintained his reputation as host, and with a lofty conversation re-
viewed the legal aspectof the situation confronting us. A hasty breakfast
over, my brother asked for mounts for himself and men; and as we were
corralling our remuda, one of the three lads on herd signaled to us from
the mesa'ssummit. Catching the nearest horses at hand, and taking our
wrangler with us, we cantered up the slope to our waiting sentinel.

"You can't see them now," said Burl Van Vedder, our outlook; "but
wait a few minutes and they'll come up on higher ground. Here, here,
you are looking a mile too far to the rightÑthey're not following the
cattle, but the wagon's trail. Keep your eyes to the left of that shale out-
cropping, and on a line with that lone tree on the Saw Log. Hold your
horsesa minute; I've been watching them for half an hour before I called
you; be patient, and they'll rise like a trout. There! there comes one on a
gray horse. Seethose two others just behind him. Now, there come the
othersÑsix all told." Sure enough, there camethe sleuths of deputy sher-
iffs, trailing up our wagon. They were not over three miles away, and
after patiently waiting nearly an hour, we rode to the brink of the slope,
and I ordered one of the boys to fire his pistol to attract their attention.
On hearing the report, they halted, and taking off my hat I waved them
forward. Feeling that we were on safe territory, I was determined to get
in the first bluff, and as they rode up, I saluted the leader and said:

"Good-morning, Mr. Sheriff. What are you fooling along on our wagon
track for, when you could have trailed the herd in a long lope? Here
we've wasted a whole hour waiting for you to come up, just becausethe
sheriff's office of Ford County employs as deputies 'nesters' instead of
plainsmen. But now since you are here, let us proceed to business, or
would you like to breakfast first? Our wagon is just over the other slope,
and you-all look pale around the gills this morning after your long ride
and sleepless night. Which shall it be, business or breakfast?"

Haughtily ignoring my irony, the leader of the posse drew from his
pocket several papers, and first clearing his throat, said in an imperious
tone, "I have a warrant here for the arrest of Tom Quirk, alias McIndoo,
and a distress warrant for a herd of 'Open A'Ñ"

"Old sport, you're in the right church, but the wrong pew," I interrup-
ted. "This may be the state of Kansas,but at present we are outside the
bailiwick of Ford County, and those papers of yours are useless.Let me
take those warrants and I'll indorse them for you, so as to dazzle your
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superiors on their return without the man or property. I was deputized
once by a constable in Texas to assist in recovering some cattle, but just
like the present casethey got out of our jurisdiction before we overtook
them. The constable was a lofty, arrogant fellow like yourself, but had
senseenough to keep within his rights. But when it came to indorsing
the warrant for return, we were all up a stump, and rode twenty miles
out of our way so as to pass Squire Little's ranch and get his advice on
the matter. The squire had been a justice in Tennesseebefore coming to
our state, and knew just what to say. Now let me take those papers, and
I'll indorse them 'Non est inventus,' which is Latin for SCOOTED, BY
GOSH! Ain't you going to let me have them?"

"Now, look here, young man," scornfully replied the chief deputy,
"I'llÑ"

"No, you won't," I again interrupted. "Let me read you a warrant from
a higher court. In the name of law, you are willing to prostitute your of-
fice to assist a gang of thieves who have taken advantage of an oppor-
tunity to ruin my employer, an honest trail drover. The warrant I'm
serving was issued by Judge Colt, and it says he is supreme in unorgan-
ized territory; that your official authority ceasesthe moment you step
outside your jurisdiction, and you know the Ford County line is behind
us. Now, as a citizen, I'll treat you right, but as an official, I won't even
listen to you. And what's more, you can't arrest me or any man in my
outfit; not that your hair's the wrong color, but becauseyou lack author-
ity. I'm the man you're looking for, and theseare Don Lovell's cattle, but
you can't touch a hoof of them, not even a stray. Now, if you want to dis-
pute the authority which I've sighted, all you need to do is pull your
guns and open your game."

"Mr. Quirk," said the deputy, "you are a fugitive from justice, and I can
legally take you wherever I find you. If you resist arrest, all the worse, as
it classes you an outlaw. Now, my advice isÑ"

But the sentencewas never finished, for coming down the divide like a
hurricane was a band of horsemen, who, on sighting us, raised the long
yell, and the next minute Dave Sponsilier and seven of his men dashed
up. The boys opened out to avoid the momentum of the onslaught, but
the deputies sat firm; and as Sponsilier and his lads threw their horses
back on their haunches in halting, Dave stood in his stirrups, and waving
his hat shouted, "Hurrah for Don Lovell, and to hell with the sheriff and
deputies of Ford County!" Sponsilier and I were great friends, as were
likewise our outfits, and we nearly unhorsed eachother in our rough but
hearty greetings. When quiet was once more restored, Dave continued: "I
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was in Dodge last night, and Bob Wright put me next that the sheriff was
going to take possessionof two of old man Don's herds this morning.
You can bet your moccasinsthat the grassdidn't grow very much while I
was getting back to camp. Flood and The Rebel took fifteen men and
went to Quince's support, and I have been scouting since dawn trying to
locate you. Yes, the sheriff himself and five deputies passed up the trail
before daybreak to arrest Forrest and take possessionof his herdÑI don't
think. I suppose thesestrangers are deputy sheriffs? If it was me, do you
know what I'd do with them?"

The query was half a command. It required no order, for in an instant
the deputies were surrounded, and had it not been for the cool judgment
of Bob Quirk, violence would have resulted. The primitive mind is slow
to resent an affront, and while the chief deputy had couched his last re-
marks in well-chosen language, his intimation that I was a fugitive from
justice, and an outlaw in resisting arrest, was tinder to stubble. Knowing
the metal of my outfit, I curbed the tempest within me, and relying on a
brother whom I would gladly follow to death if need be, I waved hands
off to my boys. "Now, men," said Bob to the deputies, "the easiestway
out of this matter is the best. No one here has committed any crime sub-
jecting him to arrest, neither can you take possession of any cattle be-
longing to Don Lovell. I'll renew the invitation for you to go down to the
wagon and breakfast, or I'll give you the best directions at my command
to reach Dodge. Instead of trying to attempt to accomplish your object
you had better go back to the chaparralÑyou're spelled down. Take your
choice, men."

Bob's words had a soothing effect. He was thirty-three years old and a
natural born leader among rough men. His advice carried the steely ring
of sincerity, and for the first time since the meeting, the deputies wilted.
The chief one called his men aside, and after a brief consultation my
brother was invited to join them, which he did. I afterwards learned that
Bob went into detail in defining our position in the premises, and the
posse, once they heard the other side of the question, took an entirely
different view of the matter. While the consultation was in progress, we
all dismounted; cigarettes were rolled, and while the smoke arose in
clouds, we reviewed the interim since we parted in March in old Med-
ina. The sheriff's posseaccompanied my brother to the wagon, and after
refreshing themselves, remounted their horses. Bob escorted them back
acrossthe summit of the mesa, and the olive branch waved in peaceon
the divide.
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The morning was not far advanced. After a brief consultation, the two
older foremen urged that we ride to the relief of Forrest. A hint was suf-
ficient, and including five of my best-mounted men, a posseof twenty of
us rode away. We held the divide for some distance on our course, and
before we left it, a dust-cloud, indicating the presenceof Bob's herd, was
sighted on the southern slope, while on the opposite one my cattle were
beginning to move forward. Sponsilier knew the probable whereabouts
of Forrest, and under his lead we swung into a free gallop as we
dropped down the northern slope from the mesa.The pacewas carrying
us across country at a rate of ten miles an hour, scarcely a word being
spoken, as we shook out kink after kink in our horses or reined them in
to recover their wind. Our objective point was a slight elevation on the
plain, from which we expected to sight the trail if not the herds of Flood,
Forrest, and The Rebel. On reaching this gentle swell, we reined in and
halted our horses, which were then fuming with healthy sweat. Both
creek and trail were clearly outlined before us, but with the heat-waves
and mirages beyond, our view was naturally restricted. Sponsilier felt
confident that Forrest was north of the creek and beyond the trail, and
again shaking out our horses, we silently put the intervening miles be-
hind us. Our mounts were all fresh and strong, and in crossing the creek
we allowed them a few swallows of water before continuing our ride.
We halted again in crossing the trail, but it was so worn by recent use
that it afforded no clue to guide us in our quest. But from the next
vantage-point which afforded us a view, a seaof cattle greeted our vis-
ion, all of which seemed under herd. Wagon sheets were next sighted,
and finally a horseman loomed up and signaled to us. He proved to be
one of Flood's men, and under his direction Forrest's camp and cattle
were soon located. The lad assured us that a pow-wow had been in ses-
sion since daybreak, and we hurried away to add our numbers to its
council. When we sighted Forrest's wagon among some cottonwoods, a
number of men were just mounting to ride away, and before we reached
camp, they crossed the creek heading south. A moment later, Forrest
walked out, and greeting us, said:

"Hello, fellows. Get down and let your horses blow and enjoy
yourselves. You're just a minute late to meet some very nice people. Yes,
we had the sheriff from Dodge and a posseof men for breakfast. NoÑno
particular trouble, except John Johns,the dÑ fool, threw the loop of his
rope over the neck of the sheriff's horse, and one of the party offered to
unsling a carbine. But about a dozen six-shooters clicked within hearing,
and he acted on my advice and cut gun-plays out. No trouble at all
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except a big medicine talk, and a heap of legal phrases that I don't sabe
very clear. Turn your horses loose, I tell you, for I'm going to kill a nice
fat stray, and towards evening, when the other herds come up, we'll
have a round-up of Don Lovell's outfits. I'll make a little speech,and on
account of the bloodless battle this morning, this stream will be re-
christened Sheriff's Creek."
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Chapter10
A Family Reunion

The hospitality of a trail wagon was aptly expressed in the invitation to
enjoy ourselves. Some one had exercised good judgment in selecting a
camp, for every convenience was at hand, including running water and
ample shade from a clump of cottonwoods. Turning our steaming horses
free, we threw ourselves, in complete abandonment and relaxation,
down in the nearest shade. Unmistakable hints were given our host of
certain refreshments which would be acceptable, and in reply Forrest
pointed to a bucket of creek water near the wagon wheel, and urged us
not to be at all backward.

Every one was well fortified with brown cigarette papers and smoking
tobacco, and singly and in groups we were soon smoking like hired
hands and reviewing the incidents of the morning. Forrest's cook, a tall,
red-headed fellow, in anticipation of the number of guests his wagon
would entertain for the day, put on the little and the big pot. As it only
lacked an hour of noon on our arrival, the promised fresh beef would not
be available in time for dinner; but we were not like guests who had to
hurry homeÑwe would be right there when supper was ready.

The loss of a night's sleep on my outfit was a good excusefor an after-
dinner siesta. Untying our slickers, we strolled out of hearing of the
camp, and for several hours obliterated time. About three o'clock Bob
Quirk aroused and informed us that he had ordered our horses,and that
the signal of Sponsilier's cattle had been seen south on the trail. Dave
was impatient to intercept his herd and camp them well down the creek,
at least below the regular crossing. This would throw Bob'sand my cattle
still farther down the stream; and we were all determined to honor For-
rest with our presencefor supper and the evening hours. Quince's wran-
gler rustled in the horses,and as we rejoined the camp the quarters of a
beef hung low on a cottonwood, while a smudge beneath them warned
away all insect life. Leaving word that we would return during the even-
ing, the eleventh-hour guests rode away in the rough, uneven order in
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which we had arrived. Sponsilier and his men veered off to the south,
Bob Quirk and his lads soon following, while the rest of us continued on
down the creek. My cattle were watering when we overtook them, oc-
cupying fully a mile of the stream, and nearly an hour's ride below the
trail crossing. It takes a long time to water a big herd thoroughly, and we
repeatedly turned them back and forth across the creek, but finally al-
lowed them to graze away with a broad, fan-like front. As ours left the
stream, Bob's cattle were coming in over a mile above, and in anticipa-
tion of a dry camp that night, Parent had been advised to fill his kegs
and supply himself with wood.

Detailing the third and fourth guard to wrangle the remuda, I sent
Levering up the creek with my brother's horses and to recover our
loaned saddle stock; even Bob Quirk was just thoughtless enough to con-
strue a neighborly act into a horse trade. About two miles out from the
creek and an equal distance from the trail, I found the best bed-ground of
the trip. It sloped to the northwest, was covered with old dry grass,and
would catch any vagrant breeze except an eastern one. The wagon was
ordered into camp, and the first and second guards were relieved just
long enough to securetheir night-horses. Nearly all of thesetwo watches
had beenwith me during the day, and on the return of Levering with the
horses, we borrowed a number of empty flour-sacks for beef, and
cantered away, leaving behind only the cook and the first two guards.

What an evening and night that was! As we passed up the creek, we
sighted in the gathering twilight the camp-fires of Sponsilier and my
brother, several miles apart and south of the stream. When we reached
Forrest's wagon the clans were gathering, The Rebeland his crowd being
the last to come in from above. Groups of saddle horseswere tied among
the trees, while around two fires were circles of men broiling beef over
live coals. The red-headed cook had anticipated forty guests outside of
his own outfit, and was pouring coffee into tin cups and shying biscuit
right and left on request. The supper was a success,not on account of the
spread or our superior table manners, but we graced the occasion with
appetites which required the staples of life to satisfy. Then we smoked,
falling into groups when the yarning began. All the fresh-beef stories of
our lives, and they were legion, were told, no one group paying any at-
tention to another.

"Every time I run a-foul of fresh beef," said The Rebel, as he settled
back comfortably between the roots of a cottonwood, with his back to its
trunk, "it reminds me of the time I was a prisoner among the Yankees.It
was the last year of the war, and I had got over my first desire to
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personally whip the whole North. There were about five thousand of us
held as prisoners of war for eleven months on a peninsula in the Ches-
apeake Bay. The fighting spirit of the soldier was broken in the majority
of us, especially among the older men and those who had families. But
we youngsters accepted the fortunes of war and were glad that we were
alive, even if we were prisoners. In my messin prison there were fifteen,
all having been captured at the same time, and many of us comrades of
three years' standing.

"I remember the day we were taken off the train and marched through
the town for the prison, a Yankee band in our front playing national airs
and favorites of their army, and the people along the route jeering us and
asking how we liked the music. Our mess held together during the
march, and some of the boys answered them back as well as they could.
Once inside the prison stockade,we went into quarters and our messstill
held together. Before we had been there long, one day there was a call
among the prisoners for volunteers to form a roustabout crew. Well, I en-
listed as a roustabout. We had to report to an officer twice a day, and
then were put under guard and set to work. The kind of labor I liked best
was unloading the supplies for the prison, which were landed on a near-
by wharf. This roustabout crew had all the unloading to do, and the reas-
on I liked it was it gave us some chance to steal. Whenever there was
anything extra, intended for the officers, to be unloaded, look out for ac-
cidents. Broken crates were common, and some of the contents was cer-
tain to reach our pockets or stomachs, in spite of the guard.

"I was a willing worker and stood well with the guards. They never
searchedme, and when they took us outside the stockade, the captain of
the guard gave me permission, after our work was over, to patronize the
sutler's store and buy knick-knacks from the booths. There was always
some little money amongst soldiers, even in prison, and I was occasion-
ally furnished money by my messmates to buy bread from a baker's
wagon which was outside the walls. Well, after I had traded a few times
with the baker's boy, I succeededin corrupting him. Yes,had him steal-
ing from his employer and selling to me at a discount. I was a good cus-
tomer, and being a prisoner, there was no danger of my meeting his em-
ployer. You seethe loaves were counted out to him, and he had to return
the equivalent or the bread. At first the bread cost me ten cents for a
small loaf, but when I got my scheme working, it didn't cost me five
cents for the largest loaves the boy could steal from the bakery. I worked
that racket for several months, and if we hadn't beenexchanged,I'd have
broke that baker, sure.
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"But the most successfulschemeI worked was stealing the kidneys out
of beef while we were handling it. It was some distance from the wharf
to the warehouse, and when I'd get a hind quarter of beef on my
shoulder, it was an easytrick to burrow my hand through the tallow and
get a good grip on the kidney. Then when I'd throw the quarter down in
the warehouse, it would be minus a kidney, which secretly found lodg-
ment in a large pocket in the inside of my shirt. I was satisfied with one
or two kidneys a day when I first worked the trick, but my messcaught
on, and then I had to steal by wholesale to satisfy them. Some days,
when the guards were too watchful, I couldn't get very many, and then
again when things were lax, 'Elijah's Raven' would get a kidney for each
man in our mess.With the regular allowance of rations and what I could
steal, when the Texas troops were exchanged, our mess was ragged
enough, but pig-fat, and slick as weasels.Lord love you, but we were a
great mess of thieves."

Nearly all of Flood's old men were with him again, several of whom
were then in Forrest's camp. A fight occurred among a group of saddle
horses tied to the front wheel of the wagon, among them being the
mount of John Officer. After the belligerents had been quieted, and Of-
ficer had removed and tied his horse to a convenient tree, he came over
and joined our group, among which were the six trail bosses.Throwing
himself down among us, and using Sponsilier for a pillow and myself for
footstool, he observed:

"All you foremen who have been over the Chisholm Trail remember
the stage-stand called Bull Foot, but possibly some of the boys haven't.
Well, no matter, it's just about midway between Little Turkey Creek and
Buffalo Springs on that trail, where it runs through the Cherokee Strip. I
worked one year in that northern countryÑlots of Texasboys there too.
It was just about the time they began to stock that country with Texas
steers,and we rode lines to keep our cattle on their range. You bet, there
was riding to do in that country then. The first few months that these
Southern steersare turned loose on a new range, Lord! but they do love
to drift against a breeze.In any kind of a rain-storm, they'll travel farther
in a night than a whole outfit can turn them back in a day.

"Our camp was on the Salt Fork of the Cimarron, and late in the fall
when all the beeveshad been shipped, the outfit were riding lines and
loose-herding a lot of Texas yearlings, and mixed cattle, natives to that
range. Up in that country they have Indian summer and Squaw winter,
both occurring in the fall. They have lots of funny weather up there.
Well, late one evening that fall there came an early squall of Squaw
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winter, sleeted and spit snow wickedly. The next morning there wasn't a
hoof in sight, and shortly after daybreak we were riding deep in our
saddles to catch the lead drift of our cattle. After a hard day's ride, we
found that we were out several hundred head, principally yearlings of
the through Texasstock. You all know how locoed a bunch of dogies can
getÑwe hunted for three days and for fifty miles in every direction, and
neither hide, hair, nor hoof could we find. It was while we were hunting
these cattle that my yarn commences.

"The big augers of the outfit lived in Wichita, Kansas.Their foreman,
Bibleback Hunt, and myself were returning from hunting this missing
bunch of yearlings when night overtook us, fully twenty-five miles from
camp. Then this Bull Foot stagecame to mind, and we turned our horses
and rode to it. It was nearly dark when we reached it, and Bibleback said
for me to go in and make the talk. I'll never forget that nice little woman
who met me at the door of that sod shack. I told her our situation, and
she seemed awfully gracious in granting us food and shelter for the
night. She told us we could either picket our horses or put them in the
corral and feed them hay and grain from the stage-company's supply.
Now, old Bibleback was what you might call shy of women, and steered
clear of the house until she sent her little boy out and asked us to come
in. Well, we sat around in the room, owly-like, and to savemy soul from
the wrath to come, I couldn't think of a word that was proper to say to
the little woman, busy getting supper. Bibleback was worse off than I
was; he couldn't do anything but look at the pictures on the wall. What
was worrying me was, had she a husband? Or what was she doing away
out there in that lonesome country? Then a man old enough to be her
grandfather put in an appearance. He was friendly and quite talkative,
and I built right up to him. And then we had a supper that I distinctly re-
member yet. Well, I should say I doÑit takes a woman to get a good
supper, and cheer it with her presence, sitting at the head of the table
and pouring the coffee.

"This old man was a retired stage-driver, and was doing the wrangling
act for the stage-horses. After supper I went out to the corral and
wormed the information out of him that the woman was a widow; that
her husband had died before she came there, and that she was from
Michigan. Amongst other things that I learned from the old man was
that shehad only beenthere a few months, and was a poor but deserving
woman. I told Bibleback all this after we had gone to bed, and we found
that our finances amounted to only four dollars, which she was more
than welcome to. So the next morning after breakfast, when I asked her
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what I owed her for our trouble, she replied so graciously: 'Why, gentle-
men, I couldn't think of taking advantage of your necessityto charge you
for a favor that I'm only too happy to grant.' 'Oh,' said I, 'take this, any-
how,' laying the silver on the corner of the table and starting for the
door, when she stopped me. 'One moment, sir; I can't think of accepting
this. Be kind enough to grant my request,' and returned the money. We
mumbled out some thanks, bade her good-day, and started for the cor-
ral, feeling like two sheepthieves. While we were saddling upÑwill you
believe it?Ñ her little boy cameout to the corral and gave eachone of us
as fine a cigar as ever I buttoned my lip over. Well, fellows, we had had
it put all over us by this little Michigan woman, till we couldn't look each
other in the face.We were accustomed to hardship and neglect, but here
was genuine kindness enough to kill a cat.

"Until we got within five miles of our camp that morning, old Bible-
back wouldn't speak to me as we rode along. Then he turned halfway in
his saddle and said: 'What kind of folks are those?' 'I don't know,' I
replied, 'what kind of people they are, but I know they are good ones.'
'Well, I'll get even with that little woman if it takes every sou in my war-
bags,' said Hunt.

"When within a mile of camp, Bibleback turned again in his saddle
and asked, 'When is Christmas?' 'In about five weeks,' I answered. 'Do
you know where that big Wyoming stray ranges?'he next asked. I trailed
onto his game in a second. 'Of course I do.' 'Well,' says he, 'let's kill him
for Christmas and give that little widow every ounce of the meat. It'll be
a good one on her, won't it? We'll fool her a plenty. Say nothing to the
others,' he added; and giving our horses the rein we rode into camp on a
gallop.

"Three days before Christmas we drove up this Wyoming stray and
beefed him. We hung the beef up overnight to harden in the frost, and
the next morning bright and early, we started for the stage-stand with a
good pair of ponies to a light wagon. We reached the widow's place
about eleven o'clock, and against her protests that she had no use for so
much, we hung up eight hundred pounds of as fine beef as you ever set
your peepers on. We wished her a merry Christmas, jumped into the
wagon, clucked to the ponies, and merely hit the high places getting
away. When we got well out of sight of the houseÑwell, I've seenmule
colts play and kid goats cut up their antics; I've seen children that was
frolicsome; but for a man with gray hair on his head, old Bibleback Hunt
that day was the happiest mortal I ever saw. He talked to the horses;he
sang songs;he played Injun; and that Christmas was a merry one, for the
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debt was paid and our little widow had beef to throw to the dogs. I nev-
er saw her again, but wherever she is to-night, if my prayer counts, may
God bless her!"

Early in the evening I had warned my boys that we would start on our
return at ten o'clock. The hour was nearly at hand, and in reply to my in-
quiry if our portion of the beef had been secured, JackSplann said that
he had cut off half a loin, a side of ribs, and enough steak for breakfast.
Splann and I tied the beef to our cantle-strings, and when we returned to
the group, Sponsilier was telling of the stampede of his herd in the Pan-
handle about a month before. "But that run wasn't a circumstance to one
in which I figured once, and in broad daylight," concluded Dave. It re-
quired no encouragement to get the story; all we had to do was to give
him time to collect his thoughts.

"Yes,it was in the summer of '73," he finally continued. "It was my first
trip over the trail, and I naturally fell into position at the drag end of the
herd. I was a green boy of about eighteen at the time, having never be-
fore beenfifty miles from the ranch where I was born. The herd belonged
to Major Hood, and our destination was Ellsworth, Kansas.In those days
they generally worked oxen to the chuck-wagons, as they were ready
sale in the upper country, and in good demand for breaking prairie. I
reckon there must have been a dozen yoke of work-steers in our herd
that year, and they were more trouble to me than all the balance of the
cattle, for they were slothful and sinfully lazy. My vocabulary of profan-
ity was worn to a frazzle before we were out a week, and those oxen
didn't pay any more attention to a rope or myself than to the buzzing of
a gnat.

"There was one big roan ox, called Turk, which we worked to the wag-
on occasionally, but in crossing the Arbuckle Mountains in the Indian
Territory, he got tender-footed. Another yoke was substituted, and in a
few days Turk was on his feet again. But he was a cunning rascal and
had learned to soldier, and while his feet were sore, I favored him with
sandy trails and gave him his own time. In fact, most of my duties were
driving that one ox, while the other boys handled the herd. When his feet
got wellÑI had toadied and babied him soÑhe was plum ruined. I
begged the foreman to put him back in the chuck team, but the cook
kicked on account of his well-known laziness,so Turk and I continued to
adorn the rear of the column. I reckon the foreman thought it better to
have Turk and me late than no dinner. I tried a hundred different
schemesto instill ambition and self-respect into that ox, but he was an
old dog and contented with his evil ways.
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"Several weeks passed, and Turk and I became a standing joke with
the outfit. One morning I made the discovery that he was afraid of a
slicker. For just about a full half day, I had the best of him, and several
times he was out of sight in the main body of the herd. But he always
dropped to the rear, and finally the slicker lost its charm to move him. In
fact he rather enjoyed having me fan him with itÑit seemedto cool him.
It was the middle of the afternoon, and Turk had dropped about a
quarter-mile to the rear, while I was riding along beside and throwing
the slicker over him like a blanket. I was letting him carry it, and he
seemed to be enjoying himself, switching his tail in appreciation, when
the matted brush of his tail noosed itself over one of the riveted buttons
on the slicker. The next switch brought the yellow 'fish' bumping on his
heels, and emitting a blood-curdling bellow, he curved his tail and star-
ted for the herd. Just for a minute it tickled me to seeold Turk getting
such a wiggle on him, but the next moment my mirth turned to serious-
ness,and I tried to cut him off from the other cattle, but he beat me, bel-
lowing bloody murder. The slicker was sailing like a kite, and the rear
cattle took fright and began bawling as if they had struck a fresh scentof
blood. The scare flashed through the herd from rear to point, and hell
began popping right then and there. The air filled with dust and the
earth trembled with the running cattle. Not knowing which way to turn,
I stayed right where I wasÑin the rear. As the dust lifted, I followed up,
and about a mile ahead picked up my slicker, and shortly afterward
found old Turk, grazing contentedly. With every man in the saddle, that
herd ran seven miles and was only turned by the Cimarron River. It was
nearly dark when I and the roan ox overtook the cattle. Fortunately none
of the swing-men had seenthe causeof the stampede, and I attributed it
to fresh blood, which the outfit believed. My verdant innocence saved
my scalp that time, but years afterward I nearly lost it when I admitted
to my old foreman what had caused the stampede that afternoon. But I
was a trail boss then and had learned my lesson."

The Rebel,who was encamped several miles up the creek, summoned
his men, and we all aroseand scattered after our horses.There was quite
a cavalcadegoing our way, and as we halted within the light of the fires
for the different outfits to gather, Flood rode up, and calling Forrest,
said: "In the absenceof any word from old man Don, we might as well
all pull out in the morning. More than likely we'll hear from him at Grin-
nell, and until we reach the railroad, the Buford herds had better take the
lead. I'll drag along in the rear, and if there's another move made from
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Dodge, you will have warning. Now, that's about all, except to give your
cattle plenty of time; don't hurry. S'long, fellows."
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Chapter11
All in the Day's Work

The next morning the herds moved out like brigades of an army on
dress-parade. Our front covered some six or seven miles, the Buford
cattle in the lead, while those intended for Indian delivery naturally fell
into position on flank and rear. My beeveshad enjoyed a splendid rest
during the past week, and now easily took the lead in a steady walk,
every herd avoiding the trail until necessity compelled us to reenter it.
The old pathway was dusty and merely pointed the way, and until rain
fell to settle it, our intention was to give it a wide berth. As the morning
wore on and the herds drew farther and farther apart, except for the dim
dust-clouds of ten thousand trampling feet on a raw prairie, it would
have been difficult for us to establish eachother's location. Several times
during the forenoon, when a swell of the plain afforded us a temporary
westward view, we caught glimpses of Forrest's cattle as they snailed
forward, fully five miles distant and barely noticeable under the low sky-
line. The Indian herds had given us a good start in the morning, and to-
wards evening as the mirages lifted, not a dust-signal was in sight, save
one far in our lead.

The mouth of June, so far, had been exceedingly droughty. The
scarcity of water on the plains between Dodge and Ogalalla was the
dread of every trail drover. The grass, on the other hand, had matured
from the first rank growth of early spring into a forage, rich in susten-
ance, from which our beeves took on flesh and rounded into beauties.
Lack of water being the one drawback, long drives, not in miles but
hours, becamethe order of the day; from four in the morning to eight at
night, even at an ox's pace, leaves every landmark of the day far in the
rear at nightfall. Thus for the next few days we moved forward, the
monotony of existence broken only by the great variety of mirage, the
glare of heat-waves, and the silent signal in the sky of other voyageurs
like ourselves. On reaching Pig Boggy, nothing but pools greeted us,
while the regular crossing was dry and dusty and paved with cattle
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bones. My curiosity was strong enough to cause me to revisit the old
bridge which I had helped to build two seasons before; though unused, it
was still intact, a credit to the crude engineering of PeteSlaughter. After
leaving the valley of the Solomon, the next running water was Pawnee
Fork, where we overtook and passed six thousand yearling heifers in
two herds, sold the winter before by John Blocker for delivery in
Montana. The Northwest had not yet learned that Texaswas the natural
breeding-ground for cattle, yet under favorable conditions in both sec-
tions, the ranchman of the South could raise one third more calves from
an equal number of cows.

The weather continued hot and sultry. Several times storms hung on
our left for hours which we hoped would reach us, and at night the light-
ning flickered in sheets,yet with the exception of cooling the air, availed
us nothing. But as we encamped one night on the divide before reaching
the Smoky River, a storm struck us that sent terror to our hearts. There
were men in my outfit, and others in Lovell's employ, who were from
ten to twenty years my senior, having spent almost their lifetime in the
open, who had never before witnessed such a night. The atmosphere
seemed to be overcharged with electricity, which played its pranks
among us, neither man nor beastbeing exempt. The storm struck the di-
vide about two hours after the cattle had been bedded, and from then
until dawn every man was in the saddle, the herd drifting fully three
miles during the night. Such keen flashes of lightning accompanied by
instant thunder I had never before witnessed, though the rainfall, after
the first dash, was light in quantity. Several times the rain ceaseden-
tirely, when the phosphorus, like a prairie fire, appeared on every hand.
Great sheetsof it flickered about, the cattle and saddle stock were soon
covered, while every bit of metal on our accoutrements was coated and
twinkling with phosphorescent light. My gauntlets were covered, and
wherever I touched myself, it seemedto smear and spread and refuse to
wipe out. Several times we were able to hold up and quiet the cattle, but
along their backs flickered the ghostly light, while acrossthe herd, which
occupied acres, it reminded one of the burning lake in the regions in-
fernal. As the night wore on, several showers fell, accompanied by al-
most incessantbolts of lightning, but the rainfall only added moisture to
the ground and this acted like fuel in reviving the phosphor. Several
hours before dawn, great sheetsof the fiery elements chased each other
across the northern sky, lighting up our surroundings until one could
have read ordinary print. The cattle stood humped or took an occasional
step forward, the men sat their horses, sullen and morose, forming new
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resolutions for the future, in which trail work was not included. But
morning came at last, cool and cloudy, a slight recompense for the heat
which we had endured since leaving Dodge.

With the breaking of day, the herd was turned back on its course. For
an hour or more the cattle grazed freely, and as the sun broke through
the clouds, they dropped down like tired infantry on a march, and we al-
lowed them an hour's rest. We were still some three or four miles east-
ward of the trail, and after breakfasting and changing mounts we roused
the cattle and started on an angle for the trail, expecting to intercept it be-
fore noon. There was some settlement in the Smoky River Valley which
must be avoided, as in years past serious enmity had been engendered
between settlers and drovers in consequence of the ravages of Texas
fever among native cattle. I was riding on the left point, and when within
a short distance of the trail, one of the boys called my attention to a loose
herd of cattle, drifting south and fully two miles to the west of us. It was
certainly something unusual, and as every man of us scanned them, a
lone horseman was seen to ride across their front, and, turning them,
continue on for our herd. The situation was bewildering, as the natural
course of every herd was northward, but here was one apparently aban-
doned like a water-logged ship at sea.

The messengerwas a picture of despair. He proved to be the owner of
the abandoned cattle, and had come to us with an appeal for help. Ac-
cording to his story, he was a Northern cowman and had purchased the
cattle a few days before in Dodge. He had bought the outfit complete,
with the understanding that the through help would continue in his ser-
vice until his range in Wyoming was reached. But it was a Mexican out-
fit, foreman and all, and during the storm of the night before, one of the
men had been killed by lightning. The accident must have occurred near
dawn, as the man was not missed until daybreak, and like ours, his cattle
had drifted with the storm. Sometime was lost in finding the body, and
to add to the panic that had already stricken the outfit, the shirt of the
unfortunate vaquero was burnt from the corpse. The horse had escaped
scathless,though his rider met death, while the housings were stripped
from the saddle so that it fell from the animal. The Mexican foreman and
vaqueros had thrown their hands in the air; steeped in superstition, they
considered the loss of their comrade a bad omen, and refused to go
farther. The herd was as good as abandoned unless we could lend a
hand.

The appeal was not in vain. Detailing four of my men, and leaving
JackSplann as segundo in charge of our cattle, I galloped away with the
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stranger. As we rode the short distance between the two herds and I
mentally reviewed the situation, I could not help but think it was fortu-
nate for the alien outfit that their employer was a Northern cowman in-
stead of a Texan. Had the present owner been of the latter school, there
would have been more than one dead Mexican before a valuable herd
would have been abandoned over an unavoidable accident. I kept my
thoughts to myself, however, for the man had troubles enough, and on
reaching his drifting herd, we turned them back on their course. It was
high noon when we reached his wagon and found the Mexican outfit
still keening over their dead comrade. We pushed the cattle, a mixed
herd of about twenty-five hundred, well past the camp, and riding back,
dismounted among the howling vaqueros. There was not the semblance
of sanity among them. The foreman, who could speak some little Eng-
lish, at least his employer declared he could, was carrying on like a mad-
man, while a majority of the vaqueros were playing a close second. The
dead man had been carried in and was lying under a tarpaulin in the
shade of the wagon. Feeling that my boys would stand behind me, and
never offering to look at the corpse, I inquired in Spanish of the vaqueros
which one of the men was their corporal. A heavy-set, bearded man was
pointed out, and walking up to him, with one hand I slapped him in the
face and with the other relieved him of a six-shooter. He staggered back,
turned ashen pale, and before he could recover from the surprise, in his
own tongue I berated him as a worthless cur for deserting his employer
over an accident. Following up the temporary advantage, I inquired for
the cook and horse-wrangler, and intimated clearly that there would be
other dead Mexicans if the men were not fed and the herd and saddle
stock looked after; that they were not worthy of the name of vaqueros if
they were lax in a duty with which they had been intrusted.

"But Pablo is dead," piped one of the vaqueros in defense.
"Yes, he is," said GÑG Cederdall in Spanish, bristling up to the

vaquero who had volunteered the reply; "and we'll bury him and a half-
dozen more of you if necessary, but the cattle will not be aban-
donedÑnot for a single hour. Pablo is dead, but he was no better than a
hundred other men who have lost their lives on this trail. If you are a lot
of locoed sheep-herders instead of vaqueros, why didn't you stay at
home with the children instead of starting out to do a man's work. Desert
your employer, will you? Not in a country where there is no chance to
pick up other men. Yes, Pablo is dead, and we'll bury him."

The aliens were disconcerted, and wilted. The owner picked up cour-
ageand ordered the cook to prepare dinner. We loaned our horses to the

98



wrangler and another man, the remuda was brought in, and before we
sat down to the midday meal, every vaquero had a horse under saddle,
while two of them had ridden away to look after the grazing cattle. With
order restored, we set about systematically to lay away the unfortunate
man. A detail of vaqueros under Cederdall prepared a grave on the
nearestknoll, and wrapping the corpse in a tarpaulin, we buried him like
a sailor at sea. Several vaqueros were visibly affected at the graveside,
and in order to pacify them, I suggested that we unload the wagon of
supplies and haul up a load of rock from a near-by outcropping ledge.
Pablo had fallen like a good soldier at his post, I urged, and it was befit-
ting that his comrades should mark his last resting-place. To our agree-
able surprise the corporal hurrahed his men and the wagon was un-
loaded in a jiffy and dispatched after a load of rock. On its return, we
spent an hour in decorating the mound, during which time lament was
expressed for the future of Pablo's soul. Knowing the almost universal
faith of this alien race, as we stood around the finished mound, Ceder-
dall, who was Catholic born, called for contributions to procure the abso-
lution of the Church. The owner of the cattle was the first to respond,
and with the aid of my boys and myself, augmented later by the vaquer-
os, a purse of over fifty dollars was raised and placed in charge of the
corporal, to be expended in a private mass on their return to San Anto-
nio. Meanwhile the herd and saddle stock had started, and reloading the
wagon, we casta last glance at the little mound which made a new land-
mark on the old trail.

The owner of the cattle was elated over the restoration of order. My
contempt for him, however, had not decreased;the old maxim of fools
rushing in where angels feared to tread had only beenagain exemplified.
The inferior racesmay lack in courage and leadership, but never in cun-
ning and craftiness. This alien outfit had detected some weakness in the
armor of their new employer, and when the emergency arose, were
ready to take advantage of the situation. Yet under an old patron, these
same men would never dare to mutiny or assert themselves. That there
were possible breakers ahead for this cowman there was no doubt; for
every day that those Mexicans traveled into a strange country, their
Aztec blood would yearn for their Southern home. And since the unfore-
seencould not be guarded against, at the first opportunity I warned the
stranger that it was altogether too soon to shout. To his anxious inquiries
I replied that his very presence with the herd was a menace to its suc-
cessful handling by the Mexican outfit. He should throw all responsibil-
ity on the foreman, or take charge himself, which was impossible now;
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for an outfit which will sulk and mutiny once will do so again under less
provocation. When my curtain lecture was ended, the owner authorized
me to call his outfit together and give them such instructions as I saw fit.

We sighted our cattle but once during the afternoon. On locating the
herd, two of my boys left us to return, hearing the messagethat the rest
of us might not put in an appearance before morning. All during the
evening, I made it a point to cultivate the acquaintance of several
vaqueros, and learned the names of their master and rancho. Taking my
cue from the general information gathered, when we encamped for the
night and all hands, with the exception of those on herd, had finished
catching horses, I attracted their attention by returning the six-shooter
taken from their corporal at noontime. Commanding attention, in their
mother tongue I addressed myself to the Mexican foreman.

"Felipe Esquibil," said I, looking him boldly in the face,"you were fore-
man of this herd from Zavalla County, Texas, to the Arkansaw River,
and brought your cattle through without loss or accident.

"The herd changed owners at Dodge, but with the understanding that
you and your vaqueros were to accompany the cattle to this gentleman's
ranch in the upper country. An accident happens, and becauseyou are
not in full control, you shift the responsibility and play the baby act by
wanting to go home. Had the death of one of your men occurred below
the river, and while the herd was still the property of Don Dionisio of
Rancho Los Olmus, you would have lost your own life before abandon-
ing your cattle. Now, with the consent and approval of the new owner,
you are again invested with full charge of this herd until you arrive at
the Platte River. A new outfit will relieve you on reaching Ogalalla, and
then you will be paid your reckoning and all go home. In your immedi-
ate rear are five herds belonging to my employer, and I have already sent
warning to them of your attempted desertion. A fortnight or less will
find you relieved, and the only safety in store for you is to go forward.
Now your employer is going to my camp for the night, and may not see
you again before this herd reaches the Platte. Remember, Don Felipe,
that the opportunity is yours to regain your prestige as a corporalÑand
you need it after to-day's actions. What would Don Dionisio say if he
knew the truth? And do you ever expect to faceyour friends again at Los
Olmus? From a trusted corporal back to a sheep-shearerwould be your
rewardÑand justly."

Cederdall, Wolf, and myself shook hands with several vaqueros, and
mounting our horses we started for my camp, taking the stranger with
us. Only once did he offer any protest to going. "Very well, then," replied
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GÑG, unable to suppress his contempt, "go right back. I'll gamble that
you sheathe a knife before morning if you do. It strikes me you don't
sabe Mexicans very much."

Around the camp-fire that night, the day's work was reviewed. My
rather drastic treatment of the corporal was fully commented upon and
approved by the outfit, yet provoked an inquiry from the irrepressible
Parent. Turning to the questioner, Burl Van Vedder said in dove-like
tones: "Yes, dear, slapped him just to remind the varmint that his feet
were on the earth, and that pawing the air and keening didn't do any
good. Remember, love, there was the living to be fed, the dead to bury,
and the work in hand required every man to do his duty. Now was there
anything else you'd like to know?"
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Chapter12
Marshaling the Forces

Both herds had watered in the Smoky during the afternoon. The
stranger's cattle were not compelled to go down to the crossing, but
found an easy passageseveral miles above the regular ford. After leav-
ing the river, both herds were grazed out during the evening, and when
darkness fell we were not over three miles apart, one on either side of the
trail. The Wyoming cowman spent a restless night, and early the next
morning rode to the nearest elevation which would give him a view of
his cattle. Within an hour after sun-up he returned, elated over the fact
that his herd was far in the lead of ours, camp being already broken,
while we were only breakfasting. Matters were working out just as I ex-
pected. The mixed herd under the Mexican corporal, by moving early
and late, could keep the lead of our beeves,and with the abundance of
time at my disposal we were in no hurry. The Kansas Pacific Railroad
was but a few days' drive ahead,and I advised our guest to take the train
around to Ogalalla and have a new outfit all ready to relieve the aliens
immediately on their arrival. Promising to take the matter under consid-
eration, he said nothing further for several days, his cattle in the mean
time keeping a lead of from five to ten miles.

The trail crossed the railroad at a switch east of Grinnell. I was natur-
ally expecting some word from Don Lovell, and it was my intention to
send one of the boys into that station to inquire for mail. There was a
hostelry at Grinnell, several stores and a livery stable, all dying an easy
death from the blight of the arid plain, the town profiting little or noth-
ing from the cattle trade. But when within a half-day's drive of the rail-
way, on overtaking the herd after dinner, there was old man Don talking
to the boys on herd. The cattle were lying down, and rather than disturb
them, he patiently bided his time until they had rested and arose to re-
sume their journey. The old man was feeling in fine spirits, something
unusual, and declined my urgent invitation to go back to the wagon and
have dinner. I noticed that he was using his own saddle, though riding a
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livery horse, and in the mutual inquiries which were exchanged, learned
that he had arrived at Grinnell but a few days before. He had left Camp
Supply immediately after Forrest and Sponsilier passed that point, and
until Siringo came in with his report, he had spent the time about detect-
ive headquarters in KansasCity. From intimate friends in Dodge, he had
obtained the full particulars of the attempted but unsuccessful move of
The Western Supply Company to take possession of his two herds. In
fact there was very little that I could enlighten him on, except the condi-
tion of the cattle, and they spoke for themselves, their glossy coats shin-
ing with the richness of silk. On the other hand, my employer opened
like a book.

"Tom, I think we're past the worst of it," said he. "Those Dodge people
are just a trifle too officious to suit me, but Ogalalla is a cow-town after
my own heart. They're a law unto themselves up there, and a cowman
stands some showÑa good one against thieves. Ogalalla is the seatof an
organized county, and the town has officers, it's true, but they've got
senseenough to know which side their bread's buttered on; and a cow-
man who's on the square has nothing to fear in that town. Yes,the whole
gang, Tolleston and all, are right up here at Ogalalla now; bought a herd
this week, so I hear, and expect to take two of these away from us the
moment we enter Keith County. Well, they may; I've seen bad men be-
fore take a town, but it was only a question of time until the plain cit-
izens retook it. They may try to bluff us, but if they do, we'll meet them a
little over halfway. Which one of your boys was it that licked Archie? I
want to thank him until such a time as I can reward him better."

The herd was moving out, and as Seaywas working in the swing on
the opposite side, we allowed the cattle to trail past, and then rode round
and overtook him. The two had never met before, but old man Don
warmed towards Dorg, who recited his experience in such an inimitable
manner that our employer rocked in his saddle in spasms of laughter.
Leaving the two together, I rode on ahead to look out the water, and
when the herd came up near the middle of the afternoon, they were still
inseparable. The watering over, we camped for the night several miles
south of the railroad, the mixed herd having crossed it about noon. My
guest of the past few days had come to a point requiring a decision and
was in a quandary to know what to do. But when the situation had been
thoroughly reviewed between Mr. Lovell and the Wyoming man, my ad-
vice was indorsed,Ñto trust implicitly to his corporal, and be ready to
relieve the outfit at the Platte. Saddleswere accordingly shifted, and the
stranger, after professing a profusion of thanks, rode away on the livery
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horse by which my employer had arrived. Once the man was well out of
hearing, the old trail drover turned to my outfit and said:

"Boys, there goesa warning that the days of the trail are numbered. To
make a successof any business,a little common senseis necessary.Nine
tenths of the investing in cattle to-day in the Northwest is being done by
inexperienced men. No other line of business could prosper in such in-
competent hands, and it's foolish to think that cattle companies and indi-
viduals, nearly all tenderfeet at the business,can succeed.They may for a
time,Ñthere are accidents in every calling,Ñbut when the tide turns,
there won't be one man or company in ten survive. I only wish they
would, as it means life and expansion for the cattle interests in Texas.As
long as the boom continues, and foreigners and tenderfeet pour their
money in, the business will look prosperous. Why, even the business
men are selling out their stores and going into cattle. But there's a day of
reckoning ahead, and there's many a cowman in this Northwest country
who will never seehis money again. Now the government demand is a
healthy one: it needs the cattle for Indian and military purposes; but this
crazy investment, especially in she stuff, I wouldn't risk a dollar in it."

During the conversation that evening, I was delighted to learn that my
employer expected to accompany the herds overland to Ogalalla. There
was nothing pressing elsewhere, and as all the other outfits were within
a short day's ride in the rear, he could choose his abode. He was too
good a cowman to interfere with the management of cattle, and the
pleasure of his company, when in good humor, was to be desired. The
next morning a horse was furnished him from our extras, and after see-
ing us safely acrossthe railroad track, he turned back to meet Forrest or
Sponsilier. This was the last we saw of him until after crossing into Neb-
raska. In the mean time my boys kept an eye on the Mexican outfit in our
front, scarcely a day passing but what we sighted them either in person
or by signal. Once they dropped back opposite us on the western side of
the trail, when Cedardall, under the pretense of hunting lost horses,vis-
ited their camp, finding them contented and enjoying a lay-over. They
were impatient to know the distance to the Rio Platte, and GÑG assured
them that within a week they would see its muddy waters and be re-
lieved. Thus encouraged they held the lead, but several times vaqueros
dropped back to make inquiries of drives and the water. The route was
passable,with a short dry drive from the head of Stinking Water across
to the Platte River, of which they were fully advised. Keeping them in
sight, we trailed along leisurely, and as we went down the northern
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slope of the divide approaching the Republican River, we were over-
taken at noon by Don Lovell and Dave Sponsilier.

"Quirk," said the old man, as the two dismounted, "I was just telling
Dave that twenty years ago this summer I carried a musket with Sher-
man in his march to the sea.And here we are to-day, driving beef to feed
the army in the West. But that's neither here nor there under the present
programme. Jim Flood and I have talked matters over pretty thoroughly,
and have decided to switch the foremen on the 'Open A' and 'Drooping
T' cattle until after Ogalalla is passed.From their actions at Dodge, it is
probable that they will try and arrest the foreman of those two herds as
accessoryunder some charge or other. By shifting the foremen, even if
the ones in charge are detained, we will gain time and be able to push
the Buford cattle across the North Platte. The chancesare that they will
prefer some charges against me, and if they do, if necessary,we will all
go to the lock-up together. They may have spotters ahead here on the Re-
publican; Dave will take charge of your 'Open A's' at once, and you will
drop back and follow up with his cattle. For the time being and to every
stranger, you two will exchange names. The Rebel is in charge of
Forrest's cattle now, and Quince will drop back with Paul's herd. Dave,
here, gave me the slip on crossing the TexasPacific in the lower country,
but when we reach the Union Pacific, I want to know where he is, even if
in jail. And I may be right there with him, but we'll live high, for I've got
a lot of their money."

Sponsilier reported his herd on the sameside of the trail and about ten
miles to our rear. I had no objection to the change, for those arid plains
were still to be preferred to the lock-up in Ogalalla. My only regret was
in temporarily losing my mount; but as Dave's horses were nearly as
good, no objection was urged, and promising, in caseeither landed in
jail, to send flowers, I turned back, leaving my employer with the lead
herd. Before starting, I learned that the "Drooping T" cattle were in ad-
vance of Sponsilier's, and as I soldiered along on my way back, rode sev-
eral miles out of my way to console my old bunkie, The Rebel. He took
my chaffing good-naturedly and assured me that his gray hairs were a
badge of innocence which would excusehim on any charge. Turning, I
rode hack with him over a mile, this being my first opportunity of seeing
Forrest's beeves.The steers were large and rangy, extremely uniform in
agesand weight, and in general relieved me of considerable conceit that
I had the best herd among the Buford cattle. With my vanity eased,I con-
tinued my journey and reached Sponsilier's beeveswhile they were wa-
tering. Again a surprise was in store for me, as the latter herd had, if any,
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the edge over the other two, while "The Apple" was by all odds the pret-
tiest road brand I had ever seen.I asked the acting segundo, a lad named
Tupps, who cut the cattle when receiving; light was thrown on the situ-
ation by his reply.

"Old man Don joined the outfit the day we reached Uvalde," said he,
"and until we began receiving, he poured it into our foreman that this
year the cattle had to be something extraÑmuy escogido, as the Mexic-
ans say. Well, the result was that Sponsilier went to work with ideas
pitched rather high. But in the first bunch received, the old man cut a
pretty little four-year-old, fully a hundred pounds too light. Dave and
Mr. Lovell had a set-to over the beef, the old man refusing to cut him
back, but he rode out of the herd and never again offered to interfere.
Forrest was present, and at dinner that day old man Don admitted that
he was too easywhen receiving. Sponsilier and Forrest did the trimming
afterward, and that is the secret of these two herds being so uniform."

A general halt was called at the head of Stinking Water. We were then
within forty miles of Ogalalla, and a day's drive would put us within the
jurisdiction of Keith County. Sometime was lost at this last water, wait-
ing for the rear herds to arrive, as it was the intention to place the "Open
A" and "Drooping T" cattle at the rear in crossing this dry belt. At the
ford on the Republican, a number of strangers were noticed, two of
whom rode a mile or more with me, and innocently asked numerous but
leading questions. I frankly answered every inquiry, and truthfully, with
the exception of the names of the lead foreman and my own. Direct, it
was only sixty miles from the crossing on the Republican to Ogalalla, an
easy night's ride, and I was conscious that our whereabouts would be
known at the latter place the next morning. For several days before start-
ing acrossthis arid stretch, we had watered at ten o'clock in the morning,
so when Flood and Forrest came up, mine being the third herd to reach
the last water, I was all ready to pull out. But old man Don counseled an-
other day's lie-over, as it would be a sore trial for the herds under a July
sun, and for a full day twenty thousand beevesgrazed in sight of each
other on the mesas surrounding the head of Stinking Water. All the
herds were aroused with the dawn, and after a few hours' sun on the
cattle, the Indian beeveswere turned onto the water and held until the
middle of the forenoon, when the start was made for the Platte and
Ogalalla.

I led out with "The Apple" cattle, throwing onto the trail for the first
ten miles, which put me well in advance of Bob Quirk and Forrest, who
were in my immediate rear. A well-known divide marked the halfway

106



between the two waters, and I was determined to camp on it that night.
It was fully nine o'clock when we reached it, Don Lovell in the mean
time having overtaken us. This watershed was also recognized as the
line of Keith County, an organized community, and the next morning ex-
pectation ran high as to what the day would bring forth. Lovell insisted
on staying with the lead herd, and pressing him in as horse-wrangler, I
sent him in the lead with the remuda and wagon, while Levering fell into
the swing with the trailing cattle. A breakfast halt was made fully seven
miles from the bed-ground, a change of mounts, and then up divide,
acrossmesa, and down slope at the foot of which ran the Platte. Mean-
while several wayfaring men were met, but in order to avoid our dust,
they took the right or unbranded side of our herd on meeting, and
passedon their way without inquiry. Near noon a party of six men, driv-
ing a number of loose mounts and a pack-horse, were met, who also took
the windward side. Our dragmen learned that they were on their way to
Dodge to receive a herd of range horses.But when about halfway down
the slope towards the river, two mounted men were seen to halt the re-
muda and wagon for a minute, and then continue on southward. Billy
Tupps was on the left point, myself next in the swing; and as the two
horsemen turned out on the branded side, their identity was suspected.
In reply to some inquiry, Tupps jerked his thumb over his shoulder as
much as to say, "Next man." I turned out and met the strangers, who had
already noted the road brand, and politely answered every question.
One of the two offered me a cigar, and after lighting it, I did remember
hearing one of my boys say that among the herds lying over on the head
of Stinking Water was an "Open A" and "Drooping T," but I was unable
to recall the owner's or foremen's names.Complimenting me on the con-
dition of my beeves,and assuring me that I would have time to water
my herd and reach the mesa beyond Ogalalla, they passedon down the
column of cattle.

I had given the cook an order on an outfitting house for new supplies,
saying I would call or send a draft in the morning. A new bridge had
been built across the Platte opposite the town, and when nearing the
river, the commissary turned off the trail for it, but the horse-wrangler
for the day gave the bridge a wide berth and crossed the stream a mile
below the village. The width of the river was a decided advantage in wa-
tering a thirsty herd, as it gave the cattle room to thrash around, filling
its broad bed for fully a half mile. Fortunately there were few spectators,
but I kept my eye on the lookout for a certain faction, being well dis-
guised with dust and dirt and a month's growth of beard. As we pushed
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