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purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com
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The Auction Horse II is a work of fiction. Though actual locations may be
mentioned, they are used in a fictitious manner and the events and
occurrences were invented in the mind and imagination of the author
except for the inclusion of actual historical facts. Similarities
of characters or names used within to any person – past, present,
or future – are coincidental except where actual historical
characters are purposely interwoven.


 


Take Jack, a crusty old
cowboy with a wry sense of humor, and pair him up with an
optimistic partner, Cleve, who isn't the brightest crayon in the
box but always has an idea to make them rich. Put them on a
hardscrabble ranch in Winnemucca, Nevada, called the
Plenty-o-Rocks. Mix in a cast of characters from Charlie's Bar like
trickster Big Billy Bear (the Paiute bouncer), Stubb (who doesn't
get out of the hills much), neighbor Slim Johnson (the windbag of
three counties) and you have The Auction
Horse.

The Auction Horse II
takes up where The Auction
Horse I left off. Here are seven more tales
of Jack and Cleve that will leave you wondering how these guys
managed to live this long. You will learn that cows do not climb
shale slides in The Great Cow
Rescue. You will also learn why Little Buck
is the greatest cowdog in the world (sorta) in Little Buck. Jack goes to Reno with
his best buddy Stubb in Jack and Stubb Go
to the City. Along with these are
Cowboy Cleve, Shakespeare, Real Cowboy
Stuff, and Mister
Natural.


 


Stories include:

I. The Great Cow Rescue

II. Little Buck

III. Jack and Stubb Go to the City

IV. Cowboy Cleve

V. Shakespeare According to Jack

VI. Real Cowboy Stuff

VII. Mister Natural


 


I. The Great Cow Rescue


Chapter 1

You know, I love fall, what folks back east
call autumn. It's that time when the heat of summer is going off to
torture some other poor souls farther south, and the winter cold
hasn't come in yet. Yup, it makes you feel mighty good, maybe too
good; it can make you do things that you might wish you hadn't.

Cleve and me was down at the pens. We'd just
picked up a few heifers at the auction and was running them through
the squeeze chute, putting some health to them. We were about done
when here comes Stubb walking up to us. We let the last critter out
of the chute, and I turned around to shake hands and say howdy.

I asked him what brought him out, as he
seldom leaves the ranch. Especially since his adventure in the big
city, I'm not sure he ever got over that. He said he needed to ask
us a great big giant favor, and he'd be beholding to us forever
more if we said yes. Well, shoot what are cowboy pals for except to
help each other out. Besides, that fall weather had me in good
spirits.

He asked if I recalled his Uncle Will. I said
that I'd heard him speak of him. Stubb goes on to explain that his
Uncle Will had just bought a big spread up in the Bitterroot
country where Idaho borders Montana. The man selling out had enough
of the winters and was heading south so the place went cheap. It
also included any stray cattle he could shake out of the high
country, and there was supposed to be a bunch. The bottom line was
that Uncle Will needed help from cowboys he knew to snake them cows
out. Next year he could hire local boys once he knew who the good
ones were, but for now he had to get them cows down before winter.
Would Cleve and me come up and help?

Well, I'd never been up in that country, but
I'd seen pictures and it was a mighty pretty place. I looked at
Cleve; he figured we could leave for a few days and lend a hand.
So, I told Stubb that we'd be happy to help out. He told us how to
get to the place and that he'd meet us there. Have you ever heard
that old saying, "If only I knew what I was getting myself into?"
Yeah, boy, if only I knew.


Chapter 2

By first light, we had four horses in the
trailer, our gear packed, and we were on our way. It took us most
of the day to get up there and we were awin' and ohhin' at the
mountains and all the green trees, and the leaves turning gold. It
was sure pretty.

We found the dirt road heading back into the
place. We got to the house, and Stubb come out of the barn and
waved. Then, a guy who looked like that cartoon character Yosemite
Sam, only taller, came out of the house. Stubb introduced him as
Uncle Will. He shook our hands and told us to come in and eat; he'd
cooked us up a mess of grub.

Uncle Will turned out to be an interesting
guy, he'd been everywhere. Unlike Slim Johnson, he really
had been everywhere. He had all sorts of funny stories, and Cleve
and me just took right to him. He wasn't a half bad cook,
either.

After dinner, he sat back, parted his giant
mustache, and patted his round belly. "Belly Fairy gave me
that."

I looked at him and started to wonder if he
wasn't slipping a few gears. I asked him what the Belly Fairy was.
He laughed and said that when he was a youngster packing horses and
guiding up in Alaska, he had met this crazy cowboy name of Dave.
"Yeah, ol' Dave was a good horseman, but crazier than a coon. The
stuff he'd come up with and the tricks he'd play on dudes was
something else." He laughed. "Just like you Jack, you'd like
him."

I asked what this Dave guy had to do with the
Belly Fairy. He said Dave claimed that the Belly Fairy went around
smackin' old guys on the gut with her magic wand and that's how
they ended up with big bellies, and then they'd spend their lives
huntin' her down to get even with her."

I figured this Dave guy was a nut and I
already knew enough nuts without knowing another one. So, I changed
the subject to the job ahead of us and asked what we were doing
tomorrow. He made it sound simple enough, ride up and down the
hills looking for cows.


Chapter 3

The next morning, we were saddled up and
ready to head out. Uncle Will points to a mountain. "That's the end
of the property; you and Cleve go up there and start down."

I had to tip my head back to see it and asked
if the mountain he was referring to was up in that cloud. He said
it was and there might be some cows up there too. I was starting to
get a sinking feeling that I had rushed in a might too eager. Yeah,
that fall weather will do it to you every time.

So, we started out and we went up and up, and
then up some more. About the time we figured we had to be on
that mountain top, the clouds would part a bit and show that it was
still way up there. That country had thousand foot cliffs, draws
you could lose a herd of elephants in, and shale slides. I'd never
seen shale slides before, but learned quick enough not to step in
one unless you planned to set a world speed record in the 2000 foot
rock slide. Well, we finally got above the timberline and started
back down, and there was a lot of down.

We rode where we could, and we actually
managed to kick out some cows and start them down. I was commencing
to think that maybe this high-up country wasn't so bad after
all.

Then, we saw them. A mama cow and her calf
down at the bottom of one of them slides. No way out, on a little
island of grass, half surrounded by a tree lined cliff, the other
half shale. They must have slid down there and couldn't get back
out. It was only about a hundred feet, but you know how that goes.
A hundred feet on the flat is a whole lot different than a hundred
feet straight down, and this was straight down.

We talked it over and one of us would have to
go down there and get them back up the hill. I figured Cleve should
do it, seeing's how he owed me for about killing me on that
Buttercup bull. He said he didn't owe me 'cause I had got even by
humiliating him in the Rodeo Queen contest.

We went back and forth and finally decided to
flip a coin for it. Loser had to go down. Cleve tossed a nickel up
and let it hit the ground, I said tails, and then old Tommy
Jefferson was looking up at me. I told Cleve to wipe that grin off
his face before I tossed him down that slide. He only grinned
harder, darn smart guy.


Chapter 4

I studied the situation, and it was less than
appealing. I told Cleve that we ought to ride around and see if
there wasn't another way at them cows.

He said that it was plain to see that there
was no other way into that spot.

I suggested that there might be a trail
coming up through those trees. He claimed I was just trying to get
out of it 'cause I'd lost the toss. Far be it for me to welsh on a
coin toss. I stepped into that loose shale stone and rode 'er all
the way down.

Those cow critters looked at me like I was
crazy when I hit the bottom in a swirl of dust and cuss words. It
was easy down, but getting back out looked a tad harder. I tried
convincing them critters to climb up the shale, they were smarter
than me, I guess, 'cause they just looked at me. Okay, if they were
going to be stubborn, we could fix that.

I told Cleve to tie our catch ropes together
and throw the loop end down; we'd drag them varmints up the hill.
I'd show them to get stubborn with me. I put the loop over baby's
head, figuring that mama would naturally follow. Cleve dallied his
end off, and backed his horse; I got behind and pushed. Baby bawled
and mama got unhappy, but we got him headed up the slide. He wasn't
too happy about it, though, and I was in just the wrong place.

Do you know what happens when a calf gets
excited and scared, and you're right under his tail? Yeah, you got
the picture, and I got a lot more than that.

Well, we finally got him up on the top. I was
a mess, sweating, winded, and plum unhappy about the whole
situation. So was mama at the bottom. I stepped back into that
shale, and down I went. Mama didn't want no loop around her head,
but I got it on there anyway, and we started the push and pull
thing again. She weighed a few hundred pounds more than baby and
was sinking in pretty good. She managed to kick me a couple of
times and resupply my shirt, but we finally topped out.
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