by B. K. Gore
Smashwords Edition
Copyright 2010 Brian K Gore
This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
***
These are the stories of my life... the ones I can tell anyway... the statute of limitations hasn't run out on the others yet!
I was a 'city kid', born back in Ohio, and a square peg in a round hole. I never, ever, fit back there. When my mother re-married, I spent every possible minute they'd let me, on my step-grandfathers farm. They'd drag me back to town in the fall, for school, screamin' an' kickin'.
The farm wasn't quite right either, but it was better than town!
We moved to Arizon for my step-fathers health when I was somewhere around 14, and there, in that Arizona Desert, I quickly 'found myself'. Life has forced me, on occasion into other 'professions', but in my heart, Cowboyin' has always been the only way of any worth.
Not all these tales are of Cowboyin', but they are all about a Cowboy.
I hope you'll enjoy these tales as much as I have enjoyed pulling them out of my memory and writing them down... I swear... with very little artistic license, and 'creative memory', they are all the way it happened!
When I was 14, just after landing in Arizona, and a long 40 years and more ago, all I wanted to do was Cowboy. I had no other ambition. As soon as I got out of school I was down to a stable near our house. City kid trapped in the wrong world!
Rex Morris, the old Cowboy who owned the place, ran a small herd of Herefords down in the Santa Rita Mountains, south of Tucson. Weekends, if I wasn’t working his horses, I was chasing his cows, down in those Arizona Mountains.
Trouble was, my Momma had no desire to have a Cowboy in the family. At various times I was “grounded” away from “Cowboy Things” for various reasons. But trying to keep a kid away from Cowboyin’ is like trying to stop the wind from blowing in Wyoming.
You can try, but I’d not make much of a bet on the odds of your success.
This was before the song, but she had the sentiment working already. “Mommas, don’t let your babies grow up to be Cowboys!”
About the time I turned 16, Rex had gotten word from Anamax or maybe it was Anaconda Mining (a bit foggy now!), from whom he leased the ground, that he needed to reduce the number of cattle on that land.
The thing that promised to make this just a little western was the fact that most of those cows had never been worked. Rex had taken 125 head of bred heifers and a few bulls and turned them out on that ground when he landed the lease.
Those heifers had been maybe 3 months from calving when he turned ‘em out. This was now maybe 2 ½ years later. Some of the Cows there now, were that first seasons calves!
These were horned Hereford and wilder than the Mule Deer that grazed with them!
Heck, we didn’t have no idea of even how many head we were looking for! We figured somewhere in excess of 400 at least, and a good number of those cows weren’t cows at all! They were long two year old, horned Hereford Bulls! And Wild Bulls at that!
So, in the late summer, early fall of, I believe, 1968, we started gathering these wild cows. For me this was a “secret gather”. If Momma found out, I was gonna be in it deep!
That country is rough. I mean if you aren’t going straight up you’re going straight down, or you’re not moving!
We’d swing a rope on some 1500 lb bull crashing down a dry wash only to have him cut around the north side of a mesquite just as we went around the south side. Made for some pretty classy wrecks! Genuine, un-adulterated, double rectified, western!
Maybe the worst was if you made the mistake of putting your rope on a calf. Those wild old sows didn’t run over to their bawling calves. They’d come running down that rope looking for the fool at the end of it, who had the audacity to slap it on her calf!
So there you’d be, tryin’ hard to get loose from your end of that rope before she took you loose from your hide!
It was much better to catch her. The kid would come along where ever you drug
her!
Of course there were quite a few who’d come down that rope no matter what! Didn’t matter one little bit to her which of ‘em was on the end of your rope. She was just mad and by God, somebody was gonna’ pay!
You had to work quick, and get the beast snubbed off to a tree until she either settled a bit or somebody else came to help drag her to a trailer.
With two ropes on her you had a lot better chance of convincing her to co-operate!
But that was the only way this gather had any hope of happening. One at a time. These buggers were too wild to even think of trying to drive them. Just catch ‘em one at a time and drag ‘em in to the trailer or just tie ‘em to a tree and let ‘em fight that for a few hours.
That would usually tone down their animosity just a little! But any way you looked at it, it was western!
I gotta say, for a kid, living the dream , as wild as it was, it was sweet! I was giggling like a fool every time I hit the dirt in a cloud of dust! It was pure Cowboy and I loved it.
I’m probably in trouble if Momma reads this! It’ll be the first time, after some 40 years, that she finds out about my secret gather! The subject just never came up
One thing you’ll rarely get a Cowboy to do is admit he don’t know something about the country he rides.
The mountains, the rivers, critters, horses, trees, cattle .... or .... flowers.
Especially when he’s dealing with city folk or “townies” as many call them. They ask a question about anything, out on the ranches and the hand they’re asking will have an answer. It’s his home. He feels sort of guilty if he doesn’t know, so he knows!
He has an answer whether he has one or not!
Now, much of the time the answer will be true and fact. But, there are those times when ignorance opens the door for imagination.
I’m not talking about lyin’ or cheatin’ here. This is more along the lines of tellin’ tall tales or yarnin’ like the old mountain men used to do. Sort of stretching things a mite.
So this beautiful July day, guiding a small group along a canyon wall above the Snake River, a young girl asked me:
“Brian? What’s that flower called?”
Huh? A flower? What’s a flower called? I’m a Cowboy and a Bronc Rider, not a
florist!
That’s what I thought. What I said, as the thought is still flowing through my brain
(a short trip by any description!) was, “Oh, that’s a Colorado Rocky Mountain Red Flower!”
“WoW! Thanks!” she giggled.
I remember thinking, “Probably shouldn’t have hung that “Colorado” on there, considering we’re in Wyoming!”
Maybe twenty minutes down the trail that same sweet little thing asks:
“What’s the name of THAT flower Brian?”
“Rocky Mountain Blue Flower!” I reply with supreme confidence. Thought I was pretty smart, dropping the “Colorado” off an’ all!
“Thank you” she replied ...... seemed a little tentative to me.
Wasn’t but a few hundred yards down the trail I got her final question.
“Brian?”
“What ‘cha need lil’ bit?” says the Cowboy.
“Is that flower over there a Rocky Mountain Yellow Flower?” is her query.
“You betcha’ Darlin’!” I replied.
“Yeaaaah...., right., Thought so ........”
I got the definite impression that little gal just wasn’t seeing me as an authority on western flowers
I’ve always prided myself on being a good neighbor. When help’s needed I’m there. I keep my dogs from barking all night. Make sure the fences are mended so horses aren’t eatin’ the boss lady’s flowers... and if I’m gonna pee off the porch, I make sure there ain’t no audience.
Over the years, I’ve also come to realize that there’s plenty of folks who just ain’t that careful.
Was only a year or so after I’d come home from the army, I was renting a trailer in a raunchy little park on the north side of Tucson. I was working the mines and doin’ some horse tradin’ at the time. Drinkin’ most of what I made in the mine and kiddin’ myself into believin’ I was makin’ any money at the other.
There was, in that little red neck trailer park, another fella who drank just a mite more than I did. He was just a lot further along the road that boozin’ will lead you down. Somewhere along the way I figured out it wasn’t a road I was enjoyin’ all that much and I found another way to go.
Anyway, this particular summer I spent a while in those high grade accommodations. Now, folks in that sort of community tend to take care of their own difficulties and usually don’t involve authority types... and that’s just how it was there.
The place not being as clean as it might have been, also tended to have an over abundance of buzzing pests. Luckily, it being in the desert, the pests were mostly just flies, and few if any, skeeters.
This Ol’ boy I had for a neighbor, I truly wish I could remember his name... didn’t like flies. I mean he ... REALLY... didn’t like flies. He was also awful darn lazy. So, considering how he kept the place... there was little shortage of flies for him to dislike.
Being lazy as he was he just couldn’t see no sense in gettin’ out of his big, dirty, easy chair, to go swat a fly. Not when he could set there and pop ‘em with a bolt action Marlin!
So there he’d set. You can see the picture can’t you? Pot bellied old man, weeks growth of grey beard, dirty coveralls over a just as grubby a white T-shirt, sitting in his big, dirty, lime green easy chair, empty Budweiser cans all around him on the floor?
He’d take a long pull on a can, toss it on the floor, grab the Marlin, work the bolt, throw it to his shoulder... POP!... “Gotcha sum bitch!”....
It was real interesting livin’ there. First time it happened I run outside wondering what the noise was... till another neighbor advised it was safer to just stay inside... and watch TV layin’ on the floor.... “He mostly only shoots the ones on the ceiling anyway... he can’t see the ones on the walls too good!” He was a pretty good shot I guess, though it was hard to tell for sure... bellied down on the floor like we were.
When I asked why no-one ever called the law they replied: “Aw hell, no sense raisin’ a big fuss... he’ll git drunk an’ fall asleep soon enough!”
Yep, good neighbors. Ya gotta love ‘em.
A young rooster of a cowboy gets a lesson from a bull moose.
There are smarter things to do than irritatin’ a Bull Moose getting his breakfast!
A man has to get up early to be in time for the lessons a Bull Moose will give him!
I was wranglin’ dudes and packing up in Wyoming. Part of the job was to go find the horses in the morning. So I’d be in the saddle by 5am to go a lookin’.
Not a bad time I’m here to say. Mists rising off the water. Sand Hill Cranes gliding down the course of the Snake river. I could hear a Loon somewhere off in the distance. It really makes a man happy he’s living a Cowboys life. Even if the wages wouldn’t feed a family of chiggers!
This particular morning, must be about 6am by now, I’m having no luck finding the herd.
It’s later in the season and they have little intention of being found. So now I’m frustrated and getting bored. Been probably 6 or 7 miles at a long trot in the last hour or so. Not a horse hair to be found.
Nothing gets into more difficulty than a bored Cowboy. His imagination has time to start cooking so you can bet that trouble’s on the way.
Well, I ride down a slope, out around a point of timber sticking out into a big park, and there below me is a young Bull Moose grazing his breakfast in a soggy bog. Riding up I get the bright idea to talk to him.
Now you can’t just talk American to a moose. They haven’t got no idea what that noise is about. You got to talk to them in moose! So you grunt, and cough and squeal, just like they do. So there I am a gruntin’, a coughin’ and a squealin’. That gelding I’m ridin’ that morning ain’t likin’ this at all, not any of it.
He’s jumpin’ and jiggin’ and wantin’ outa there and right now! The Bull, he’s gruntin’ back, thrashin’ water, makin’ false charges but mostly just talkin’ tough. I just laughed at the both of ‘em. Noisy, big talkin’, hairy, walkin’ hat rack, is what I told that moose he was.
Must have took offense at that last remark, ‘cause out of that bog he come, flingin’ mud and crud 8 feet high!
I kinda thought it was a bit more than a false charge so I let that gelding swap ends and rattle on up out of there.
Must have rode a hundred feet or so before I bothered to look back. I truly expected to see that grumpy hat rack standin’ on the bank of that bog watchin’ me leave.
I was wrong.
That sucker was 50 feet back and comin’ strong! “What the heck are you dawdlin’ for?” I screech at that gelding, and start the old western movie, over and under with the loose ends of those reins! Get us the H_ _ _ outa here!”
He got tired of “educating” me after about two hundred yards, and I was sure willing, at that point, to accept the lesson! I was giggling glad I had picked the fastest horse in my string that morning!
Never knew, before then, that a moose can outrun a horse for a little while! He gained on us the whole time. That bugger could have wiped his nose on my hip pocket when he quit chasing me!
I giggled all the way back to the barn, while the gelding (the smarter of the two of us) wondered what in the heck was so funny?!
I was wrangling a season up in Yellowstone country. It’s a fairly laid back sort of life, so there was plenty of time for my imagination to create some hijinks.
Inspiration often came to me on the spur of the moment. I sometimes wondered if other folks could hear the CLICK! In my head when an idea would pop up in there!
This particular day I was in the tack shed doing repairs on bridles. We had a big group going out that afternoon, maybe twenty riders.
When the time came to start putting folks horseback, I got up, turned from the bench where I was working, and headed for the door. As I turned, my eyes fell on a hay hook hanging on the wall beside the door.
Click! ............ I swear you could hear the formation of another goofy, off center, cowboy idea inside my head!
Snatching that hook off the wall, I stuffed it up the right sleeve of my raggedy denim jacket. Grasping it, I pulled my hand up inside the sleeve, and stepped out into the sunshine of another Wyoming afternoon.
The crowd outside spotted me right quick as I swaggered across the yard to the corral. All eyes were on me as I bridled horse after horse, with one hand and a hook!
It was all I could do to keep a straight face as I worked. I could see everyone watching the poor crippled Cowboy and whispering back and forth!
I surprised myself a little bit as well. I worked that hook pretty good!
Finally, the herd was bridled up so me and the other hand bridling up stepped out of the corral.
The crew had gotten fairly used to my shenanigans, so they said nothing and just went along with this latest “event” just to see where it would take us.
Now is where it really got to be fun! I walked up to a young kid, maybe 12 or 14 years old. His eyes followed me close as I approached ...... and mostly that hook! I came up on his left side and threw my right “hook” around his shoulders. Sort of poked him a little when it landed. Poor kid nearly fainted.
Every eye on the place was glued to that hook. A one armed Cowboy!
“Howdy son!” says I. “You a horseman are ya? Pretty good rider?”
“Y....Y.....Y...... e.e.e ...... s ....... s ...... S ...... i ...... r! I .... I .... I th ...... th ...... think
s.... s ...... so s .... s .... sir!”
“Well good! ‘Cuz I got a special bronc for a tough nut like you! Heck, he ain’t bucked nobody off in more ‘n a week!”
That kids eyes swelled up the size of a medium pizza! He was quiverin’ like an Aspen tree in a tornado!
Turning back toward the corral, nearly choking, I had to chew on my lip to keep the laughter in.
I pulled the biggest horse in the corral out for this youngster. As I led him up I thought that little fella was gonna fall over. I’ve not heard wheezing like that outside of a hospital!
Between the hook and the “buckin’ horse” claims, that kid was reeling. Just a little too western for this little easterner!
Well, he had some sand! Stuck his foot in the stirrup and started dragging himself aboard.
Boy, did he accelerate his mounting...when I goosed him with that hook!
Watching that crowd, watching me, was about the most entertainment I had all summer!
It was right sweet!
I “decided” the bridle on that big sorrel needed some adjustment, so I started fiddling with the buckle on the cheek piece.
OOPS! I let the straps slip loose. The bit fell out of that caballos mouth, and the whole caboodle hit the ground. So now that kid finds himself mounted by a one armed, hook handed cowboy, on a wild Wyoming bronc, and is hanging onto reins that go to a bridle laying on the ground!
He nearly shot off that saddle. But I have to give him credit. He hung tough. Just sat there shaking.
Now you have to understand, this kid thinks this is a metal munchin’ monster I’ve set him on. In truth, you’d have to take time lapse photos to see if the bugger ever moved on his own!
Well, I say “Crap! Busted!” pick up the bridle off the ground and stomp off to the tack shed. Along the way .... Click! ...... I figure I’ve pushed this about as far as I can. So after I grab up another bridle, I pull that hook out of my sleeve and hang it back on the wall.
As I’m hanging the hook .... CLICK! ....... I leave my hand sucked up inside the
sleeve!
Boy oh boy, now they’re all wondering all over again! Another ripple of whispering behind their hands runs through my audience.
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