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A train came along, and the cows scattered like a covey of
quail. It took us the rest of the day to gather them up.
When we got to the station, we heard that a band of Mexicans
were coming north, hoping to gather a band of horses. Our
Mexican threw his saddle on the train and climbed aboard.
That was the last we saw of him.

There were three big herds ahead of us, and we had to
wait our turn--which was three days away--so we moved the
cattle about five miles west to good grazing and plenty of
water. We could see a light flare up every once in a while.
We didn’t know what it was until we got to Douglas. It was
the smelter dumping slag. We were happy when our turn came.
After corralling the cattle in the dipping pen, the drive was
over. Mr. Nichols was there to pay us off, and Slaughter took

over.

GLEANINGS

I put my mare in a pasture and started looking for my
family. They were camped about four miles northwest of
Douglas. Pa was in Tucson arranging with the Tucson Farms.
He tied down eighty acres and four mules and came back to
Douglas and sold the wagon. He had no horses of his own and
had returned the borrowed team. So after sixteen years in
Mexico, we were back at the line less one wagon and five
horses, but with five more kids.

We heard that my oldest brother was at San Bernadino. I
went to see him. He was harvesting corn for Mr. Slaughter. I
helped him finish, and he went to Tucson, and I went back to
san Jose to see if there was anything to salvage.

The Mexicans had cut the fences and had turned the horses
loose in the fields. What the horses hadn’t eaten and stomped
into the ground, the range cattle had. There was a man named
Lunt loading two wagons at Langford’s place. The Mexicans
hadn’t scattered all the wheat on the ground for their horses
to eat and to feed the birds. I helped him load. We started

for Douglas.

CHILLS AND CHILI

on the way I came down with malaria and had a chill every
morning, followed by fever. When we got to Douglas, I sold
the mare, my riding gear, and guns and went to a doctor. I
was just a green country boy, and the doctor knew it, so it
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wasn’t long before I left the hot
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AFTER THOUGHTS
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