






























































Chapter 2


Bad Times and Good Horses




























































































I remember one time me and Delmer were mopin’ around near Fort Worth. We were headed to the Bar Eight to sign on for the north drive in early spring to drive cattle to Nebraska. I figured we were a good two weeks out and we had plenty of time to stop off in Cool. Now, Cool is one of them towns you like to see if you’re long on hungry and short on money. For the better part of 22 years, that description fit me and Delmer to a “T”. Delmer wanted no part of stoppin’ off in Cool since the last time he was there his horse throwed him right in the middle of Main Street and he dang near killed himself tryin’ to get right back up with the wind knocked out of him. Turns out that he broke a rib or two in that incident and really messed up his pride. I laughed at him till I was on my knees and heavin’ like a drunk. Course after that there was no use in tryin’ to apologize, cause he wouldn’t hear of it.





When finally at last I caught my breath, I said “Delmer, are you all right?” I couldn’t help grinnin’ at him the whole time as I squatted there with my reins in my hand and my hat pushed back on my head like some kid. Delmer just looked at me and said “well bless God I’ll live but it’s no thanks to you”. That of course cost me another ten minutes in that same position with my horse appearing to have more sense than me. I tried real hard to stifle a snigger but the tighter I kept my lips the higher the pitch as my breath squeezed out of my mouth. Finally I just trumpeted out a hard laugh and Delmer finally grinned at me sorta sideways the way you do when you just want to move along and stop drawin’ a crowd. He toed his horse into a smooth gait and left me squatted and grinnin’. I finally caught up to him and like usual, I hollered DELMER RIDES AGAIN! And then offered to pay for supper. Now that’s no big favor, for the both of us can eat good for about 6 bits but he still took me up on it.





Anyway, I said to Delmer, “how about stoppin’ off in Cool for a day or two to rest up?”  Delmer shot me a look that reminded me of one of them go yonder looks my mama used to give my Pap when he said something a little off color at the table or in front of the preacher. Delmer said “I ain’t lost nothing in Cool except a weeks worth of wind and I figure I’ll never get that back so I ain’t interested.” Well, I knew I had my work cut out for me to convince him but I also had eight or ten miles or so to do it in. “You know I was thinkin’ “ Delmer finally said after about an hour of small talk and big plans. “Thinkin’ about what?” I asked him. “I was just thinkin’ that before I get to the Bar Eight I need some supplies like extra coffee, cartridges, plug tobacco and all.” I knew then we were headed to Cool but I didn’t realize how close we were to not making it to the Bar Eight at all.





Delmer Green is nothing if not practical. He prides himself on being practical and that practicality has saved our worthless hides on more than one occasion. I asked Delmer once when we first started ridin’ together why he didn’t smoke and chewed plug tobacco instead. Delmer said “you ever try rollin’ one and ridin’ at the same time?” “Besides, ever time you cross a little water your tobacco’s all wet. Course it don’t matter if your gonna chew it, but it gets on your nerves if you gotta wait for it to dry to smoke it.” I had to hand it to him, his argument made sense. Just like always takin’ extra coffee. Delmer’s a fiend about havin’ extra coffee. Once on a drive to Kansas City, Delmer was the only one that had any coffee and he made GOOD money on that extra 2 pounds of coffee til we got to Kansas City. An extra box of shells or as Delmer calls ‘em “cartridges” don’t take up hardly any room but when your down to your last 6, just knowin’ you have another box is a welcome relief.





When we got in sight of Cool, I said “well Delmer, here we are.” “Who’s we? You got a rat in your pocket?” He said then he laughed out loud and toed into a trot as we headed toward the livery to get some good oats for the horses. 


We left ‘em and walked up the street toward the “Skillet Restaurant” on the right. As we walked dust kicked up, even off the sidewalk, and I couldn’t get over how dry it was. Our dirty boots kept rhythm together as we walked like we rode most of the time, in silence. As we passed the mercantile store what’s his name was puttin’ out new brooms for town women that had floors and wanted to keep ’em clean. He had barrels of mattock or grub hoe handles sittin’ right by the door. I liked the smell of that store, it smelled the same as every one I was ever in but the smell reminded me of bein’ a kid. I can remember walking into the store and some parts smelled musty and other parts closer to the front smelled like wool, wax paper and hard candy. I nodded and hardly got so much as a grunt from what’s his name. I guess because we were just saddle tramps passin’ through. On the head end of a drive, there’s no money paid out so no “big spenders” to smile at, just ordinary everyday plain folk that’ll live and die right here. “Not me and Delmer” I thought as we rounded the corner and crossed the street. 





Stepping up onto the plank sidewalk on the other side I could hear the out of tune player piano sorta wheezing out music. It used to sound good before it got  shot up by the Hayes brothers 6 or 8 years ago. Now the loud parts of the songs just sorta rattled and vibrated against the bullet holes and it sounded like a big bass bee startin’ to buzz. You could hear that low buzz all over town and it seemed to draw trouble out from under every rock to it.  As we passed the swingin’ doors, Delmer shot a glance inside just in time to see a young, bloody nosed cow puncher come flying out backwards. It looked to me like he was laying back to get a shave and riding his spurs since his whole body was straight as a stick. He scooted right past us and into the street where he collapsed into a cloud of dust, cussing and blood. 





As he tried to stagger to his feet the doors flew open again, but this time they opened at the push of the nose masher of that kid in the street that still was having a hard time getting his wits about him. This gent appeared to be a good 10 or 12 years older than the kid and probably weighed 220 on the hoof. In 3 quick steps he was in the street letting the cuss words fly as he stood straddle of the kid. It appears the kid had foolishly tied his horse up too close to the big man’s horse. The kid’s horse had about as much experience around strangers as the kid, and from what I could gather from the barflies that poured out to watch the fisticuffs, it bit a hunk the size of an apple out of the big mans horse. The big man was gonna shoot the horse right there for bitin’ his horse but the kid interrupted and threatened that he would whip the man if he so much as looked at his horse.





I had to give the kid credit for havin’ grit, but I was afraid his grit was gonna’ get him and his horse killed. After 2 or 3 more solid licks from a huge right fist to his head, the kid collapsed in the dust only to be kicked by the big man. For Delmer, a fight’s a fight but when it’s over drop it. Delmer walked over to the big man who appeared much smaller until Delmer stepped off the sidewalk and stood directly behind him. When he grabbed his shoulder the big man turned and spat as he yelled for Delmer to turn him loose. Delmer said “looks to me like you’ve proved your point, no sense in killing him” and that seemed to make the big man get even madder. He turned to see who had interrupted him and he had a look in his eyes that made ‘em look shaky, like a teakettle when it’s boiling good. He grabbed for Delmer but still standing straddle of the kid in the street he nearly lost his balance and had to hop 2 good times to keep his balance. Seeing his chance Delmer sorta rabbit punched him as he got even with him and the man fell headfirst into the raised sidewalk.





The sound his head made when it hit them planks was sickening like dropping gennea eggs on a rock. It split wide open and he collapsed into a sweaty, bloody heap. He had a gash across the top of his head than ran from ear to ear and I could see white pieces of bone and soft looking chunks of brain. His eyes rolled back in his head and he started making a gurgling sound when he tried to breathe. Delmer leaned over him as the gurgling sound stopped and then looked up at me and swallowed hard.  His face was ashy lookin’ and I thought he was gonna wretch right there in the street. Sweat popped out on his forehead and everything than had happened in a blur seemed to speed up and all Delmer wanted to do was get out of the street away from the bloody man with his brains mashed out the top of his head. 





I looked at Delmer and knew that the horses were still at the livery and the two of us couldn’t run anywhere. I thought for a minute he was gonna cry but then he seemed to get kindly mad. “Somebody get the Doctor!” Delmer screamed but anybody that could see him knew the big man was dead. Two or three men ran off and I figured one would get the Doctor, one would get the Undertaker and one would get the town Marshall. A bigger crowd was gathering now and I felt littler and littler. My mouth was as dry as it had ever been and Delmer looked like he might fall over just any time. “Come here and set down” I told him and on weak spindly legs he moved toward where I was standing. Looking older than his forty three years he set down on the sidewalk and let his shoulders sag. 





“Get outta the street!” I admit I saw the belly before I looked the Marshall in the eyes. By the way his badge was resting, I could only see the bottom edge since his gut forced it to lay instead of  hang on him. He walked real straight and took short little painful steps toward where me and Delmer was settin’. The crowd moved around and it seemed easier for all them people to move than for the Marshall to walk out of his way. A lot of men were standing around and in just a little bit of time kids had already ran back and forth and the news was spreading fast. I could hear people whispering “who killed Charlie Barton?” and I didn’t see it as a killing exactly, but I didn’t say anything. The fact was one minute ol’ Charlie was puttin’ a hurtin’ on some kid and the next he was layin’ next to the sidewalk with his brains busted out. The Marshall stood near Delmer who had his hat pushed back and was still sweating in spite of sittin’ in the shade in early spring. “What happened here” the Marshall wheezed and left his mouth open and jaw set like he was holding a gravel between his jaw teeth as he looked over the crowd for somebody sober to give an account. 





Finally he looked at me and Delmer and cursed and said “tell me what happened!” The kid in the street started coming to and spitting out blood and teeth and crying that he didn’t mean to hurt anybody some of the drunks from the bar just roared and laughed in spite of the dead man laying at the sidewalk. “Shut up!” the Marshall roared at the kid and he focused on me and Delmer again as his left hand rested on the butt of a .45. “It’s like this Sheriff” Delmer started and was cut off by a loud string of oaths by the Marshall and a correction about his title. Delmer tried to explain what had happened as a crowd got bigger and two more Barton brothers rode up. The Doctor walked up looked down and walked past “Charlie” laying in the street and went over to see about the kid. The under taker came from the other direction and saw the Doctor working on the kid and looked almost disappointed until somebody pointed him toward Charlie laying with his eyes open and neck outta sorts near the sidewalk. As the crowd milled a little more nervously, Delmer got up moved toward the Marshall and with palms open and pointed upward started tryin’ to explain what had happened. The Marshall looked at Delmer real hateful, the way you might look at another man that was staring at your wife or girlfriend. In this particular case, the Marshall had all the cards and he was playin’ every one of ‘em. He yelled for Delmer to shut up and sit down and when Delmer tried to offer just a little more about what had happened, the Marshall backhanded Delmer so hard that tobacco juice flew out of his mouth and splattered in the dust. Delmer kindly staggered backwards and squinted his eyes as he stared at the Marshall, and I could tell he was sizin’ him up to see which one of them had the best odds in this situation.





One thing you have to remember, is me or Delmer neither one had a reputation for bein’ much of a gun hand. Delmer’s old second or third hand navy revolver was almost as old as the kid that Delmer was in a bunch of trouble takin’ up for. Delmer had broke one of the grips off of that old revolver and we replaced it by carving a grip out of an old locust post. What happened was that about 5 years ago, Delmer was sittin’ in the saddle just relaxin’ and about to take a chew as his horse just walked along real slow. We were talking about life in general and how it seemed no matter where we went that sturdy footed women semmed to take up with Delmer right off. He was laughin’ and had his right leg crossed back across his saddle horn as he was fishing for his tobacco in his shirt pocket. He reigned his horse to a stop and me or Delmer  or the horse knew that he had stopped right on a nest of ground hornets. Delmer is funny about his tobacco, because he always tamps it into his jaw with his pointer finger after he has bit off a pretty good chew. He had just bit off the tobacco and I was going on about that ol’ gal next to Midland that would always come lookin'’ for Delmer when them hornets started stinging his horse. Son, that horse almost touched his hind legs with the tip of his nose just as Delmer started to tamp that tobacco into his jaw. It looked to me like the horse was sufferin’ in a terrible way and it was just drawed double and then it started to buck. Course, Delmer had one foot in a stirrup, his reins had been just layin’ in his lap and he had his left pointer finger in his mouth. When that horse started bucking, Delmer bit down on the finger that was pressing the tobacco into his jaw and tried to pull the finger out all at the same time. What he ended up doing was peelin'’ all the hide off of the top of his left pointer finger. He was gaggin, his finger was bleedin’, his horse was bucking and at some point during all this commotion, his pistol flew out of the holster and got stepped on by his horse.  He grabbed the saddle horn with his right hand and as them hornets, that horse and a bleedin’ Delmer past by me, Delmer just stepped right out of the stirrups in a little bit of a trot. He was sweatin’, gaggin, bleedin’ and any other man might have cussed especially when I couldn’t help him for laughing. All I could get out was a big holler and then DELMER RIDES AGAIN!





The hornets chased the horse until it walked out into a watering hole and I got off of my horse and went and got Delmer’s pistol. It was in a pretty bad shape, it had spit, blood, horse manure and a fine coating of dust over it. I started wiping it off as Delmer wrapped his finger in the last clean shirt out of my saddle bags. I noticed that the grip was busted so after we doubled up and went and got his horse I told him I’d help him fix it. I took a small hatchet and split an old locust post to get a piece big enough to start whittlin’ a new grip. It took a while for that finger to get well enough for him to bend it without it crackin’ open and bleedin’. After all them years and til’ the day he died, he had a scar on that finger that never would tan, it seemed to just get whiter.





Now there stood Delmer in the street facin’ the Marshall who seemed to want Delmer to do something about the slap he had just given him. I could tell with everything goin’ on, that Delmer wasn’t thinkin’ too clearly. I stepped off the sidewalk pretty quick and walked toward Delmer. The Marshall yelled at me pretty hateful like and told me to get out of the way and when I looked at Delmer he seemed to want me out of the way too. I couldn’t do nothing but knock the soup out of Delmer when I got close enough and as he started backward, I grabbed him by the collar and sat down straddle of him right in the street. I pressed my knees onto his shoulders as he kicked and yelled at me through gritted teeth to let him up. I knew if he got up we could both be dead, either he’d kill me or the Marshall would kill us both. Finally I heard the “click-click-click” behind me of that .45 being cocked. It’s funny, but that had a calmin’ effect on me and Delmer both. I looked back over my right shoulder and the Marshall was motionin’ me to get up and then for Delmer to do the same thing. After we were up he made us drop our gun belts and the bartender collected them and the Marshall made us walk in front of him to the jail. 





When we got to the jail, I remembered seeing it probly a hundred times and not thinkin’ about it once. Now here we was, me and Delmer and the kid being shoved inside of that plank and stone building and we still hadn’t got anything to eat. The Marshall walked us down past a row of cells on our left hand side. The cells were about eight feet deep and about ten feet wide. The backs and sides were rough limestone and the fronts of the cells were just bars. It looked like a cross tie at the top and bottom of the bars with about inch hole bored into ‘em where the bars went. Because of them cross ties you had to step up and over when you went into the cell. 





The Marshall took all of us to the third cell and opened the door and kindly grunted as he kept the bars between us and him as he stood behind the open door. Inside the cell there was two metal bunks fastened to the stone walls on each side of the cell. Because of the tall building right beside the jail and the little tiny window, this cell in particular smelled musty. The corners were particularly black and had the odor of an outhouse to ‘em. Delmer crawled up to the top bunk and I fell into the bottom one on the left side of the cell. The kid, without sayin’ a word, climbed into the bottom bunk on the other side, faced the wall and started cryin’ again. 





We all three either laid or set in that cell for about thirty minutes without saying anything, and then finally Delmer said “Hey Duv are you hungry?” “I’m so hungry I’m nearly sick” I told him and the kid rolled over and looked at me with red teary eyes and I asked him if he was hungry too. “No sir.” He said. “But I would love to have a drink of water. Do you think they’ll give me a drink of water?” “I can’t imagine why not” Delmer said as he rolled out of the bottom bunk and walked toward the front of the cell. He looked pale and tired and weak all at the same time and I couldn’t help worryin’ to myself how we were gonna get outta this mess alive. “HEY MARSHALL!” Delmer yelled “CAN WE GET A LITTLE SOMETHIN’ TO EAT?” I heard keys rattlin’ and the big door at the end of where the cells were opened. A mousy lookin’ little deputy came up to the cell wearing a hat that looked too big for his head and a gun that looked too big for his hand. His face looked like a dried apple carvin’ of somebody with a great big moustache in the middle that held up his tiny little black eyes. His eyes looked like a field mouse, real, real dark and they stuck out just a little but didn’t miss a trick.  





“Whaht do you fellers whant?” he asked and I knew right off he was hairlipped and that was why he had that big moustache. “What do you have to eat?” Delmer asked him. “Wheve got some beans and breahd” and before he could finish me and Delmer said we’d take that. The kid just asked for a cup of water and rolled back over to face the wall again. Delmer asked the deputy for his name and without even flinchin’ he told us his name was Aubry Spragg. Ol’ Aubry had a kind way of talkin’ that made you forget all about the fact that there was inch thick bars between us an’ him. He left and came back with a little cart with 4 plates of beans and a 4 cups of water and a plate of bread. Me an’ Delmer looked at each other and then it dawned on me that ol’ Aubry was gonna eat with us. That still just made three, but I reckon he hoped that the kid would come around and eat with us too.





Aubry pulled up a stool and set down outside of the cell we was in. We made polite conversation for a few minutes and then he asked Delmer if he’d ever worked on the railroad. Then it hit me, me and Delmer knew Aubry! We’d both forgot his name, but when he mentioned the railroad we recognized him right off. Nearly twenty years before me and Delmer had worked for the railroad clearin’ brush and fixin’ the track beds. Shovellin’ in new gravels, replacin’ old ties or whatever needed doin’. Aubry was just a skinny water boy without that big gun and moustache. 





Me and Delmer always talked about the time we spent workin’ on the railroad. It was a hard time for the whole country, the war between the states was over, but there was a lot of bad blood between a lot of people in Texas. Southerners both deserters and them that fought to the end were pilin’ into Texas lookin’ for work and there were plenty of Yankees lookin’ to make a dollar or two. Me and Delmer just did our jobs either clearin’ brush or shovellin’ gravel and kept our opinions to ourself. Aubry went around with a twenty gallon drum on his back with a tin water dipper. His day carried him by us about four times a day. We worked side by side with the colored men, used the same shovels, eat the same food and drunk from the same dipper. But, when it was time for bed the boss man always separated the colored folk from the white folk. I never did figure that out.





One day me and Delmer was clearin’ brush and right on time about 10:30 in the morning Aubry come by to give us a dipper full of water. He didn’t say much and I guess he was self conscious about how he talked but neither one of us made any fun of him and nobody else did either in front of Delmer. Everybody was glad to see little Aubry come around with the water barrel because it meant a little break. As we stopped for our water, Delmer tried talkin’ to Aubry a little more but as usual he was quiet and didn’t have much at all to say. We drunk our water and started back to work as Aubry made his way up a little bank to his shortcut back and around to the rest of the men. The way the sun was shinin’ and with it bein’ early in the day, it looked like little Aubry was right even with the sun as it topped that little hill. Delmer had just got a shovel full of gravels when we heard Aubry yell “HNAKE! HNAKE! GOOD GOD HHELP ME THERE’S A HNAKE AFTER ME!” I looked up just in time to see it strike at him and it give me cold chills. I knew how it would feel for that big rattler to bite him but Aubry wadn’t makin’ himself an easy target. Him and that barrel went straight up as soon as he heard the rattlin’ sound. When the snake struck at him, all it hit was that water barrel on his back. We heard it thump as it hit and Aubry came back down to the ground with a slosh of spring water. 





Me and Delmer run up the bank toward where Aubry had been, and he come meetin’ us white as a sheet. His mouth was wide open and his eyes was crazy lookin’. “Catch him Duv!” Delmer hollered as Aubry passed us headed the other direction with water sloshin’. I turned to catch Aubry and I was amazed at how fast that little man could run even with that barrel strapped to him. I finally caught him and had to yank him around by the arm to get him to stop running. You could see his heart beatin’ in his neck and he was just gaspin’ for air. Delmer had already killed the snake with his shovel by the time we got back and there was a little bit of a crowd gatherin around to see what the commotion was about. A few of the smart alecks were tellin’ Aubry that it didn’t look like water to them that had made his britches wet and they all laughed him. Finally the boss man come by and set us back to work. As the gang cleared off, nobody noticed that Delmer had cut off that rattlers tail, 13 rattles and a button, and put it in his pocket. When he went by Aubrey he slipped it to him and told him to see just how brave them big talkers was. For the rest of the day, we’d see Aubry go by and then we’d hear somebody holler “SNAKE!” and Delmer would just laugh and laugh. 





Aubry was always grateful to Delmer for what he’d done for him, even though to Delmer it was just a natural thing to do. Now here we set on one side of iron bars and Aubry was on the other. After the railroad job was over, he settled in Cool, grew that moustache, learned how to handle a gun and got a job and got married. He’d have been a better city Marshall than the older, fatter and less personable man that was holding the office now. But as politics go, the talker can usually get the job and somebody else ends up towing the mark and actually doin’ the work. That was the case in Cool. Aubry had all the equipment to do the Marshallin’ job, all except tellin’ everybody that he could do it. So instead of bein’ the Marshall he was the Deputy. 





We set there and eat our beans and bread and I noticed a spot of mold on one of my pieces of bread about the size of a dime. I broke off that piece and laid it to the side of my plate and we kept eatin’ and talkin’. Delmer told Aubry about our horses in the livery and asked that he look in on ‘em and Aubry promised he would. Even though it had been nearly 20 years, to Delmer the friendship with Aubry was just as strong as it had been when we worked together on the railroad. He asked Aubry if he’d bring a few things back outta his saddle bags, another plug of tobacco, his glove leather Bible case and his deck of Rummy cards. Delmer always called ‘em his Rummy cards because he didn’t want anybody thinkin’ that he was a gambler and mistake ‘em for a poker deck even though they could’ve been used for poker. Delmer said a pistol can be used to rob a bank but he’s never used his for that so that made his different from a bank robbers. I guess you could use that same train of thought about his rummy cards too.





We finished eatin’ and the kid was still facin’ the wall. We handed our plates back through the bars to Aubry but he let us keep our cups inside with us. He scooted the water barrel close enough to the outside of our cell that we could reach it and get a drink without havin’ to yell for anybody while he was gone. Aubry left and closed the big door at the far end of the hallway behind him. Even though it was just past the middle of the day outside, the inside of that cell was pretty quiet and dim. We sat there and talked for awhile about what would happen next and what we should do and Delmer figured he could just explain what all happened to the judge when he came through in the next few days. Delmer decided to get a chew of tobacco and he felt in his shirt pocket for the last that he had until Aubry got back. He took a chew, a deep breath and a stroll to the window on the back wall of the cell. Delmer was working that chew of tobacco around in his jaw and enjoying every minute of it. When it came time to spit he climbed up on one of the little stools and spit out the window which was situated on the upper part of the wall. You had to be up on something to spit out of it. Just after he spit, we heard an awful string of cussing and threats and I knew right off that poor ol’ Delmer had spit on the Marshall by mistake. 





Turns out that the Marshall was in a hurry to get to the toilet behind the jail. He walked down the alley and just as he got at the window, Delmer spit without knowing he was down there. He cussed and threatened and fussed for a few minutes then it struck him that he was on his way to the toilet when he got spit on. We heard him walk off down through the alley and then in a few minutes the heavy door at the end of the hall swung open real hard and there stood the Marshall with a big tobacco stain on the right shoulder and collar of his shirt. It didn’t look like that much when Delmer spit, but it must have hit him pretty hard because he had a long, skinny brown stain across his shoulder from his breast pocket in the front to the shoulder seam on the back of his shirt. He was red faced again and his breathin’ was real hard. He come stompin’ towards our cell fussin’ and cussin’ and threatinin’ Delmer again. Ol’ Delmer just stood there and grinned and tried his best to apologize. The Marshall wouldn’t hear of it. After he got through fussin’ Delmer told him, real calmly, give him a spittoon and he wouldn’t spit out the window anymore. The Marshall couldn’t argue with that so when Aubry come in a little while later with the rest of what Delmer had asked for, he had a spittoon and a big grin on his face.





That evening at supper Aubrey came in with more beans, fresh bread, coffee and some real tough pieces of boiled beef. We were all hungry and even the kid rolled out of his bunk to eat with us. Me and Delmer and Aubry sat and laughed and reminisced about old times as the kid just sat there takin’ it all in.





After we had eat and Delmer was enjoyin’ a chew of tobacco, we decided to play a few hands of Rummy. Delmer and me was partners and the kid and Aubry was a pair. Aubry shuffled and dealt our hands and mine wadn’t lookin’ too good at all. I had a three of hearts, the nine of spades (that had a Delmer’s right thumb print in tobacco juice stained on it) and five other useless cards. We played and played and I don’t remember who won I did learn a lot about the kid. Turns out that he was born in Texas and had just decided to move off of the family spread and strike out to see what the world had to offer. He came into Cool, went to get a drink and his whole world fell apart. I felt real sorry for him cause I could tell by lookin’ that he was poor and really wanted to make his mark on the world in another way than behind a plow. So far he wadn’t doing too good but as I’d learned over the years, life is life and you just have to live it. He told us his name was Emory Christian. His family moved to Texas from Missouri after the war and he come along after about 3 years. His Pap had fought for the CSA and still had a piece of a Union mini-ball under his right shoulder blade. Emory’s Pap was pretty much against guns but his Uncle was a crack shot. Bein’ just a kid and not knowin’ enough about livin’ or dyin’, Emory spent a lot of time with his Uncle learnin’ to shoot.





What happened at the saloon was that Charlie had busted Emory in the mouth before the kid knew what hit him. Once he got a little older (if we made it out of this mess) I figured he’d have not only the reflexes but the instincts that it took to be a real gunfighter. I hated to see it, too many graves had been dug too soon for boys just like Emory that would die tryin’ to prove they was a man and all the time they were livin’ a life that somebody else laid out for ‘em. In Emory’s case, it was his Uncle. What his Uncle had forgot to teach him was that it’s a short time livin’ and a long time dead. Bein’ good with a gun never meant nothing if you can’t get it out of the holster.





The next morning Aubry told us over another cup of coffee, cold biscuits and honey that Charlie Barton’s funeral was bein’ held that day. Delmer swallowed hard and got real quiet. Aubry also said that the judge would be through sometime in the next two days and we’d go before him so he could decide what happens next. Delmer got up and walked to the window and looked up at the morning sky. The sun was behind us so the white clouds had a gold edge to ‘em and he just stood there, starin’ up with his right hand wedged into the bend of his left elbow behind his back. He always held his arms that way if he was doin’ some serious thinkin’ or if he was worried. I figured in this case it was both. 





Of the three, I figured my outcome was as pleasant as anybody’s could be. Emory was for sure in a little trouble and who knew what was going to happen to Delmer before all was said and done.


