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It had been a rancher who, in an act of daring and courage, without fear of the place, the Indians, the climate and all the mishaps, had opened the route two years ago.

There he had launched his cattle with luck and success, because he got rid of all his cattle and from there they left to supply cities and towns that lacked meat and paid for it at a good price.

Some ranchers, faced with the possibility of getting rid of their cattle by selling them at a reasonable price, did not hesitate to jump into the vicissitudes of the uncertain and dangerous route ...

Ranchers is a story belonging to the Far West collection, a collection of novels developed in the American Wild West.
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WHEN A MAN IS IN THE BLOCK ...

It was the year 1870, a turbulent year in Texas and even more so in San Antonio, where the entire cattle movement in the region had been concentrated.

The long-eared route that Jesse Chisholm had bravely opened two years ago, to drive the thousands of cattle that no one knew what to do with them because of the mess that had caused the end of the Civil War, was in full swing.

The businesses in what was the wide and long theater of the war were almost paralyzed, there was no favorable market where to place the cattle; These had multiplied extraordinarily during the war and the half-depleted ranchers made heroic efforts to be able to place their cattle and level their businesses impoverished by the war.

It had been Chisholm who, in an act of daring and courage, without fear of the place, the Indians, the climate and all the mishaps, had opened the Abilene route two years ago and there he had launched his cattle with luck and success, because they got rid of all their cattle and from there they left to supply cities and towns that lacked meat and paid for it at a good price.

When the news was known, other ranchers had imitated him the following year and as San Antonio was the head of the route, that had become a hotbed of cattle, laborers and other elements that, as a consequence of the new business, came the same than flies to a tasty honeycomb.

Some ranchers, faced with the possibility of disposing of their cattle by selling them at a reasonable price, did not hesitate to jump into the vicissitudes of the uncertain and dangerous route. In between starving and counting on more than enough cattle to rebuild their farms and usefully expose themselves, they preferred the latter.

The peons, some of them brave by nature, others brave by necessity, were also willing to support their employers. It was the means of securing their jobs in danger and having good pay, since these were in tune with the effort to make a contribution.

The route had created several new businesses derived from the basic one. Some experts in cattle, with money to be able to use it, stalked the arrival of small herds, which were hardly worth throwing them on the road because the utility would never be at the level of danger and they approached the modest owners offering to buy their cattle at the foot from the river.

It was true that the price to pay was low, but many accepted it. It was safe money, avoiding the fatigue of the route, the danger of not arriving with the cattle and the expense of paying the peons assigned to driving.

These traffickers gathered several small bundles to form one, nourished, serious, worthy of the effort and the risk to run, and when they had four or five thousand cattle gathered, they threw themselves into the prairie on their way to Abilene.

And under the protection of this tidal wave, there was no shortage of laborers who came to the smell of the pipes to enroll in them with good pay. They knew of the dangers to run, but they also knew that at the end of the route there were many dollars waiting for them to have and a cattle town, where they were offered all kinds of vices and distractions, where they could spend those dollars and make up for their fatigue. of driving.

But they weren't all pawns in the proper sense of the word. There were also many adventurers, unscrupulous people, deserters from the armies who had wandered through Texas at the jump of kill, if not to the assault of what they found on the way and graduates of the Army, who, without occupation, because job offers were scarce, they demonstrated willing to try their luck with the traveling teams, since many packets arrived without enough personnel for the route.

Others came with less noble intentions. It was known of some small drivers who, after hiring men who called themselves laborers without work at random, after they left San Antonio behind, in the middle of the road, had conspired to seize the bundles they drove, eliminating their owners and addicted laborers. , to establish themselves as owners and arrive with the cattle to Abilene where they sold them doing a great business.

And there were also some organized gangs that, on the lookout for opportunities, spied on the arrival of the hatajos, learned how much was useful to their ignoble business and, at the opportune moment, fell on the hatajos and if they did not have enough men To defend them, they seized them in the open prairie and continued their driving until they were liquidated in Abilene.

There were various other kinds of robberies, of which the rude cattle owners were always victims, but with the above it is enough to realize the moral climate that reigned in San Antonio in the spring of the year 1870.

And although nothing has been said about those who lived under the cover of gambling and the night robberies against which they were known to offer some loot, they were also part of the plethora of undesirables and exploiters who had settled in the populous city.

And they could not be without audacious gunmen, who, like the Thompsons and some others, exercised their hegemony in the town, without anyone daring to stand up to them because of how dangerous the attempt could be.

Among the harshest and most dangerous that this year ruled the city by imposing its law and force, Gregory Scott stood out, a tall, well-built, dark man, with shiny black eyes, a narrow and silky mustache, thin lips and cruel and pronounced chin. He dressed very elegantly and possessed fine hands, with long, well-groomed fingers, which denounced him as a professional at playing cards.

Of Gregory absolutely nothing was known. He had appeared in San Antonio as a blazing meteor at the start of the route and, in less than two years, had become the most popular and dangerous figure in San Antonio.

He had started playing, to later run a gaming table in an important gambling den in the city. Later he gave up the table, and it was no longer possible to define his activities, although it was said that he was one of the main promoters of the incipient business of buying cattle from ranchers, and then sending them to Abilene in the charge of men he trusted.

Of these he always had some to the retort. They were his court of honor and also his personal guard, and if Gregory was personally dangerous, with this escort he was invulnerable.

But it wasn't just Gregory who wielded some pernicious influence in San Antonio. There were other leaders or group leaders, dedicated to unlawful businesses, although, apparently, to avoid clashes that were not beneficial to them, they had delimited the fields and were careful not to compete for the serious consequences that could be caused to them.

Among the most prominent, even though he was not close to Gregory's height, was a fellow named Woodrow Harding, a rather fat man of medium height, in his mid-thirties, with an unpleasant face. He was gruff, fighter, and boasted of having been a cowboy, to later enlist in the Army of the South, from which he had deserted to become a ranch robber during the Postwar period.

At the beginning of the route, he had stopped in San Antonio with some of those who formed his marauding gang and with them, he had dedicated himself to snooping around taverns and gambling halls, to take note of those who made money or came to the city to stalk them. like wild beasts and attack them if the occasion was favorable, depriving them of their money when not of life.

A regular in the most dangerous places in San Antonio, he had made acquaintance with Gregory and had been obsequious and sycophantic to him. His idea was to convince Gregory to partner with him and become part of his livestock organization. Harding understood that it was a bigger and healthier business and since he did not dare to face the dangerous gunman, he pretended to work alongside him, offering to contribute an amount to the business if Gregory agreed.

The latter had delayed the matter. At the moment he did not need partners, since it was enough to organize his business and, since he had people who seconded his orders with certainty that they would be carried out, he did not have to distribute profits that did not need help to obtain them.

On the other hand, something had happened recently that Gregory did not like. His men had discovered a guy with a few thousand dollars who wanted to spend it on cattle, and Gregory was planning a trap to clean that amount from him, without even giving him the horn of an antler in return.

But before his plan came to fruition, Harding had sniffed the guy's money and one night, when he was going to the inn, he was robbed and robbed of the money, after giving him a tremendous butt to the head that left him senseless on the road. Nobody knew who had committed the robbery, but Gregory had very strong suspicions to blame Harding for the robbery on the dealer and it was something he was not willing to forgive, because his pride did not allow anyone to step on a good deal.

Gregory had tried to get the truth out of Harding about the robbery. He wanted to have the certainty that he was not wrong, to know what to expect later.

But Harding, with an enigmatic smile, had answered:

“I don't know what you're talking about, Gregory.

“I think I have spoken perfect English.

“Well, yes, but..., don't you think that everyone's business is personal things that they shouldn't be aware of? If I asked you about certain things, you would tell me something similar.

Gregory realized that he would not make him speak and replied:

“I did not ask you in the spirit of mixing in your affairs, Harding. It seemed to me that the assault had your stamp on it and that's why I commented on it. I think, as you say, it is better to talk about something else.

"Agree. We each defend ourselves as best we can and in that aspect you carry the important part.

“Has anyone given it to me? I have known how to start my own business and I defend it as you do yours. There is for everyone.

The conversation had ended there, but Gregory was more convinced than before that the business had been screwed up by Harding.

And like Harding, despite being a rather tough and dangerous element, he was in danger.

And Harding, who was suspicious and shrewd, must have guessed that there was something threatening to him in the question and was on his guard. You couldn't play with Gregory and if he had spoken to him about that matter because of something that affected him, he had to live very alert so as not to be swept away by his rival.

Two days later, shortly before sunset, Gregory entered "El Caballo Salvaje", a bar-gambling den he frequented regularly, and at the bar he discovered Harding. When he saw him, he got a little stiff, but, greeting him with a smile that wanted to be capturing, he invited him:

“Have something for myself, Gregory.

"Thanks; give me a "whiskey".

He approached the bar, where the drink was served.

Hardin asked:

"How around at this hour?

"I am making time until eight o'clock that I will meet my friends in" The Silver Dollar. "

“I don't have much to do until later either. Would you like to kill time playing poker?

Gregory was going to refuse, but thinking quickly, he replied:

“Well, I have to kill time on something.

Harding ordered a deck and two more glasses of "whiskey" and pointed to a table where they were to be served.

The game began and after a while of fluctuation, Gregory began to win several hands in a row.

Harding accused the loss without blinking. He must have been used to the ups and downs of fortune and had the nerves to endure his jams.

Cold and impassive, he continued to play, while Gregory, with a slight and strange smile, seemed unaware of the ups and downs of the game and accepted the stakes with unconcern.

But little later, the tables were turned. Gregory began to lose, and while maintaining the same carefree attitude, he was following the incidents of the game with interest.

From time to time, while his opponent was shuffling, he moved the gold coins on the table and just let them slide in a row along his pincer-shaped fingers he knew which ones were in the piles.

Until one of the tricks was finished, he pushed the cards saying softly:

“Let's just leave it like that, won't we?

"As you like. It seems that now that you lose you don't like it that much.

"No, I do not like. I've let you beat me eight hands in a row by cheating on me, and while I've played with your money, I can admit it. In the case of mine, it would be something else.

“Did you say eight times?

"Fair. Do you think I haven't noticed?

"I supposed it, but you will not deny that there have been as many tricks as you made me at the beginning. I realized it too, but I was confident of getting my money back. If not ...

"What would have happened? Gregory asked softly.

"Who knows!

“You, who have launched the threat.

“It is better to leave it at that. Nothing happened and ...

“I don't like men who turn back after releasing their tongue. When you threaten, you have to support the guy or else you expose yourself to being called a pig coward.

Harding, hearing the offense, realized that his opponent had provoked that set only for the purpose of making a fight and, knowing him, did not want to give him the slightest margin of advantage. He jumped to his feet, putting his hand to his side, while Gregory had not moved from his seat, a little removed from the table.

But Harding only had time to get the "Colt" out, because when he wanted to use it, it was late. Gregory, from his seat with only moving his hand and tilting the weapon, had fired placing two bullets in the belly of his opponent.

His revolver was ready to be fired without the need to draw it. The tip of the holster had been cut off and the trigger was exposed so that just by dropping the hand he could shoot.

Harding groaned in agony and fell flat on the table, scattering the coins in front of him.

The money fell to the ground with a loud clink, and Harding, leaning sideways, also fell, writhing in death throes.

A huge commotion broke out in the bar. The customers rushed to the table where the dramatic scene had taken place, when Gregory coldly stood looking defiantly at everyone.

“Do not be alarmed, gentlemen, that nothing has happened. This toad allowed himself to make certain threats against me and I invited him to support them like men. As you can see, I let him take out the revolver, but he must have had lead in his hands and he never used it. Anyway, the intention to use it against me is enough and they have witnessed it. I am sorry, but I am not a man who can be threatened with impunity.

With complete tranquility, sure that no one was going to lift a finger in defense of the fallen, first because nothing linked them to him and second because he was well known not to ignore how dangerous it was to face him, he left the bar leaving Harding dying.

The time to bill him for the business that had stepped on him had arrived and he would no longer stand in his way by making him fail a new business.

He went straight to "The Silver Dollar", where some of his men must have been waiting for him and, as soon as he approached them, he said:

"I just shot Harding
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