
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
The Rodeo Clown

 


By Robert O'Hanlin

 


SMASHWORDS EDITION

 


PUBLISHED BY

Robert O'Hanlin on
Smashwords

 


The Rodeo Clown

Copyright 2020 by
Robert O'Hanlin

 


 


This
eBook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. Please share it
with your friends and family through the source you downloaded it.
Please remember that all rights are
reserved, and no part of this eBook may be copied or reproduced by
any means electronic or mechanical or by any information storage
retrieval system without the written permission of the publisher,
except in the case of brief quotations embodied in

Critic’s articles or reviews. Your
respect for the author is appreciated.

 


This
is a fictional book and any resemblance of the characters to any
persons living or dead is purely coincidental.

 


Books
by Robert O’Hanlin

The
Outlaw Series

The
Montana Outlaws

The
Alberta Outlaw

Last
of the Outlaws

 


Others

Windfall

O'Bannions Return

Justice in Lonesome Valley

The
Cougar Man

Branded a Coward

Once a
Gambler

Put
the Gun Down

Bucking the Odds

The
Talking Stick

White
Lion of the Mountains

McCracken’s Land

Back
from the Grave

The
Long Way Home

Brotherly Love

Revenge

Digger McGilvery

Man of the West

Bounty Man

Ride for the Brand

 


 


 


The Rodeo Clown

 


 


 


Table of Contents


Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

 


 


 


 


 


Chapter 1


 


The young man lay on
his back in the dust looking up at the horse who just threw him. He
was not upset because that was what the horse was supposed to do.
Training bucking horses for the rodeo was different than trying to
break them, and this horse had just done a wonderful job.

He had spent the last
seven summers working on his Uncle Henry’s ranch and he enjoyed
every minute of it. Test riding the bucking horses was only one of
his chores, but it was the one he liked the best, even though
getting bucked off or taking the eight second dive landed him like
he was now…laying in the dirt.

He turned and watched
as his Uncle Henry, his namesake, climbed through the rails and
walked over to him. He held out his hand to help him up.

“I was walking by and
stopped to watch. That looks like a good one Hank.”

He had put a lot of
faith in his nephew’s judgment about the bucking horses he was
raising.

“He’s a keeper for
sure Uncle Henry.”

He watched as the
young man dusted off his pants with his hat.

“I’m always worried
when you come off like that, it’s a mystery that you are not all
broken bones.”

Hank laughed as they
walked over to the horse, now standing quietly.

“I’ve learned how to
fall the right way.”

He reached up and took
the horse by the bridle.

“The real mystery is
how one minute this horse can be bucking and kicking like he wanted
to kill me, and now that I’m off he’s as gentle as a lamb”

Uncle Henry reached up
and patted the horse on the neck.

“That’s what makes
them winners with the Rodeo. Trying their hardest to throw off
every rider yet gentle enough to be transported to their next
rodeo. Come on it’s dinnertime.”

Hank unsaddled the
horse and let him run loose in the corral. Henry watched and as
they walked away from the corral on the way back to the house he
was deep in thought. Henry Meacher liked the young man walking
beside him. Aside for the love he had for him as a nephew, he had
an admiration for his work and work habits, wishing that all his
hands had the same.

“I’m going up to the
rodeo in Abilene next week and I think you should enter.”

Hank stopped in his
tracks.

“What! What are you
saying, I couldn’t ride in a rodeo.”

Henry smiled.

“Son, I been watching
you ride for years now and you’re good enough for any rodeo.”

Hank just stood there
not knowing what to say.

“But I know you just
can’t just walk up and tell them that you want to ride.”

Henry slapped him on
the back.

“Don’t worry, being a
stock contractor I have a few connections. The only thing is when I
enter you I have to enter you for two events…what do you want for
the second event, bareback riding or bull riding.”

The rodeo was broken
up in two categories, the rough stock category included saddle
bronc riding, bareback bronc riding and bull riding and the timed
category consisted of calf
roping, team
roping, steer wrestling
and barrel racing. All Hank had ever done
was the bronc riding and he stopped and thought for a minute.

“It will have to be in
the riding category, but I haven’t done either of those others…what
do you think?”

Henry gave him a broad
smile again.

“I think bull riding
would be a hell of a ride.”

Hank looked at the
twinkle in his uncle’s eye.

“I think you’re right.
I’ll do it, but I’ll pay my own entry fee.”

Henry started to walk
away.

“Fair enough, I’ll let
you know.”

He shook his head as
he watched the man he most admired walking in front of him to the
house. The Meacher Ranch had always been a successful cattle ranch
but years ago Henry had started raising bucking horses for the
rodeo, almost as a hobby, and had been a stock contractor for the
rodeo ever since. Although the rodeo part of it was not a huge
money maker for the ranch, the raising and selling of bucking stock
to other contractors had turned into a profitable venture.

He had a string of ten
bucking horses making the rounds from rodeo to rodeo all summer and
the higher points they scored the more valuable it made his stock.
It was not possible to get to all the fifty five rodeo’s sanctioned
by the Professional Rodeo Cowboy Association but it was a full time
job for one of his hands to get to as many as he could. He had to
load and transport all the horses in a horse trailer and make sure
they got to their destination on time, and most importantly, in
good condition.

It was the bucking
horse part of the ranch operation that Hank liked best. When he was
trying to ride one of the broncos he was clear of the conflicts
that were continually dogging his mind. It was a time, during his
studies when he was away from the ranch, that he looked forward to
most.

Two days later Henry
put the registration forms in his hand and as he read them he
looked up quickly at his uncle.

“This is not my
name…”

Before he had a chance
to finish Henry broke in.

“I didn’t think your
father would think much of it if he saw your name in a rodeo.”

Hank laughed.

“You don’t think I’ll
be good enough to get headlines in the newspaper do you.”

Henry gave him a sly
grin.

“You never know boy,
you never know, but it’s almost certain your father would blow his
cool if he knew.”

His visits to the
ranch started at an early age and they were always his most happy
times because his Uncle Henry had been more of a father to him than
his father was. Uncle Henry always made time for him, and if he was
busy he made sure that one of the hands took over the job.

He recalled the time
when he was being bullied at school and the only one he told about
it was Uncle Henry. His answer to the situation of a ten year old
being bullied was to take him out back and spend the afternoon
teaching him how to fight.

That lesson resulted
in a one punch solution to the bulling situation. When he ended up
in the principal’s office she was already aware of the building
problem and was stymied for a solution, until Hank gave it to her.
He accepted her reprimand for hitting and that was the end of
it.

He knew that his
father had little use for his Uncle Henry and he always suspected
that it was because his mother had named him after her brother
instead of him. Growing up he could never remember once his father
calling him Henry. He always called him Hank and it was the name he
got used to. Thinking about his father brought back all the
memories of their divorce and with it the conflicts he fought
constantly in his mind.

Flying was another
time when his mind was clear, he loved the sky and the peacefulness
of being alone at the controls of Uncle Henry’s plane. He had been
taking lessons flying from the ranch for years until he finally
qualified for his licence, but it was something that neither of
them spoke of it to his mother.

The next few days flew
by and they were soon on their way to Abilene. Henry let Hank take
the controls the whole trip because he needed the practice landing
the plane at airports other than the runway at the ranch.

Hank had been to a
rodeo before but had never dreamed of being in one so he listened
to the words of advice from his uncle. He could offer him no advice
on the riding, but he did want to prepare him on what to expect
from the other contestants. Not all the other riders were overly
friendly toward their opponents, especially new ones. It was a
highly competitive sport that now involved big money, both for the
coordinators and the participants.

He knew how to ride
horses, and there wasn’t a horse that he was afraid of, but it was
a little different for the bull riding. That was going to be a
completely new experience…one that had him worried, but Henry’s
soft and kind words kept his anxiety level down somewhat.

He had been riding
bucking horses for Uncle Henry for years but the thought of riding
in front of people and against others was giving him an excitement
that had nothing to do with money. Uncle Henry knew that successful
saddle bronc riding required more than just the ability to stay on
the horse for eight seconds. For the rest of that high scoring ride
the rider must have a certain grace that required precise timing,
thrown together with a big dose of showmanship.

A high scoring ride
required strength and skill, which Hank had, and certain things
that must not be done which he reviewed with him. He saw no need to
fill Hanks head with all those other necessary details, but while
he had no doubt that Hank could stay on the horse he was concerned
about the bull riding.

It required a certain
amount of fearlessness mixed with plenty of fool hardiness for a
man to climb on the back of a two thousand pound bull equipped with
horns that could gore or otherwise injure you and feet that could
stomp you into the ground.

While the bronc riding
requires some finesse, bull riders are mostly judged solely on
their ability to stay aboard the angry, twisting, and bucking mass
of muscle. Bull riding is dangerous and exciting, demanding intense
physical strength, supreme mental toughness and courage making it
the most popular with the audience, and there was no way he could
prepare Hank for that.

Every bull was unique
in its bucking habits. Some may dart to the left, then to the
right, then rear back. Some would spin or continuously circle in
one spot in the arena while others added jumps or kicks to their
spins, but every one of them was a dangerous ride that the
audiences loved.

Knowing he had prepared him as much as he could he dropped
Hank off with a wave and a hardy ‘good luck’. As soon as he
walked through the gate he had no trouble fitting in with the
others because they all had one thing in common. Having something
in common didn’t mean they were willing to offer him any advice
because they were all there to win. He assumed they considered him
as competition, especially since none of them had ever heard of
Hank Crockett.

He was determined that
he would do his best regardless, and while Henry was doing his
business he sat and waited for his turn and studied the other
riders carefully. Each rider, whether they were riding a horse or
bull, was judged by two to four judges taking into account the
style of the rider and the vigor of the animal, and giving points
accordingly.

If the animal did not
score enough points the rider was given a chance for another ride
and since this was a two day event he would be required to ride a
bronc and a bull each day with the top riders competing in the
evening of the second day for the purse money.

Uncle Henry had told
him that he didn’t have to worry about his first draw not getting
enough points. He had drawn a horse named Whiplash and Henry
assured him that he would live up to his name.

When he climbed onto
his back in the chute he knew by Whiplash’s reaction what Uncle
Henry meant. He felt the muscles tighten and he started jumping
before they opened the gate…and then he was riding. When he was
riding Henry’s horses he had never been conscious of the style he
had to have in competition, but he was determined to stay on for
the eight seconds.

Usually riding the
horses at the ranch he counted the seconds, but all he could do now
is concentrate on staying on the beast that was owning up to his
name until he heard the buzzer. Before he knew it a rider was at
his side pulling him off. He could hardly believe that the time was
up and as he walked away he heard the announcer.

“Hank Crockett, give
him a big hand ladies and gentleman, this was his first ever rodeo
ride. It wasn’t the prettiest ride, but he made it.”

He heard the people
clapping and turned toward the crowd, bowed, and took his hat off
to them in a flair, As he walked out of the arena he was wondering
why he hadn’t done this sooner. That feeling was cemented later
when he was quickly thrown by his first bull, and the audience
still clapped.

On the next day he
qualified for a ride in the evenings contest on the broncs but not
on the bulls. His two rides on the bulls had both ended the same
with him on the ground running for the protection of the fence.

The ride back to the
ranch was an exciting one, especially for Hank, as he relived every
moment of his rides to Uncle Henry. Describing the bull rides
didn’t take as long, but he was excited about it just the same.
Henry smiled as he listened, knowing that this is the way it would
be. He had never known a man with so much determination and he was
sure he would fall under the spell of the rodeo.

He knew where that
determination came from because both his father and mother had the
same traits. He was well aware of the turmoil that Hank was going
through about his father because he felt the same way about a man
who would cheat on his wife, regardless of whether the woman was
his sister or not.

Henry had always know
that one day it would come to a head, and deep down he knew his
sister had always known the truth as she listened to her husband,
Hank’s father, blaming his late hours and the nights he did not
return home on the task of building his business.

When the nights became
more frequent that he stayed at the Gentleman’s Club instead of
commuting home she was determined to get to the truth. It was time
that all her suspicions of his indiscretions through the years were
brought to a head, and for her to face the truth.

So one of those nights
he did not come home she went to The Houston Gentleman’s Club to
confront her husband. Her arrival at the club, and insistence on
seeing her husband, was met with resistance by the desk clerk. He
stood his ground, informing her that this was a Gentleman’s club
and women were not allowed, but when she in turn informed him that
she had a gun in her purse and was willing to begin discharging it,
in which case he might be struck by a stray bullet, he changed his
attitude and produced a duplicate key to Room Six.

With the video camera
on her phone turned on she quietly opened the door and switched on
the light interrupting her husband and the other woman in the
middle of their indiscretion. After regaining his composure he
jumped out of the bed and ran toward her in an attempt to grab the
phone, but she quickly stepped backward through the door and into
the hall.

As she exited the
building she met two policemen who asked her about the gun in her
purse and when she produced the purse without any gun she pointed
to the man running barefoot and partially dressed across the lobby
and suggested they check him for a gun.

Her possession of the
video eventually got her everything she wanted in the divorce, but
it left his son with a disrespect for him as a man. Uncle Henry
knew that he was angry about his father’s mistreatment of his
mother, but most of all he was upset about his breaking the oath he
had given his mother at their wedding ceremony. Hank was a man who
believed firmly in a man’s honor, much as Henry did, and breaking
that honor left a man with nothing.

They both knew that
this would be the last summer he worked on the ranch as he was due
to graduate from law school the following year. Henry knew that his
leaving would be like the son he never had leaving, and he dreaded
the day coming. The final days of his last summer went quickly and
Uncle Henry arranged to spend as much time with him as he
could.

 


 


 


Chapter 2


 


Hank Baldwin sat
quietly in a room crowded with graduates and their families,
scarcely hearing the words of the valedictorian speaker. His mother
and sister sat proudly by his side as he grasped his diploma in one
hand and a note in the other.

He looked at the note
that had been delivered to him before the ceremony, it was a hand
written message from his father on the Baldwin Law Group
stationary.

‘Sorry I couldn’t
make it. Don’t be late for work tomorrow.’

There weren’t that
many events in his life like this because he never went out for
sports in high school or law school, but there were a lot of
birthdays missed. It was no less than he expected because his
father had missed most of the other important events in his
life.

Hank was an honor
student with straight A’s up until the time of the divorce and then
his marks started slipping. They were still acceptable but his
mother knew that something was bothering him. Usually children,
especially grown children. learn to cope with tragic events like
divorce or even death, but somehow he was not getting through
it.

Her suggestion that he
go to her brother Henry’s ranch for the summer turned out to be a
good one and eventually she learned that it was not just the
divorce that was bothering him. With Henry becoming so close to him
she learned that it was the way his father had disrespected her by
breaking an oath that upset him.

She never did
understand that point of honor that most men had, but she respected
him for it. She knew he respected his father’s work in building the
largest law firm in Texas but she had doubts, which she kept to
herself, about him working for his father in that firm.

His feeling of
disrespect was at the forefront now as he listened to the final
words of the valedictorian.

“…follow your
dreams, carry through with you ambitions and most of all be your
own person and not be swayed from those dreams and ambitions by
others…”

Those were the words
that stuck in his mind as he crumbled the paper up and threw it on
the floor. He had been influenced by his father for all his growing
up years even to his achieving the law diploma he held in his hand.
His father was a powerful man who had controlled his life...until
now.

He looked over at his
mother and saw the pride in her face and then at his sister Susan
who, at five years behind him, was just entering the same law
school. He felt sure that she would do well and end up working with
their father because she had a different relationship with him.

He presumed it had
something to do with the usual father daughter relationship. Their
mother had never tried to influence her or Hank in any way about
their thoughts toward their father, so she spent time a lot of time
with him and his new wife.

He looked back at his
mother and he knew she was in a good place with her life now. Both
of her children were basically gone from the nest and, all though
it had taken her a while to get back into the dating world, she was
seeing a man on a regular basis now. He was a man who he liked and
he was happy for her, but now it was time that he was happy for
himself.

He stood up quickly
and when his mother rose beside him he hugged her and bent over and
kissed his sister.

“I’m going to see
Uncle Henry!”

As his mother watched
him walk away she bent over and picked up the crumbled paper. When
she read it she understood. She had never tried to influence him
about going to law school but she was sure, knowing his feelings
for his father, that going to work in his business would turn out
to be a disaster. As she watched him disappear through the crowd of
revellers throwing their caps in the air she said a silent
prayer.

Going to Uncle Henry’s
ranch had become a summertime ritual, only this time he was not
going to spend the summer working on the ranch, he had something
important to talk to him about. It was a bit of a surprise for
Henry when he watched the car that drove into the yard and he saw
who got out.

“Well, howdy son,
guess you just couldn’t stay away.”

As Hank go out and
drew nearer he gave him his usual hug.

“What brings you back
here, I thought last summer was the last.”

Hank smiled.

“There’s been a major
change of plans…I want to join the rodeo circuit.”

It came as no surprise
to Henry and he took it in his stride as they walked toward the
house.

“Well boy we got some
work to do. We gotta get you a new more suitable wardrobe and we
gotta trade that there car in for a pickup truck…no self-respecting
cowboy would be seen driving around in anything other than a
pickup.”

Hank had not been sure
how his uncle was going to take the news, but he was happy that
Uncle Henry was just about as excited as he was.

“We gotta get a move
on today because the rodeo circuit has already started…by the way I
hope you will come back here to work in your off time.”

Hank could hardly
believe the enthusiasm his uncle had as he turned and led him back
to his car.

“We’re heading for
town now.”

Uncle Henry was good
as his word as they finished up with a load of new clothes,
including a new hat, in the back of a dark blue pickup. Hank had
balked at the money Henry was spending, but he just smiled and told
him he could work it off.

The final stop was at
an RV sales lot where they picked out a camper to fit the truck.
Henry assured him that this would save him a lot of money by
keeping him from having to rent motels and eat in restaurants, but
most important it would save him time giving him a chance to hit
more of the rodeos.

The next day was
spent, with the help of Uncle Henry, planning the circuit he was
going to travel. There was no question which Hank was going for,
but he was still a little unsure of the bull riding. He would be
able to make
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