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Kadale “Dale” Welch sat astride a large buckskin gelding as he gingerly picked his way up the narrow switchback animal trail. Dale had no idea where they were going, only knew “Buck” his trusted horse was leading the way. Buck was a 15 hands high quarter horse that was exceptional with livestock. It was if he knew what they were going to do before they could decide to do it. Buck stopped at a wide point on the trail. “Buck, we don’t have time for you to enjoy the view of the surrounding country.” From where they were, near the top of the mountain, they could see for miles. A warm sun helped heat the coolness of the early October day. Only a short time ago, Dale had pulled his horse up at a crystal clear and equally cold free flowing stream still edged with rime ice forming a small pool. Here, Dale and Buck sated their thirst as the stream plunged down the mountainside joining a larger stream that joined Sand Creek further down the valley.

“Buck, I know you’re really enjoying the scenery, but I don’t think those yahoos chasing us for two days are your normal tourist. If they catch us, I have a feeling they are going to give me a necktie party to end all parties.” Kadale was the average looking cowboy. Rugged, sunburned face, weathered eyes, red wavy hair hanging to his ears, with green eyes betraying his Irish ancestry. Standing just under six feet tall and tipping the scales at about 180 pounds of raw, unbridled power. His scarred knuckles bore proof that he didn’t take kindly to be kidded about his red hair or his Irish background. He wasn’t trying to impress anyone, he was proud of his ancestry, not ashamed of it.

By all accounts, the posse from Broken Bow chasing him should have given up hours ago. But here they were, still dogging his trail. Looking back over his shoulder at the distance valley meadow, he could see a dust plumb from about a half dozen horses. “I wonder what made that tin-horn gambler so popular it that town.”

Suddenly Buck stopped at a small rapid running stream. “Buck, you get the same idea as I did?”

Entering the stream, he crossed to the other side and left the water. Circled around on the bank then reentered the water and crossed to the opposite bank, repeating with additional tracks. Once more he entered the creek and traveled upstream a few yards then left the water and repeated the maze of tracks again on both sides of the creek.

About an hour before dark, the pursuing horsemen arrived at the stream and the maze of tracks on the ground. “What in the world? How many people are we chasing? There has to be a half dozen tracks here and leading off into the forest.” One of the posse members uttered.

“Roy, you’re the best tracker of the bunch. See if you can unravel his trail.” Martin being the self-appointed leader of the informal group. He decided it was time he showed everyone who was boss and that he could decide what course of action would be necessary.

“I know he shot the mayor’s boy. Does anyone know why? If we’re going to continue to chase him, I want to know there's a good reason. Anyone here actually see what happen?”

A posse member they called Roy called over his shoulder, “Martin, you realize we are out of grub. We have been chasing over these hills for two days now, and the cowboy seems to be circling the town, with no idea of getting to far away.” 

“Yes, I know.” Martin replied. “Just work out that trail if you can.”

“Well, Mr. Benningfield.” A young range rugged cowboy about 25, named Wil Bonnet spoke up. “I was playing poker with Charles and three other cow punchers. You know Charles is the clumsiest card dealer and worst card cheat you have ever seen. We make allowances for him, because he is the mayor’s boy and the mayor makes up any losses, we have. He was trying to bottom deal, stack cards where he wanted them, but we would watch him and when it was his deal, we would just fold.” Pushing his hat back on his head and replaced his canteen after taking a drink, he continued. “This here fellow came in, got a drink at the bar, was minding his own business, just watching us play poker from the bar. Charles happened to look up and see the stranger quietly looking at the game. That was when Charles invited him to sit in. This gent approached the table and asked Charles if they were playing table stakes, that he was a plain cowboy and didn’t have much money. But he also told the table, he was a better than average poker player. Charles looked at us and then told the stranger. “Yeah, we have a table stakes rule. No buying the pot. After a person is all in, then any other bets are considered table side bets, with the all-in person just playing for that one pot.”

“Before I have a seat at this table, I want each of you to know that I am not a professional gambler, but I play very good poker. I was taught by a professional gambler.”

“You mean he let the table know in advance that he was a good poker player?”

“Yep, that’s what he told us, emphasizing we would be playing for table stakes. Then he sat down and pulled out about 20 dollars saying that is all he had except for his horse, saddle, and guns. That’s when Charles mouths off and asks the stranger what his possible were worth, so he could offer to buy them when he lost his bankroll. That was when the stranger said so matter of factually. I don’t intend to lose, because you are such a poor player, it’ll be like taking candy from a baby to take yours. Once he said that, he looked at the rest of us, saying I’ll just take a little of yours, since ya’ll are cowboys like myself.”

“You telling me, he told Charles and the rest of the table what he intended to do? How in the world did Charles lose his ranch if the stranger only started with 20 dollars.” Martin asked rolling a smoke and lighting it.

“Well, it seemed the stranger had it in for Charles from the first git-go. Must have been he felt Charles had talked down to him when he asked about the game. The strange part of it the stranger was right. He was the damnedest poker player I had ever seen. The first hand, he studied us more than he studied the cards being dealt. After that, I do believe, he knew exactly what each player had, and would bet accordingly. The odd thing about it, when the stranger dealt, he very seldom stayed, unless it was just him and Charles. He would never run the pot up on the rest of us. And he messed Charles up, by making sure it was table stakes before he ever started. That way, Charles couldn’t buy a pot.”

“Would you get on with it, what about the ranch? What did the judge say?”

“The judge and banker both said Charles was a big boy, they both asked him if he knew what he was doing. He said he did, and it was his money and property to do with as he saw fit. If you want to hear the rest of my story, then you will listen to the way I tell it.” Said the storyteller.

“Well, get on with it!” Martin said impatiently.

As the evening went on, he won more and more of Charlie’s money, so the table stakes continued to get higher. We decided to quit about midnight and continue at noon today. When we quit, the stranger had about three thousand dollars in front of him, all of it from Charles.

“Where was Charles getting all the money?”

“IOU’s, personal markers. The banker and judge personally vouched for him. They were in the saloon while the game was going on and told the stranger, Charles would pay any debts he ran up.”

“Mr. Davis said that?”

“Yep, he sure did along with the Judge Booker nodding it was okay with him. Anyway, they began about 11 A.M. this morning, just the two of them. The stranger was taking Charles for everything he had. Funny thing about it, Charles was dealing. Anyway, about noon, Charles asked for a new deck, he thought something was wrong with the one they were playing with.”

“Was the stranger cheating?”

“No, he didn’t have to, Charles was playing so bad, he was giving his money away. He would try to bluff with nothing; the stranger would see his bet then raise him. The more Charles lost, the worse he played.”

“OK, Charles is an idiot, plays like one, how did he get shot?”

“Charles got the new deck, they played a few hands, with the stranger winning most of them. Then out of the blue, Charles asked him how much he owed him. The stranger added all the markers up, and it amounted to about 13 thousand dollars. Charles told him, he had a ranch that was worth at least 30 thousand dollars complete with stock, they would play one hand for it. Winner take all. Mr. Davis agreed to hold the bets, All the stranger’s markers, and Charles’s deed to the ranch and signed agreement for all stock and goods on the ranch.”

“The stranger agreed to this? Where was the judge?”

“Yep, the only thing he asked, was the banker or judge deal and how much Charles owed on the ranch.”

“And!”

Mr. Davis said Charles didn’t owe anything on the ranch and he would deal. Then the stranger said. “When I win this pot, I will own your ranch, and you still owe me for the 13 thousand dollars in markers.” Mr. Davis said. “Yes, Charles has enough money in the bank to cover them. Charles confirmed this by telling everyone he agreed to the bet as said.”

Then the stranger did the strangest thing, he turned to Mr. Davis and ask him if he could open an account at his bank and secure his new property deed in his safe for a few days.”

“Of course, I can put the markers in the vault with the deed, and deposit whatever money you have.”

“You just said Charles has enough money to cover the markers. Please cash them out and deposit that money as well. I figure that will give me about thirteen thousand dollars in the checking account and the deed to a thirty-five-thousand-dollar ranch. That sound about, right?”

“Yes, I can make that happen, Judge what is your legal opinion? Mr. Davis said. “Then Mr. Davis and the judge conferred for a few moments asking Charles one more time if he realized what he was doing. Charles are you sure you want to do this? Then Charles got really snotty and told them to mind their own business it was his money and property, and he could do with it whatever he wanted to do. That’s when the banker turned to the cowboy and ask are you figuring on leaving town?”

“I may have to for a few days. Just trying to get my ducks lined up.”

“I swear, it was almost like he knew he was going to win.”  

“Martin, that yahoo is getting further and further away while you sit here jawing.” One of the posse members said.

“No problem, the way he’s going, there is but one way out, and that is right down this way. Now finish your story, I want to get back to town.”

“You just ask Roy to work out a trail across the creek, what’s going on?”

“I needed a little thinking time to work this out and Roy is constantly talking unless he has a job to do.” Martin changed positions in the saddle, picked up his canteen and took a swallow. “I was there when Chandler offered the reward. Funny thing, the sheriff told him he could not stop him from this, but he wanted the money, in cash, before any mention of a reward. Chandler left for a few minutes, then came back and handed the sheriff what I suppose was five thousand dollars. Then the sheriff handed him a receipt telling Chandler he would put the money in the bank. Once he was satisfied the conditions of the reward had been met, only then would the money would be paid out to whomever presented the cowboy known as Kadale Welch. After that he would give Chandler, another receipt signifying the completion of the reward.

Wil continued his story after Martins explanation. “Charles shuffled the cards and gave them to Mr. Davis to deal. He dealt to the stranger first and then Charles. The stranger looked at his cards, discarded two, Charles stood pat. Kind of strange, but Charles fumbled with his hand for a minute then laid down a full house aces over kings. Then the stranger just smiled and laid down his hand of a full house, kings over aces. First time I ever saw two full houses in one hand and never saw a deck with five aces and five kings.”

“Damn, what happened then?”

“Mr. Davis and the judge looked at the discards of the stranger, then turned both hands over and looked at the back of the cards. Two of the cards in Charles’s hand were just a little different. “

That’s when the stranger said, “If you look up Charles left sleeve, you will find the two cards that will be missing from this deck.” It was obvious what Charles was attempting to do. He wanted the stranger to have a great hand so he would bet the entire 13 thousand against the ranch. But Charles isn’t the sharpest knife in the drawer. That was what the bet was for. His 13 thousand dollars against Charles Ranch and markers. It just never occurred to him that when the hands were laid down, they would have five aces and five kings. He should have stacked the deck that Mr. Davis would deal the stranger a queen high straight or even a full house of queens over tens or the like.”

Mr. Davis had the bartender bring the old deck to him and sure enough, the ace and king of spades were missing, and the ones in Charles hand matched the old deck. The Mr. Davis pulled up Charles left sleeve and sure enough, two cards dropped out. Mr. Davis declared Charles had cheated, and the winner was the stranger. When he said that, Charles jumped up and drew his pistol saying he would kill the stranger and Mr. Davis for cheating him. The stranger drew, fired as Charles was cocking his gun.

“Must have not hit Charles hard, I saw him and two other guys walking over to Doc’s.”

“Naw, just shot his thumb off.

“Just shot his thumb off, you’re kidding!”

“Nope, the stranger must have tried to hit his pistol, but when he did, the bullet must have ricocheted off the barrel or cylinder and hit his thumb. Left it on the floor. Sure ended Charles trying to bottom deal.”

“If that is what happened, why did he run?”

“Martin, if you will look around, do you see the sheriff? This posse was all the mayor’s idea. He was trying to get Charles’s ranch and bank account back by getting one of us to kill the stranger, then all problems would be solved. The only reason I’m here was to keep someone from shooting at him. If I see him, you can bet I will sure holler to watch out until me and you, now, can settle these boys down. Mayor offered a thousand dollars reward, dead or alive as you know, with the judge and the banker objecting that Charles had every chance to back off.”

Thinking about the issues at hand, Martin looked around, saw Roy working on the maze of tracks along and across the creek. “Roy, you and Wil stay here and try to convince the cowboy, what did you say his name was?”

“Dell or Dale.” Said Wil.

“Who is holding the reward?”

“You just told me the sheriff has it in his safe in the jail or in the bank.”

“Oh yeah, I forgot with all the goings-on here.” Martin turned in his saddle, motioning to the rest of the posse. “The rest of us will go back to town, this sound like a snipe hunt to me. As soon as I get back, I’ll talk to the banker. The mayor does not own him or the sheriff. They’ll give the straight of the event. I’ll also talk to the sheriff and get his assurance the cowboy will not be thrown in jail for defending himself.”

Roy, taking his eyes from the tangled mess, looked at Martin, then touched his hat brim with a finger, acknowledging his new instructions.

Raising his voice, so all could here. “Okay boys, let’s head it back to town.” Then turning to the two men he was leaving. “Be careful, he may be dangerous and not take to going back to town very kindly.” Reaching into his saddlebags, Martin withdrew a small packet. “Here, take this, it is the last of the bacon and can of beans. We plan of seeing you in town tonight.”

“You have to remember; he has 13 thousand dollars in the bank plus a 30-thousand-dollar cattle and horses stocked ranch.” Wil replied. “I think he will be trying to find a way to talk with one of the poker players or the banker. It appears our problem is how do we let him know we are on his side.”

Martin thought for a moment while the rest of the posse was gathering around. “Anyone have a mirror? Wil or Roy could try to make a signal to the cowboy.”

Dale had removed a pair of binoculars from his saddlebag and began searching the area where he last thought the posse to be. After a few moments he saw a flash of light and quickly focused in on the object. He could see two men on horses; the rest of the men were riding away. Turning the binoculars toward the man with the mirror, he studied his features as close as the limited power of the binoculars would allow at this distance. The man looked familiar, like one of the men he was playing poker with. “Wonder what he wants.” Dale said to nobody. “He looks like, I believe they called him Wil. Seemed to be an honest cowboy.” Thinking to himself, he decided to go back down to where the men were, but see if he could find a way around to the backside of them. He wanted to know what their intentions were before walking in their camp.
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As Dale was patiently waiting, he noticed a feral sow and her piglets at the edge of the forest. There was a huge oak tree and the pig family were gorging themselves on the fallen acorns. Retrieving his rifle from the saddle scabbard, he drew careful aim at one of the piglets. “That one should be big enough for a couple of meals.” He thought to himself.

Suddenly the shot rang out and the piglet dropped to the ground, never to move again. The sow and the rest of her brood, scampered back into the forest, out of harm’s way.

The men below heard the shot and instinct made them duck and seek cover. Watching carefully from their places of concealment, after a few minutes they noticed a plume of smoke coming from where the cowboy was camping. Coming from their hiding places back into the open area, Wil flashed his mirror toward the cowboy. 

After a few minutes, Dale, using his binoculars as a mirror, signaled them about the same time the smell of roasted meat floated by on the gentle breeze from the upper wooded area.

“I do believe the man is inviting us to dinner.” Wil said to Roy. “I think he believes it safe after seeing the others leave. So why don’t we just meander up and sit a spell.”

Making no show of trying to hide as their horses began to climb the slope that led up the mountain to where cowboy was camping. Every so often, they could see the flash of the lens of his binoculars, so they both knew they were being watched.

Twilight had fully settled in on the mountain top when they entered the small clearing where Dale had camped.

“Come on in boys, supper will be ready in a little while. Either of you have any coffee? I’m supplying the pig.”

“That was the shot we heard a little while ago.” Roy said.

The green wet wood Dale had thrown on the fire had burned off, and now it was a smokeless fire with the piglet spitted over it.

“You know, if we don’t start back to town, we'll spend the night up here.” Roy said to no one in particular. But it has been a long time since breakfast.”

“You boys have your ground sheet and a couple of blankets? It will get cold as soon as the sun goes down.” Dale said knowingly.

Wil had stood up and was digging out his battered coffee pot and a sack of Arbuckle’s Roasted Coffee. A short trip to the creek supplied the water for what was to be a cup of hot coffee.

“Thank God, for John and Charles Arbuckle and their roasted coffee. Whole bean coffee is such a pain to deal with.” Roy replied.

“You boys have danced around the problem, now what exactly brings you up here.” Dale asked slicing big hunks of the pig, then passing the tin-plate to the other two men.

“Tell you the honest to God’s truth, Martin, he’s the self-appointed leader of the posse. After me telling him the truth about the actions of the game, has decided to return to town, talk to the banker and get the full details of Charles’s deal with you. Then he was going to the sheriff’s and make sure you are not arrested for your self-defense when Charles drew on you first. After that he said him and the sheriff would go to the mayor and force him to rescind the reward he was offering for your capture, dead or alive, and I believe he really wanted you dead. That would solve Charles’s problem of losing the ranch and thirteen thousand dollars. Of course, he would have to convince the banker that your descendants could not be found. Not sure how that would be handled. The banker might just decide he has inherited a ranch for himself.”

“The banker honest?”

“Yes, I really believe so. I personally know he has carried some people’s mortgage way past the due date. Let them get a crop in or sell some cattle. We have a widow living in town, her husband was killed in ranch accident. They owed a little, around a three hundred dollars on the small ranch. The banker just tore up the mortgage.”

“Tell me a little about this ranch I now own, how many people are on the payroll, how many acres are there, number of livestock, good things, bad things. I am used to pushing cows around, never run a ranch before. I know there are going to be challenges. Who do you work for?

“Whoa, whoa.” Wil said. “Let's have some of your hog before it gets cold and I’ll tell you what I know about the ranch.”

“Fair enough” Dale exclaimed. “It’s been a while since I sunk my teeth into a meal.”

“The ranch has about 50 thousand acres. Charlie was a very vain person as you saw when you were playing poker. His brand was CV. Charles Vincent.” Wil said, drawing the brand in the dirt.

Wil looked at the brand for a long moment and said. “Looks like I could take a running iron and join the bottom of the C extend it past the V and have a good-looking ‘Box R’ brand.” Showing how to change the brand Wil had drawn.

“Don’t see why that wouldn’t work, personally I would probably call it Rolling R or perhaps Rockin’ R maybe even better Bar R Bar. That you can work out with the cattle commission. Currently, Charles has six cowboys and a cook together with a foreman. In the main lodge, he has a cook and housekeeper. He has or had about ten thousand head of good white-faced cows. Not too many have been made in to steers, said he wanted to increase population as quick as possible. So, you have quite a bit of old stock.”

“Who is the foreman? Is he capable?”

“Hap Brown, and don’t ask, I have no idea what Hap did before becoming a cowboy. He is the one that has kept the ranch running, but Charles handled all the money. Your range has a lot of good grazing. Some good steams running year around. A couple of bogs that need to be fenced. One small area about an acre that has black smelly water. Make the cows sick if they drink it. Told Charles we need to fence it off now. But Charles is tight with his money.”

“You used the words ‘I told Charles’ ‘We need to’, I am assuming you work for me now?”

“Yeah boss, I do.” Wil said grinning.

“Cook any good?”

“He’s one of the best I have ever seen. Rumor has it, Charles hired him on a trip to Kansas City, he was head chef at a hotel restaurant.”

“If he is that good, sounds like I’ll be having a lot of meal in the chuck house.”

“That will be good. You have to remember Charles has a restaurant trained chef for the lodge. He was always to good to eat with the cowboys, plus he wasn’t a morning person and wasn’t much help around the ranch. Preferred to stay in town and play poker.”

“What about the mayor.” 

“In my humble opinion, the mayor is as crooked as a barrel of rattlers. He came here from somewhere back east. Had a pocket full of money and started buying up all the property he could from people who had fallen on hard times. That way he could get land at almost give-a-way prices. When he bought the ranch, it had about ten thousand acres, and over time, he purchased land around it increasing it to about 50 thousand acres. Then he signed it over to Charles and run for mayor to look respectable.”

“You reckon he’ll kick up a fuss.?

“He already has, that is why he offered a reward for you, dead or alive, with the dead mention first.”

“How about the rest of the crew.”

“They all appear to be hardworking cowboys that ride for the brand. As long as you are fair with them, they will be loyal to you.”

“What sort of buildings does the ranch have.”

“The main lodge is about three bedrooms, living room, dining room, kitchen. Big barn and large stable, cook and chuck building and bunk house that will hold up to a dozen or so cowboys.”

“Is there enough cowboys to do all that needs to be done?”

“That will depend upon what you want done. Right now, you have the man power to run the ranch. Later if you want to have a round up and push cows somewhere you will have to hire a few extra hands.”

“Fair enough. Is there anything else you can remember and help me get up to speed?”

“The greatest and worse at the same time, Charles was a very smart man, he went to a university back east and studied ranch and land management. He took the land knowledge and found some good flowing creeks and had us built a dam across them, creating several good size ponds for the cattle. There is probable eight or ten of those. He also fenced in quite a few acres of grass to be able to feed the cattle in the winter. He purchased a machine that is pulled behind horses, and it cuts the grass so it can be loaded on wagons and put in the barn.”

“Wil, thank you for the update. I guess I’m about ready to visit the sheriff, banker then the mayor. Apparently, Charles was not a very hands-on ranch manager once he got his projects done. Is that what the foreman, Hap done?”

“Hap picked up where Charles quit, seems like the only time he talks to Charles is when we get paid and whenever we need more supplies, for that Charles set us up with an account at the mercantile store.”

Dale had all his equipment cleaned and loaded and was mounting Buck, with Wil following suit.

“Where’s the ranch located?” Dale asked Wil.

“I tell you what, as late as it's getting, you will not be able to see the banker, mayor, or sheriff until tomorrow, so why don’t we go to the ranch and get Cookie to rustle up some grub and grab a few hours’ sleep, boss?”

“So, it is not that far from town.”

“Actually, you are on your land now.” Wil said laughing. “It’s about eight or nine miles from town, and about fifteen miles from here.”

“Damn, that is a large ranch!”

“Charles was keeping land like this free of cattle, he wanted it to stay in what he called ‘pristine’ condition.”

“I really think I could have liked Charles, even if he was the worst poker player I have ever seen.”
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Darkness had fallen by the time they arrived at the ranch. Lights were still on in the bunk house and the cook house.

“Let me introduce you to the boys and then see if Cookie can get us a plate of something.”

Wil opened the door to the very well-kept bunkhouse. The cowboys were lounging around, some playing cards, another cleaning his revolver. When the door opened, they all looked up to see who was entering their sacred domain. 

“Boys, I want you to meet our new boss, Dale Welch.”

“What happen to Charlie?” A sandy haired cowboy of about 25 years asked.”

“Funny you should ask that.” Wil said. “You know Charlie is about the worst poker to ever pick up a deck of cards. Well, Dale, a stranger came into town, stopped to have a bite to eat or a drink, don’t remember which. Charlie invited him to set in. Dale told Charlie he only had about 20 dollars to his name plus is possibles, horse, saddle. Charlie told him, he would buy the horse and saddle once he had lost his money. Dale told him, I’m a very good poker player and don’t want to take yours. Well, you know Charlie, big mouth and all. Dale sat down, drew his cards and really didn’t look at them that close. It seemed he was studying the players. Charlie told him it was table stakes, not realizing that had he not stated that, he would have been able to buy the pots. Dale lost a couple of hands and was down to about ten dollars when Charlie dealt.

Dale was after Charlie, when one of us would deal, Dale normally dropped out. But when Charlie dealt, Dale would eventually bet everything he had on the table and was taking Charlies money as fast as he could. Hey, the boss and I are hungry, let us run up to Cookies and see what he has to munch on, then I’ll finish the story.”

The cook house was a short distance from the bunk house. Sure enough, Cookie was busy doing cooking things.

“Cookie, want you to meet Dale Welch, the new owner of the ranch.”

“Heard a rumor about that.” Cookie replied extending his hand. “Figured you and the boss might be hungry, so I got some meatloaf and mashed potatoes warming on the back of the stove.”

Dale said. “That is exactly what I had in mind. Got some gravy to go with the potatoes?”

“The time I don’t have gravy with my mashed potatoes will be the day I go to work with these lazy cowboys.” Cookie replied smiling at Wil.

Taking a bite of the meatloaf, Dale asked. “This meatloaf tastes a bit strange, almost like it was gamey.”

Cookie, dusting flour from his apron, “That is Charles idea, cattle is for selling, we could eat wild game if we wanted meat. The only time a cow was on the table, was when a cowboy was to find one crippled up and couldn’t be sold.”

Wil had just finished his meal and was sitting back enjoying a cup of coffee. “Wil, would you go to the bunk house and ask Hap to come here.”

“Sure boss.” Wil replied, getting to his feet. Adjusting his pistol belt and his hat firmly on his head..

Dale had finished about half of his coffee when his foreman walked in. “Yeah boss, what you got on your mind?”

“Cookie here was telling me Charles would not allow beef on the table unless you found a cripple or one that could not be sold.”

“Yes sir, he called all the livestock capital and that would be money in the bank when the time comes.”

“Well the time has come. I would like a feed lot built somewhere close, and get about ten of the older non breeding head, put them in it and begin to fatten them up. That will be our new wild game. When we get to five or six, get some more and bring the number back up to about ten. Seems if we do that, we will have a little better tasting meat. Cookie is doing a fantastic job of cooking with what he has available, but let's help him out a little.”

“Consider it done boss.” Hap said smiling for the first time since meeting Dale. “We got an old unused corral that needs just a mite mending that will work great
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