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Cap sits up on the bed and looks at the
sleeping form next to him. What was her name again? It doesn’t
really matter; he’ll be gone before she awakens. He reaches over
and shakes out a Viceroy cigarette and lights it from a book of
matches with a blue label and a red number ‘6’ on the cover. The
match flares up, burning the sulfur away and he inhales his first
of twenty cigarettes of the day. At twenty cents a pack, he can’t
really justify the expense of smoking more, knowing he should quit
the habit he started at fourteen. The sun is coming in through the
dirty blinds and casts light on the bare freckled back of the
barfly he slept with last night. He can’t immediately remember her
face, but the action was pretty enthusiastic.

He stands and tugs the worn pair of Levi
jeans up over the six-inch jagged bullet scar on his right thigh
and lean hips and stomps his bare feet into the knee-high moccasins
he now wears. He looks at his feet and for the hundredth time and
swears they will never be encased in another pair of lace-up jungle
boots, or an army issue anything... period. The moccasins were
hand-made by a Navajo woman in New Mexico he met right after he was
discharged from the US Army after twenty-two months in Nam when
they put him on permanent disability. Although he stayed with the
Navajo in her hovel for two weeks, he felt no real connection other
than her work on his shoes. He is so disconnected from social norms
he didn’t even realize it when she was disappointed as he walked
out the door. Hell, he never even said goodbye.

He described the footwear to exacting
standards to match his Lakota Sioux ancestry and she earned her
money, making the footwear a beautiful work of art. It’s the sole
connection he has with his heritage, as he wears his hair short,
blending in well with the Anglo’s and Mezcans. In Texas, Native
Americans are invisible and most of his people refer to themselves
as Mexican-Americans, or Latinos. Everyone takes him for a mix and
he doesn’t explain or offer anything. He looks enough like both
that neither group gives him grief. He’s not looking for trouble
anyway. Hell, he’s seen his share.

Sliding the worn Colt model 1911 .45 caliber
ACP pistol into his waistband in the small of his back, he tugs on
a white T-shirt, rolls the pack of smokes into the right sleeve
above the special forces tattoo and tugs on his straw Stetson
wide-brim. Fishing a twenty dollar bill out of his money clip, he
tosses it on the dirty nightstand and walks out of the cheap motel
room and yawns. She earned it even though he’ll shortly forget her.
He remembers when leg like this cost half that.

His seven year old Ford step-side is his lone
possession and runs like a top. Sitting on the tan bench seat, he
reaches over and places the black pistol in the glove box on top of
his registration and DD-214. Picking it up, he reads the top line,
“Lincoln Washington Hutchins III” – ethnicity “Lakota Sioux”. No
one now knows him as Lincoln and when asked his name, he simply
tells them it’s, “Cap” which is short for Captain. After the war,
he came home to Houston and no one seemed to know him anymore; not
his arguing parents, or his bitchy Hispanic fiancée. They claimed
he had changed. That was two years ago and he hasn’t written or
called home even once. He doesn’t need the hassle. The rednecks and
hippies are at war and Mezcans keep their heads on swivels. It is
best to simply roll with the punches and Lincoln has seen his fair
share of punches.

He’s been in jail six times in four states,
slept with close to forty various women, been knifed once, which
required a two week stay in a Louisiana VA hospital, and one week
ago, he stomped a man in a bar fight so severely, the man will
never see out of his right eye again. It’s a good thing he wasn’t
wearing boots, or the man would have died. He was finally released
from jail yesterday and drove twenty-two hours up to “Mormon
Country” to find work on one of the ranches. The woman was number
forty and he lets out the clutch and the powerful V-8 motor takes
him north.

Driving into Ogden, Utah, he will see if he
can get a day job for gas, food, and cigarette money. He really
doesn’t need much more than that due to his disability checks.

----

“I’ll take you on for a week fella, but I
ain’t got no day work, if that’s what-cher after.” The wind-burned
ragged cowboy foreman rakes his fingers through his greasy gray
hair and re-seats his bent-brimmed sweat-streaked and filthy cowboy
hat. The man is as thin and wiry as beef jerky and just as dried-up
looking.

“I’ll take it. Room and board included?”

“Yeah, if you don’t mind beans and beef and
when I say beef, there ain’t a whole hellava lot.” He grins and
he’s missing all but two upper and two lower teeth, making him look
like a human muskrat. “There’s a bunkhouse by the barn and a nice
breeze at night – no skeeters here you know. Start time is in
twenty. Meet me by the corral.”

Cap nods and before he can turn the man
comments about his foot ware. “You gonna need boots.”

“Native Americans got along just fine wearing
these long skins. I reckon I’ll do just fine.”

“Suit yersef, young fellar!”

“I usually do old man.” Both men laugh,
making an instant bond both are usually slow to make.

----

Three days pass as Jeb Thomas Stuart and Cap
work side by side repairing fences, gates, corral poles, and many
other things that had fallen into disrepair and this finally draws
the attention of the man and his wife who own the place.

Paul and Paula Smith are Mormons and are
direct descendants of Brigham Young and Joseph Smith. He’s forty
and she’s twenty-one and his third wife. The other two live in
Ogden and he rotates between households fulfilling his duty as the
husband of three women.

Paula is the youngest of the three and
although she is what most men would call average in looks due to no
make-up or jewelry, what is under her long baggy dress is far from
average and only Paul is privy to this. On their wedding night, he
literally cried out that “I hit the jackpot!” much to Paula’s
consternation, as she was a virgin and ignorant of the naked female
form of other women.

“Look at the way he works papa,” Paula says
to her bearded husband.

“Yah, he is the worker wifey. Maybe you can
convince him to stay on. He does need a haircut though. I am going
to the temple this morning in Salt Lake. I am assisting in the
baptismal ceremonies all month. You take care of the ranch, okay…
and Paula, don’t make me punish you again, you hear me woman?

“Okay, papa, I will make you proud.” Paul
pats the woman on the head who would prefer a kiss more than
anything and he lumbers up, hikes up his suspenders around his huge
belly and waddles out to the station wagon. It leans and creaks
when he attempts to stuff himself behind the wheel.

“Bye papa!” She waves and goes to the kitchen
to begin canning peas. Her back still stings from the belt-whipping
he gave her for not meeting his canning quota of one hundred cans a
day. She miscounted and came up two short. That won’t happen again.
There is not one bit of resentment in her heart. She messed up and
asks God to help her be a proper and obedient Mormon wife.

Down at the barn Jeb looks up from the wagon
and watches his demanding boss leave the ranch and pulls a small
flask out of his back pocket and takes a nip, offering Cap one, but
he declines, pulling out a cigarette instead. “Damned Mormons!
They’s hard on they women foke.” Turns out Jeb is a Southern
Baptist – who by the way hasn’t been to church since he was
fourteen and he’s now sixty-six and has no use for the original
American religion of Joseph Smith. “I heard him beatin’ the poor
thing the other night and her long awful sobs were terrible. He
must have hit at her twenty times, if the Pope is Cath-o-lic.”

“He beats her?” It’s the first time Cap has
spoken today and he has to clear his throat just to get the couple
words out. The Viceroy cigarette never leave his lips and he
queries the old man.

“He beats the hell out of the pretty little
thing all de dang time and for almost any little off-fence,” the
wiry old foreman says and takes another nip off the flask. “Oh,
hey, here she comes. Better git to work, young man, or she may tell
her old man, we’re malingerin’”.

Cap and Jeb bend over the wagon and tug sacks
of feed off and throw them into a heavy wheelbarrow just as Paula
Smith walks up. Both men smell her fragrance, but don’t look up.
She is feminine and domesticated and Cap is not used to such. “Good
morning gentlemen.” Neither man looks at her, but both take off
their hats and Jeb especially is eager to please their boss’s
wife.

“G –g- good mornin’ Miss-rus Smith.” Jeb
stutters out.

“Good morning Jeb and Cap, is it?”

“Yes ma’am.” Cap says, taking a close-up peek
at the woman he’s only seen from a good distance. What he sees is a
real beauty, soft and classy, with a thick head of soft brown hair
piled high – not anything like the women he associates with. On her
neck is a scratch mark with a little bit of bruising around it and
she brushes her hair around it unconsciously as she talks.

“Cap, can I call you Cap? Yes? Okay, Cap, the
mister would like to offer you a full time job as foreman number
two and if you will agree, we can give you forty-eight dollars a
week, room and board, and the Mister says he’ll give you a yearly
bonus, same as Jeb’s.

Cap hasn’t seen that kind of money, even as
an army officer with combat pay and he can hardly bring himself to
even look the fine woman in the eyes. Paula takes this as a refusal
and steps forward and takes his hands in hers. “Okay, fifty-two,
but not a penny more. You take some time and think about it and
when you’ve reached your decision, come up to the house.”

Cap feels like she just drove a hot punji
stake through his heart when she touched him and coughs out an
affirmative reply and Jeb looks at him as she walks away in
absolute wonder. “By Jiminy, Cap! That woman’s taken a shine to
you, sure as tomcats have puppies! Why in the name of Jehovah would
a man beat a fine woman like that?” Jeb takes out the flask and
takes a good hit off it and this time, Cap does too. He’s a bit
shaken over this new development. Did she drag her fingernails
across his palm on purpose? He feels weak in the knees, like a Viet
Cong is watching him from the safety of the jungle and he sits down
on the wagon and pulls out another smoke.

Cap is at home with an M-14 rifle in his
hands watching VC creep down a jungle trail, but in front of this
feminine woman, he feels weak and almost… nauseous.? He looks away
from the old foreman and coughs. Damn, that is a lot of woman right
there. A lot of fine woman.

Paula Smith, distant relative of Brigham
Young cannot believe she did what she just did. How absolutely
sinful and brazen of her! She not only let her fingernails drag
provocatively across the palm of his hand, but she invited him to
come inside her house when her husband is away. She feels weak in
the knees, but also warm in her lower abdomen right above her
private area. She enters her house and without thinking, she draws
bath water. Inside of ten minutes of talking to the new man, she is
up to her neck in hot water, both literally and figuratively.

Cap has been drifting aimlessly since exiting
the army and even with his full disability, he’s been going through
the money as fast as he can access it and with fifty-two bucks
extra a week, maybe, just maybe he can settle down and get his act
together, or at the very least save enough to get his own piece of
land.

“Well?” Jeb says and sits down hard on the
porch of the bunk house and lets out a long low fart that causes
both men to start coughing and laughing. “You gonna take her up on
what she’s uh-offerin’?” The double-entendre is intentional and Cap
takes a drag off the Viceroy and looks away.

Jeb said what neither man was willing to say
and Cap stands and says, “I reckon I am, but not before a bath and
change. A woman like that deserves more than a filthy cowhand
soiling up her parlor.”

Forty minutes later, Cap, a man of the world,
as they say and no stranger to women, steps up on the front porch
of his employer and notes his hands are sweating. “Why so nervous
amigo?” He says aloud and taps on the screen door. Breezing into
the room is this dream of a woman in a soft yellow dress that hugs
her body provocatively. Paula bought it for her husband, but he
declared it looked “whorish” and she’s never wore it since. It
snugs in tight in all the right places and she feels positively
decadent wearing it… for the tan man. Yes, she is wearing it
strictly for him and him alone.

For the mid-sixties and in Utah, the neck
line is indecently low, revealing the deep cleavage few other women
possess and she unconsciously places her hand over her neckline
when she answers the door, chickening out at the last second. She
feels almost naked in front of the man.

One look at the woman’s face is all it takes
and Cap steps in and pulls her to him and as their lips meet, he
runs his sweaty hand up under her dress.

----

Paula Young Smith lies on the bed with both
arms and legs spread wide and is breathing so heavily, she is
almost faint. Her whole body is shaking in mini spasms and the core
of her body hums. She had no idea it could be like this and with
half-closed eyes, she watches the lean man, who just made her do
something else she never experienced, stand up and begin to dress.
His upper body has evidence of extreme trauma. They are most likely
bullet wounds and the scars make his abundant muscles twist around
each one.

Her lower body continues mild spasms for
almost five minutes after he leaves and the only thing he said was,
“Thank you Ma’am. I think we both needed that”. Needed that? Oh
holy Angel Moroni! All she knows is her husband has cheated her out
of something so divine; it could only have come from God. Besides,
he hasn’t touched her in weeks, except to beat her. As she lies on
her back, she reaches between her large breasts to the small figure
on her thin necklace and says a prayer that the God in heaven will
release her from bondage.

Then the small tremors begin again between
her wet thighs as her mind returns to what they just
experienced.

----

Jeb Stuart walks out of the bunk house just
as a pick-up truck and trailer arrives with about twelve Mexican
laborers and two older women and lifts his hair-lined chin and
points at them. “There’s the labor crew and their cooks and we got
real work to do getting them to picking peas. You got any strength
left after servicing that filly?” He laughs at his own joke and
takes a nip off his flask.

“Yea, a little.” Cap says and one corner of
his lip lifts in what has been the only smile Jeb has seen since he
arrived.

“Tell me, what’s under that there dress?”

“There’s a lot of woman under that there
dress.” Cap says and fires up another cigarette.

“I knowed it! I durn sure knowed it. Dang it
all; if’n I were twenty – no thirty year’n younger, I’d…” he throws
his head back and laughs so hard he begins to cough. Cap slaps him
on the back and pulls on the Viceroy and inhales deeply, blowing
smoke out of both nostrils.

“I guess we better get those Mezcans to
workin’,” he pronounces, easily adopting the manner of speech of
his new friend Jeb.

Paula stands by the window of the house out
of sight of the workers and watches Jeb and the man who just gave
her, her first real session of “loving” and begins to cry. It is
like he is the one who took her virginity and in many ways, he did.
She feels so deeply intimate with the man, she can hardly think
straight.

In passable Spanish, Cap fulfills Jeb’s
wishes and soon, they are on their way to the irrigated fields full
of English peas and many long days of work. It is the same crew
every year for the most part and they know their way around. Paul
Smith owns many fields of vegetables and all of them are coming due
in planting order. The men have a one month window to work sixteen
hour days. Jeb and Cap will make sure of it.

Paula finally gets herself motivated and
begins cooking and canning the peas which will spoil if she can’t
make the quota… and then there are the inevitable beatings. One
time he miscounted and beat her, only to find out she was two jars
over. He simply laughed at his own mistake.

----

Cap runs his hand over her bruised back and
notes the many thin marks caused by a crop or thin whip. Paula’s
body literally vibrates under his touch and he cups both sides of
her perfectly shaped buttocks, as he pulls her hips to meet him.
She cries out as he begins, slowing him down, but he soon feels her
relax as he again introduces her to a new position she’s only seen
the cows, dogs, and horses assume.

Afterward, as they lie side by side, he
questions her about the beatings and what causes her husband’s
anger. “It’s the canning process; I simply cannot meet his quota.
If I make the one hundred, he is satisfied. If I don’t, he beats
me.”

“Why don’t you grab those two Mezcan women
down at the camp house and make them can up a bunch while they’re
here?” Cap says, running his hand over her smooth hip and then
between her legs. “You can have a buffer and when he returns, you
can grab forty or fifty from the cellar and always be sure you will
have enough.

Paula, like many girls in the Church of Jesus
Christ of the Latter Day Saints, only has an eighth grade
education, but she’s plenty smart and realizes what the tan man is
saying makes perfect sense. She rolls over and straddles him and
pushing her full breasts into his chest, she kisses him deeply,
even as the tears come.

Cap is at first very welcome of her embrace,
and then worried as she begins to sob. “Baby, what’s the matter?
Did I say something wrong?” Paula’s long brown hair is wrapped
around his face and she sniffles and smiles.

“No, Cap. You make me happy for the first
time in my adult life. What you just told me is an answered
prayer,” and dangling between her pendulous pink-tipped breasts is
the figure of an angel. She lifts it to her soft lips and kisses
it.

“I don’t recognize that figure; who is
it?”

“It’s the Angel Moroni. He intercedes for
me.” She says and easing back, she now takes him inside her for the
second time tonight and soon their passion reaches a crescendo for
her, then him. Paula sees it as a sign from God. Cap sees it for
what it is - a man and a woman enjoying what comes naturally,
nothing more.

----

The next morning before the sun comes up, Cap
walks down to the bunk house and sees the two older women cooking
up grub for the twelve men in a great black skillet on a
wood-burning stove and one of them grins at him and hands him meat
and beans and two tortillas on a blue and white speckled metal
plate.

In Spanish, he tells them he will pay each of
them two dollars a day extra to help the Senora can peas and this
has to be kept secret from the men. Both women are very excited
about having their own money and to show it, they make him a second
plate and pack Cap and Jeb a lunch.

Jeb walks out in a pair of Sears and Roebuck
jeans with suspenders - his usual and farts long and deep and runs
his fingers through his greasy hair before putting his cowboy hat
on. Cap hands him a plate of beans and beef and they sit down and
talk. He doesn’t say anything about the canning and the Mezcan
women and Jeb tells him the harvest is going better than usual. “We
got to have half of it done by the time Mr. Paul comes back from
Salt Lake, or they will be hell to pay.”

“What? He’ll beat us?” Cap says, instantly
angry, but doesn’t show it.

“Hell, no! He’ll go into that bunk house and
raise Cain. Maybe strike a few to set an example – you know, the
usual things folks do to beaners, niggers, and injuns.” Cap is a
worldly man and has seen a lot of things and heard a lot of
derogatory remarks aimed at ethnicity and one thing he’s learned is
there are good and bad people of all colors and countries. When in
Vietnam, he heard the South Vietnamese people, whom his country
supported, called gooks, slope heads, dinks, and a number of other
racist things, but he himself has always refrained from such
talk.

When he says Mezcans, it is just a Texican
word for Mexicans and he doesn’t associate it with anything
derogatory and besides, he went to great lengths to learn to speak
their language. “Well, old man, I guess we better get to the fields
so the master of the ranch doesn’t beat our Mezcans.”

Cap likes the men and most are very hard
workers. A few need a little pushing, but for the most part, they
work like machines and he spends a great deal of his time riding
around the ranch checking out the fences and making repairs while
Jeb watches the men, flask in hand. Some evenings when they come
in, Jeb is so drunk, Cap has to break down his saddle and trappings
and brush his horse for him, but each morning, he’s ready to go
again.

Paula and the two Mexican women are like
three peas in a pod and together, they don’t do the work of three
separate women, but as a team, it is almost like there are five of
them. The first day, they canned four hundred quarts, the second
four hundred and forty and this becomes the goal each day. She
loves the two women, who are both named Maria and are first
cousins. Both are married to men in the work crew and both are
fifty-three years old. Their favorite topic is sex.

Each night Cap showers in the foreman’s bunk
house and by 2100, when the camp settles down, he makes his way
into the willing arms of the rancher’s wife and after an hour of
passionate love-making, they bed down until it starts all over
again at 0400. After which, Cap kisses her goodbye and meets both
Maria’s for breakfast. The two women know only too well what is
going on up at the big house and are silent as Texas oysters, as
Cap pays them both at breakfast. They love Paula and they love the
money and the tan man is very handsome and polite – something they
are not used to at all, not in this line of work anyway.

Most white people treat them like dirt, but
not Paula and certainly not the tan man, Cap.

----

Paul Smith, fresh from a one month duty of
baptism by proxy, where he stood in for as many as fifty times a
day being baptized to save dead and lost souls, is so horned up
when he arrives, he all but assaults his wife in their bedroom,
ripping her dress in the process. Paula, used to the deeply
romantic encounters with her tan foreman lover, sees his efforts as
clumsy and crude and he slaps her face repeatedly as she tries to
prevent him from forcibly entering her, until she just gives up
sobbing and he grunts out loudly and finishes.

“You just got bred Mormon-style, wife of
mine.” He says, climbing off the weeping woman. He figures her odd
behavior is due to his ardor and smiles. It really turned him on,
as they say. The cursed woman hasn’t bore him a son, but he has a
feeling what he just did to her will fertilize her fruit. He would
be shocked to know that in her womb is the beginning of a baby girl
and even Paula isn’t aware of it, as it was conceived last night in
a torrent of delicious love-making with her real… husband.

“You ruined my dress…” She whimpers and
slowly stands up, as a long line of his essence runs down her
thigh. She walks slowly to the bathroom to rid herself of the
disgusting evidence of their, or rather his coupling. Paul, feeling
greatly relieved, heads for the storage shelter, sure he is going
to be angered, which will ruin what has started out to be a great
day.

What he sees instead is rows and rows of
canned quarts of peas – an almost impossible amount, in fact. He
just stands and looks and realizes he had better get those ranch
hands of his up here to get these to market. He is ecstatic! He
will take them himself to Ogden, and then Roy, and shoot – forgive
me Lord for even thinking a curse, to Salt Lake City!

He bellows out Paula’s name and she hears him
in the bathroom while scrubbing herself. Knowing better than to
stall, she rinses quickly, grabs a robe, and runs barefoot for the
cellar. “God in heaven woman, maybe I should beat you more often!”
He says and to her astonishment, he kisses her on the lips, bumping
his large belly into hers. “We are going to beat Brother Archibald
this year and I’m taking a truck and trailer out this very
afternoon. Go get those workers right now to load our goods. I’m
taking a nap!” With that, he waddles up the steps heavily, grunting
loudly and farting with each step, leaving Paula alone and
relieved. The last thing she hears is a long low-frequency and wet
fart.

She figures he will be gone at least two
weeks and by that time, she will have another full cellar, which
means another two weeks! Up the stairs she bolts. New vigor and
zest overtake her and she dresses quickly and runs down to the barn
to see if she can find the Maria’s. The workers are miles away in
the field and there is no way to alert them, without riding a horse
over, but the labor women can box up the canned peas and load
them.

Jeb and Cap ride into the ranch with no
evidence of the truck and trailer and dismount. Cap is a bit
surprised the two Mezcan women are just now starting supper and
when he asks, he finds out about Paul arriving and his delight over
the work the three of them did and how he left for the city not
even a half hour ago. “How long is he going to be gone?” Cap asks,
pretending it
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