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About the Author

To Gwen Williams she helped me train Dusty. 

I’m sure she is looking down on all of us chuckling at Gus’s antics. 

Both she and Dusty are together enjoying a nice leisurely trail ride. Thank you Gwenny.
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Crossin’ the Creek
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As far as doin’ all I asked

Ya never once refused a task

Was always proud as I could be

And when we rode I felt free
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You began your life with a clean slate 

With you and me, well it was fate

The Creator made sure I had a plan

Time together our lives would span 
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We had our ups and downs for sure

Many’s a time you made my life pure

Hell when I taught you to cross the creek

I sure as hell didn’t think you’d freak
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But your reaction was a real surprise

Still given your disposition I surmised

You’d follow your ma just like a pup

Maybe an argument but you’d give up
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Oh hell no! Not my Dusty Rose

I should have known and I suppose

I had it comin’ for being plumb blind

For not knowin’ what was in your mind.

––––––––
[image: ]


I’d ponied you most all over the place

You followed politely and never raced

You picked your way over rocky trails

I turned you lose; you stayed on ma’s tail
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By the time a creek I introduced to you

You were eight months and this was new

Stout for sure; boy how you’d grown

How strong you were I should’ve known
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By the edge of the creek we took a rest

I give you some time to do your best

To check out the water so you could see

There was no danger and ne’r you’d flee
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I need not have worried; you wouldn’t run

You just stood there you son of a gun

I spurred your ma, but you wouldn’t budge

I swear to God you sure had a grudge
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Against me for crossin’ that creek was the last

Thing you would do, so just that fast

I dallied my rope and then I just dragged

Deep chestnut butt and then I sure bragged
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“How do you like that?” I said with a grin

And just to be safe, I did it again

Once more, twice more, until you walked

Right through the creek not once did you balk.
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As proud as punch I was with my filly

’Cause she never again acted so silly

And never again did she refuse to cross

Any water—guess she knew who was boss.
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Goin’ For a Swim
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When I was a youngin’ I loved to swim

I spent my summers by the river’s edge
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I swam like a fish; I should have had gills.

Course I was human; water wasn’t my home
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The years passed by one by one; they piled one on the other.

Wasn’t long ’til my swimmin’ friends no longer stayed around.
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I breathed, I slept, I dreamed; my friends were the equine kind.

Horses were a passion; the river a distant memory.
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Til twenty years had come and gone ’tween youth and middle age

My swimmin’ skills confounded me; I’d forgotten all I knew
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So the last time I went swimmin’ I sure ’nough danged near drowned

Since I could go out ridin’ and I could stay plum dry; horses were my high.
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Now I never think of water much ’cept when I need a drink 

Til on a sunny August day my thinkin’ surely changed.
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Dusty and I were ridin’ ’long the irrigation ditch

The ride was pleasant my pony was workin’ well.
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I was chattin’ with a friend of mine when ev’rthin’ turned sour

Dusty stopped so quick you’da thought she’d seen a bear.
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She wouldn’t go no further; she simply stopped and stared.

The thing was big and bright and blue; a brand new water pump.
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Just ten short feet in front of her; you’d think that she’d go by.

No such luck her feet were stuck; we sure was in a bind.
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I knew that she could back up quick, but this was record time.

We was headin’ straight into the drink; that canal just feet behind.
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It wasn’t deep, but it sure was wet; I nearly lost my mind. 

You’d think I’d worry ‘bout myself or my pony’s welfare too.
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Perhaps my friend was worried too that I had met my end

Nope I thought about my saddle ’cause it was danged near new.
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I took a bit to look around; I checked from stem to stern

There wasn’t nothin’ broken and Dusty wasn’t lame.
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First thing we needed was a plan on how to pull us out.

The sides were slick and muddy; my feet could not take hold.
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Roy Rogers, he had Trigger; my friend well not so much.

Still her Killian was a p’lice horse; he’d seen most ev’rthin’.
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Now those Saturday morning serials were rattlin’ in my brain 

’Cause I just said, “Barb I’ll bet Killian can pull me outta here.”
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Barb musta thought I’d lost my mind, or my head had took a whack.

“Are you sure that this will work; cause we don’t have no rope.”
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“Oh sucks,” said I. “Don’t need no rope; hook the rein into the halter.”

If I had time to think a while I might have changed my mind.
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“Okay,” said Barb. “You’re all hooked up, now what am I to do?”

Her reins were kinda skinny; I hoped they’d hold my weight.
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“Well toss me down the other end and have your horse back up.

This should have been a piece of cake, why Roy did it all the time.”
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Well sure enough he surprised us both, ol Killian backed up true.

My plan was workin’ like I’d hoped, I was risin’ from the drink.
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I’ll never know if Killian would have pulled me all plum out.

’Cause next thing that I knew was six hands a grabbin’ me.
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The ranch hand on the place next door saw the fix that I was in

He came along with help enough to pull me to dry land.
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I was out but not my horse, Dusty was still a swimmin’ round.

Her rein was locked up in my grasp; there’s no way I’da let go.
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“Well,” I mused. “Let’s just see if she can climb on out.

So come on girl get on up, you can’t stay there all day.”
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Sure enough she scrambled out, and shook herself near clean.

No worse for wear, we thanked the boys; and walked back to the barn.
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A mud bath never was my thing, but this day I sure I had one

From head to toe there weren’t one spot that wasn’t colored brown.
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It’s been a while since our little swim, and I learned one thing for sure.

If you ever encounter a bear that’s blue go the other way around.
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Hoo Doo Lake: The Fall
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For some folks a saddle’s a must,

For others it’s bareback or bust.
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As for myself, I need the leather

My rhyme will prove altogether
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What I need is a saddle a little wider

’Cause plainly put I ain’t no bronc rider 
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My friend and me loaded up our ponies

To Hoo Doo Lake, where the trails are stony
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We’d planned a trip to last four days

And the weather just plumb amazed
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Us both ’cause there was times rain

Poured down in sheets to our disdain
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And left us soaked down to the skin

Our water proof tents could not begin
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To turn the tide of that gall darn water

That made our camp unfit for a squatter
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Hey! I’ve left the trail from where I began

Had no complaints the weather was grand
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We rode the trails ’til we had our fill

A flowing stream like a sleeping pill 
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Put us to sleep in the cool night air

Bedrolls laid out under a sky I swear

––––––––
[image: ]


Full of stars the Creator threw each one

In a special spot and when He was done
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He threw in the moon to light our camp

Like the kind of glow from a neon lamp.
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Gosh darn! once again like an ornery stray

From my original story I’ve veered away
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I was talkin’ ’bout a saddle I needed to ride

Dusty Rose my good horse right by my side.
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Ready to leave; we’d packed up our gear

Dusty and I to the creek cold and clear
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We walked quite a piece for a last long drink

And while she was drinking I started to think
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Why walk her back when I could easily ride

Her back to camp on her bare chestnut hide.

––––––––
[image: ]


I should have known better ’cause I’ll tell you why

Dusty was built like a barrel; withers she was shy
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Of and her hide was so tight, no grip could be had

I scrambled aboard sitting on an equine launch pad.
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A launch was overstated ’cause to tell the truth

I had never rode bareback even in my youth
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Bound and determined to ride back to camp

Around her round barrel, my legs I did clamp
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I squeezed my legs gently and asked her to turn

But in less than a second a hard lesson I learned
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One small step was all it took and I began to slip

Off I tumbled down to the ground when I lost my grip
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Dusty stood there lookin’ down at me; in her eyes

I could see she thought I had sure been unwise
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To try and ride without a saddle to hold 

Never try doing something and being so bold

––––––––
[image: ]


That common sense would surely overrule 

A smart human being from being a fool.
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That may be so; I made a mistake

Lucky all I got was a little backache.

––––––––
[image: ]


I gathered up what was left of my pride

Grabbed Dusty’s lead and dared not ride
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Back to camp, loaded up my laughin’ mare

With best kept secrets not meant to share.
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