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* Ob, our manbood’s prime vigor ! No $pirit feels waste,
Not a muscle is siopped in ils plaving nor sinew unbraced.
Ob, the wild joys of living! the leaping from rock up lo rock,
The strong rending of boughs from the fir-tree, the cool silver shock
Of the plunge in a pool's living waler, the bunt of ibe bear,
And ihe sleep in the dried river-channel where bulrushes tetl
That the water was wont to go warbling so softly and well.

How good is mau's life, ibe mere living.”
RROWNING.
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%”“;’ HE great grazing lands of the West lie in what is known

i

as the arid belt, which stretches from British America on

the north to Mexico on the south, through the middle of the
X ~,,\y£ United States. It includes New Mexico, part of Arizona,
Colorado, Wyoming, Montana, and the western portion of
Texas, Kansas, Nebraska, and Dakota. 1t must not be understood by
this that more cattle are to be found here than elsewhere, for the contrary
is true, it being a fact often lost sight of that the number of cattle raised
on the small, thick-lying farms of the fertile Eastern States is actually
many times greater than that of these scattered over the vast, barren
ranches of the far West; for stock will always be most plentiful in districts
where corn and other winter food can be grown. But in this arid belt,
and in this arid belt only,—save in a few similar tracts on the Pacific
slope,—stock-raising is almost the sole industry, except in the mountain
districts where there is mining. The whole region is one vast stretch of
grazing country, with only here and there spots of farm-land, in most
places there being nothing more like agriculture than is implied in the
cutting of some tons of wild hay or the planting of a garden patch for
home use. This is especially true of the northern portion of the region,
which comprises the basin of the Upper Missouri, and with which alone 1
am familiar. Here there are no fences to speak of. and all the land north
of the Black Hills and the Big Horn Mountains and between the Rockies
and the Dakota wheat-fields might be spoken of as one gigantic, unbroken
pasture, where cowboys and branding-irons take the place of fences.
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The country throughout this great Upper Missouri basin has a won-
derful sameness of character; and the rest of the arid belt, lying to the
southward, is closely akin to it in its main features. A traveler sceing it
for the first time is especially struck by its look of parched, barren desola-
tion; he can with difficulty believe that it will support cattle at all. It is
a region of light rainfall; the grass is short and comparatively scanty; there
is no timber except along the beds of the streams, and in many places
there are alkali deserts where nothing grows but sage-brush and cactus.
Now the land stretches out into level, seemingly endless plains or into
rolling prairies; again it is broken by abrupt hills and deep, winding val-
leys; or else it is crossed by chains of buttes, usually bare, but often clad
with a dense growth of dwarfed pines or gnarled, stunted cedars. The
muddy rivers run in broad, shallow beds, which after heavy rainfalls are
filled to the brim by the swollen torrents, while in droughts the larger
streams dwindle into sluggish trickles of clearer water, and the smaller
ones dry up entirely, save in occasional deep pools.

All through the region, except on the great Indian reservations, there
has been a scanty and sparse settlement, quite peculiar in its character.
In the forest the woodchopper comes first; on the fertile prairies the
cranger is the pioneer; but on the long, stretching uplands of the far
West it is the men who guard and follow the horned herds that prepare
the way for the settlers who come after. The high plains of the Upper
Missouri and its tributary rivers were first opened, and are still held, by
the stockmen, and the whole civilization of the region has received the
stamp of their marked and individual characteristics. They were from
the South, not from the East, although many men from the latter region
came out along the great transcontinental railway lines and joined them
in their northern migration.

They were not dwellers in towns, and from the nature of their indus-
try lived as far apart from each other as possible. In choosing new ranges,
old cow-hands, who are also seasoned plainsmen, are invariably sent ahead,
perhaps a year in advance, to spy out the land and pick the best places.
One of these may go by himself, or more often, especially if they have to
penetrate little known or entirely unknown tracts, two or three will go
together, the owner or manager of the herd himself being one of them.
Perhaps their herds may already be on the border of the wild and unin-
habited country : in that case they may have to take but a few days’ jour-
ney before finding the stretches of sheltered, long-grass land that they
seek.  For instance, when I wished to move my own elkhorn steer brand
on to a new ranch I had to spend barely a week in traveling north among
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the Little Missouri Bad Lands before finding what was then untrodden
ground far outside the range of any of my neighbors’ cattle. But if a
large outfit is going to shift its quarters it must go much farther; and both

AN EXPLORING OUTFIT.

the necessity and the chance for long wanderings were especially great
when the final overthrow of the northern Horse Indians opened the whole
Upper Missouri basin at one sweep to the stockmen.  Then the advance-
guards or explorers, each on one horse and leading another with food and
bedding, were often absent months at a time, threading their way through
the trackless wastes of plain, plateau, and river-bottom. It possible they
would choose a country that would be good for winter and summer alike;
but often this could not be done, and then they would try to find a well-
watered tract on which the cattle could be summered, and from which they
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could be driven in fall to their sheltered winter range—for the cattle in
winter cat snow, and an entirely waterless region, if broken, and with
good pasturage, is often the best possible winter ground, as it is sure not
to have been eaten off at all during the summer; while in the bottoms the
grass is always cropped down soonest.  Many outfits regularly shift their
herds every spring and fall; but with us in the Bad Lands all we do, when
cold weather sets in, is to drive our beasts off the scantily grassed river-
bottom back ten miles or more among the broken buttes and plateaus of
the uplands to where the brown hay, cured on the stalk, stands thick in the
winding coulees.

These lookouts or forerunners having returned, the herds are set in
motion as early in the spring as may be, so as to get on the ground in
time to let the travel-worn beasts rest and gain flesh before winter sets in.
Icach herd is accompanied by a dozen, or a score, or a couple of score, of
cowboys, according to its size, and beside it rumble and jolt the heavy
four-horse wagons that hold the food and bedding of the men and the few
implements they will need at the end of their journey. As long as possi-
ble they follow the trails made by the herds that have already traveled in
the same direction, and when these end they strike out for themselves.
In the Upper Missouri basin, the pioneer herds soon had to scatter out
and each find its own way among the great dreary solitudes, creeping
carefully along so that the cattle should not be overdriven and should have
water at the halting-places. An outfit might thus be months on its lonely
journey, slowly making its way over melancholy, pathless plains, or down
the valleys of the lonely rivers. It was tedious, harassing work, as the
weary cattle had to be driven carefully and quietly during the day and
strictly guarded at night, with a perpetual watch kept for Indians or white
horse-thieves.  Often they would skirt the edges of the streams for days
at a time, seeking for a ford or a good swimming crossing, and if the
water was up and the quicksand deep the danger to the riders was serious
and the risk of loss among the cattle very great.

At last, after days of excitement and danger and after months of weary,
monotonous toil, the chosen ground is reached and the final camyp pitched.
The footsore animals are turned loose to shift for themselves, outlying
camps of two or three men each being established to hem them in.
Meanwhile the primitive ranch-house, out-buildings, and corrals are built,
the unhewn cottonwood logs being chinked with moss and mud, while the
roofs are of branches covered with dirt, spades and axes being the only
tools needed for the work. Bunks, chairs, and tables are all home-made,
and as rough as the houses they are in. The supplies of coarse, rude food
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THE MIDDAY MEAL.

are carried perhaps two or three hundred miles from the nearest town,
either in the ranch-wagons or else by some regular freighting outfit, the
huge canvas-topped prairie schooners of which are each drawn by several
yoke of oxen, or perhaps by six or eight mules. To guard against the
numerous mishaps of prairie travel, two or three of these prairie schooners
usually go together, the brawny teamsters, known either as “bull-whack-
ers” or as ‘“mule-skinners,” stalking beside their slow-moving teams.
The small outlying camps are often tents, or mere dug-outs in the
ground. But at the main ranch there will be a cluster of log buildings,
including a separate cabin for the foreman or ranchman; often another
in which to cook and eat; a long house for the men to sleep in; stables,
sheds, a blacksmith’s shop, etc.,—the whole group forming quite a little
settlement, with the corrals, the stacks of natural hay, and the patches of
fenced land for gardens or horse pastures. This little settlement may be
situated right out in the treeless, nearly level open, but much more often
is placed in the partly wooded bottom of a creek or river, sheltered by the

usual background of somber brown hills.
3
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When the northern plains began to be settled, such a ranch would
at first be absolutely alone in the wilderness, but others of the same sort
were sure soon to be established within twenty or thirty miles on one side
or the other. The lives of the men in such places were strangely cut off
from the outside world, and, indeed, the same is true to a hardly less
extent at the present day. Sometimes the wagons are sent for provisions,
and the beef-stecrs are at stated times driven off for shipment. Parties
of hunters and trappers call now and then. More rarely small bands of
emigrants go by in search of new homes, impelled by the restless, aimless
craving for change so deeply grafted in the breast of the American bor-
derer: the white-topped wagons are loaded with domestic goods, with
sallow, dispirited-looking women, and with tow-headed children; while
the gaunt, moody frontiersmen slouch alongside, rifle on shoulder, lank,
homely, uncouth, and yet with a curious suggestion of grim strength under-
lying it all.  Or cowboys from neighboring ranches will ride over, looking
for lost horses, or seeing if their cattle have strayed off the range. DBut
this is all.  Civilization seems as remote as if we were living in an age
long past. The whole existence is patriarchal in character: it is the life
of men who live in the open, who tend their herds on horseback, who go
armed and ready to guard their lives by their own prowess, whose wants
are very simple, and who call no man master. Ranching is an occupation
like those of vigorous, primitive pastoral peoples, having little in common
with the humdrum, workaday business world of the nineteenth century;
and the free ranchman in his manner of life shows more kinship to an
Arab sheik than to a sleek city merchant or tradesman.

By degrees the country becomes what in a stock-raising region passes
for well settled.  In addition to the great ranches smaller ones are estab-
lished, with a few hundred, or even a few score, head of cattle apiece;
and now and then miserable farmers straggle in to fight a losing and
desperate battle with drought, cold, and grasshoppers. The wheels of
the heavy wagons, driven always over the same course from one ranch to
another, or to the remote frontier towns from which they get their goods,
wear ruts in the soil, and roads are soon formed, perhaps originally follow-
ing the deep trails made by the vanished buffalo. These roads lead down
the river-bottoms or along the crests of the divides or else strike out
fairly across the prairie, and a man may sometimes journey a hundred miles
along one without coming to a house or a camp of any sort. If they lead
to a shipping point whence the beeves are sent to market, the cattle,
traveling in single file, will have worn many and deep paths on each side
of the wheel-marks; and the roads between important places which are
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regularly used either by the United States Government, by stage-coach
lines, or by freight teams become deeply worn landmarks—as, for in-
stance, near us, the Deadwood and the old Fort Keogh trails.

Cattle-ranching can only be carried on in its present form while the
population is scanty; and so in stock-raising regions, pure and simple, there
are usually few towns, and these are almost always at the shipping points
for cattle. But, on the other hand, wealthy cattlemen, like miners who
have done well, always spend their money freely; and accordingly towns
like Denver, Cheyenne, and Helena, where these two classes are the most
influential in the community, are far pleasanter places of residence than
cities of five times their population in the exclusively agricultural States
to the eastward.

A true “cow town" is worth seeing,—such a one as Miles City, for
instance, especially at the time of the annual meeting of the great Mon-
tana Stock-raisers’ Association. Then the whole place i1s full to over-
flowing, the importance of the meeting and the fun of the attendant frolics,
especially the horse-races, drawing from the surrounding ranch country
many hundreds of men of every degree, from the rich stock-owner worth
his millions to the ordinary cowboy who works for forty dollars a month.
It would be impossible to imagine a more typically American assemblage,
for although there are always a certain number of foreigners, usually
English, Irish, or German, yet they have become completely American-
ized; and on the whole it would be difficult to ¢ather a finer body of men,
in spite of their numerous shortcomings. The ranch-owners differ more
from each other than do the cowboys; and the former certainly compare
very favorably with similar classes of capitalists in the East. Anything
more foolish than the demagogic outcry against “cattle kings” it would
be difficult to imagine. Indeed, there are very few businesses so abso-
lutely legitimate as stock-raising and so beneficial to the nation at large ;
and a successful stock-grower must not only be shrewd, thrifty, patient,
and enterprising, but he must also possess qualities of personal bravery,
hardihood, and self-reliance to a degree not demanded in the least by any
mercantile occupation in a community long settled. Stockmen are in the
West the pioneers of civilization, and their daring and adventurousness
make the after settlement of the region possible. The whole country
owes them a great debt.

The most successful ranchmen are those, usually South-westerners,
who have been bred to the business and have grown up with it; but many
Eastern men, including not a few college graduates, have also done
excellently by devoting their whole time and energy to their work,—
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although Easterners who invest their money in cattle without knowing
anything of the business, or who trust all to their subordinates, are natu-
rally enough likely to incur heavy losses. Stockmen are learning more

THE OUTLYING CAMP.

and more to act together; and certainly the meetings of their associations
are conducted with a dignity and good sense that would do credit to any
parliamentary body.

But the cowboys resemble one another much more and outsiders
much less than is the case even with their employers, the ranchmen. A
town in the cattle country, when for some cause it is thronged with men
from the neighborhood, always presents a picturesque sight.  On the
wooden sidewalks of the broad, dusty streets the men who ply the various
industries known only to frontier existence jostle one another as they
saunter to and fro or lounge lazily in front of the straggling, cheap-look-
ing board houses. Hunters come in from the plains and the mountains,
clad in buckskin shirts and fur caps, greasy and unkempt, but with resolute
faces and sullen, watchful eyes, that are ever on the alert. The teamsters,
surly and self-contained, wear slouch hats and great cowhide boots;
while the stage-drivers, their faces seamed by the hardship and exposure
of their long drives with every kind of team, through every kind of
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country, and in every kind of weather, proud of their really wonderful
skill as reinsmen and conscious of their high standing in any frontier
community, look down on and sneer at the “skin hunters” and the
plodding drivers of the white-topped prairie schooners. Besides these
there are trappers, and wolfers, whose business is to poison wolves, with
shaggy, knock-kneed ponies to carry their small bales and bundles of
furs — beaver, wolf, fox, and occasionally otter; and silent sheep-herders,
with cast-down faces, never able to forget the absolute solitude and
monotony of their dreary lives, nor to rid their minds of the thought
of the woolly idiots they pass all their days in tending. Such are the
men who have come to town, either on business or else to frequent the
flaunting saloons and gaudy hells of all kinds in search of the coarse,
vicious excitement that in the minds of many of them does duty as
pleasure — the only form of pleasure they have ever had a chance to
know. Indians too, wrapped in blankets, with stolid, emotionless faces,
stalk silently round among the whites, or join in the gambling and horse-
racing. If the town is on the borders of the mountain country, there will
also be sinewy lumbermen, rough-looking miners, and packers, whose
business it is to guide the long mule and pony trains that go where
wagons can not and whose work in packing needs special and peculiar
skill; and mingled with and drawn from all these classes are desperadoes
of every grade, from the gambler up through the horse-thief to the mur-
derous professional bully, or, as he is locally called, “bad man”— now,
however, a much less conspicuous object than formerly.

But everywhere among these plainsmen and mountain-men, and more
important than any, are the cowboys— the men who follow the calling
that has brought such towns into being. Singly, or in twos or threes,
they gallop their wiry little horses down the street, their lithe, supple fig-
ures erect or swaying slichtly as they sit loosely in the saddle; while
their stirrups are so long that their knees are hardly bent, the bridles not
taut enough to keep the chains from clanking. They are smaller and
less muscular than the wielders of ax and pick; but they are as hardy
and self-reliant as any men who ever breathed — with bronzed, set faces,
and keen eyes that look all the world straight in the face without flinch-
ing as they flash out from under the broad-brimmed hats. Peril and
hardship, and years of long toil broken by weeks of brutal dissipation,
draw haggard lines across their eager faces, but never dim their reckless
eyes nor break their bearing of defiant self-confidence. They do not
walk well, partly because they so rarely do any work out of the saddle,
partly because their ciaperajos or leather overalls hamper them when on
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the ground; but their appearance is striking for all that, and picturesque
too, with their jingling spurs, the big revolvers stuck in their belts, and
bright silk handkerchiefs knotted loosely round their necks over the open
collars of the flannel shirts. \When drunk on the villainous whisky of the
frontier towns, they cut mad antics, riding their horses into the saloons,
firing their pistols right and left, from boisterous light-heartedness rather
than from any viciousness, and indulging too often in deadly shooting
affrays, brought on either by the accidental contact of the moment or on
account of some long-standing grudge, or perhaps because of bad blood
between two ranches or localities; but except while on such sprees they
are quiet, rather self-contained men, perfectly frank and simple, and on
their own ground treat a stranger with the most whole-souled hospitality,
doing all in their power for him and scorning to take any reward in return.
Although prompt to resent an injury, they are not at all apt to be rude
to outsiders, treating them with what can almost be called a grave court-
esy. They are much better fellows and pleasanter companions than small
farmers or agricultural laborers; nor are the mechanics and workmen of
a great city to be mentioned in the same breath.

The bulk of the cowboys themselves are South-westerners ; but there
are also many from the Eastern and the Northern States, who, if they begin
young, do quite as well as the Southerners. The best hands are fairly
bred to the work and follow it from their youth up. Nothing can be more
foolish than for an Easterner to think he can become a cowboy in a few
months’ time. Many a young fellow comes out hot with enthusiasm for
life on the plains, only to learn that his clumsiness is greater than he
could have believed possible; that the cowboy business is like any other
and has to be learned by serving a painful apprenticeship; and that this
apprenticeship implies the endurance of rough fare, hard living, dirt,
exposure of every kind, no little toil, and month after month of the dull-
est monotony. TFor cowboy work there is need of special traits and
special training, and young KEasterners should be sure of themselves
before trying it: the struggle for existence is very keen in the far West,
and it is no place for men who lack the ruder, coarser virtues and physical
qualities, no matter how intellectual or how refined and delicate their
sensibilities. Such are more likely to fail there than in older communities.
Probably during the past few years more than half of the young Eastern-
ers who have come West with a little money to learn the cattle business
have failed signally and lost what they had in the beginning. The West,
especially the far West, needs men who have been bred on the farm or in
the workshop far more than it does clerks or college graduates.
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COWBOY FUN.

Some of the cowboys are Mexicans, who generally do the actual work
well enough, but are not trustworthy ; moreover, they are always regarded
with extreme disfavor by the Texans in an outfit, among whom the intol-
erant caste spirit is very strong. Southern-born whites will never work
under them, and look down upon all colored or half-caste races. One
spring I had with my wagon a Pueblo Indian, an excellent rider and
roper, but a drunken, worthless, lazy devil: and in the summer of 1886
there were with us a Sioux half-breed, a quiet, hard-working, faithful
fellow, and a mulatto, who was one of the best cow-hands in the whole
round-up.
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Cowboys, like most \Westerners, occasionally show remarkable versa-
tility in their tastes and pursuits. One whom 1 know has abandoned his
regular occupation for the past nine months, during which time he has
been in succession a bartender, a school-teacher, and a probate judge!
Another, whom I once employed for a short while, had passed through
even more varied experiences, including those of a barber, a sailor, an
apothecary, and a buffalo-hunter.

As a rule the cowboys are known to each other only by their first
names, with, perhaps, as a prefix, the title of the brand for which they are
working. Thus I remember once overhearing a casual remark to the
effect that “Bar Y Harry” had married “the Seven Open A girl,” the
latter being the daughter of a neighboring ranchman. Often they receive

IN A BOG-HOLE.

nicknames, as, for instance, Dutch Wannigan, Windy Jack, and Kid
Williams, all of whom are on the list of my personal acquaintances.

No man traveling through or living in the country need fear molesta-
tion from the cowboys unless he himself accompanies them on their drink-
ing-bouts, or in other ways plays the fool, for they are, with us at any
rate, very good fellows, and the most determined and effective foes of
real law-breakers, such as horse and cattle thieves, murderers, etc. Few
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of the outrages quoted in Eastern papers as their handiwork are such in
reality, the average Easterner apparently considering every individual who
wears a broad hat and carries a six-shooter a cowboy. These outrages
are, as a rule, the work of the roughs and criminals who always gather on
the outskirts of civilization, and who infest every frontier town until the
decent citizens become sufficiently numerous and determined to take the
law into their own hands and drive them out. The old buffalo-hunters,
who formed a distinct class, became powertful forces for evil once they had
destroyed the vast herds of mighty beasts the pursuit of which had been
their means of livelihood. They were absolutely shiftless and improvident ;
they had no settled habits; they were inured to peril and hardship, but
entirely unaccustomed to steady work; and so they afforded just the ma-
terials from which to make the bolder and more desperate kinds of crim-
inals. \When the game was gone they hung round the settlements for
some little time, and then many of them naturally took to horse-stealing,
cattle-killing, and highway robbery, although others, of course, went into
honest pursuits. They were men who died off rapidly, however; for it is
curious to see how many of these plainsmen, in spite of their iron nerves
and thews, have their constitutions completely undermined, as much by
the terrible hardships they have endured as by the fits of prolonged and
bestial revelry with which they have varied them.

The ‘“bad men,” or professional fighters and man-killers, are of a
different stamp, quite a number of them being, according to their light,
perfectly honest. These are the men who do most of the killing in fron-
tier communities ; yet it is a noteworthy fact that the men who are killed
generally deserve their fate. These men are, of course, used to brawling,
and are not only sure shots, but, what is equally important, able to “‘draw”
their weapons with marvelous quickness. They think nothing whatever
of murder, and are the dread and terror of their associates; yet they are
very chary of taking the life of a man of good standing, and will often
weaken and back down at once if confronted fearlessly. With many of
them their courage arises from confidence in their own powers and knowl-
edge of the fear in which they are held: and men of this type often show
the white feather when they get in a tight place. Others, however, will
face any odds without flinching; and 1 have known of these men fighting,
when mortally wounded, with a cool, ferocious despair that was terrible.
As elsewhere, so here, very quiet men are often those who in an emer-
gency show themselves best able to hold their own. These despera-
does always try to “get the drop” on a foe—that is, to take him at a

disadvantage before he can use his own weapon. I have known more
4
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men killed in this way, when the affair was wholly one-sided, than I have
known to be shot in fair fight; and I have known fully as many who
were shot by accident. It is wonderful, in the event of a street fight, how
few bullets seem to hit the men they are aimed at.

During the last two or three years the stockmen have united to
put down all these dangerous characters, often by the most summary
exercise of lynch law. Notorious bullies and murderers have been
taken out and hung, while the bands of horse and cattle thieves have
been regularly hunted down and destroyed in pitched fights by parties
of armed cowboys; and as a consequence most of our territory is now
perfectly law-abiding. One such fight occurred north of me early last
spring. The horse-thieves were overtaken on the banks of the Missouri;
two of their number were slain, and the others were driven on the ice,
which broke, and two more were drowned. A few months previously
another gang, whose headquarters were near the Canadian line, were
surprised in their hut; two or three were shot down by the cowboys as
they tried to come out, while the rest barricaded themselves in and fought
until the great log-hut was set on fire, when they broke forth in a body,
and nearly all were killed at once, only one or two making their escape.
A little over two vears ago one committee of vigilantes in eastern Mon-
tana shot or hung nearlv sixty —not, however, with the best judgment
in all cases.
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STRANGER in the North-western cattle country is
especially struck by the resemblance the settlers show
in their pursuits and habits to the Southern people.
Nebraska and Dakota, east of the Missouri, resem-

ble Minnesota and Iowa and the States farther east,
b but Montana and the Dakota cow country show
l’,# '\ more kinship with Texas; for while elsewhere in
A America settlement has advanced along the paral-
> lels of latitude, on the great plains it has followed
the meridians of longitude and has gone northerly rather
than westerly. The business is carried on as it is in the
South. The rough-rider of the plains, the hero of rope and
revolver, is first cousin to the backwoodsman of the south-
‘ ern Alleghanies, the man of the ax and the rifle; he is only a
M e !W unique offshoot of the frontier stock of the South.-west. ihe
(YIR"" very term *‘round-up” is used by the cowboys in the exact
sense in which it is employed by the hill people and mount-
aincers of Kentucky, Tennessee, and North Carolina, with whom also
labor is dear and poor land cheap, and whose few cattle are consequently
branded and turned loose in the woods exactly as is done with the great
herds on the plains. .

But the ranching industry itself was copied from the Mexicans, of
whose land and herds the South-western frontiersmen of Texas took
forcible possession; and the traveler in the North-west will see at a
glance that the terms and practices of our business are largely of Spanish
origin.  The cruel curb-bit and heavy stock-saddle, with its high horn
and cantle, prove that we have adopted Spanish-American horse-gear;
and the broad hat, huge blunt spurs, and leather c/kaperajos of the rider,
as well as the corral in which the stock are penned, all alike show the
same ancestry. Throughout the cattle country east of the Rocky Mount-

13
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ains, from the Rio Grande to the Saskatchewan, the same terms are in
use and the same system is followed; but on the Pacific slope, in Califor-
nia, there are certain small differences, even in nomenclature. Thus, we
of the great plains all use the double cinch saddle, with one girth behind
the horse’s fore legs and another farther back, while Californians prefer
one with a single cinch, which seems to us much inferior for stock-work.
Again, Californians use the Spanish word “lasso,” which with us has been
entirely dropped, no plainsman with pretensions to the title thinking of
any word but *rope,” either as noun or verb.

The rope, whether leather lariat or made of grass, is the one essential
feature of every cowboy’s equipment. Loosely coiled, it hangs from the
horn or is tied to one side of the saddle in front of the thigh, and is used
for every conceivable emergency, a twist being taken round the stout
saddle-horn the second the noose settles over the neck or around the legs
of a chased animal. In helping pull a wagon up a steep pitch, in drag-
ging an animal by the horns out of a bog-hole, in hauling logs for the
fire, and in a hundred other ways aside from its legitimate purpose, the
rope is of invaluable service, and dexterity with it is prized almost or
quite as highly as good horsemanship, and is much rarer. Once a cow-
boy is a good roper and rider, the only other accomplishment he values is
skill with his great army revolver, it being taken for granted that he is
already a thorough plainsman and has long mastered the details of cattle-
work ; for the best roper and rider alive is of little use unless he is hard-
working, honest, keenly alive to his employer’s interest, and very careful
in the management of the cattle.

All cowboys can handle the rope with more or less ease and precision,
but great skill in its use 1s only attained after long practice, and for its
highest development needs that the man should have begun in earliest
youth. Mexicans literally practice from infancy; the boy can hardly tod-
dle before he gets a string and begins to render life a burden to the hens,
goats, and pigs. A really first-class roper can command his own price,
and is usually fit for little but his own special work.

It is much the same with riding. The cowboy is an excellent rider in
his own way, but his way differs from that of a trained school horseman
or cross-country fox-hunter as much as it does from the horsemanship of
an Arab or of a Sioux Indian, and, as with all these, it has its special
merits and special defects— schoolman, fox-hunter, cowboy, Arab, and
Indian being all alike admirable riders in their respective styles, and each
cherishing the same profound and ignorant contempt for every method but
his own. The flash riders, or horse-breakers, always called “bronco
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busters,” can perform really marvelous feats, riding with ease the most
vicious and unbroken beasts, that no ordinary cowboy would dare to
tackle. Although sitting seemingly so loose in the saddle, such a rider
cannot be jarred out of it by the wildest plunges, it being a favorite feat
to sit out the antics of a buck-
ing horse with silver half-dollars

under each knee or in the stirrups
under each foot. But their method
of breaking is very rough, consist-

ing only in saddling and bridling
a beast by main force and then
riding him, also by main force,

o Rommhon ] : .
Fefre Romasten a7 until he is exhausted, when he 1s
PULLING A COW OUT QF THE MUD. turned over as “broken.” Later

on the cowboy himself may train
his horse to stop or wheel instantly at a touch of the reins or bit, to start at
top speed at a signal, and to stand motionless when left.  An intelligent
pony soon picks up a good deal of knowledge about the cow business on
his own account. .

All cattle are branded, usually on the hip, shoulder, and side, or on
any one of them, with letters, numbers, or figures, in every combination,
the outfit being known by its brand. Near me, for instance, are the Three
Sevens, the Thistle, the Bellows, the OX, the VI., the Seventy-six Bar
(**), and the Quarter Circle Diamond (&) outfits.  The dew-lap and the
ears may also be cut, notched, or slit.  All brands are registered, and are
thus protected against imitators, any man tampering with them being
punished as severely as possible. Unbranded animals are called mazvericks,
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and when found on the round-up are either branded by the owner of the
range on which they are, or else are sold for the benefit of the association.
At every shipping point, as well as where the beef cattle are received, there
are stock inspectors who jealously examine all the brands on the live ani-
mals or on the hides of the slaughtered ones, so as to detect any foul
play, which is immediately reported to the association. It becomes sec-
ond nature with a cowboy to inspect and note the brands of every bunch
of animals he comes across.

Perhaps the thing that seems strangest to the traveler who for the first
time crosses the bleak plains of this Upper Missouri grazing country is
the small number of cattle seen. He can hardly believe he is in the great
stock region, where for miles upon miles he will not see a single head,
and will then come only upon a straggling herd of a few score. As a
matter of fact, where there is no artificial food put up for winter use cattle
always need a good deal of ground per head; and this is peculiarly the
case with us in the North-west, where much of the ground is bare of
vegetation and where what pasture there is is both short and sparse. It
1s a matter of absolute necessity, where beasts are left to shift for them-
selves in the open during the bitter winter weather, that they then should
have grass that they have not cropped too far down; and to insure this it
is necessary with us to allow on the average about twenty-five acres of
ground to each animal. This means that a range of country ten miles
square will keep between two and three thousand head of stock only, and
if more are put on, it is at the risk of seeing a severe winter kill off half
or three-quarters of the whole number. So a range may be in reality
overstocked when to an Fastern and unpracticed eye it seems hardly to
have on it a number worth taking into account.

Overstocking is the great danger threatening the stock-raising indus-
try on the plains. This industry has only risen to be of more than local
consequence during the past score of years, as before that time it was
confined to Texas and California; but during these two decades of its
existence the stockmen in different localities have again and again suffered
the most ruinous losses, usually with overstocking as the ultimate cause.
In the south the drought, and in the north the deep snows, and everywhere
unusually bad winters, do immense damage; still, if the land is fitted for
stock at all, they will, averaging one year with another, do very well so
long as the feed is not cropped down too close.

But, of course, no amount of feed will make some countries worth any-
thing for cattle that are not housed during the winter; and stockmen in
choosing new ranges for their herds pay almost as much attention to the
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capacity of the land for yielding shelter as they do to the abundant and
good quality of the grass. High up among the foot-hills of the moun-
tains cattle will not live through the winter; and an open, rolling prairie
land of heavy rainfall, where in consequence the snow lies deep and
there is no protection from the furious cold winds, is useless for winter
grazing, no matter how thick and high the feed. The three essentials for
a range are grass, water, and shelter: the water is only needed in summer
and the shelter in winter, while it may be doubted if drought during the
hot months has ever killed off more cattle than have died of exposure
on shelterless ground to the icy weather, lasting from November to April.

The finest summer range may be valueless either on account of its
lack of shelter or because it is in a region of heavy snowfall — portions of
territory lying in the same latitude and not very far apart often differing
widely in this respect, or extraordinarily severe weather may cause a heavy
death-rate utterly unconnected with overstocking. This was true of the
loss that visited the few herds which spent the very hard winter of 1880
on the northern cattle plains. These were the pioneers of their kind, and
the grass was all that could be desired; yet the extraordinary severity
of the weather proved too much for the cattle.  This was especially the
case with those herds consisting of *“ pilgrims,” as they are called — that
is, of animals driven up on to the range from the south, and therefore in
poor condition. One such herd of pilgrims on the Powder River suffered
a loss of thirty-six hundred out of a total of four thousand, and the sur-
vivors kept alive only by browsing on the tops of cottonwoods felled for
them. Even seasoned animals fared very badly. One great herd in the
Yellowstone Valley lost about a fourth of its number, the loss falling mainly
on the breeding cows, calves, and bulls,— always the chief sufferers, as the
steers, and also the dry cows, will get through almost anything. The
loss here would have been far heavier than it was had it not been for a
curious trait shown by the cattle. They kept in bands of several hundred
each, and during the time of the deep snows a band would make a
start and travel several miles in a straight line, plowing their way
through the drifts and beating out a broad track; then, when stopped
by a frozen water-course or chain of buttes, they would turn back and
graze over the trail thus made, the only place where they could get at
the grass.

A drenching rain, followed by a severe snap of cold, is even more
destructive than deep snow, for the saturated coats of the poor beasts are
turned into sheets of icy mail, and the grass-blades, frozen at the roots as

well as above, change into sheaves of brittle spears as uneatable as so
5
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many icicles. Entire herds have perished in consequence of such a storm.
Mere cold, however, will kill only very weak animals, which is fortunate
for us, as the spirit in the thermometer during winter often sinks to fifty
degrees below zero, the cold being literally arctic; yet though the cattle
become thin during such a snap of weather, and sometimes have their
ears, tails, and even horns frozen off, they nevertheless rarely die from the
cold alone. But if there i1s a blizzard blowing at such a time, the cattle

A DISPUTE OVER A BRAND.

need shelter, and if caught in the open, will travel for scores of miles
before the storm, until they reach a break in the ground, or some stretch
of dense woodland, which will shield them from the blasts. [If cattle trav-
eling in this manner come to some obstacle that they cannot pass, as, for
instance, a wire fence or a steep railway embankment, they will not try to
make their way back against the storm, but will simply stand with their
tails to it until they drop dead in their tracks: and. accordingly, in some
parts of the country — but luckily far to the south of us—the railways
are fringed with countless skeletons of beasts that have thus perished,
while many of the long wire fences make an almost equally bad showing.
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In some of the very open country of Kansas and Indian Territory, many
of the herds during the past two years have suffered a loss of from sixty
to eighty per cent., although this was from a variety of causes, including
drought as well as severe, winter weather. Too much rain is quite as bad
as too little, especially if it falls after the 1st of August, for then, though
the growth of grass is very rank and luxuriant, it yet has little strength
and does not cure well on the stalk; and it is only possible to winter
cattle at large at all because of the way in which the grass turns into
natural hay by this curing on the stalk.

But scantiness of food, due to overstocking, is the one really great
danger to us in the north, who do not have to fear the droughts that
occasionally devastate portions of the southern ranges. In a fairly good
country, if the feed is plenty, the natural increase of a herd is sure shortly
to repair any damage that may be done by an unusually severe winter —
unless, indeed, the latter should be one such as occurs but two or three times
in a century. When, however, the grass becomes cropped down, then the
loss in even an ordinary year is heavy among the weaker animals, and if
the winter is at all severe it becomes simply appalling.  The snow covers
the shorter grass much quicker, and even when there is enough, the
cattle, weak and unfit to travel around, have to work hard to get it; their
excrtions tending to enfeeble them and to render them less able to cope
with the exposure and cold. The large patches of brushwood, into which
the cattle crowd and which to a small number afford ample shelter and
some food, become trodden down and yield neither when the beasts become
too plentiful. Again, the grass is, of course, soonest eaten off where there is
shelter; and, accordingly, the broken ground to which the animals cling
during winter may be grazed bare of vegetation though the open plains,
to which only the hardiest will at this season stray, may have plenty; and
insufficiency of food, although not such as actually to starve them, weak-
ens them so that they succumb readily to the cold or to one of the
numerous accidents to which they are liable—as slipping off an icy
butte or getting cast in a frozen washout. The cows in calf are those
that suffer most, and so heavy is the loss among these and so light the
calf crop that it is yet an open question whether our northern ranges are
as a whole fitted for breeding. \When the animals get weak they will
huddle into some nook or corner and simply stay there till they die.  An
empty hut, for instance, will often in the spring be found to contain the
carcasses of a dozen weak cows or poor steers that have crawled into it
for protection from the cold, and once in have never moved out.

Overstocking may cause little or no harm for two or three years, but




29 RANCH LIFE AND THE HUNTING-TRAIL

sooner or later there comes a winter which means ruin to the ranches that
have too many cattle on them; and in our country, which is even now
getting crowded, it is merely a question of time as to when a winter will
come that will understock the ranges by the summary process of killing
off about half of all the cattle throughout the North-west.* The herds
that have just been put on suffer most in such a case; if they have come
on late and are composed of weak animals, very few indeed, perhaps
not ten per cent., will survive. The cattle that have been double or
single wintered do better; while a range-raised steer is almost as tough
as a buffalo.

In our northern country we have “free grass”; that is, the stockmen
rarely own more than small portions of the land over which their cattle
range, the bulk of it being unsurveyed and still the property of the Na-
tional Government—for the latter refuses to sell the soil except in small
lots, acting on the wise principle of distributing it among as many owners
as possible.  Here and there some ranchman has acquired title to narrow
strips of territory peculiarly valuable as giving water-right; but the
amount of land thus occupied 1s small with us,

although the reverse is
the case farther south,—and there is practically no fencing to speak of.
As a consequence, the land is one vast pasture, and the man who over-
stocks his own range damages his neighbors as much as himself. These
huge northern pastures are too dry and the soil too poor to be used for
agriculture until the rich, wet lands to the east and west are occupied;
and at present we have little to fear from grangers. Of course, in the end
much of the ground will be taken up for small farms, but the farmers that
so far have come in have absolutely failed to make even a living, except
now and then by raising a few vegetables for the use of the stockmen ;
and we are inclined to welcome the incoming of an occasional settler, if
he is a decent man, especially as, by the laws of the Territories in which
the great grazing plains lie, he is obliged to fence in his own patch of
cleared ground, and we do not have to keep our cattle out of it.

At present we are far more afraid of each other. There are always
plenty of men who for the sake of the chance of gain they themselves
run are willing to jeopardize the interests of their neighbors by putting
on more cattle than the land will support—for the loss, of course, falls as
heavily on the man who has put on the right number as on him who has
put on too many; and it is against these individuals that we have to
guard so far as we are able. To protect ourselves completely is impossi-
ble, but the very identity of interest that renders all of us liable to suffer

* Written in the fall of 1886; the ensuing winter exactly fulfilled the prophecy.
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for the fault of a few also renders us as a whole able to take some rough
measures to guard against the wrong-doing of a portion of our number;
for the fact that the cattle wander intermixed over the ranges forces all the
ranchmen of a locality to combine if they wish to do their work effectively.
Accordingly, the stockmen of a neighborhood, when it holds as many
cattle as 1t safely can, usually unitedly refuse to work with any one who
puts in another herd. In the cow country a man 1s peculiarly dependent
upon his neighbors, and a small outhit is wholly unable to work without
their assistance when once the cattle have mingled completely with those
of other brands. A large outfit is much more master of its destiny, and
can do its own work quite by itself; but even such a one can be injured
in countless ways if the hostility of the neighboring ranchmen is incurred.

The best days of ranching are over; and though there are many
ranchmen who still make money, yet during the past two or three years
the majority have certainly lost.  This is especially true of the numerous
Easterners who went into the business without any experience and trusted
themselves entirely to their Western representatives; although, on the
other hand, many of those who have made most money at it are East-
erners, who, however, have happened to be naturally fitted for the work
and who have deliberately settled down to learning the business as they
would have learned any other, devoting their whole time and energy to it
Stock-raising, as now carried on, is characteristic of a young and wild
land.  As the country grows older, it will in some places die out, and in
others entirely change its character; the ranches will be broken up, will
be gradually modified into stock-farms, or, if on good soil, may even fall
under the sway of the husbandman.

In its present form stock-raising on the plains is doomed, and can
hardly outlast the century. The great free ranches, with their barbarous,
picturesque, and curiously fascinating surroundings, mark a primitive
stage of existence as surely as do the great tracts of primeval forests, and
like the latter must pass away before the onward march of our people;
and we who have felt the charm of the life, and have exulted in its abound-
ing vigor and its bold, restless freedom, will not only regret its passing
for our own sakes, but must also feel real sorrow that those who come
after us are not to see, as we have seen, what is perhaps the pleasantest,
healthiest, and most exciting phase of American existence.
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Y home ranch lies on both sides of the Little Missourt,
the nearest ranchman above me being about twelve,
and the nearest below me about ten, miles distant.
The general course of the stream here is northerly,
but, while flowing through my ranch, it takes a great westerly reach of
some three miles, walled in, as always, between chains of steep, high bluffs
half a mile or more apart. The stream twists down through the valley
in long sweeps, leaving oval wooded bottoms, first on one side and then
on the other; and in an open glade among the thick-growing timber
stands the long, low house of hewn logs.

Just in front of the ranch veranda is a line of old cottonwoods that
shade it during the fierce heats of summer, rendering it always cool and
pleasant. But a few feet beyond these trees comes the cut-off bank of
the river, through whose broad, sandy bed the shallow stream winds as if
lost, except when a freshet fills it from brim to brim with foaming yellow
water. The bluffs that wall in the river-valley curve back in semicircles,
rising from its alluvial bottom generally as abrupt cliffs, but often as steep,

grassy slopes that lead up to great level plateaus; and the line is broken
every mile or two by the entrance of a coulee, or dry creek, whose head
branches may be twenty miles back. Above us, where the river comes
round the bend, the valley is very narrow, and the high buttes bounding it
rise, sheer and barren, into scalped hill-peaks and naked knife-blade ridges.

The other buildings stand in the same open glade with the ranch
house, the dense growth of cottonwoods and matted, thorny underbrush
making a wall all about, through which we have chopped our wagon roads
and trodden out our own bridle-paths. The cattle have now trampled
down this brush a little, but deer still lie in it, only a couple of hundred

yards from the house; and from the door sometimes in the evening one
6 25
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can sec them peer out into the open, or make their way down, timidly
and cautiously, to drink at the river. The stable, sheds, and other out-
buildings, with the hayricks and the pens for such cattle as we bring in
during winter, are near the house; the patch of fenced garden land is
on the edge of the woods; and near the middle of the glade stands the
high, circular horse-corral, with a snubbing-post in the center, and a wing
built out from one side of the gate entrance, so that the saddle-band can
be driven in without trouble. As it isvery hard to work cattle where
there is much brush, the larger cow-corral is some four miles off on an
open bottom.

A ranchman’s life is certainly a very pleasant one, albeit generally
varied with plenty of hardship and anxiety. Although occasionally he
passes days of severe toil,—for example, if he goes on the round-up he
works as hard as any of his men,— yet he no longer has to undergo the
monotonous drudgery attendant upon the tasks of the cowboy or of the
apprentice in the business. His fare is simple; but, if he chooses, it is
good enough. Many ranches are provided with nothing at all but salt
pork, canned goods, and bread; indeed, it is a curious fact that in traveling
through the cow country it is often impossible to get any milk or butter;
but this is only because the owners or managers are too lazy to take

enough trouble ————
to insure their =
own comfort.
We ourselves
always keep up

" ELK HORN RANCH BUILDINGS.

two or three cows, choos-
ing such as are naturally
tame, and so we invari-
ably have plenty of milk

2 s

and, when there is time for churning, a good deal of butter. We also
keep hens, which, in spite of the damaging inroads of hawks, bob-cats,
and foxes, supply us with eggs, and in time of need, when our rifles have
failed to keep us in game, with stewed, roast, or fried chicken also. From

<

our garden we get potatoes, and unless drought. frost, or grasshoppers
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interfere (which they do about every second year), other vegetables as
well.  For fresh meat we depend chiefly upon our prowess as hunters.

During much of the time we are away on the different round-ups, that
““wheeled house,” the great four-horse wagon, being then our home; but
when at the ranch our routine of life is always much the same, save dur-
ing the excessively bitter weather of midwinter, when there is little to do
except to hunt, if the days are fine enough. We breakfast early—Dbefore
dawn when the nights have grown long, and varely later than sunrise,
even in midsummer. Perhaps before this meal, certainly the instant it is
over, the man whose duty it is rides off to hunt up and drive in the saddle-
band. Each of us has his own string of horses, cight or ten in number,
and the whole band usually split up into two or three companies. In
addition to the scattered groups of the saddle-band, our six or eight
mares, with their colts, keep by themselves, and are rarely bothered by
us, as no cowboy ever rides anything but horses, because mares give
great trouble where all the animals have to be herded together. Once
every two or three days somebody rides round and finds out where each
of these smaller bands is, but the man who goes out in the morning
merely gathers one bunch. He drives these into the corral, the other men
(who have been lolling idly about the house or stable, fixing their saddles
or doing any odd job) coming out with their ropes as soon as they hear
the patter of the unshod hoofs and the shouts of the cowboy driver.
Going into the corral, and standing near the center, each of us picks out
some one of his own string from among the animals that are trotting and
running in a compact mass round the circle ; and after one or more trials,
according to his skill, ropes it and leads it out. When all have caught
their horses the rest are again turned loose, together with those that have
been kept up overnight. Some horses soon get tame and do not need
to be roped; my pet cutting pony, little Muley, and good old Manitou,
my companion in so many hunting trips, will neither of them stay with
the rest of their fellows that are jamming and jostling each other as they
rush round in the dust of the corral, but they very sensibly walk up and
stand quietly with the men in the middle, by the snubbing-post. Both
are great pets, Manitou in particular; the wise old fellow being very fond
of bread and sometimes coming up of his own accord to the ranch house
and even putting his head into the door to beg for it.

Once saddled, the men ride off on their different tasks; for almost
everything is done in the saddle, except that in winter we cut our fire-
wood and quarry our coal.—both on the ranch,—and in summer attend
to the garden and put up what wild hay we need.
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If any horses have strayed, one or two of the men will be sent off to
look for them ; for hunting lost horses is one of the commonest and most
irksome of our duties. Every outfit always has certain of its horses at
large; and if they remain out long enough they become as wild and wary
as deer and have to be regularly surrounded and run down. On one
occasion, when three of mine had been running loose for a couple of

months, we had to follow at full speed for at least fifteen miles before:

exhausting them enough to enable us to get some control over them and
head them towards a corral. Twice I have had horses absent nearly a
year before they were recovered.  One of them, after being on the ranch
nine months, went off one night and traveled about two hundred miles in
a straight line back to’its old haunts, swimming the Yellowstone on the
way. Two others were at one time away nearly eighteen months, during
which time we saw them twice, and on one occasion a couple of the men
fairly ran their horses down in following them. We began to think they
were lost for good, as they were all the time going farther down towards
the Sioux country, but we finally recovered them.

If the men do not go horse-hunting they may ride off over the range;
for there is generally some work to be done among the cattle, such as
driving in and branding calves that have been overlooked by the round-
up, or getting some animal out of a bog-hole. During the early spring
months, before the round-up begins, the chief work is in hauling out
mired cows and steers; and if we did not keep a sharp lookout, the
losses at this season would be very serious. As long as everything is
frozen solid there is, of course, no danger from miring; but when the
thaw comes, along towards the beginning of March, a period of new
danger to the cattle sets in. When the ice breaks up, the streams are
left with an edging of deep bog, while the quicksand is at its worst.  As
the frost goes out of the soil, the ground round every little alkali-spring
changes into a trembling quagmire, and deep holes of slimy, tenacious
mud form in the bottom of all the gullies. The cattle, which have had
to live on snow for three or four months, are very eager for water, and
are weak and in poor condition. They rush heedlessly into any pool and
stand there, drinking gallons of the icy water and sinking steadily into
the mud. When they try to get out they are already too deep down,
and are too weak to make a prolonged struggle. After one or two fits of
desperate floundering, they resign themselves to their fate with dumb
apathy and are lost, unless some one of us riding about discovers and
hauls them out. They may be thus lost in wonderfully small mud-holes;
often they will be found dead in a gulch but two or three feet across, or
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in the quicksand of a creek so narrow that it could almost be jumped.
An alkali-hole, where the water oozes out through the thick clay, is the
worst of all, owing to the ropy tenacity with which the horrible substance
sticks and clings to any unfortunate beast that gets into it.

In the spring these mud-holes cause very serious losses among the
cattle, and are at all times fruitful sources of danger; indeed, during an
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ROPING IN A HORSE-CORRAL.

ordinary year more cattle die from getting mired than from any other
cause. In addition to this they also often prove very annoying to the
rider himself, as getting his steed mired or caught in a quicksand is one
of the commonest of the accidents that beset a horseman in the far West.
This usually happens in fording a river, if the latter is at all high, or else
in crossing one of the numerous creeks; although 1 once saw a horse and
rider suddenly engulfed while leisurely walking over what appeared to be
dry land. They had come to an alkali mud-hole, an old buffalo-wallow,
which had filled up and was covered with a sun-baked crust, that let them
through as if they had stepped on a trap-door. There being several of
us along, we got down our ropes and dragged both unfortunates out in
short order.
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When the river is up it 1s a very common thing for a horseman to
have great difficulty in crossing, for the swift, brown water runs over a
bed of deep quicksand that is ever shifting. An inexperienced horse, or
a mule,—for a mule is useless in mud or quicksand,—Dbecomes mad with
fright in such a crossing, and, after speedily exhausting its strength in
wild struggles, will throw itself on its side and drown unless the rider
gets it out.  An old horse used to such work will, on the contrary, take
matters quictly and often push along through really dangerous quicksand.
Old Manitou never loses his head for an instant; but, now resting a few
seconds, now feeling his way cautiously forward, and now making two or
three desperate plunges, will go on wherever a horse possibly can. It is
really dangerous crossing some of the creeks, as the bottom may give
way where it seems hardest; and if one is alone he may work hours in
vain before getting his horse out, even after taking off both saddle and
bridle, the only hope being to head it so that every plunge takes it an
inch or two in the right direction.

Nor are mud-holes the only danger the horseman has to fear; for in
much of the Bad Lands the buttes are so steep and broken that it needs
genuine mountaineering skill to get through them, and no horse but a
Western one, bred to the business, could accomplish the feat. In many
parts of our country it is impossible for a horseman who does not know
the land to cross it, and it is difficult enough even for an experienced
hand. IFor a stretch of nearly ten miles along the Little Missouri above
my range, and where it passes through it, there are but three or four
places where it is possible for a horseman to get out to the eastern prairie
through the exceedingly broken country lying back from the river. In
places this very rough ground comes down to the water; elsewhere it lies
back near the heads of the creeks. In such very bad ground the whole
country seems to be one tangled chaos of canyon-like valleys, winding
gullies and washouts with abrupt, unbroken sides, isolated peaks of sand-
stone, marl, or “gumbo” clay, which rain turns into slippery glue, and hill
chains the ridges of which always end in sheer cliffs.  After a man has
made his way with infinite toil for half a mile, a point will be reached
around which it is an absolute impossibility to go, and the adventurer has
nothing to do but painfully retrace his steps and try again in a new direc-
tion, as likely as not with the same result. In such a place the rider dis-
mounts and leads his horse, the latter climbing with cat-like agility up
seemingly inaccessible heights, scrambling across the steep, sloping
shoulders of the Dbluffs, sliding down the faces of the clay cliffs with all
four legs rigid, or dropping from ledge to ledge like a goat, and accept-
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ing with unruffled composure an occasional roll from top to bottom. But,
in spite of the climbing abilities of the ponies, it is difficult, and at
times—for our steeds, at any rate—dangerous work to go through such
places, and we only do it when it cannot be avoided. Once I was over-
taken by darkness while trying to get through a great tract of very rough
land, and, after once or twice nearly breaking my neck, in despair had to
give up all attempts to get out, and until daybreak simply staid where I
was, in a kind of ledge or pocket on the side of the cliff, luckily sheltered
from the wind. It was midsummer and the nights were short, but this
particular one seemed quite long enough; and though I was on the move
by dawn, it was three hours later before I led the horse, as hungry, numb,
and stiff as myself, out on the prairie again.

Occasionally it is imperatively necessary to cross some of the worst
parts of the Bad Lands with a wagon, and such a trip is exhausting
and laborious beyond belief. Often the wagon will have to be taken to
pieces every few hundred yards in order to get it over a ravine, lower it
into a valley, or drag it up a clifft. One outfit, that a year ago tried to
take a short cut through some of the Bad Lands of the Powder River,
made just four miles in three days, and then had to come back to their
starting-point after all. But with only saddle-horses we feel that it must
be a very extraordinary country indeed if, in case of necessity, we cannot
go through it.

The long forenoon's work, with its attendant mishaps to man and
beast, being over, the men who have been out among the horses and
cattle come riding in, to be joined by their fellows—if any there be— who
have been hunting, or haying, or chopping wood. The midday dinner is
variable as to time, for it comes when the men have returned from their
work ; but, whatever be the hour, it is the most substantial meal of the
day, and we feel that we have little fault to find with a table on the
clean cloth of which are spread platters of smoked elk meat, loaves of
good bread, jugs and bowls of milk, saddles of venison or broiled antelope
steaks, perhaps roast and fried prairie chickens, with eggs, butter, wild
plums, and tea or coftee.

The afternoon’s tasks are usually much the same as the morning’s, but
this time is often spent in doing the odds and ends; as, for instance,
it may be devoted to breaking-in a new horse. Large outfits gener-
ally hire a bronco-buster to do this; but we ourselves almost always
break our own horses, two or three of my men being pretty good riders,
although none of them can claim to be anything out of the common. A
first-class flash rider or bronco-buster receives high wages, and deserves
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them, for he follows a most dangerous trade, at which no man can hope to
grow old; his work being infinitely harder than that of an Eastern horse-
breaker or rough-rider, because he has to do it in such a limited time. A
good rider is a good rider all the world over; but an Eastern or English
horse-breaker and Western bronco-buster have so little in common with
each other as regards style or surroundings, and are so totally out of
place in doing each other’s work, that it is almost impossible to get either
to admit that the other has any merits at all as a horseman, for neither
could sit in the saddle of the other or could without great difficulty per-
form his task. The ordinary Eastern seat, which approaches more or less

A DEEP FORD.

the seat of a cross-country rider or fox-hunter, is nearly as different from
the cowboy’s seat as from that of a man who rides bareback. The stir-
rups on a stock saddle are much farther back than they are on an
ordinary English one (a difference far more important than the high horn
and cantle of the former), and the man stands nearly erect in them,
instead of having his legs bent; and he grips with the thighs and not with
the knees, throwing his feet well out. Some of the things he teaches his
horse would be wholly useless to an Eastern equestrian : for example, one
of the first lessons the newly-caught animal has to learn 1s not to “run on
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arope”; and he is taught this by being violently snubbed up, probably
turning a somersault, the first two or three times that he feels the noose
settle round his neck, and makes a mad rush for liberty. The snubbing-
post is the usual adjunct in teaching such a lesson; but a skillful man can
do without any help and throw a horse clean over by holding the rope tight
against the left haunch, at the same time leaning so far back, with the legs
straight in front, that the heels dig deep into the ground when the strain
comes, and the horse, running out with the slack of the rope, is brought
up standing, or even turned head over heels by the shock. Cowboys are
probably the only working-men in the world who invariably wear g¢loves,
buckskin gauntlets being preferred, as otherwise the ropes would soon take
every particle of skin off their hands.

A bronco-buster has to work by such violent methods in consequence
of the short amount of time at his command. Horses are cheap, each out-
fit has a great many, and the wages for breaking an animal are but five
or ten dollars. Three rides, of an hour or two each, on as many consecu-
tive days, are the outside number a bronco-buster deems necessary before
turning an animal over as “broken.” The average bronco-buster, how-
ever, handles horses so very rudely that we prefer, aside from motives of
economy, to break our own; and this is always possible, if we take enough
time. The best and quietest horses on the ranch are far from being
those broken by the best riders; on the contrary, they are those that have
been handled most gently, although firmly, and that have had the greatest
number of days devoted to their education.

Some horses, of course, are almost incurably vicious, and must be con-
quered by main force. One pleasing brute on my ranch will at times rush
at a man open-mouthed like a wolf, and this is a regular trick of the
range-stallions. In a great many—indeed, in most—IJocalities there are
wild horses to be found, which, although invariably of domestic descent,
being either themselves runaways from some ranch or Indian outfit, or
else claiming such for their sires and dams, yet are quite as wild as the
antelope on whose domain they have intruded. Ranchmen run in these
wild horses whenever possible, and they are but little more difficult to
break than the so-called “tame” animals. But the wild stallions are,
whenever possible, shot; both because of their propensity for driving off
the ranch mares, and because their incurable viciousness makes them
always unsafe companions for other horses still more than for men. A
wild stallion fears no beast except the grizzly, and will not always flinch
from an encounter with it; yet it is a curious fact that a jack will almost
always kill one in a fair ficht. The particulars of a fight of this sort were
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related to me by a cattle man who
was engaged in bringing out blood-
ed stock from the East. Among
the animals under his charge were
two great stallions, one gray and
one black, and a fine jackass, not
much over half the size of either of
the former. The animals were
kept in separate pens, but one day
both horses got into the same in-
closure, next to the jack-pen, and
began to fight as only enrage
stallions can, striking like boxers

A HARD TRAIL.
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with their fore feet, and biting with
their teeth. The gray was getting
the best of it: but while clinched
with his antagonist in one tussle
they rolled against the jack-pen,
breaking it in. No sooner was the
jack at liberty than, with ears laid
back and mouth wide open, he
made straight for the two horses,
who had for the moment separated.
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The gray turned to meet him, rearing on his hind legs and striking at
him with his fore feet; but the jack slipped in, and in a minute grasped
his antagonist by the throat with his wide-open jaws, and then held on
like a bull-dog, all four feet planted stiffly in the soil. The stallion made
tremendous efforts to shake him off: he would try to whirl round and kick
him, but for that the jack was too short; then he would rise up, lifting the
jack off the ground, and strike at him with his fore feet; but all that he
gained by this was to skin his foe's front legs without making him loose
his hold. Twice they fell, and twice the stallion rose, by main strength
dragging the jack with him; but all in vain. Meanwhile the black horse
attacked both the combatants, with perfect impartiality, striking and kick-
ing them with his hoofs, while his teeth, as they slipped off the tough
hides, met with a snap like that of a bear-trap. Undoubtedly the jack
would have killed at least one of the horses had not the men come up,
and with no small difficulty separated the maddened brutes.

If not breaking horses, mending saddles, or doing something else of
the sort, the cowboys will often while away their leisure moments by prac-
ticing with the rope. A man cannot practice too much with this if he
wishes to attain even moderate proficiency; and as a matter of fact he
soon gets to wish to practice the whole time. A cowboy is always
roping something, and it especially delights him to try his skill at game.
A friend of mine, a young ranchman in the Judith basin, about four years
ago roped a buffalo, and by the exercise of the greatest skill, both on his
own part and on his steed’s, actually succeeded, by alternate bullying and
coaxing, in getting the huge brute almost into camp. I have occasionally
known men on fast horses to rope deer, and even antelope, when circum-
stances all joined to favor them; and last summer one of the cowboys on
a ranch about thirty miles off ran into and roped a wounded elk. A forty-
foot lariat is the one commonly used, for the ordinary range at which a
man can throw it is only about twenty-five feet. I'ew men can throw forty
feet; and to do this, taking into account the coil, needs a sixty-foot rope.

When the day’s work is over we take supper, and bed-time comes soon
afterward, for the men who live on ranches sleep well and soundly. As a
rule, the nights are cool and bracing, even in midsummer; except when
we occasionally have a spell of burning weather, with a steady, hot wind
that blows in our faces like a furnace blast, sending the thermometer far
up above a hundred and making us gasp for breath, even at night, in the
dry-baked heat of the air. But it is only rarely that we get a few days of
this sort; generally, no matter how unbearable the heat of the day has
been, we can at least sleep pleasantly at night.
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A ranchman's work is, of course, free from much of the sameness
attendant upon that of a mere cowboy. One day he will ride out with
his men among the cattle, or after strayed horses; the next he may hunt,
so as to keep the ranch in meat; then he can make the tour of his out-
lying camps; or, again, may join one of the round-ups for a week or two,
perhaps keeping with it the entire time it is working. On occasions he
will have a good deal of spare time on his hands, which, if he chooses, he
can spend in reading or writing. If he cares for books, there will be many
a worn volume in the primitive little sitting-room, with its log walls and
huge fire-place; but after a hard day’s work a man will not rcad much,
but will rock to and fro in the flickering firelight, talking sleepily over his
success in the day's chase and the difficulty he has had with the cattle; or
else may simply lie stretched at full length on the elk-hides and wolf-skins
in front of the hearthstone, listening in drowsy silence to the roar and
crackle of the blazing logs and to the moaning of the wind outside.

In the sharp fall weather the riding is delicious all day long; but even
in the late spring, and all through the summer, we try, if we can, to do our
work before the heat of the day, and if going on a long ride, whether to
hunt or for other purposes, leave the ranch house by dawn.

The early rides in the spring mornings have a charm all their own, for
they are taken when, for the one and only time during the year, the same
brown landscape of these high plains turns to a vivid green, as the new
grass sprouts and the trees and bushes thrust forth the young leaves;
and at dawn, with the dew glittering everywhere, all things show at their
best and freshest. The flowers are out and a man may gallop for miles at
a stretch with his horse’s hoofs sinking at every stride into the carpet of
prairie roses, whose short stalks lift the beautiful blossoms but a few
inches from the ground. Even in the waste places the cactuses are
blooming: and one kind in particular, a dwarfish, globular plant, with
its mass of splendid crimson flowers glows against the sides of the gray
buttes like a splash of flame.

The ravines, winding about and splitting into a labyrinth of coulees,
with chains of rounded hills to separate them, have groves of trees in their
bottoms, along the sides of the water courses. [n these are found the
blacktail deer, and his cousin, the whitetail, too, with his flaunting flag;
but in the spring-time, when we are after antelope only, we must go out
farther to the flat prairie land on the divide. Here, in places, the level
grassy plains are strewn with mounds and hillocks of red or gray scoria,
that stand singly or clustered into little groups, their tops crested, or their
sides covered, by queer detached masses of volcanic rock, wrought into
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strange shapes by the dead forces whose blind, hidden strength long ago
called them into being. The road our wagons take, when the water is too

high for us to come down the river bottom, stretches far ahead—two dark,

IN WITH THE HORSE HERD.

straight, parallel furrows which merge into one in the distance. Quaint
little horned frogs crawl sluggishly along in the wheel tracks, and
the sickle-billed curlews run over the ground or soar above and around
the horsemen, uttering their mournful, never-ceasing clamor. The grass-
land stretches out in the sunlight like a sea, every wind bending the
blades into a ripple, and flecking the prairie with shifting patches of a
different green from that around, exactly as the touch of a light squall‘or
wind-gust will fleck the smooth surface of the ocean.  Our Western pla.ms
differ widely in detail from those of Asia; yet they always call to mind
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. The Scythian
On the wide steppe, unnarnessing
His wheel’d house at noon.
He tethers his beast down, and makes his meal —
Mares’ milk, and Dbread
Baked on the embers ; — all around
The boundless, waving grass-plains stretch
.; before him, for long miles,
Alive with bright green lizards
And the springing bustard fowl,
The track, a straight black line,
Furrows the rich soil; herc and there
Clusters of lonely mounds
Topp’d with rough hewn,
Gray, rain-blear’d statues. overpeer
The sunny waste,

In the spring mornings the rider on the plains will hear bird songs
unknown in the East.  The Missouri skylark sings while soaring above
the great plateaus so high in the air that it is impossible to see the bird;
and this habit of singing while soaring it shares with some sparrow-like
birds that are often found in company with it. The white-shouldered
lark-bunting, in its livery of black, has rich, full notes, and as it sings on
the wing it reminds one of the bobolink; and the sweet-voiced lark-finch
also utters its song in the air. These birds, and most of the sparrows of
the plains, are characteristic of this region.

But many of our birds, especially those found in the wooded river bot-
toms, answer to those of the East; only almost each one has some marked
point of difference from its Eastern representative. The bluebird out
West is very much of a blue bird indeed, for it has no “earth tinge” on
its breast at all; while the indigo-bird, on the contrary, has gained the
ruddy markings that the other has lost. The flicker has the shafts of its
wing and tail quills colored orange instead of yellow. The towhee has
lost all title to its name, for its only cry is a mew like that of a cat-bird;
while, most wonderful of all, the meadow-lark has found a rich, strong
voice, and is one of the sweetest and most incessant singers we have.

Throughout June the thickets and groves about the ranch house are
loud with bird music from before dawn till long after sunrise. The
thrashers have sung all the night through from among the thorn-bushes
if there has been a moon, or even if there has been bright starlight; and
before the first glimmer of gray the bell-like, silvery songs of the shy
woodland thrushes chime in; while meadow-lark, robin, bluebird, and
song sparrow, together with many rarer singers, like the grosbeak, join in

e e ST

!




THE HOME RANCH 39

swelling the chorus. There are some would-be singers whose intention is
better than their execution.  Blackbirds of scveral kinds are plenty round
the house and stables, walking about with a knowing air, like so many
dwarf crows; and now and then a flock of yellow-heads will mix for a
few days with their purple or rusty-colored brethren. The males of these
yellow-headed grakles are really handsome, their orange and yellow
heads contrasting finely with the black of the rest of their plumage; but
their voices are discordant to a degree. When a flock has done feeding
it will often light in straggling order among the trees in front of the
veranda, and then the males will begin to sing, or rather to utter the most
extraordinary collection of broken sounds—-creakings, gurglings, hisses,
twitters, and every now and then a liquid note or two. It is like an
accentuated representation of the noise made by a flock of common black-
birds. At nightfall the poor-wills begin to utter their boding call from the
wooded ravines back in the hills; not “whip-poor-will,” as in the East, but
with two syllables only. They often come round the ranch house. Late
one evening | had been sitting motionless on the veranda, looking out
across the water and watching the green and brown of the hill-tops
change to purple and umber and then fade off into shadowy gray as the
somber darkness deepened. Suddenly a poor-will lit on the floor beside
me and stayed some little time; now and then uttering its mournful cries,
then ceasing for a few moments as it flitted round after insects, and again
returning to the same place to begin anew. The little owls, too, call to
each other with tremulous, quavering voices throughout the livelong
night, as they sit in the creaking trees that overhang the roof. Now and
then we hear the wilder voices of the wilderness, from animals that in the
hours of darkness do not fear the neighborhood of man: the coyotes
wail like dismal ventriloquists, or the silence may be broken by the
strident challenge of a Iynx. or by the snorting and stamping of a deer
that has come to the edge of the open.

In the hot noontide hours of midsummer the broad ranch veranda,
always in the shade, is almost the only spot where a man can be com-
fortable ; but here he can sit for hours at a time, leaning back in his rock-
ing-chair, as he reads or smokes, or with half-closed, dreamy eyes gazes
across the shallow, nearly dry river-bed to the wooded bottoms opposite,
and to the plateaus lying back of them. Against the sheer white faces of
the cliffs, that come down without a break, the dark green tree-tops stand
out in bold relief. In the hot, lifeless air all objects that are not near by
seem to sway and waver. There are few sounds to break the stillness.
From the upper branches of the cottonwood trees overhead, whose shim-
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mering, tremulous leaves are hardly ever quiet, but if the wind stirs at all,
rustle and quiver and sigh all day long, comes every now and then the
soft, melancholy cooing of the mourning dove, whose voice always seems
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A BUCKING BRONCO.

far away and expresses more than any other sound in nature the sadness
of gentle, hopeless, never-ending grief. The other birds are still; and
very few animals move about. Now and then the black shadow of a
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wheeling vulture falls on the sun-scorched ground. The cattle, that have
strung down in long files from the hills, lie quietly on the sand-bars,
except that some of the bulls keep traveling up and down, bellowing and
routing or giving vent to long, surly grumblings as they paw the sand
and toss it up with their horns. At times the horses, too, will come
down to drink, and to splash and roll in the water.

The prairie-dogs alone are not daunted by the heat, but sit at the
mouths of their burrows with their usual pert curiosity. They are both-
ersome little fellows, and most prolific, increasing in spite of the perpetual
war made on them by every carnivorous bird and beast. One of their
worst foes is the black-footed ferret, a handsome, rather rare animal,
somewhat like a mink, with a yellow-brown body and dark feet and
mask. It is a most bloodthirsty little brute, feeding on all small animals
and ground birds. It will readily master a jack-rabbit, will kill very
young fawns if it finds them in the mother's absence, and works extraor-
dinary havoc in a dog town, as it can follow the wretched little beasts
down into the burrows. In one instance, I knew of a black-footed ferret
making a succession of inroads on a ranchman’s poultry, killing and car-
rying off most of them before it was trapped. Coyotes, foxes, swifts,
badgers, and skunks also like to lurk about the dog towns. Of the
skunks, by the way, we had last year altogether too much; there was a
perfect plague of them all along the river, and they took to trying to get
into the huts, with the stupid pertinacity of the species. At every ranch
house dozens were killed, we ourselves bagging thirty-three, all slain near
the house, and one, to our unspeakable sorrow, in it.

In making a journey over ground we know, during the hot weather
we often prefer to ride by moonlight. The moon shines very brightly
through the dry, clear night air, turning the gray buttes into glimmering
silver; and the horses travel far more readily and easily than under the
glaring noonday sun. The road between my upper and lower ranch
houses is about forty miles long, sometimes following the river-bed, and
then again branching off inland, crossing the great plateaus and winding
through the ravines of the broken country. It is a five-hours’ fair ride;
and so, in a hot spell, we like to take it during the cool of the night,
starting at sunset. After nightfall the face of the country seems to alter
marvelously, and the clear moonlight only intensifies the change. The
river gleams like running quicksilver, and the moonbeams play over the
grassy stretches of the plateaus and glance off the wind-rippled blades as
they would from water. The Bad Lands seem to be stranger and wilder
than ever, the silvery rays turning the country into a kind of grim fairy-
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land. The grotesque, fantastic outlines of the higher cliffs stand out with
startling clearness, while the lower buttes have become formiess, mis-
shapen masses, and the deep gorges are in black shadow; in the dark-
ness there will be no sound but the rhythmic echo of the hoof-beats of the
horses, and the steady, metallic clank of the steel bridle-chains.

But the fall is the time for riding; for in the keen, frosty air neither
man nor beast will tire, though out from the dawn until the shadows have
again waxed long and the daylight has begun to wane, warning all to
push straight for home without drawing rein. Then deer-saddles and
elk-haunches hang from the trees near the house ; and one can have good
sport right on the sand of the river-bed, for we always keep shot-gun or
rifle at hand, to be ready for any prairie chickens, or for such of the pass-
ing water-fowl as light in the river near us.  Occasionally we take a shot
at a flock of waders, among which the pretty avocets are the most strik-
ing in looks and manners. Prairie fowl are quite plenty all round us, and
occasionally small flocks come fairly down into the yard, or perch among
the trees near by. At evening they fly down to the river to drink, and as
they sit on the sand-bars offer fine marks for the rifles. So do the geese
and ducks when they occasionally light on the same places or paddle
leisurely down stream in the middle of the river: but to make much of a
bag of thesc we have to use the heavy No. 10, choke-bore shot-gun,
while the little 16-bore fowling-piece is much the handiest for prairie
fowl. A good many different kinds of water-fowl pass, ranging in size
from a teal duck to a Canada goose, and all of them at times help to eke
out our bill of fare. Last fall a white-fronted goose lighted on the river
in front of the ranch house, and three of us, armed with miscellaneous
weapons, went out after him; we disabled him, and then after much bad
shooting,
brush, finally overtook and most foully butchered him. The snow geese
and common wild geese are what we usually kill, however.

and more violent running through thick sand and thick under-

Sometimes strings of sandbill cranes fly along the river, their gut-
tural clangor being heard very far off. They usually light on a plateau,
where sometimes they form rings and go through a series of queer antics,
dancing and posturing to each other. They are exceedingly wide-awake
birds, and more shy and wary than antelope, so that they are rarely shot ;
yet once [ succeeded in stalking up to a group in the early morning, and
firing into them rather at random, my bullet killed a full-grown female.
Its breast, when roasted, proved to be very good eating.

Sometimes we vary our diet with fish—wall-eyed pike, ugly, slimy
catfish, and other uncouth finny things, looking very fit denizens of the
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mud-choked water; but they are good eating withal, in spite of their
uncanny appearance.  We usually catch them with set lines, left out over-
night in the deeper pools.

CRUISING FOR STOCK.

The cattle are fattest and in best condition during the fall, and it is
then that the bulk of the beef steers are gathered and shipped—four-
year-olds as a rule, though some threes and fives go along with them.
Cattle are a nuisance while hunting on foot, as they either take fright and
run off when they see the hunter, scaring all game within sight, or else,
what is worse, follow him, blustering and bullying and pretending that
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they are on the point of charging, but rarely actually doing so. Stll, they
are occasionally really dangerous, and it is ncver entirely safe for a man to
be on foot when there is a chance of meeting the droves of long-horned
steers. But they will always bluster rather than fight, whether with men
or beasts, or with one another. The bulls and some of the steers are for-
ever traveling and challenging ecach other, never ceasing their hoarse
rumbling and moaning and their long-drawn, savage bellowing, tearing
up the banks with their horns and sending little spurts of dust above
their shoulders with their fore hoofs; yet they do not seem especially
fond of real fighting, although, of course, they do occasionally have most
desperate and obstinate sct-tos with one another. A large bear will make
short work of a bull: a few months ago one of the former killed a very
big bull near a ranch house a score of miles or so distant, and during onc
night tore up and devoured a large part of his victim.  The ranchman
poisoned the carcass and killed the bear.

OLD-STYLE TEXAN COWMAN.
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IV

Tue Rouxp-Up

URING the winter-time there is ordinarily but little work
done among the cattle.  There is some line riding, and
a continual lookout is kept for the very weak animals,—
usually cows and calves, who have to be driven in, fed,
and housed; but most of the stock are left to shift for them-
selves, undisturbed.  Almost every stock-growers’ association
forbids branding any calves before the spring round-up. If
great bands of cattle wander off the range, parties may be fitted
out to go after them and bring them back; but this is only done when
absolutely necessary, as when the drift of the cattle has been towards an
Indian reservation or a settled granger country, for the weather is very
severe, and the horses are so poor that their food must be carried along.

The bulk of the work is done during the summer, including the late
spring and early fall, and consists mainly in a succession of round-ups,
beginning, with us, in May and ending towards the last of October.

But a good deal may be done in the intervals by riding over one’s
range. Frequently, too, herding will be practiced on a large scale.

Still more important is the *trail " work; cattle, while driven from one
range to another, or to a shipping point for beef, being said to be “on the
trail.”  For years, the over-supply from the vast breeding ranches to the
south, especially in Texas, has been driven northward in large herds,
either to the shipping towns along the great railroads, or else to the
fattening ranges of the North-west; it having been found, so far, that
while the calf crop is larger in the South, beeves become much heavier in
the North. Such cattle, for the most part, went along tolerably well-
marked routes or trails, which became for the time being of great impor-
tance, flourishing—and extremely lawless—towns growing up along them;
but with the growth of the railroad system, and above all with the filling-
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up of the northern ranges, these trails have steadily become of less and
less consequence, though many herds still travel them on their way to the
already crowded ranges of western Dakota and Montana, or to the Can-
adian regions beyond. The trail work is something by itself. The herds
may be on the trail several months, averaging fifteen miles or less a day.
The cowboys accompanying each have to undergo much hard toil, of a
peculiarly same and wearisome kind, on account of the extreme slowness
with which everything must be done, as trail cattle should never be hur-
ried. The foreman of a trail outfit must be not only a veteran cowhand,
but also a miracle of patience and resolution.

Round-up work is far less irksome, there being an immense amount of
dash and excitement connected with it; and when once the cattle are on
the range, the important work is done during the round-up. On cow
ranches, or wherever there is breeding stock, the spring round-up is the
great event of the season, as it is then that the bulk of the calves are
branded. It usually lasts six weeks, or thereabouts; but its end by no
means implies rest for the stockman. On the contrary, as soon as it is
over, wagons are sent to work out-of-the-way parts ot the country that
have been passed over, but where cattle are supposed to have drifted ; and
by the time these have come back the first beef round-up has begun, and
thereafter beeves are steadily gathered and shipped, at least from among
the larger herds, until cold weather sets in; and in the fall there is another
round-up, to brand the late calves and sece that the stock is got back on
the range. As all of these round-ups are of one character, a description
of the most important, taking place in the spring, will be enough.

In April we begin to get up the horses. Throughout the winter very
few have been kept for use, as they are then poor and weak, and must be
given grain and hay if they are to be worked. The men in the line camps
need two or three apiece, and each man at the home ranch has a couple
more ; but the rest are left out to shift for themselves, which the tough,
hardy little fellows are well able to do. Ponies can pick up a living where
cattle die; though the scanty feed, which they may have to uncover by
pawing off the snow, and the bitter weather often make them look very
gaunt by spring-time. But the first warm rains bring up the green grass,
and then all the live-stock gain flesh with wonderful rapidity. When the
spring round-up begins the horses should be as fat and sleek as possible.
After running all winter free, even the most sober pony is apt to betray an
inclination to buck; and, if possible, we like to ride every animal once or
twice before we begin to do real work with him. Animals that have
escaped for any length of time are almost as bad to handle as if they had



THE ROUND-UP S/

never been broken. One of the two horses mentioned in a former chap-
ter as having been gone eighteen months has, since his return, been sug-
gestively dubbed * Dynamite Jimmy,” on account of the incessant and erup-
tive energy with which he bucks. Many of our horses, by the way, are
thus named from some feat or peculiarity. Wire Fence, when being broken,
ran into one of the abominations after which he is now called; Hacka-
more once got away and remained out for three weeks with a hackamore,
or breaking-halter, on him; Macaulay contracted the habit of regularly
getting rid of the huge Scotchman to whom he was intrusted; Bulberry
Johnny spent the hour or two after he was first mounted in a large patch
of thorny bulberry bushes, his distracted rider unable to get him to do any-
thing but move round sidewise in a circle; IFall Back would never get to
the front; Water Skip always jumps mud-puddles; and there are a dozen
others with names as purely descriptive.

The stock-growers of Montana, of the western part of Dakota, and
even of portions of extreme northern Wyoming,—that is, of all the grazing
lands lying in the basin of the Upper Missouri,—have united, and formed
themselves into the great Montana Stock-growers’ Association. Among
the countless benefits they have derived from this course, not the least has
been the way in which the various round-ups work in with and supple-
ment one another. At the spring meeting of the association, the entire
territory mentioned above, including perhaps a hundred thousand square
miles, is mapped out into round-up districts, which generally are changed
but slightly from year to year, and the times and places for the round-ups to
begin refixed so that those of adjacent districts may be run with a view to
the best interests of all. Thus the stockmen along the Yellowstone have
one round-up; we along the Little Missouri have another; and the
country lying between, through which the Big Beaver flows, is almost
equally important to both. Accordingly, one spring, the Little Missouri
round-up, beginning May 235, and working down-stream, was timed so as
to reach the mouth of the Big Beaver about June 1, the Yellowstone round-
up beginning at that date and place. Both then worked up the Beaver
together to its head, when the Yellowstone men turned to the west and
we bent back to our own river; thus the bulk of the strayed cattle of
each were brought back to their respective ranges. Our own round-up
district covers the Big and Litde Beaver creeks, which rise near each
other, but empty into the Little Missouri nearly a hundred and fifty miles
apart, and so much of the latter river as lies between their mouths.

The captain or foreman of the round-up, upon whom very much of its

efficiency and success depends, is chosen beforehand. He is, of course,
9
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an expert cowman, thoroughly acquainted with the country; and he must
also be able to command and to keep control of the wild rough-riders
he has under him—a feat needing both tact and firmness.

At the appointed day all meet at the place from which the round-up is
to start. Each ranch, of course, has most work to be done in its own
round-up district, but it is also necessary to have representatives in ali
those surrounding it. A large outfit may employ a dozen cowboys, or
over, in the home district, and yet have nearly as many more represent-
ing its interest in the various ones adjoining. Smaller outfits generally
club together to run a wagon and send outside representatives, or else go
along with their stronger neighbors, they paying part of the expenses.
A large outfit, with a herd of twenty thousand cattle or more, can, if
necessary, run a round-up entirely by itself, and is able to act independ-
ently of outside help; it is therefore at a great advantage compared with
those that can take no step effectively without their neighbors’ consent
and assistance.

If the starting-point is some distance off, it may be necessary to leave
home three or four days in advance. Before this we have got everything
in readiness; have overhauled the wagons, shod any horse whose fore-
feet are tender,—as a rule, all our ponies go barefooted,— and left things
in order at the ranch. Our outfit may be taken as a sample of every one
else’'s.  We have a stout four-horse wagon to carry the bedding and the
food; in its rear a mess-chest is rigged to hold the knives, forks, cans,
etc. All our four team-horses are strong, willing animals, though of no
great size, being originally just “broncos,” or unbroken native horses,
like the others. The teamster is also cook: a man who is a really first-
rate hand at both driving and cooking—and our present teamster is
both—can always command his price. Desides our own men, some cow-
boys from neighboring ranches and two or three representatives from
other round-up districts are always along, and we generally have at least
a dozen ‘‘riders,” as they are termed,—that is, cowboys, or ‘‘cow-
punchers,” who do the actual cattle-work,—with the wagon. Each of
these has a string of eight or ten ponies; and to take charge of the
saddle-band, thus consisting of a hundred odd head, there are two
herders, always known as “horse-wranglers "—one for the day and one

for the night. Occasionally there will be two wagons, one to carry the
bedding and one the food. known, respectively, as the bed and the mess
wagon ; but this is not usual.

\While traveling to the meeting-point the pace is always slow, as it is
an object to bring the horses on the ground as fresh as possible. Accord-
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ingly we keep at a walk almost all day, and the riders, having nothing
else to do, assist the wranglers in driving the saddle-band, three or four
going in front, and others on the side, so that the horses shall keep on a
walk. There is always some trouble with the animals at the starting out,
as they are very fresh and are restive under the saddle. The herd is
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DRIVING TO THE ROUND-UP.

likely to stampede, and any beast that is frisky or vicious is sure to show
its worst side. To do really effective cow-work a pony should be well
broken; but many even of the old ones have vicious traits, and almost
every man will have in his string one or two young horses, or broncos,
hardly broken at all. Thanks to the rough methods of breaking in
vogue on the plains many even of the so-called broken animals retain
always certain bad habits, the most common being that of bucking. Of
the sixty odd horses on my ranch all but half a dozen were broken by
ourselves: and though my men are all good riders, yet a good rider is
not necessarily a good horse-breaker, and indeed it was an absolute
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impossibility properly to break so many animals in the short time at ou
command—for we had to use them almost immediately after they were
bought. In consequence, very many of my horses have to this day traits
not likely to set a timid or a clumsy rider at his ease. One or two run
away and cannot be held by even the strongest bit; others can hardly
be bridled or saddled until they have been thrown; two or three have a
tendency to fall over backward; and half of them buck more or less,
some so hard that only an expert can sit them; several 1 never ride
myself, save from dire necessity.

In riding these wild, vicious horses, and in careering over such very
bad ground, especially at night, accidents are always occurring. A man
who is merely an ordinary rider is certain to have a pretty hard time. On
my first round-up I had a string of nine horses, four of them broncos, only
broken to the extent of having each been saddled once or twice.  One of
them it was an impossibility to bridle or to saddle single-handed; it was
very difficult to get on or off him, and he was exceedingly nervous if a
man moved his hands or feet; but he had no bad tricks. The second
soon became perfectly quiet. The third turned out to be one of the worst
buckers on the ranch: once, when he bucked me off, I managed to fall on
a stone and broke a rib. The fourth had a still worse habit, for he would
balk and then throw himself over backward: once, when I was not quick
enough, he caught me and broke something in the point of my shoulder,
so that it was some weeks before I could raise the arm freely. My hurts
were far from serious, and did not interfere with my riding and working as
usual through the round-up; but I was heartily glad when it ended, and
ever since have religiously done my best to get none but gentle horses in
my own string. However, every one gets falls from or with his horse now
and then in the cow country; and even my men, good riders though they
are, are sometimes injured. One of them once broke his ankle; another
a rib; another was on one occasion stunned, remaining unconscious for
some hours; and yet another had certain of his horses buck under him so
hard and long as finally to hurt his lungs and make him cough blood.
Fatal accidents occur annually in almost every district, especially if there
is much work to be done among stampeded cattle at night; but on my
own ranch none of my men have ever been seriously hurt, though on one
occasion a cowboy from another ranch, who was with my wagon, was
killed, his horse falling and pitching him heavily on his head.

For bedding, each man has two or three pairs of blankets, and a tar-
paulin or small wagon-sheet. Usually, two or three sleep together.
Even in June the nights are generally cool and pleasant, and it is chilly
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in the early mornings; although this is not always so, and when the
weather stays hot and mosquitoes are plenty, the hours of darkness, even
in midsummer, seem painfully long. In the Bad Lands proper we are
not often bothered very seriously by these winged pests; but in the low
bottoms of the Big Missouri, and beside many of the reedy ponds and
great sloughs out on the prairie, they are a perfect scourge. During the
very hot nights, when they are especially active, the bed-clothes make
a man feel absolutely smothered, and yet his only chance for sleep is
to wrap himself tightly up, head and all; and even then some of the
pests will usually force their way in. At sunset I have seen the mos-
quitoes rise up from the land like a dense cloud, to make the hot, stifling
night one long torture; the horses would neither lie down nor graze,
traveling restlessly to and fro till daybreak, their bodies streaked and
bloody, and the insects settling on them so as to make them all one color,
a uniform gray; while the men, after a few hours’ tossing about in the
vain attempt to sleep, rose, built a little fire of damp sage brush, and thus
endured the misery as best they could until it was light enough to work.

But if the weather is fine, a man will never sleep better nor more
pleasantly than in the open air after a hard day’s work on the round-up;
nor will an ordinary shower or gust of wind disturb him in the least, for
he simply draws the tarpaulin over his head and goes on sleeping. But
now and then we have a wind-storm that might better be called a whirl-
wind and has to be met very differently; and two or three days or nights
of rain insure the wetting of the blankets, and therefore shivering dis-
comfort on the part of the would-be sleeper. For two or three hours all
goes well; and it is rather soothing to listen to the steady patter of the
great raindrops on the canvas. But then it will be found that a corner has
been left open through which the water can get in, or else the tarpaulin
will begin to leak somewhere; or perhaps the water will have collected
in a hollow underneath and have begun to soak through. Soon a little
stream trickles in, and every effort to remedy matters merely results in a
change for the worse. To move out of the way insures getting wet in a
fresh spot; and the best course is to lie still and accept the evils that
have come with what fortitude one can. Even thus, the first night a man
can sleep pretty well; but if the rain continues, the second night, when
the blankets are already damp, and when the water comes through more
easily, is apt to be most unpleasant.

Of course, a man can take little spare clothing on a round-up; at the
very outside two or three clean handkerchiefs, a pair of socks, a change
of underclothes, and the most primitive kind of washing-apparatus, all
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wrapped up in a stout jacket which is to be worn when night-herding.
The inevitable ¢ slicker,” or oil-skin coat, which gives complete protection
from the wet, is always carried behind the saddle.

SADDLING FRESH HORSES.

At the meeting-place there is usually a delay of a day or two to let
every one come in; and the plain on which the encampment is made
becomes a scene of great bustle and turmoil. The heavy four-horse
wagons jolt in from different quarters, the horse-wranglers rushing madly
to and fro in the endeavor to keep the different saddle-bands from min-
¢gling, while the “‘riders,” or cowboys, with each wagon jog along in a
body. The representatives from outside districts ride in singly or by
twos and threes, every man driving before him his own horses, one of
them loaded with his bedding. IFach wagon wheels out of the way into
some camping-place not too near the others, the bedding is tossed out on
the ground, and then every one is left to do what he wishes, while the dif-
ferent wagon bosses, or foremen, seek out the captain of the round-up
to learn what his plans are.
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There is a good deal of rough but effective discipline and method in
the way in which a round-up is carried on.  The captain of the whole has
as lieutenants the various wagon foremen, and in making demands for men
to do some special service he will usually merely designate some foreman
to take charge of the work and let him parcel it out among his men to suit
himself. The captain of the round-up or the foreman of a wagon may
himself be a ranchman; if such is not the case, and the ranchman never-
theless comes along, he works and fares precisely as do the other cowboys.

While the head men are gathered in a little knot, planning out the
work, the others are dispersed over the plain in every direction, racing,
breaking rough horses, or simply larking with one another. If a man has
an especially bad horse, he usually takes such an opportunity, when he
has plenty of time, to ride him; and while saddling he is surrounded by a
crowd of most unsympathetic associates who greet with uproarious mirth
any misadventure. A man on a bucking horse is always considered fair
game, every squeal and jump of the bronco being hailed with cheers of
delighted irony for the rider and shouts to *stay with him.” The antics of
a vicious bronco show infinite variety of detail, but are all modeled on one
general plan. When the rope settles round his neck the fight begins, and
it is only after much plunging and snorting that a twist is taken over his
nose, or else a hackamore—a species of severe halter, usually made of
plaited hair—slipped on his head. While being bridled he strikes
viciously with his fore feet, and perhaps has to be blindfolded or thrown
down; and to get the saddle on him is quite as difficult. When saddled,
he may get rid of his exuberant spirits by bucking under the saddle, or
may reserve all his energies for the rider. In the last case, the man keep-
ing tight hold with his left hand of the cheek-strap, so as to prevent the
horse from getting his head down until he is fairly seated, swings himself
quickly into the saddle. Up rises the bronco’s back into an arch ; his head,
the ears laid straight back, goes down between his forefeet, and, squealing
savagely, he makes a succession of rapid, stiff-legged, jarring bounds.
Sometimes he is a ““ plunging " bucker, who runs forward all the time while
bucking; or he may buck steadily in one place, or * sun-fish,”—that is,
bring first one shoulder down almost to the ground and then the other,—
or else he may change ends while in the air. A first-class rider will sit
throughout it all without moving from the saddle, quirting* his horse all
the time, though his hat may be jarred off his head and his revolver out of
its sheath. After a few jumps, however, the average man grasps hold of

* Quirt is Ihe name of the short flexible riding-whip used throughout cowboy land. The term
is 2 Spanish one. .
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the horn of the saddle—the delighted onlookers meanwhile earnestly
advising him not to * go to leather "—and is contented to get through the
affair in any shape provided he can escape without being thrown off.  An
accident is of necessity borne with a broad grin, as any attempt to resent
the raillery of the bystanders—which is perfectly good-humored—would
be apt to result disastrously. Cowboys are certainly extremely good
riders. As a class they have no superiors.  Of course, they would at first
be at a disadvantage in steeple-chasing or fox-hunting, but their average
of horsemanship is without doubt higher than that of the men who take
part in these latter amusements. A cowboy would learn to ride across
country in a quarter of the time it would take a cross-country rider to
learn to handle a vicious bronco or to do goed cow-work round and in
a herd.

On such a day, when there is no regular work, there will often also be
horse-races, as each outfit is pretty sure to have some running pony which
it believes can outpace any other. These contests are always short-dis-
tance dashes, for but a few hundred yards. Horse-racing is a mania
with most plainsmen, white or red. A man with a good racing pony
will travel all about with it, often winning large sums, visiting alike cow
ranches, frontier towns, and Indian encampments. Sometimes the race is
“pony against pony,” the victor taking both steeds. In racing the men
ride bareback, as there are hardly any light saddles in the cow country.
There will be intense excitement and very heavy betting over a race
between two well-known horses, together with a good chance of blood
being shed in the attendant quarrels. Indians and whites often race
against each other as well as among themselves. [ have seen several
such contests, and in every case but one the white man happened to win.
A race is usually run between two thick rows of spectators, on foot and on
horseback, and as the racers pass, these rows close in behind them, every
man yelling and shouting with all the strength of his lungs, and all waving
their hats and cloaks to encourage the contestants, or firing off their revolv-
ers and saddle guns. The little horses are fairly maddened, as is natural
enough, and run as if they were crazy: were the distances longer some
would be sure to drop in their tracks.

Besides the horse-races, which are, of course, the main attraction, the
men at a round-up will often get up wrestling matches or foot-races. In
fact, every one feels that he is off for a holiday; for after the monotony of
a long winter, the cowboys look forward eagerly to the round-up, where
the work is hard, it is true, but exciting and varied, and treated a good
deal as a frolic. There is no eight-hour law in cowboy land: during
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round-up time we often count ourselves lucky if we get off with much less
than sixteen hours; but the work s done in the saddle, and the men are
spurred on all the time by the desire to outdo one another in feats of daring
and skillful horsemanship. There is very little quarreling or fighting; and
though the fun often takes the form of rather rough horse-play, yet the prac-
tice of carrying dangerous weapons makes cowboys show far more rough
courtesy to each other and far less rudeness to strangers than is the case
among, for instance, Eastern miners, or even lumbermen. \When a quarrel
may very probably result fatally, a man thinks twice before going into it:

TRAILING CATTLE.

warlike people or classes always treat one another with a certain amount
of consideration and politeness. The moral tone of a cow-camp, indeed,
is rather high than otherwise. Meanness, cowardice, and dishonesty are
not tolerated. There is a high regard for truthfulness and keeping one’s
word, intense contempt for any kind of hypocrisy, and a hearty dislike for
a man who shirks his work. Many of the men gamble and drink, but
many do neither; and the conversation is not worse than in most bodies
composed wholly of male human beings. A cowboy will not submit tamely

to an insult, and is ever ready to avenge his own wrongs; nor has he an
10
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overwrought fear of shedding blood. He possesses, in fact, few of the
emasculated, milk-and-water moralities admired by the pseudo-philan-
thropists; but he does possess, to a very high degree, the stern, manly
qualities that are invaluable to a nation.

The method of work is simple. The mess-wagons and loose horses,
after breaking camp in the morning, move on in a straight line for some
few miles, going into camp again before midday ; and the day herd, con-
sisting of all the cattle that have been found far off their range, and which
are to be brought back there, and of any others that it is necessary to
gather, follows on afterwards. Meanwhile the cowboys scatter out and
drive in all the cattle from the country round about, going perhaps ten or
fifteen miles back from the line of march, and meeting at the place where
camp has already been pitched. The wagons always keep some little dis-
tance from one another, and the saddle-bands do the same, so that the
horses may not get mixed. It is rather picturesque to sece the four-horse
teams filing down at a trot through a pass among the buttes—the sad-
dle-bands being driven along at a smart pace to one side or behind, the
teamsters cracking their whips, and the horse-wranglers calling and shout-
ing as they ride rapidly from side to side behind the horses, urging on the
stragglers by dexterous touches with the knotted ends of their long lariats
that are left trailing from the saddle. The country driven over is very
rough, and it is often necessary to double up teams and put on eight horses
to each wagon in going up an unusually steep pitch, or hauling through a
deep mud-hole, or over a river crossing where there is quicksand.

The speed and thoroughness with which a country can be worked
depends, of course, very largely upon the number of riders. Ours is prob-
ably about an average round-up as regards size. The last spring I was
out, there were half a dozen wagons along: the saddle-bands numbered
about a hundred each; and the morning we started. sixty men in the
saddle splashed across the shallow ford of the river that divided the plain
where we had camped from the valley of the long winding creek up which
we were first to work.

In the morning the cook is preparing breakfast long before the first
glimmer of dawn. As soon as it is ready, probably about 3 o'clock, he
utters a long-drawn shout, and all the sleepers feel it is time to be up on
the instant, for they know there can be no such thing as delay on the
round-up, under penalty of being set afoot. Accordingly, they bundle out,
rubbing their eyes and yawning, draw on their boots and trousers,—if
they have taken the latter off —roll up and cord their bedding, and usually
without any attempt at washing crowd over to the little smoldering fire,
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which is placed in a hole dug in the ground, so that there may be no risk
of its spreading. The men are rarely very hungry at breakfast, and it is
a meal that has to be eaten in shortest order, so it is perhaps the least
important. Each man, as he comes up, grasps a tin cup and plate from
the mess-box, pours out his tea or coffee, with sugar, but, of course, no
milk, helps himself to one or two of the biscuits that have been baked in a
Dutch oven, and perhaps also to a slice of the fat pork swimming in the
grease of the frying-pan, ladles himself out some beans, if there are any,
and squats down on the ground to eat his breakfast. The meal is not an
elaborate one; nevertheless a man will have to hurry if he wishes to eat it
before hearing the foreman sing out, * Come, boys, catch your horses”;
when he must drop everything and run out to the wagon with his lariat.
The night wrangler 1s now bringing in the saddle-band, which he has been
up all night guarding. A rope corral is rigged up by stretching a rope
from each wheel of one side of the wagon, making a V-shaped space, into
which the saddle-horses are driven. Certain men stand around to keep
them inside, while the others catch the horses: many outfits have one man
to do all the roping. As soon as each has caught his horse—usually
a strong, tough animal, the small, quick ponies being reserved for the work
round the herd in the afternoon—the band, now in charge of the day
wrangler, is turned loose, and every one saddles up as fast as possible. It
still lacks some time of being sunrise, and the air has in it the peculiar
chill of the early morning. \When all are saddled, many of the horses
bucking and dancing about, the riders from the different wagons all
assemble at the one where the captain is sitting, already mounted. He
waits a very short time—for laggards receive but scant mercy—before
announcing the proposed camping-place and parceling out the work
among those present. 1f, as is usually the case, the line of march is along
a river or creek, he appoints some man to take a dozen others and drive
down (or up) it ahead of the day herd, so that the latter will not have to
travel through other cattle; the day herd itself being driven and guarded
by a dozen men detached for that purpose. The rest of the riders are
divided into two bands, placed under men who know the country, and
start out, one on each side, to bring in every head for fifteen miles back.
The captain then himself rides down to the new camping-place, so as to be
there as soon as any cattle are brought in.

Meanwhile the two bands, a score of riders in each, separate and make
their way in opposite directions. The leader of each tries to get such a
“scatter” on his men that they will cover completely all the land gone
over, This morning work is called circle riding, and is peculiarly hard
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in the Bad Lands on account of the remarkably broken, rugged nature of
the country. The men come in on lines that tend to a common center—
as if the sticks of a fan were curved. As the band goes out, the leader

THE ROPE CORRAL.

from time to time detaches one or two men to ride down through certain
sections of the country, making the shorter, or what are called imside,
circles, while he keeps on; and finally, retaining as companions tlfe two
or three whose horses are toughest, makes the longest or outside circle
himself, going clear back to the divide, or whatever the point may be that
marks the limit of the round-up work, and then turning and working
straight to the meeting-place. Each man, of course, brings in every head
of cattle he can see.

These long, swift rides in the glorious spring mornings are not soon
to be forgotten. The sweet, fresh air, with a touch of sharpness thus
early in the day, and the rapid motion of the fiery little horse combine to
make a man’s blood thrill and leap with sheer buoyant light-heartedness
and eager, exultant pleasure in the boldness and freedom of the life he is
leading.  As we climb the steep sides of the first range of buttes, wisps
of wavering mist still cling in the hollows of the valley; when we come
out on the top of the first great plateau, the sun flames up over its edge,
and in the level, red beams the galloping horsemen throw long fantastic
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shadows. Black care rarely sits behind a rider whose pace is fast enough;
at any rate, not when he first feels the horse move under him.

Sometimes we trot or pace, and again we lope or gallop; the few
who are to take the outside circle must needs ride both hard and fast.
Although only grass-fed, the horses are tough and wiry; and, moreover,
are each used but once in four days, or thereabouts, so they stand the
work well.  The course out lies across great grassy plateaus, along knife-
like ridge crests, among winding valleys and ravines, and over acres of
barren, sun-scorched buttes, that look grimly grotesque and forbidding,
while in the Bad Lands the riders unhesitatingly go down and over
places where it seems impossible that a horse should even stand. The
line of horsemen will quarter down the side of a butte, where every pony
has to drop from ledge to ledge like a goat, and will go over the shoulder
of a soapstone cliff, when wet and slippery, with a series of plunges and
scrambles which if unsuccessful would land horses and riders in the bot-
tom of the canon-like washout below. In descending a clay butte after
a rain, the pony will put all four feet together and slide down to the bot-
tom almost or quite on his haunches. In very wet weather the Bad
Lands are absolutely impassable; but if the ground is not slippery, it is a
remarkable place that can shake the matter-of-course confidence felt by
the rider in the capacity of his steed to go anywhere.

When the men on the outside circle have reached the bound set
them,—whether it is a low divide, a group of jagged hills, the edge
of the rolling, limitless prairie, or the long, waste reaches of alkali and
sage brush,—they turn their horses’ heads and begin to work down the
branches of the creeks, one or two riding down the bottom, while the
others keep off to the right and the left, a little ahead and fairly high up
on the side hills, so as to command as much of a view as possible. On
the level or rolling prairies the cattle can be seen a long way off, and it is
an easy matter to gather and to drive them; but in the Bad Lands every
little pocket, basin, and coulée has to be searched, every gorge or ravine
entered, and the dense patches of brushwood and spindling, wind-beaten
trees closely examined. All the cattle are carried on ahead down the
creek; and it is curious to watch the different behavior of the different
breeds. A cowboy riding off to one side of the creek, and seeing a num-
ber of long-horned Texans grazing in the branches of a set of coulées,
has merely to ride across the upper ends of these, uttering the drawn-out
“““ei-koh-h-I,"” so familiar to the cattle-men, and the long-horns will stop
grazing, stare fixedly at him, and then, wheeling, strike off down the
coulées at a trot, tails in air, to be carried along by the center riders
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when they reach the main creek into which the coulées lead. Our own
range cattle are not so wild, but nevertheless are easy to drive; while
Eastern-raised beasts have little fear of a horseman, and merely stare
stupidly at him until he rides directly towards them. Every little bunch
of stock is thus collected, and all are driven along together. At the place
where some large fork joins the main creek another band may be met,
driven by some of the men who have left earlier in the day to take one of
the shorter circles; and thus, before coming down to the bottom where
the wagons are camped and where the actual * round-up " itself 1s to take
place, this one herd may include a couple of thousand head; or, on the
other hand, the longest ride may not result in the finding of a dozen
animals.  As soon as the riders are in, they disperse to their respective
wagons to get dinner and change horses, leaving the cattle to be held by
one or two of their number. If only a small number of cattle have been
gathered, they will all be run into one herd; if there are many of them,
however, the different herds will be held separate.

A plain where a round-up is taking place offers a picturesque sight.
I well remember one such. It was on a level bottom in a bend of the
river, which here made an almost semicircular sweep. The bottom was
in shape a long oval, hemmed in by an unbroken line of steep Dbluffs so
that it looked like an amphitheater. Across the faces of the dazzling
white cliffs there were sharp bands of black and red, drawn by the coal
seams and the layers of burned clay: the leaves of the trees and the
grass had the vivid green of spring-time. The wagons were camped
among the cottonwood trees fringing the river, a thin column of smoke
rising up from beside each. The horses were grazing round the out-
skirts, those of each wagon by themselves and kept from going too near
the others by their watchful guard. In the great circular corral, towards
one end, the men were already branding calves, while the whole middle
of the bottom was covered with lowing herds of cattle and shouting, gal-
loping cowboys. Apparently there was nothing but dust, noise, and con-
fusion; but in reality the work was proceeding all the while with the
utmost rapidity and certainty.

As soon as, or even before, the last circle riders have come in and
have snatched a few hasty mouthfuls to serve as their midday meal, we
begin to work the herd—or herds, if the one herd would be of too
unwieldy size.  The animals are held in a compact bunch, most of the
riders forming a ring outside, while a couple from each ranch successively
look the herds through and cut out those marked with their own brand.
It is difficult, in such a mass of moving beasts,—for they do not stay still,
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but keep weaving in and out among each other,—to find all of éne’s own
animals: a man must have natural gifts, as well as great experience,
before he becomes a good brand-reader and is able really to **clean up a
herd "—that is, be sure he has left nothing of his own in it.

CUTTING OUT A STEER.

To do good work in cutting out from a herd, not only should the rider
be a good horseman, but he should also have a skillful, thoroughly trained
horse. A good cutting pony is not common, and is generally too valuable
to be used anywhere but in the herd. Such an one enters thoroughly
into the spirit of the thing, and finds out immediately the animal his mas-
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ter is after; he will then follow it closely of his own accord through every
wheel and double at top speed. When looking through the herd, it is
necessary to move slowly; and when any animal is found it is taken to
the outskirts at a walk, so as not to alarm the others. Once at the out-
side, however, the cowboy has to ride like lightning; for as soon as the
beast he is after finds itself separated from its companions it endeavors to
break back among them, and a young, range-raised steer or heifer runs
like a deer. In cutting out a cow and a calf two men have to work
together.  As the animals of a brand are cut out they are received and
held apart by some rider detailed for the purpose, who is said to be
“holding the cut.”

All this time the men holding the herd have their hands full, for some
animal is continually trying to break out, when the nearest man flies at it
at once and after a smart chase brings it back to its fellows. As soon as
all the cows, calves, and whatever else is being gathered have been cut
out, the rest are driven clear off the ground and turned loose, being
headed in the direction contrary to that in which we travel the following
day. Then the riders surround the next herd, the men holding cuts move
them up near it, and the work is begun anew.

If it is necessary to throw an animal, either to examine a brand or for
any other reason, half a dozen men will have their ropes down at once;
and then it is spur and quirt in the rivalry to see which can outdo the
other until the beast is roped and thrown. A first-class hand will,
unaided, rope, throw, and tie down a cow or steer in wonderfully short
time; one of the favorite tests of competitive skill among the cowboys is
the speed with which this feat can be accomplished. Usually, however,
one man ropes the animal by the head and another at the same time gets
the loop of his lariat over one or both its hind legs, when it is twisted
over and stretched out in a second. In following an animal on horse-
back the man keeps steadily swinging the rope round his head, by a dex-
terous motion of the wrist only, until he gets a chance to throw it; when
on foot, especially if catching horses in a corral, the loop is allowed to
drag loosely on the ground. A good roper will hurl out the coil with
marvelous accuracy and force; it fairly whistles through the air, and set-
tles round the object with almost infallible certainty. Mexicans make the
best ropers; but some Texans are very little behind them. A good horse
takes as much interest in the work as does his rider, and the instant the
noose settles over the victim wheels and braces himself to meet the shock,
standing with his legs firmly planted, the steer or cow being thrown with
a jerk.  An unskillful rider and untrained horse will often themselves be
thrown when the strain comes.
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Sometimes an animal—usually a cow or steer, but, strangely enough,
very rarely a bull—will get fichting mad, and turn on the men. If on
the drive, such a beast usually is simply dropped out; but if they have
time, nothing delights the cowboys more than an encounter of this sort,
and the charging brute is roped and tied down in short order. Often
such an one will make a very vicious fight, and is most dangerous.  Once
a fighting cow kept several of us busy for nearly an hour; she gored two
ponies, one of them, which was, luckily, hurt but slightly, being my own
pet cutting horse. If a steer is hauled out of a mud-hole, its first act is
usually to charge the rescuer.

As soon as all the brands of cattle are worked, and the animals that
are to be driven along have been put in the day herd, attention is turned
to the cows and calves, which are already gathered in different bands, con-
sisting each of all the cows of a certain brand and all the calves that are
following them. If there is
a corral, each band is in turn
driven into it; if there is
none, a ring of riders does
duty in its place. A fire is

ERANDING A CALF.

built, the irons heated, and a dozen men dismount to, as it is called,
“wrestle” the calves. The best two ropers go in on their horses to catch
the latter; one man keeps tally, a couple put on the brands, and the others
seize, throw, and hold the little unfortunates. A first-class roper invari-
ably catches the calf by both hind feet, and then, having taken a twist with
his lariat round the horn of the saddle, drags the bawling little creature,

extended at full-length, up to the fire, where it is held before it can make
11
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a struggle. A\ less skillful roper catches round the neck, and then, if the
calf 1s a large one, the man who seizes it has his hands full, as the bleat-
g, bucking animal develops astonishing strength, cuts the wildest capers,

BRANDING A HORSE.

and resists frantically and with all its power. If there are seventy or eighty
calves in a corral, the scene is one of the greatest confusion.  The ropers,
spurring and checking the fierce little horses, drag the calves up so quickly
that a dozen men can hardly hold them; the men with the irons, black-
ened with soot, run to and fro; the calf-wrestlers, ¢grimy with blood, dust,
and sweat, work like beavers:; while with the voice of a stentor the tally-
man shouts out the number and sex of each calf. The dust rises in clouds,
and the shouts, cheers, curses, and laughter of the men unite with the low-
ing of the cows and the frantic bleating of the roped calves to make a per-
fect babel.  Now and then an old cow turns vicious and puts every one
out of the corral.  Or a maverick bull,—that is, an unbranded bull,—a
vearling or a two-years-old, is caught, thrown, and brandcd; when he is
let up there is sure to be a fine scatter. Down goes his head, and he bolts
at the nearest man, who makes out of the way at top speed, amidst roars

of laughter from all of his companions ; while the men holding down calves
swear savagely as they dodge charging mavericks, trampling horses, and
taut lariats with frantic, plunging little beasts at the farther ends.
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Every morning certain riders are detached to drive and to guard the
day herd, which is most monotonous work, the men being on from 4 in
the morning till § in the evening, the only rest coming at dinner-time,
when they change horses. When the herd has reached the camping-
ground there is nothing to do but to loll listlessly over the saddle-bow in
the blazing sun watching the cattle feed and sleep, and seeing that they do
not spread out too much. Plodding slowly along on the trail through the
columns of dust stirred up by the hoofs is not much better.  Cattle travel
best and fastest strung out in long lines; the swiftest taking the lead in
single file, while the weak and the lazy, the young calves and the poor
cows, crowd together in the rear. Two men travel along with the leaders,
one on each side, to point them in the right direction; one or two others
keep by the flanks, and the rest are in the rear to act as **drag-drivers’
and hurry up the phalanx of reluctant weaklings. If the foremost of the
string travels too fast, one rider will go along on the trail a few rods ahead,
and thus keep them back so that those in the rear will not be left behind.

Generally all this is very tame and irksome; but by fits and starts there
will be little flurries of excitement. Two or three of the circle riders may
unexpectedly come over a butte near by with a bunch of cattle, which at
once start for the day herd, and then there will be a few minutes’ furious
riding hither and thither to keep them out.  Or the cattle may begin to
run, and then get *“milling "—that is, all crowd together into a mass like
a ball, wherein they move round and round, trying to keep their heads
towards the center, and refusing to leave it.  The only way to start them
is to force one’s horse in among them and cut out some of their number,
which then begin to travel off by themselves, when the others will prob-
ably follow. But in spite of occasional incidents of this kind, day-herd-
ing has a dreary sameness about it that makes the men dislike and seck
to avoid it.

IFrom 8 in the evening till 4 in the morning the day herd becomes a
night herd. Each wagon in succession undertakes to guard it for a night,
dividing the time into watches of two hours apiece, a couple of riders tak-
ing each watch. This is generally chilly and tedious; but at times it is
accompanied by intense excitement and danger, when the cattle become
stampeded, whether by storm or otherwise. The first and the last watches
are those chosen by preference; the others are disagreeable, the men hav-
ing to turn out cold and sleepy, in the pitchy darkness, the two hours of
chilly wakefulness completely breaking the night’s rest.  The first guards
have to bed the cattle down, though the day-herders often do this them-
selves: it simply consists in hemming them into as small a space as pos-

’
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THE HERD AT NIGHT.

sible, and then riding round them until they lie dovn and fall asleep.
Often, especially at first, this takes some time—the beasts will keep rising
and lying down again. \When at last most become quiet, some perverse
brute of a steer will deliberately hook them all up; they keep moving in
and out among one another, and long strings of animals suddenly start out
from the herd at a stretching walk, and are turned back by the nearest
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cowboy only to break torth at a new spot. \When finally they have lain
down and are chewing their cud or slumbering, the two night guards
begin riding round them in opposite ways, often, on very dark nights,
calling or singing to them, as the sound of the human voice on such occa-
sions sees to have a tendency to quiet them. In inky black weather, espe-
cially when rainy, it is both difficult and unpleasant work; the main trust
must be placed in the horse, which, if old at the business, will of its own
accord keep pacing steadily round the herd, and head off any animals that,
unseen by the rider’s eyes in the darkness, are trying to break out.  Usually
the watch passes off without incident, but on rare occasions the cattle
become restless and prone to stampede. Anything may then start them
—the plunge of a horse, the sudden approach of a coyote, or the arrival of
some outside steers or cows that have smelt them and come up.  Every
animal in the herd will be on its feet in an instant, as if by an electric
shock, and off with a rush, horns and tail up. Then, no matter how rough
the ground nor how pitchy black the night, the cowboys must ride for all
there is in them and spare neither their own nor their horses’ necks.
Perhaps their charges break away and are lost altogether; perhaps, by
desperate galloping, they may head them off, get them running in a circle,
and finally stop them. Once stopped, they may break again, and possibly
divide up, one cowboy, perhaps, following each band. I have known six
such stops and renewed stampedes to take place in one night, the cowboy
staying with his ever-diminishing herd of steers until daybreak, when he
managed to get them under control again, and, by careful humoring of his
jaded, staggering horse, finally brought those that were left back to the
camp, several miles distant. The riding in these night stampedes is wild
and dangerous to a degree, especially if the man gets caught in the rush
of the beasts. It also frequently necessitates an immense amount of work
in collecting the scattered animals. On one such occasion a small party of
us were thirty-six hours in the saddle, dismounting only to change horses
or to eat. \We were almost worn out at the end of the time; but it must
be kept in mind that for a long spell of such work a stock-saddle is far
less tiring than the ordinary Eastern or English one, and in every way
superior to it.

By very hard iding, such a stampede may sometimes be prevented.
Once we were bringing a thousand head of young cattle down to my
lower ranch, and as the river was high were obliged to take the inland
trail. The third night we were forced to make a dry camp, the cattle hav-
ing had no water since the morning. Nevertheless, we got them bedded
down without difficulty, and one of the cowboys and myself stood first
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guard. But very soon after nightfall, when the darkness had become com-
plete, the thirsty brutes of one accord got on their feet and tried to break
out. The only salvation was to keep them close together, as, if they once
vot scattered, we knew they could never be gathered; so I kept on one
side, and the cowboy on the other, and never in my life did I ride so hard.
In the darkness I could but dimly see the shadowy outlines of the herd, as
with whip and spurs I ran the pony along its edge, turning back the beasts
at one point barely in time to wheel and keep them in at another. The
ground was cut up by numerous little gullies, and each of us got several
falls, horses and riders turning complete somersaults.  We were dripping
with sweat, and our ponies quivering and trembling like quaking aspens,
when, after more than an hour of the most violent exertion, we finally got
the herd quieted again.

On another occasion while with the round-up we were spared an
excessively unpleasant night only because there happened to be two or
three great corrals not more than a mile or so away. All day long it
had been raining heavily, and we were well drenched; but towards even-
ing it lulled a little, and the day herd, a very large one, of some two thou-
sand head, was gathered on an open bottom. We had turned the horses
loose, and in our oilskin slickers cowered, soaked and comfortless, under
the lee of the wagon, to take a meal of damp bread and lukewarm tea,
the sizzling embers of the fire having about given up the ghost after a
fruitless struggle with the steady downpour. Suddenly the wind Began
to come in quick, sharp gusts, and soon a regular blizzard was blowing,
driving the rain in stinging level sheets before it.  Just as we were pre-
paring to turn into bed, with the certainty of a night of more or less
chilly misery ahead of us, one of my men, an iron-faced personage, whom
no one would ever have dreamed had a weakness for poetry, looked
towards the plain where the cattle were, and remarked, **I guess there’s
‘racing and chasing on Cannobie Lea’ now, sure.” Tollowing his gaze, 1
saw that the cattle had begun to drift before the storm, the night guards
being evidently unable to cope with them, while at the other wagons
riders were saddling in hot haste and spurring off to their help through
the blinding rain.  Some of us at once ran out to our own saddle-band.
All of the ponies were standing huddled together, with their heads down
and their tails to the wind.  They were wild and restive enough usually;
but the storm had cowed them, and we were able to catch them without
either rope or halter. We made quick work of saddling; and the second
each man was ready, away he loped through the dusk, splashing and slip-
ping in the pools of water that studded the muddy plain. Most of the
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IN A STAMPEDE,

riders were already out when we arrived. The cattle were gathered in a
compact, wedge-shaped, or rather fan-shaped mass, with their tails to the
wind—that is, towards the thin end of the wedge or fan. In front of this
fan-shaped mass of frightened, maddened beasts was a long line of cow-



70 RANCH LIFE AND THE HUNTING-TRAIL

boys, each muffled in his slicker and with his broad hat pulled down over
his eyes, to shield him from the pelting rain.  When the cattle were quiet
for a moment every horseman at once turned round with his back to the
wind, and the whole line stood as motionless as so many sentries.  Then,
if the cattle began to spread out and overlap at the ends, or made a rush
and broke through at one part of the lines, there would be a change into
wild activity. The men, shouting and swaying in their saddles, darted to
and fro with reckless speed, utterly heedless of danger—now racing to
the threatened point, now checking and wheeling their horses so sharply
as to bring them square on their haunches, or even throw them flat down,
while the hoofs plowed long furrows in the slippery soil, until, after some
minutes of this mad galloping hither and thither, the herd, having drifted
a hundred yards or so, would be once more brought up standing. We
always had to let them drift a little to prevent their spreading out too
much. The din of the thunder was terrific, peal following peal until they
mingled in one continuous, rumbling roar; and at every thunder-clap
louder than its fellows the cattle would try to break away. Darkness had
set in, but each flash of lightning showed us a dense array of tossing
horns and staring eyes. It grew always harder to hold in the herd; but
the drift took us along to the corrals already spoken of, whose entrances
were luckily to windward. As soon as we reached the first we cut off
part of the herd, and turned it within; and after again doing this with the
second, we were able to put all the remaining animals into the third. The
instant the cattle were housed five-sixths of the horsemen started back at
full speed for the wagons; the rest of us barely waited to put up the bars
and make the corrals secure before galloping after them. We had to ride
right in the teeth of the driving storm; and once at the wagons we made
small delay in crawling under our blankets, damp though the latter were,
for we were ourselves far too wet, stiff, and cold not to hail with grateful
welcome any kind of shelter from the wind and the rain.

All animals were benumbed by the violence of this gale of cold rain:
a prairie chicken rose from under my horse’s feet so heavily that, thought-
lessly striking at it, I cut it down with my whip; while when a jack rabbit
got up ahead of us, it was barely able to limp clumsily out of our way.

But though there is much work and hardship, rough fare, monotony,
and exposure connected with the round-up, yet there are few men who do
not look forward to it and back to it with pleasure. The only fault to be
found is that the hours of work are so long that one does not usually have
enough time to sleep. The food, if rough, is good: beef, bread, pork,
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beans, coffee or tea, always canned tomatoes, and often rice, canned corn,
or sauce made from dried apples. The men are good-humored, bold,
and thoroughly interested in their business, continually vying with one
another in the effort to see which can do the work best. It is superbly
health-giving, and is full of excitement and adventure, calling for the
exhibition of pluck, self-reliance, hardihood, and dashing horsemanship;

and of all forms of physical labor the easiest and pleasantest is to sit
in the saddle.
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HEN the days have dwindled to their shortest, and
the nights seem never ending, then all the great
northern plains are changed into an abode of iron
desolation.  Sometimes furious gales blow out of the

_north, driving before them the clouds of blinding snow-
W J‘/‘:,dust, wrapping the mantle of death round every unshel-
v,:\‘j:tercd being that faces their unshackled anger. They

roar in a thunderous bass as they sweep across the prairie
or whirl through the naked canons; they shiver the great brittle cotton-
woods, and benecath their rough touch the icy limbs of the pines that
cluster in the gorges sing like the chords of an /Eolian harp. Again, in
the coldest midwinter weather, not a breath of wind may stir; and then
the still, merciless, terrible cold that broods over the earth like the shadow
of silent death seems even more dreadful in its gloomy rigor than is the
lawless madness of the storms. All the land is like granite; the great
rivers stand still in their beds, as if turned to frosted steel. In the long
nights there is no sound to break the lifeless silence. Under the ceaseless,
shifting play of the Northern Lights, or lighted only by the wintry brill-
iance of the stars, the snow-clad plains stretch out into dead and endless
wastes of glimmering white.

Then the great fire-place of the ranch house is choked with blazing
logs, and at night we have to sleep under so many blankets that the
weight is fairly oppressive. Outside, the shaggy ponies huddle together
in the corral, while long icicles hang from their lips, and the hoar-frost
whitens the hollow backs of the cattle. For the ranchman the winter is
occasionally a pleasant holiday, but more often an irksome period of
enforced rest and gloomy foreboding.
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In the winter there is much less work than at any other season, but
what there is involves great hardship and exposure. Many of the men
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