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/¢ buried pa on a sidehill out west
of camp, buried him high up so
% could look down the trail he’d planned
0 trave],
We piled the grave high with rocks because
Tthe coyotes, and we dug the grave deep, and
me of it | dug myself, and Mr. Sampson
fIped, and some others.
; Folks in the wagon train figured ma would
a;m back, but they hadn’t known ma so l(?ﬂg
S had. Once she set her mind to something
“Wasn’t about to quit.
' € Was a young woman and pretty, but
%re Was strength in her. She was a lone
iﬂlan with two children, but she was of no
"t turn bhack, She’d come through the

A Certain Trail (1986),
Edward Ruscha. Acrylic on
canvas 59" x 145'.". Private
Collection, Seattle. Photo by
Paul Ruscha. Courtesy of
the artist.

Little Crow massacre in Minnesota and she
knew what trouble was. Yet it was like her
that she put it up to me.

“Bud,” she said, when we were alone, “we
can turn back, but we’ve nobody there who
cares about us, and it’s of you and Jeanie that
I’m thinking. If we go west you will have to be
the man of the house, and you’ll have to work
hard to make up for pa.”

“We’ll go west,” I said. A boy those days
took it for granted that he had work to do,
and the men couldn’t do it all. No boy ever
thought of himself as only twelve or thirteen
or whatever he was, being anxious to prove
himself a man, and take a man’s place and
responsibilities.
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own littleness wouldn’t stanc

hen a body crossed the Mississipp!

and left the settlements behind,
something happened to him. The world
seemed to bust wide open, and suddenly the
horizons spread out and a man wasn’t
cramped any more. The pinched-up villages
and the narrowness of towns, all that was
gone. The horizons simply exploded and rolled
back into enormous distance, with nothing
around but prairie and sky.

Some folks couldn’t stand it. They’d cringe
into themselves and start hunting excuses to go
back where they came from. This was a big
country needing big men and women to live in
it, and there was no place out here for the
frightened or the mean.

The prairie and sky had a way of trimming
folks down to size, or changing them to glants
to whom nothing seemed impossible. Men
who had cut a wide swath! back in the States
found themselves nothing out here., They were
folks who were used to doing a lot of talking
who suddenly found that no one was listening
any more, and things that seemed mighty
important back home, like family and money,
they amounted to nothing alongside character
and courage.

There was John Sampson from our town.
He was a man used to being told to do things
used to looking up to wealth and power, byt 5
when he crossed the Mississippi he be >
: . gan to
lift his head and look around. He squared hi
shoulders, put more crack tq his whip ang is
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began to make his own tracks i,

Pa was always strong, ap, bills © lag
given to reading at night from - n
or five books we had, to Speakip = the
matters of principle and tq Stl‘aighup 0
with a rifle. Pa had fought e Cotshomm
lived with the Sioux, but he Wasns ?tnche q
enough to last more than twg day Tony
Kiowa arrow through his lung,
knowing ma had stood by the re,, wh
shot the Kiowa whose arrow it Was Cel e

Right then I knew that neither Ind
country was going to get the beter -
Shooting that Kiowa was the first tjp, m;;b-:
shot anything but some chicken—killing E
varmint—which she’d done time tg i, Whe
pa was away from home. h

Only ma wouldn’t let Jeanie and me i
home. “We came here from Illinois,” she ¢
“but we’re going home now.” |

“But ma,” I protested, “I thought homey '
where we came from?”

“Home is where we’re going now,” ma s
“and we’ll know it when we find it. Now th
pa is gone we’ll have to build that home
ourselves.”

She had a way of saying “home” so
sounded like a rare and wonderful place and
kept Jeanie and me looking always at the
horizon, just knowing it was over there,
waiting for us to sec it. She had given U fhf;
dream, and even Jeanie, who was only $t°
had it too. _

She might tell us that home was Wher® “-:
Were going, but [ knew home was Whe,re Hilts
Was, a warm and friendly place with bisc?
on the table and fresh-made butter. W¢ dhert
Wouldn’t have a real home until ma ‘-stthf fe
and we had 3 fire going. Only I'd buil

-

§ i 1on.
L. cut a wide swath: created a great impress!

lans nri_'

i —



N guchanan, who was captain of the
450 train, c;a:ne to us with Tryon Byyy sl

" uide. “We'll help you,” Mr. B ’0
W 58 3 . UChanan

ol « kno\:‘ you’ll be wanting to 20

ek, and— _

«put we are not going back.” Ma smiled at
e «And don’t be afraid we’ll be a byrden
koW yOu have troubles of your own, and
4ill manage very well.” ’ b

\Ir. Buchanan looked uncomfortable, like he
was trying to think of the right thing to say,
~Now, see here,” he protested, “we started .this
gp with a rule. There has to be a man with
erery Wagon.”

Ma put her hand on
ny shoulder. “T have my
man. Bud is almost
thirteen and accepts
responsibility. I could
ak for no better man.”

Ryerson came up. He
was thin, stooped in the
shoulder, and whenever \
he looked at ma there was a greasy look to his
¢yes that I didn’t like. He was a man who
looked dirty even when he’d just washed in the
Cf‘?Ek. “You come along with me, ma’am,” he
%id. “Pll take good care of you.”

“Mr. Ryerson”—ma looked him right in the
:}};Z;‘“YOU hav_e a wife who can use bc:tter gare

) she’s getting, and I have my so1.

“He’s nothin’ but a boy.”

. g(i?llgl il)re tluéni.ng back, a}Ze Yl
g thn. ehth? thaF shou o
ke, e man. It is neither size t
: ins"a man, Mr. Ryerson, but some

ide. My son has it.” _
Unpls:éj:ss iiniehi Havesiatc SOmef?;iimg there
“Stledgofef would, so he just 100

ou not? My son
d indicate who
age that
hing he

Buchnl;ie:(-)dsaf you could come,” Mr.
S Hergn? =ddd, })ut the boy couldn’t stand up
s work.”
“II:l{oalf(r::llbe(}-at h.im’ chin up, the way she had.
but Il w elieve in gambling, Mr. Buchanan,
s . ager a good Ballard rifle there isn’t a
in camp who could follow a child all day.
running when it runs, squatting when it ,
squats, bending when it bends and wrestling
when it wrestles and not be played out long

before the child is.”

GGY . s i
ou may be right, ma’am, but a rule is
a rule.”

Ma put her hand on y chawlder. T have My man.
Bud if almost thirteen and accepts responsibility.

I cauu arl: far no (acl:{cr man.”

“We are in Indian country, Mr. Buchanan.
If you are killed a week from now, I suppose
your wife must return to the States?”

«That’s different! Nobody could turn back
from there!”

«Then,” ma said sweetly, “it seems a rule is
only a rule within certain limits, and if I recall
correctly no such limit was designated in the
articles of travel.? Whatever limits there were,
Mr. Buchanan, must have been passed
sometime before the Indian attack that killed
my husband.”

« can drive the wagon, and so can ma.”

I said. “For the past two days I've been driving,
nd nobody said anything until pa died.”

articles of ¢ravel: the rules that the people in the wagon

2. :
rain agreed to before setting out.

t!
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. v, but
Mr. Buchanan didn.“l';.:'. or did b
a body could see he du»,-.. like it. Nor diIC
like a‘woman who talked up to |
ma did. 1 sl o i

Tryon Burt spoke up. LeE TR 4 g
I’ve watched this youngster, and he i G- %
has better judgment than most men in the i
outfit, and he stands up to his work. If neec
be, I'll help.”

Mr. Buchanan turned around and walked
off with his back stiff the way it is when he’s
mad. Ma looked at Burt, and she said, “Thank
you, Mr. Burt. That was nice of you.”

Try Burt, he got all red around the gills’
and took off like somebody had put a bur
under his saddle.

Come morning our wagon was the second
one ready to take its place in line, with both
horses saddled and tied behind the wagon,
and me standing beside the off ox.

Any direction a man wanted to look there
was nothing but grass and sky, only sometimes
there’d be a buffalo wallow or a gopher hole.
We made eleven miles the first day after pa
was buried, sixteen the next, then nineteen,
thirteen and twenty-one. At no time did the

country change. On the sixth day after pa
died I killed a buffalo.

[. t was a young bull, but a big one, and I

spotted him coming up out of a draw and
was off my horse and bellied down in the grass
bﬁ:fore Try Burt realized the

stopped there, staring
which was 2 half-mile off
behin.d his left shoulder ¢

into the chamber and was g; ,
again when he went down 5
rolled over on his side.

“You got him, Bud!” By, -—
than me. “That was shootin’1» Ore e,

Try got down and showed “
the bull, and lent me a hand. Th
out a lot of fresh meat and toted
the wagons.

Ma was at the fire when we ¢y
of brown hair alongside her chee
flushed from the heat of the fire, |,
pretty as a bay pony.

“Bud killed his first buffalo,” Burt to)g
her, looking at ma like he could eat her with
a spoon.

“Why, Bud! That’s wonderful!” Her Ve
started to dance with a kind of mischief}n
them, and she said, “Bud, why don’ you take
a piece of that meat along to Mr. Buchann
and the others?”

With Burt to help, we cut the meat into
eighteen pieces and distributed it around the
wagons. It wasn’t much, but it was the firs
fresh meat in a couple of weeks.

John Sampson squeezed my shoulder ar}dl
said, “Seems to me you and your ma arc fo
to travel with. This outfit needs some
hunters.” |

Each night I staked out that buffalo hi%
and each day I worked at curing it bef(.)ff ’
rolling it up to pack on the wagon. Behi;f-
me, I was some proud of that buffalo e
Biggest thing Id shot until then was 2 #
cottontail rabbit back in Illinois, Whe'® \'s
lived when 1 was born. Try Burt told She'd
about that shot. “Two hundred yard®
Say, “right through the heart.”

Only it wasn’t more than a hu o
fifty yards the way I figured, and P2 *
e

3. red around the gills: flushed in the face 2"
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qnake M€ pace otf distances, so I'd |

udge right,I ll ‘~ l was nobod.y to argue with
Ty Burt TEHHS < story—besides, two hundreq
ards makes an “-}\\‘fful lot better sound than
e hundred and fifty.

After supper the menfolks would gather to
Ik plans. The season was late, and we
eren’t making the time we ought if we hoped
0 beat the snow through the passes of the
Gierras. When they talked T was there because |
was the man of my wagon, but nobody paid
ne no mind. Mr. Buchanan, he acted like he
didn’t see me, but John Sampson would not,
and Try Burt always smiled at me.

Several spoke up for turning back, but Mr.
Buchanan said he knew of an outfit that made
it through later than this. One thing was sure.
Our wagon wasn’t turning back. Like ma said,
home was somewhere ahead of us, and back in
the States we’d have no money and nobody to
turn to, nor any relatives, anywhere. It was the

€arn to

three of us.

“We’re going on,” I said at one of these
talks. “We don’t figure to turn back for
anything.”

Webb gave me a glance full of contempt.
“You'll go where the rest of us go. You an’
your ma would play hob* gettin’ by on
your own.,” '

Next day it rained, dawn to dark it falr%y
poured, and we were lucky to make six miles.
Day after that, with the wagon wheels sinking
into the prairie and the rain still falling, we
‘amped just two miles from where we started
N the morning. d

Nobody talked much around the fires, an
.What was said was apt to be short and
Irritable, Most of these folks had put .all they
OWned into the outfits they had, and if th{?y
Wrned back now they’d have nothing to live
%0 and nothing left to make 2 fresh start.

WO RD S témpt')

.-.-mtempt (ken-‘

n. an attitude of despising; scorn

Except a few like Mr. Buchanan, who was
well off.

“It doesn’t have to be California,” ma said
once. *What most of us want is land, not
gold.”

“This here is Indian country,” John
Sampson said, “and a sight too open for me.
I'd like a valley in the hills, with running water
close by.”

“There will be valleys and meadows,” ma
replied, stirring the stew she was making,
“and tall trees near running streams, and tall
grass growing in the meadows, and there will
be game in the forest and on the grassy plains,
and places for homes.”

“And where will we find all that?” Webb’s
tone was slighting.

“West,” ma said, “over against the
mountains.”

“I suppose you've been there?” Webb
scoffed.

“No, Mr. Webb, I haven’t been there, but
I’ve been told of it. The land is there, and we
will have some of it, my children and I, and
we will stay through the winter, and in the
spring we will plant our crops.”

“Easy to say.”

«This is Sioux country to the north,” Burt
said. “We’ll be lucky to get through without a
fight. There was a war party of thirty or thirty-
five passed this way a couple of days ago.”

“Sioux?”

«Uh-huh—no women or children along, and
I found where some war paint rubbed off on

the brush.”
“Maybe,” Mr. Buchanan suggested, “we’d

better turn south a mite.”
«[t is late in the season,” ma replied, “and

the straightest way is the best way now.”

4. play hob: have trouble; make a mess of.

743



«No e 10 worry,” White interrupted;
hose Indians went on by. They won’t Jjj
o we're around.”
naThCY were riding southeast,” ma said,
ond their home i§ in the north, so when they
urn they’ll be. riding nor;thwest. There is ng
ay they can miss our trail.”

«Then we’d best turn back,” White said.

«pon’t look like we’d make it this year,
ayway,” 2 woman said; “the season is late.”

That started the argument, and some were
for urning back and some wanted to push on,
and finally White said they should push on,
hut travel fast.

“Fast?” Webb asked disparagingly. “An
Indian can ride in one day the distance we’d
ravel in four.”

That started the wrangling again and ma
continued with her cooking. Sitting there
watching her I figured I never did see anybody
so graceful or quick on her feet as ma, and
when we used to walk in the woods back
home I never knew her to stumble or step on
afallen twig or branch.

The group broke up and returned to their
own fires with nothing settled, only there at
the end Mr. Buchanan looked to Burt. “Do
You know the Sioux?”

“Only the Utes and Shoshonis, and I spent
*Winter on the Snake with the Nez Perces one
me. But Pve had no truck® with the Sioux.
Qﬂly they tell me they’re bad medicine.

C(')gtt‘fin’ men from way back. and they Cl}‘f)r‘l;;
run on tOG.WhltC folks in their co?ntf y-

Into Sioux, we’re in trouble.’
ﬁcézfter Mr. Buchanan had gone TEYO;SE;ECI

OWited a plate and cup frf)rn mfil arll<ed prat

. an:io ezjltm‘g‘;. Aft§r a while he loo o am, but
tstry ksald’ Beggin Fa pardoﬂ; trackir;’ for
h Eac me you knew a sight abou Sioux

stern woman. You’d spotted those S10

ely

3
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your own self, an’ you figured it right that
they’d pick up our trail on the way back.”

She smiled at him. “It was simply an
observation, Mr. Burt. I would believe anyone
would notice it. I simply put it into words.”

Burt went on eating, but he was mighty
thoughtful, and it didn’t seem to me he was
satisfied with ma’s answer. Ma said finally, “It
seems to be raining west of here. Isn’t it likely
to be snowing in the mountains?”

Burt looked up uneasily. “Not necessarily so,
ma’am. It could be raining here and not snowing
there, but I'd say there was a chance of snow.”
He got up and came around the fire to the
coffeepot. “What are you gettin’ at, ma’am?”

“Some of them are ready to turn back or
change their plans. What will you do then?”

He frowned, placing his cup on the grass.
“No idea—might head south for Santa Fe.
Why do you ask?”

“Because we’re going on,” ma said. “We’re
going to the mountains, and I am hoping some
of the others decide to come with us.”

“You’d go alone?” He was amazed.

“If necessary.”

We started on at daybreak, but folks were
more scary than before, and they kept looking
at the great distances stretching away on either
side, and muttering. There was an autumn
coolness in the air, and we were still short of
South Pass by several days with the memory of
the Donner party’ being talked up around us.

There was another kind of talk in the
wagons, and some of it I heard. The nightly

5. truck: dealings.

6. cotton to: like.

7 Donner party: a group of pioneers who became
trapped by snow in the Sierra Nevada mountains
during the winter of 1846-1847. Almost half of
them died before help arrived.

13) ady in @ manner that shows a lack of respect
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We made seventeen miles that day,

- fire;
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and when White stopped by, his wife came a1
got him. Ma looked at her an
Mrs. White sniffed and went away
husband.

“Mr. Burt”—ma wasn’t one to beat
a bush—*<is there talk about me?”

Try Burt got red around the ears and he
opened his mouth, but couldn’t find the wor,ds
he wanted. “Maybe—well, maybe I shouldn’t
eat here all the time. Only—well, ma’am,
you’re the best cook in camp.”

Ma smiled at him. “I hope that isn’t the
only reason you come to see us, Mr. Burt.”

He got redder than ever then and gulped his
coffee and took off in a hurry.

' ime to time the men had stopped by to

®  help a little, but next morning nobody
came by. We got lined out about as soon as
ever, and ma said to me as we sat on the
wagon seat, “Pay no attention, Bud. You’ve
no call to take up anything if you don’t notice
it. There will always be folks who will talk,
and the better you do in the world the more
bad things they will say of you. Back there ip
the settlement you remember how the dogs
used to run out and bark a¢ our

“Yes, ma.”

“Did the wagons stop?”

“No, ma.”

“Remember that, son, The dogs bark, byt
the wagons go on their way, and if you’,re

going some place you haven’t ¢
Rl Bl Nt tme to bothep

We made eighteen mile

]
1d

d smiled, and
beside her

around

wagons?”
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_ the canyons, promising rain, Q“"%r,gi
webb stopped by, dropped ap army

ood beside the fire, then stargeq off, .

n'[‘h‘dﬂk you, Mr. Webb,” ma Said “b
ren’t you afraid you’ll be talked ab(;m;i[

He looked angry and started ¢ replv'
something angry, and then he grinneq ;1nd
said, “I reckon I'd be flattered, My, Mileg

Ma said, “No matter what is decided b‘ th
rest of them, Mr. Webb, we are going Oﬂa-bu;
there is no need to go to California for Whay
we want.”

Webb had a dark face on him. [ was af
of Mr. Webb.

“We want land,” ma said, “and there is|y
around us. In the mountains ahead there |
be streams and forests, there will be fish an(
game, logs for houses and meadows for
grazing.” '

Mr. Buchanan had joined us. “That’s fool
talk,” he declared. “What could anyone doin
these hills? You’d be cut off from the world.
Left out of it.”

“A man wouldn’t be so crowded as in
California,” John Sampson remarked. “I've
séen so many go that I’ve been wondering
what they all do there.” |

“For a woman,” Webb replied, ignoring the
others, “you’ve a head on you, ma’am.”

“What about the Sioux?” Mr, Buchanan
asked dryly.

“Werd ot be encroaching on their |and.
They live to the north,” ma said. She sy
toward the mountains. “There is land to»b€
had just 4 few days further on, and that®
where oyr wagon will stop.”

A few days! Everybody looked at ¢¥"
else. Not months, but days only. Thos¢ i
Stopped then would have enough of the
Supplies left ¢q help them through th i

raid

ybody
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y Jigh what game they could kill—ang fim
i ing wood and even building Cabins (=

; r cthf )
10 he cold set 1n.

pefore © .
oh, there wa iR n argument, such argument

S you've never i‘!t,‘:ll_‘d, and the upshot of i

s that all agrecd it was fool talk and the

4ing 10 do was keep going. And there wag

alk I overheard about ma being no better

han she should be, and why was that guide

Jways hanging around her? And all those

men? NO decent woman—I hurried away.

At break of day our wagons rolled down
,long valley with a small stream alongside the
rail, and the Indians came over the ridge to
he south of us and started our way—tall, fine-
looking men with feathers in their hair.

There was barely time for a circle, but I was
iding off in front
with Tryon Burt, and
he said, “A man can
always try to talk
first, and Injuns like a
palaver.® You get back
to the wagons.”

Only I rode along
beside him, my rifle
over my saddle and ready to hand. My mouth
was dry and my heart was beating so’s I
thought Try could hear it, I was that scared..
But behind us the wagons were making their
tircle, and every second was important.

Their chief was a big man with Spleﬂdld
Muscles, and there was a scalp not many i
old hanging from his lance. It looked like

Yerson’s hair, but Ryerson’s wagons should

e been miles away to the east by now- e
aBUrt tried them in Shoshoni, but it V::ls £
St:f‘iiage O_f their enemies _and th‘iy H;euglj it
" ne at him, understanding wel CE kept,
stario g o falke, Qo youlng b'uc; e. daring

] ng at Burt with a taunt in his €Y ,he Shief

'to make a move; then suddenly

spoke . ,
tE » and they all turned their eyes toward
€ wagons,

There was a rider coming, and it was a
Woman. It was ma.

She rode right up beside us, and when she
drew up she started to talk, and she was
S‘peaking their language. She was talking
Sioux. We both knew what it was because
those Indians sat up and paid attention.
Suddenly she directed a question at the chief.

“Red Horse,” he said, in English.

Ma shifted to English. “My husband was
blood brother to Gall, the greatest warrior of
the Sioux nation. It was my husband who
found Gall dying in the brush with a bayonet
wound in his chest, who took Gall to his home
and treated the wound until it was well.”

“In the mauntains alicad there will be streams and
Forests, there will be fish and game, logr for hamses

and meadows for grazing.’

«Your husband was a medicine man?” Red
Horse asked.

“My husband was a warrior,” ma replied
proudly, “but he made war only against strong
men, not women or children or the wounded.”

She put her hand on my shoulder. “This is
my son. As my husband was blood brother to
Gall, his son 1s by blood brotherhood the son
of Gall, also.”

Red Horse stared at ma for a long time, and
I was getting even more scared. I could feel a
drop of sweat start at my collar and crawl
slowly down my spine. Red Horse looked at
me. “Is this one a fit son for Gall?”

’ » 4 £ .
8. palaver (pa-ldv ar): discussion; conference.
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“He is a fit son. He nas killed hi

buffalo.”

Red Horse turned his mount
the others. One of the young br
angrily at him, and Red Horhse rep ;
Reluctantly, the warriors trailed off after

ir chief.
the‘f;;;;m’” Burt said, “you just about saved“
our bacon. They were just spoilin” for a fight.

“We should be moving,” ma said.

Mr. Buchanan was waiting for us. “What
happened out there? I tried to keep her back,
but she’s a difficult woman.”

“She’s worth any three men in the outfit,”
Burt replied.

| hat day we made eighteen miles, and by

"® the time the wagons circled there was
talk. The fact that ma had saved them was
less important now than other things. It didn’t
seem right that a decent woman could talk
Sioux or mix in the affairs of men.

Nobody came to our fire, but while
picketing the saddle horses I heard someone
say, “Must be part Indian. Else why would
they pay attention to a woman?”

“Maybe she’s part Injun and leadin’ us into
a trap.”

“Hadn’t been for her,’
be dead now.”

“

How 40 you know what she said to ‘em?

Who savvies that lingo?»9 .

“I'never did trust ¢
said; “too high and
of hers, either, come
too much.”

and spoke to
aves shouted
lied sharply.

" Burt said, “you’d all

hat woman,”
mighty. Nor th
s to that, Kept

Mrs. White
at husbang
to himself
The air was cool afte
we started in the mornj
sight. All day long we

fresh by new rain a

. » and all 1
pineclad now, and the oy
streams heavier, Short

antelope with a funning gh

r a brief shower when
ng,
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mighty neat—and looked up ¢, See an |
watching from a hill. At the distance | g,
tell, but it could have been Re( Hors

Time to time I'd passed along th, tra'j
nobody waved or said anything, Web}, \:’h
me go by, his face stolid as one of G I
[ could see there was a deal of tak going,

“Why are they mad at us?” [ agkeq Burfl

“Folks hate something they dopy
understand, or anything seems differen; Yo
ma goes her own way, speaks her ming, aﬂd;.
an evening she doesn’t set by and gossip,”

He topped out on a rise and drew up
study the country, and me beside him, «y,,
got to figure most of these folks come frop
small towns where they never knew much
aside from their families, their gossip and
their church. It doesn’t seem right to them
that a decent woman would find time to
learn Sioux.”

Burt studied the country. “Time was, any
stranger was an enemy, and if anybody can¢
around who wasn’t one of yours, you killed
him. T’ve seen wolves jump on a wolf that 7
white or different somehow—seems like f?“\'-‘
and animals fear anything that’s unusudl ;

We circled, and I staked out my horses®™
took the oxen to the herd. By the time ™ i
her grub-box lid down, I was fixing at -
when here come Mr. Buchanan, Mt #1¢ )
Mrs. White and some other folks, includ®
that Webb,

“Ma’am”—Mr. Buchanan was might"{ ot i
abrupt—«ye figure we ought to kno¥ V‘:hv g
said to those Sioux. We want to knoW " ej" |
turned off just because you went 0uf pie! |

“Does it matter?” e it |
_ Mr. Buchanan’s face stiffened P poat
it does, There’s some think you mi8
Indian your own self.”

e that
9. Who Savvies that lingo?: Who ““dersmnds k

C(}::!'

t
bl

language?

Oy, .



Overland Trail (ca. 1871), Albert Bierstadt. Oil on paper mounted on board, 7" x 11%:". The Anschutz Collection, Denver.

“And if I am?” Ma was amused. “Just what
isit you have in mind, Mr. Buchanan?”

“We don’t want no Indian in this outfit!”
Mr. White shouted.

“How does it come you can talk that
bnguage?” Mrs. White demanded. “Even
Tryon Burt can’t talk it.” ;

“Ifigure maybe you want us to keep goin’
because there’s a trap up ahead!” White
declare,

Inever realized folks could be so mean, but
tere they were facing ma like they hatefl her.
I.t didn’t seem right that ma, who they didn’t
¢, had saved them from an Indian attac
and. the fact that she talked SiouX like any
ncllan bothered them.
nd'AS it happens,” ma said, A
ifllan, although I should not bf? asha

Were. They have many admirable

A [ not an :
med Of 1t

qualities.

However, you need worry yourselves no
longer, as we part company in the morning.
I have no desire to travel further with you—
gentlemen.”

Mr. Buchanan’s face got all angry, and he
started up to say something mean. Nobody
was about to speak rough to ma with me
standing by, so I just picked up that ol’ rifle
and jacked a shell into the chamber. “Mr.
Buchanan, this here’s my ma, and she’s a lady,
so you just be careful what words you use.”

«put down that rifle, you young fool!” he
shouted at me.

«Mr. Buchanan, I may be little and may be
4 fool, but this here rifle doesn’t care who
pulls its trigger.” .

He looked like he was going to have a
stroke, but he just turned sharp around and
walked away, all stiff in the back.
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u’ve no cause to
wn more brains
211 be so kind, me

.
“Ma’am,” Webb said, “yo
3
0
like me much, but you've sh

that passel o’ fools. If yo . "
taillliinmyabgy would like to trail along with you

«I like a man who speaks his mind, 1114;/6

Webb. I would consider it an honor to
company. .
yOI"JI"II.:}Jon Ilijurtylooked quizzically at ma. Why,

now, seems to me this is a time for a mal to
make up his mind, and I'd like to be included
along with Webb.”

“Mr. Burt,” ma said, “for your own
information, I grew up among Sioux children
in Minnesota. They were my playmates.”

Come daylight our wagon pulled off to one
side, pointing northwest at the mountains, and
Mr. Buchanan led off to the west. Webb
followed ma’s wagon, and I sat watching Mr.
Buchanan’s eyes get angrier as John Sampson,
Neely Stuart, the two Shafter wagons and
Tom Croft all fell in behind us.

Tryon Burt had been talking to Mr,
Buchanan, but he left off and trotted his horse

over to where I sat my horse, M, .
looked mighty sullen when he S h;llf]ana”
wagon train gone and with it 5 |, th.hig
importance as captain. Iy

Two days and nearly forty Mmileg fug,
we topped out on a rise and payge b lﬁr .
oxen take a blow. A long valley lay acroet th
route, with mountains beyond it, 54 tal? Oy
wet with rain, and a flat bench1o the Bt
mountainside seen through a gray v ”
light shower falling. There was that
with the white trunks of aspen on the
mountainside beyond it looking like ranks
of slim soldiers guarding the bench aggipg
the storms.

“Ma,” I said.

“All right, Bud,” she said quietly, “wee
come home.”

And I started up the oxen and drove dow
into the valley where I was to become a mt

nch,

10. bench: an area of level land with steep slopes above
and below it; terrace.




