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Author’s son Carter Williams is riding The Pick-Up Horse.
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Chapter 1 
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The sorrel horse in the bucking chute was a monster. He stood taller than the chute. His feet were like pie pans and the hair on the back of his legs was long and hung down past the heels. His back was so broad the men trying to put the bronc saddle on him were having a hard time getting it to fit. The horse stood as still as a statue, but had you looked in his eye, you would have seen a fire there, a deep burning fire, like fire that comes from an erupting volcano. That he showed a lot of draft breeding was evident, but he had the blood of generations of hard bucking rodeo horses. The crew behind the chute finally got the saddle cinched down snug and a fleece lined flank strap laid over his broad hips and buckled around loosely in his flanks. When turned out, that would be pulled snug. The rider who had drawn this horse today was a slight young man, one-hundred and twenty pounds of quick, snappy motion. No one had ridden this sorrel monster in a year and this young man planned on being the first. This rodeo paid a high-prize money for eight seconds of riding this horse. But with all his determination, the horse had more. That eight seconds of work paid for his hay and grain. When the gate opened, and he made that first jump, most riders were flung away like a dirty dish rag. This youngster would be no different. The rider eased down into the saddle and found the ox bow stirrups with his feet. He settled down and picked up the bronc’s rein in his right hand. He looked out across the arena. There sat two men on horses, one had a gray hat, the other a black one. They wore matching shirts and chaps. They each rode a gray horse. They moved apart, so when the chute gate opened, the bronc would have the most ground possible. The rider turned back to the horse, pulled his hat low over his eyes, and focused on the back of the bronc’s head. He lifted the bronc’s rein and nodded his head. 

The gate swung open and the volcano he had his saddle strapped to erupted. His first jump was high, so high that the pick-up men in the arena could see the announcers stand under his belly! At the same time, the bronc let out a rumbling groan, like a freight train roaring through a street crossing. Most riders never made it past that first jump. The power was greater than any other horse. On the second jump, if you were still there, he kicked up and stood on his front legs. The kick was so powerful that few survived. On this day, the young man’s head snapped with each jump, but he stuck. His spurring motion was rapid and in time with the bronc’s jumps, but at the five-second point, the pick-up men could see a loosening of the rider; he was taking a beating, but still he stuck. At the seven-second point, the bronc threw a sun fishing jump at the rider, and he sailed out, over the bronc’s shoulder, right in the path of those pie pan shaped feet. Before he stepped on the rider, the pick-up man in the black hat hit the bronc in the shoulder with his horse at a dead run. It pushed the bronc aside, just enough to miss the fallen rider. The pick-up horse was staying with the bronc, leaning into him as they crossed the arena at a run. The pick-up man reached back and pulled the latch on the flank strap and let it fall; then leaned far over and picked up the dragging bronc’s rein. He dallied the rein and circled the bronc and then led him out of the arena. In the middle of the arena, an ambulance crew was attending the downed rider. The bronc had snapped him so hard he was out. This was nothing new to the pick-up men. This horse was just too powerful. He was big, and he was fast, a bad combination for a bronc rider. 

The pick-up man in the gray hat rode over next to his partner, "I hope Pete isn’t hurt too bad; I thought he would make the whistle on ole Rattler." 

"That bronc is going to kill somebody someday. He’s just too much to handle. They ought to retire him." Kent Jones observed. Kent was a twenty-year veteran of picking up. He was thought to be the best in the southwest. He was always mounted on the best horse flesh, and always where he needed to be in the arena. He was a shade over six feet, narrow waisted and moved like a cat, when on the ground. His hair was dark, but showing a thread of gray in spots now. He was dark complected and had almost black eyes that were spread apart in an open smiling face. When the performance was over, Kent rode around the back of the bucking chutes, to where his trailer was parked. Two other horses were tied to the trailer. On a fender, sat a long-legged brunette. As Kent rode up, she handed him a sweating cold can of Coors. He smiled at the woman and gulped half the beer in one swallow. "Thanks, I was getting dry." He stepped to the ground and tied his horse to the trailer. "I’ve got to go to Holbrook tonight, do you want to go?" He asked the woman. 

"If I don’t, will you pick up another girl there?" The brunette asked. 

"Why no, you know you’re the only one for me." Kent sounded hurt. 

The woman bantered back: "That term pick-up man is used pretty loosely, but I’ve got to go to work, so I guess I’ll trust you. Just call from the rodeo, will you?" 

"That I can do." Kent answered as he was unsaddling his mount. "When are you going to quit that job and come with me?" 

"When you give me a full-time job; I told you." She smiled as she answered. "I’ll call you from Holbrook." Kent was loading his horses. 
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Chapter 2
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It was 2:00 a.m. when Kent rolled into the rodeo grounds in Holbrook. He had stopped on the way and eaten at a truck stop, then at a roadside rest area caught a couple hours of sleep. When he finally stopped, he could see under the security lights, a set of corrals for horses. He unloaded his three pick-up mounts and put them each in a small corral. He filled water buckets for them, then rolled into the seat of his truck. The rodeo didn’t actually start until the next day, but he was to receive the stock from the stock contractor and get them settled in, until the rest of the crew arrived. With just a few hours until daylight, there was no need to go to a motel. He pulled a pillow from the back seat and was soon sound asleep. The sound of a semi stock truck rolling by woke him from a deep sleep. His eyes were glued shut from the hard, deep sleep. He sat up and looked around, rubbing his eyes. The stock truck was backing up to the chute. Pushing the door to the pickup open, he jammed his hat on his head and stumbled into the early morning light. On his way to the corrals, he found a water hydrant. He stopped long enough to splash water on his face. As he continued to the corrals, water dripping from his face and hair, "I need to stop this crap," he growled to no one in particular. When he had a corral open, he motioned to the truck driver, and he pulled the roll-up end gate and let the first three horses out. When the truck was empty, Kent had one corral with bucking horses and two with bulls. He began filling the water troughs. He would let the rest of the stock crew feed when they arrived. When the water troughs were full, he went to the haystack and got enough for his three horses. Then he decided he needed to treat himself to breakfast. He had noticed a diner up the street advertising breakfast when he had driven past, besides, he needed to call Terrie. He had promised he would. In the diner, he ordered breakfast, then went to the phone booth. When Terrie answered, he said, "Well I made it, what’s for breakfast?" 
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