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Beyond the Barb Wire.  

My name is Dallas Wolfe. I’m twenty-three years old. I had always dreamed of being a wrangler. A wrangler is a person that works with cattle. My pa said that’s exactly what it was. ‘DREAMS.’ He told me I should settle down and learn everything I could about farming so I would be able to support a family the way he had all these years. He didn’t seem to understand that I didn’t want to be like him. Gramps supported me in my thinking and tried to convince him that a young man needs to get away from home and learn other things.  

Me and my Gramps have always been very close. A lot closer than me and Pa. Gramps always told me to follow my dreams. He said that was one of the reasons Pa was so serious about everything. Gramps said Pa had the same dreams and desires when he was my age. But the war happened and when he returned, he wasn’t the same. Gramps encouraged me not to be upset with Pa, so I tried real hard to do everything Pa wanted me to do. It wasn’t an easy life, but Pa said life ain’t supposed to be easy. By the time I turned twenty, I felt I was ready to move on and get away from the farm.  

As I sit here astride my horse eating all this dust there was an inkling feeling that maybe being a farmer wasn’t such a bad thing. I remember how I would fuss when the wind stirred up the dust while I was plowing. It wasn’t anything like this. Even with my bandana over my mouth the blasted dust is still there. It seems there is no escape from it. It’s in my mouth, my ears, nose, and believe it or not it’s in my drawers. At least at home I could take a dip in the creek behind the barn. Ain’t no creeks here. Randy, he’s really the only one who talks to me. He said there was a river about halfway there. That means another month of this. Randy’s been on this drive three times. He claims it’s gonna get better. Right at this moment I’m having a hard time believing him. He says next time I won’t have to ride drag. He says the reason is I’m the new hand and the new guy always rides drag. What makes him think there’s gonna be a next time? If it don’t get no better pretty soon, I’m not sure I’ll survive to have a next time. Thank goodness it’s getting close to sundown and we’ll be bedding them down for the night. Oh, I forgot. This is my turn to ride herd for the first four hours. At least I think the first shift is the best cause you don’t have to get woken up. All I get to eat is a quick biscuit with a couple pieces of bacon and a cup of coffee, then I’m back in the saddle headed to sing lullabies to those mosey back critters. I reckon the best thing about riding night herd is there ain’t no dadblamed dust and like I said that’s probably the worst part of riding drag. 
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