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Chapter One

Paris, Texas
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Homer Boyce, reporter with the Middlebury Register out of Vermont, had come west to do a story on the ins and outs of a cattle drive. He wanted to experience life and death situations connected to the cattle drive, including dangerous hostiles (Indians) if possible. He joined the cattle drive when they had reached the outskirts of Paris, Texas. The drive started just east of Honey Grove, Texas and they were driving a herd of 5,000 head of cattle north to Wichita, Kansas. On one particular night when the herd had been laid down for the night, Homer Boyce struck up a conversation with a man who was sitting Indian style beside the camp fire while the man ate his evening meal of beef tongue, Johnnie cake, creamed corn, and a large pot of coffee. Homer asked this man, named Slim Siringo, a couple of questions. 

“Did you ever go to school, or get a college degree instead of what you’re doing?” 

Slim answered while chewing, saying, “Oh, I did go to school once, Mister...?”

“Homer Boyce. Reporter for the Middlebury Register in Vermont.”

“Well, Mister Boyce,’ (chewing) “as I said,” (chewing) “I did go to school once in my life.” (swallowing) “I walked in the front door, turned around and walked right back out.” (paused, taking another bite) “Saw no reason to stay,” (chewing) “longer than I did.”

“Well, Slim... uh, you don’t mind me calling you, Slim do you?”

“Not at all. Why should I?” 

Slim took another bite of his food.

Homer said, “If you would’ve gone to school, you could’ve had the grades to have gone on to a higher seat of learning, and you could have gotten a college degree long before now.”

“College degree? Me?” (scoffs) “That’s kind of unheard of.” 

Slim smiled as he took a drink of his coffee.

Homer, then asked, “Why not a college degree?”

“Well, when it got so’s I could draw a decent cow and mark down a few brands on paper I figured I was doin’ just fine without book learnin’.”

“So, Slim, how old were you when you walked in the front door of the school, and then right back out the door?”

Chuckling, “Much younger than I am now, believe me.” He smiled.

Chuckling, Homer replied, “I’ll just say... young.”

“That works.”

“Can I ask you another question?”

“Sure.”

As Slim took another bite of his food, Homer asked, “What makes a man 

pick up roots and come west? In your opinion, what is the main reason a man would do that?”

Swallowing his bite of food, Slim replied, “Gold.”

“Gold?”

“Yes, Sir. Either that, or he’s wantin’ to disappear. You know, out of sight, out of mind you might say.”

“Gold I understand, but why disappear? That I don’t understand.”

“They’re on the run and dodgin’ the law.” (chewing) “It then behooves them to change their names with such aliases as, Turkey Creek Johnson, or perhaps, even, Six-Shooter Jack.” (chewing) “Others come west to try for a better way of life for themselves and their families. Some make it,” (chewing) “and sorry to say, some don’t. In my opinion.”

“Is Slim your true name? I mean, there isn’t a first name likened to the name, Slim, is there?”

“I don’t recollect any other name used other than the one I’m wearin’.” (chewing) “Not saying there wasn’t, but I ain’t never heard it.” (chewing) “I was as skinny as a rail when I was a young’un.” (chuckling while chewing) “Ma always did say I had to stand twice to make a shadow, so, I reckon Slim was a natural.”

“Is there a question you cannot, or will not answer?”

“Yes, there is.” (taking a swig of his coffee) “You must remember, Mister Boyce, too much inquiry into a man’s past is actually prying into his personal business, and that is very disrespectful, and also dangerous. If a man wants you to know, he’ll tell ya. If not, it’s none of your business. You can ask, but the question, or questions you ask will be ignored. But you keep askin’, then a body could get hurt, especially the one doin’ the askin’.”

Homer replied, “That’s how I make my living, Slim. Asking 

questions, like this question. Are these cows headed for the butcher blocks in the east, or...?”

“Some are, but others will be used for feeder calves for building the market for harvest, as well as, female replacement for the cattle industry. Some calves will be sold one to another and used to build the next generation of seedstock. Excuse me while I get more coffee.”

“Sure thing, Slim.”

Slim walked a few feet, then turned back, saying, “You want I should bring you a cup?”

“No thanks. I’ve had enough.”

Slim turned and went to the coffee pot hanging on a metal rod over the campfire and poured himself another cup of coffee.

Slim turned to the cook, saying, “Best coffee you made so far, Luther.”

Smiling, Luther replied, “Thanks, Slim. I appreciate that.”

Slim asked, “So, tell me, what’s tomorrow’s breakfast?”

“Jam slams, Slim,” (smiling) “with sausage stuck betwixt the sour dough biscuits.”

“That’ll ruin the taste of the strawberry jam won’t it?”

“Nah. The two will mingle and give a more savory flavor.” (chuckling) “Trust me.”

“Trust me, Luther?” (chuckling) “Famous last words, ya know.”

Luther replied, “Yeah, yeah, but you just wait and see. It’ll taste like nothin’ you’ve ever tasted before.”

“Now, that I can believe.”

Luther replied, “You’ll like it, Slim. I gar’untee it.”

Just then, trail boss, Chet Early came riding into camp.

Dismounting, Chet asked, “What’s for supper, Luther?”

“Beef tongue, Johnnie cake, and creamed corn, I hope that’s to your likin’?”

Chet replied, “Creamed corn? I’ll say. Been a long time since I had any of that stuff.”

Luther, then said, “Well, then, quit flappin’ your gums and fix yourself a plate. I 

made aplenty.” He smiled.

Slim said, “If ya was to ask me, Mister Early, that was good eats.”

Homer chimed in with, “I have to agree with, Slim. That was some good eating.”

Other drovers in camp quickly agreed to what was being said. 

Chet, then said, “Well, now, what with everyone givin’ their thumbs up, how could I go wrong?”

The men who were settled in and around the camp was, Carl Trent riding right swing, and Lennie Suggs – cook’s assistant. Cyrus Tate riding left swing. Ken Slater riding right flank, Wirt Cochran riding left flank. Jonas Latimer riding right drag, Arnold Case riding left drag, and Luke Harmon riding center drag. Then, there was Ace Madden riding right point, and of course, Slim Siringo riding left point. Logan Kimbro, ramrod of the outfit, came riding in for a cup of coffee. Logan dismounted, then went to the chuck wagon drop down board for a coffee cup. He, then went to the campfire where the coffee pot was and poured himself a cup of coffee.

As Logan took a sip of his coffee, Chet asked, “How’s it goin’ out there, Logan?”

Logan replied, “Like watchin’ and waitin’ for a bunch of unruly kids to throw a hissy fit. There’s a strange stillness in the air.” (taking a sip of coffee) “I can’t put my finger on it, but it’s quite mystifyin’.” 

Chet, then said, “Like electricity in the air?”

Logan answered, “Yeah, could be. Causes the hair to stand up all over your body, ya know?”

Slim said, “Sounds like we’re in for a major storm. Electricity has shown up before the storm.”

Chet replied, “Lord, I hope not. Wet-nursin’ these thickheaded, emptyheaded numbskulls is bad enough, but a thunderstorm will only make things worse. Lightning strikes are down-right dangerous.”

Logan added, “Not the best of times, is it?”

“Not really, no.” Chet replied. (turning his head) “Now, I smell rain in the air.”

Homer replied, “Now, I do.”

Logan, then said, “If it’s all right with you, Mister Early, I’ll relieve each man, one at a time, so’s he can come in and grab himself a cup of hot coffee and warm hisself.”

“All right by me, Logan. Each man will be wishin’ he was swimmin’ in hot coffee soon enough before this day is through.”

Logan said, “The men will surely appreciate this, Mister Early. A hot cup of coffee to warm the hands.” (pause) “This coffee cup sure feels mighty warm and comfortin’ just now.”

Chet replied, “I have a feelin’ it’ll be a real down pour by mornin’. Stampede, maybe. It could mean a real long, hard day.”

Slim turned, saying, “Well, Mister Boyce, it seems like we’re in for a long night and a longer day. Thunder scares the steers, and lightning puts them on the run, it’ll be a long time in the saddle.”

Homer replied, “Sounds dangerous.”

Chet answered, “It is dangerous. It’s very dangerous. Quite a few men have lost their lives in a cattle stampede. The man gets thrown from his horse, or his horse gets horned, and they go down, the man gets trampled under the hooves of the cattle to where even his own mother doesn’t recognize him.” (pause) “Not a good way to die.”

Homer, then asked, “Is there such a thing as a good way to die?”

Logan answered, “Yes, there is.”

Homer asked, “Now, what way would that be?”

Slim replied, “Forever asleep in your own bed, if you’re of good fortune to have your own bed, or even a house to have a bed in it.”

Homer, then said, “Ahh, slip into forever with no pain. Good idea, Slim.”

As Logan drank down the last dregs of his coffee, he said, “I better get a move on. It’ll take time to relieve each man.”

Chet said, “Hopefully, each one will have a chance for coffee before the rain comes in.” (turning to Luther) “Get yourself rigged for inclement weather, Luther. I’d hate to have our food stores goin’ to ruin.”

Luther replied, “I’ll do just that, Mister Early.”

Chet chuckled as he stepped into the stirrup and swung himself onto his saddle. 

Chet, then said, “Good. I expect a good breakfast in the mornin’, if we’re able to have one, but it looks like mother nature may have other plans.”

Watching the skies to the north, Luke Harmon said, “There’s lightning lighting up the skies there in the distance.”

“I figure rain will be here long before mornin’.” Ace Madden replied. “We best be ready for it, Luther, so, break out the tarpaulins, stakes, and the rain gear.”

Ken Slater, then asked, “You have enough wood in the wood box, Luther?”

“I got plenty, Ken. Thanks.”

Carl Trent, then said, “It looks like the storm is on the move. Looks to be headin’ our way.”

Luther turned, “Give a hand, Lennie. We need to get these tarpaulin’ shelters up and rather quickly.”

“Okay, Luther.” Lennie replied.

As the crew was handing out the tarpaulins for protection from the rain, the first of the night guards came riding into camp.

As he stepped down from the saddle, Ross Arnett asked, “Coffee still hot, Luther?”

“I hope to shout it is. Help yourself, Ross. I made aplenty.”

Cyrus Tate spoke, saying, “Couldn’t help but notice the change in the weather. I predict rain by mornin’.” 

“Sooner, I think.” Slim said. “Much sooner.”

Scoffing, Cyrus, then said, “I’ll have my furs gathered ‘round me to keep me from gittin’ wet like Injuns surrounding a campfire.”

Then, the night got darker, and the wind picked up. Lightning crashed and the thunder rolled causing the cattle to become frightened and they started to stampede. Those on night herd had their hands full with stampeding cattle. Shouts and orders went unheard because of the pounding hooves of the cattle. Then, it began to rain. At times, the rain came in sideways. The drovers tried to get in front of the cattle to turn them, to slow them down, or even try to stop them, but were unable to. The lightning lit up the sky, as the thunder rolled along the ground, keeping the cattle on the run. Every drover on the cattle drive was out, riding hard, praying for the end of the stampede. The drovers were airing their lungs (cursing) as the rode. It was cold, and wet. It was a miserable night, which led into the next day. Horses were give out. The men were tired. Bone weary. They finally stopped the stampede well into the next day. The drovers pulled cattle and horses out of the mud with ropes and horses for hours delaying the arrival of the herd. At least the chuck wagon had not been damaged. Luther had good sense to steer away from the herd. The drovers only took time out during the day when they stopped for coffee and sourdough biscuits – Jam slams. Everything was wet and cold. Men were growling and airing their lungs. Every man was sick and discouraged. One man down with Ague (malaria), another with boils, then, another man horned through the left thigh. Luckily, no Indians to make things worse. Bleached white bones and skulls of cattle and buffalo were found. Crosses to tell of graves. Even found a complete human skeleton today. Raining harder than it was previous. Cold, wet, and miserable. Then, another high damnation of the day was when they had to shoot a couple of horses which were unable to stand. Sometimes, a horse would stumble and fall - unable to stand. The drovers would pass a rope under the body of the animal and around his shoulders, then hoist the animal onto his legs again. Unfortunately for that animal, this was the beginning of the end. If the animal lasted until days end, the cold of evening would end him. Through the rain and the cold, the drovers rounded up their cripples to be done away with. The drovers also had to tend to their own mounts. Their mounts had girth-galls, which looks like saddle sores, but were actually an open, inflamed blister wound caused by friction of the saddle straps against the horse’ skin. The trail boss, Chet Early, and ramrod, Logan Kimbro took a tally of the dead and dying cattle, and a tally of cattle not expected to survive. 

Unfortunately, the steers that were lost was near 85 steers, but the steers wounded and not expected to survive was of a greater number. That number was: 127. To say the least, trail boss, Chet Early was not a happy man. He knew to expect a degree of losses, but not this much, and not this soon. He expected these kinds of losses over the course of the drive. So, regrettably, the day’s events were recorded in the trail boss’s record book. 

Chet said, “We’ll stay here for a couple days, mend our horses and rest ourselves, then pick up the herd, and move them towards the Red.” 

“You sure you want to do that, Mister Early?” Logan asked.

“Not really, no.” Came the answer. “But if I want to keep the men I do have, it’ll be worth it. Some of these men I wouldn’t want to have a run in with fists, or guns.”

Logan, then said, “Well, since we have time, I suppose I should send someone back to Paris for a doctor. Carl, Jonas and especially Aaron sure could use one.”

“Yeah, especially, Aaron.” Chet replied. “If the man you get leaves in a few minutes, he should be back with the doctor sometime before dark. Hopefully Paris has a doctor.”

After that said, Logan turned and went in search of his man. He found him in, Slim Siringo. 

Logan walked up to Slim, saying, “Listen, Slim. Uh, Jonas, Carl, and especially Aaron need a doctor. Mister Early and I agreed that since we’re not too far from the town of Paris, and if you was to leave now, you could be back with the doctor before dark. How ‘bout it? You rested enough for the ride?”

“I reckon.” Slim replied. “Don’t like leavin’ you with all this water, though.” 

“Oh? Why’s that?”

Chuckling “There might come a drought.”

Logan smiled, saying, “Ya know, Slim,” (holding out his hand to watch the rain dance on it) “your humor is all wet.” 

Slim scoffed, then said, “Just tryin’ to make light of a long miserable day. As soon as I saddle my horse, I’ll be on my way.”

“Good. The sooner, the better.” (Slim turned away) “And, Slim?”

Turning back to Logan, “Yeah?” 

“Be careful.”

“I will.” He smiled. “Thanks.”

Slim saddled his horse, kicked his horse in the flanks, then went riding through the pouring rain making his way towards Paris, Texas in search of a doctor for Jonas Latimer, who has the Ague, Carl Trent who has boils, and Aaron Carothers who has a slashing wound in his thigh from being horned by a steer. Aaron was taken care of as best as could be on a cattle drive. His slashing wound was quickly treated as best as could be and his wound bandaged, but still in desperate need of a doctor. He was laid out under a tarpaulin erected between two trees as a lean to. Standing under another tarpaulin hitched to the side of the chuck wagon, Chet asked how Aaron was doing from Logan.   

Logan replied, “He’s asleep. It took a while for that to happen what with him in such pain, but hopefully, Slim and the doctor from Paris shows up soon.”

“Hopefully, before days end, Slim and the doctor will be here.” (sighs) “This rain sure isn’t makin’ things easy.”

“That’s no lie.” Logan replied. “Ha, ha, ha.”

“What’s funny?”

“This reminds me of the time my niece told her mother, my sister, that rain scares her. Her mother said rain was tears of God.” 

“Tears of God?” Chet asked, with a raised eyebrow.

“Yeah. Tears... because God cries.”

“Is ‘at so? I never knew God cried.” Chet replied, over raised eyebrows.

“Oh, yeah.” (pause) “According to my sister, His tears are rain that waters the earth.”

“Strange are the things we say to our children to keep them from bein’ 

afraid.” 

“That’s true.” (pause) “Oh, we finally got the herd to lay down, as it were, a half mile from here. They’re millin’ ‘bout amongst themselves, but they’ll soon settle down.”

“How would you like to lay down in the mud?”

Chuckling, “I wouldn’t, but” (pause) “with it rainin’ like it is, I may have no choice.”

Luther stopped at the edge of the tarpaulin tied to the chuckwagon.

Luther asked, “You two hungry? I have sliced roast beef and ham slices for sandwiches on rye if ya are.”

Chet answered, “I’m cold, and I’m wet, but am I hungry? No, I am not hungry. What I am is disgusted at the situation I find myself in.”

Slim was on his way to Paris, Texas to fetch a doctor for the men who needs him, but Slim’s horse was struggling due to the rain and the mud. A couple times his horse faltered and staggered a little, with a loss of forward momentum. The horse struggled against the mud as Slim slapped the reins against his rump, airing his lungs. Then, finally, Slim came out onto the main road to Paris and beyond. The main road was wet and muddy of course because it was raining, but at least the road wasn’t so muddy as to make a horse falter and lose momentum. Slim kicked his horse in the flanks and on he rode as the rain began to clear. A few minutes later, the rain began to just trickle down. Then, soon the sun came out which pleased Slim greatly. He brought his horse to a walk so’s he could remove his rain slicker. Then, again, he kicked his horse in the flanks and went racing down the road towards Paris, Texas.

When Slim arrived in Paris, he soon stopped a passerby asking him for directions to the doctor’s office.

The man replied, “You’ll find Doc Brisbin in his office next to the sheriff’s office. Both offices are located down the street on the right hand side.”

Slim thanked the man, then kneed his horse in the side and slowly rode down the street. When he found the doctor’s office, he reined in, stepped down, tethering his horse at the hitching rack. The name above the door on a wooden sign read: Doctor George W. Brisbin, M.D.. Slim, then knocked on the door of the doctor’s office. He didn’t know if this was his living quarters, or not. No answer. He knocked again, and again, no answer. He turned to look up and down the street wondering where the doctor could be. Not knowing Paris, Slim wouldn’t know. 

He stood on the boardwalk in front of the doctor’s office slapping his right hand against the leg of his trousers out of nervous anxiety. A sense of urgency crept over him as he stood there not knowing where to turn, or even what to do. He watched as a multitude of towns people walked the street. Assorted buggies, and wagons went up and down the street of Paris.

Then, a woman’s voice was heard from across the street.

The woman said, “Danny? Danny Siringo? I can’t believe it. Is that really you?”

Slim turned to see a face from his past. The woman he was once romantically involved with now faces him on the streets of Paris, Texas calling his name.

Showing complete and utter surprise, Slim, whispered, “Helen.” (normal voice) “Helen McCabe! What in the world?!”

Slim hurriedly crossed the street to where Helen was standing, waiting on him. He approached her, then, they embraced. The embrace lasted no more than a few seconds, then, they parted. Holding Helen at arm’s length, Slim stared longingly, and lovingly into her eyes. 

Helen, then said, “I wasn’t sure it was you at first, but I would know that boyish face of yours anywhere.”

Slim asked, “What in the world are you doin’ here in Paris, Texas? The last time I saw you was in....”

She butted in, saying, “Comanche, wasn’t it?” 

“Yes, Comanche.”

“Where we said goodbye to each other.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two

Horse Buster
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“Actually, you said goodbye to me. Remember? You wanted a better life.”

“I remember, Slim.” ( pause) “I’ve married since then. My husband and I moved here to Paris where he deals in dry goods, and textiles... anything from pottery, to jewelry, to just about any known fabric. My married name is, Caldwell. He...”

Slim butted in, saying, “Ah, a drummer.”

“Was, yes. But now he owns the general store here in Paris, Has for some time now.”

“The general store? That’s steady income. I’m happy for you.”

“Thank you. So, what brings you to Paris?”

“The doctor. We need him out at the cattle drive a couple hours from here. We’ve had a bit of trouble the last couple days. Rain, mud, and a stampede.”

“You’re with a cattle drive?”

“I am, and during yesterday’s stampede, one of our men was horned. He has a deep, gashing leg wound. We don’t want the wound to be riddled with gangrene. He could lose his leg, even his life, so, that’s why I’m here... for a doctor.”

“That’s too bad about your friend. I’m sorry. Doc Brisbin is the best there is.”

Looking in Doc Brisbin’s office window, “As long as he helps, Aaron, that’s all we care ‘bout.” (turning to Helen) “He’s a good man, and a good friend.” (pause) “I, uh, I best see ‘bout the doctor, Helen. It sure was a pleasure seein’ you again.” (smiling) “I wish you and your husband the very best.”

“Thanks, Slim. I’ll let him know you said that.”

Turning the doorknob on Doc Brisbin’s door, Slim turned to Helen, saying, “Bye.”

Helen stood watching Slim as he disappeared behind Doc Brisbin’s door as it closed behind him. She turned, shook her head faintly, smiled a crooked smile, then walked on. Inside, Slim found Doctor Brisbin was attending a patient in the other room.

Doc Brisbin yelled, “Whoever it is, I’ll be right with you. Just have a seat. I’ll be with you in a few minutes.”

Slim said, “I’m in a hurry, Doc. It’s a life, or death situation.”

Doc replied, “It’s a life, or death situation in here too, so, just wait your turn, Mister. I’ll be with you as soon as I can.”

Slim took a seat in a chair near the office door. He sat quietly for a minute, or two. He began to fidget on the chair, then, he hurriedly came to his feet.

With a worried voice, Slim asked, “How long do you figure, Doc?” (pause) “We need to be going.”

A few seconds later, Doc Brisbin stood in the door jamb wiping his hands with a towel.

Curiously, Doc asked, “Going? Am I going somewhere? And, why should I go there with you, Mister?” (pause) “Just who are you?”

“The name’s, Slim. Slim Siringo, Doc. I’m with a cattle drive a couple hours northwest of here. Last night we had a stampede, and one of our men was horned, and he has a gashing leg wound. We need a doctor and medication to keep it from bein’ riddled with gangrene.”

Doc Brisbin replied, “Well, bring the patient in and I’ll...”

“Uh, that’s where the word ‘going’ comes into play, Doc. The patient ain’t here.”

“Meaning, he’s still at your camp.”

“I’m afraid so, Doc. We didn’t think he should be moved, plus we have no way to bring him here. He very well couldn’t ride a horse.”

“No he couldn’t,” (pause) “but I have a pressing need here, Mister Siringo.”

Slim, then said, “But Aaron needs a doctor, Doc.”

Doc Brisbin went to his medicine cabinet, unlocked it, and started putting medicines in a bag.

Doc said, “Seeing as how I can’t leave my patient in the next room, I’ll give you the medicine in order to keep gangrene, or any other infection at bay.” (pause) “Now, you must follow the directions very carefully, or these medicines won’t do no good.”

“I’ll make sure of it, Doc.”

Slim stood looking at Doc Brisbin with an unexpected, overwhelming 

look.

Doc stopped puting medicine in the bag, asking, “What’s the matter?”

Slim stood speechless for a second, or two, with surprise in his eyes.

Slim, then said, “I have no money for the medicine, Doc.” (pointing to the door) “That’s why you...”

“Then, how was you going to get this medicine? Steal it?”

Overlooking the insult, Slim answered, “Of course not, Doc, but Mister Early was goin’ to pay you for the medicine, as well as, pay for your time.”

“Well, that’s a little different, ain’t it?” (pause in thought) “Tell ya what I’ll do, Mister Siringo, I’ll have you sign an IOU for the medicine. That way it won’t be considered stealing.” (puting the bag on the examination table) “Just sign your name... Uh, you can write, can’t you?”

Clearing his throat, Slim replied, “I can make my mark. That okay?”

“It’ll do.”

Doc Brisbin sat down at his desk, took up pencil and paper, and drew up an IOU for Slim to sign. Doc handed the pencil to Slim.

Doc said, “There. Put your mark, and I’ll sign it, and date it to make it legal.”

“Do I get a copy of this IOU?”

Doc replied, “Of course. I’ll fill out another one for you.”

Doc filled out another IOU. Slim made his mark, and Doc Brisbin signed it and dated it.

Doc handed Slim the other signed IOU, saying, “There ya go. All nice and legal like.”

Slim put the IOU in his left shirt pocket, saying, “Thanks, Doc.”

“Before you leave, let me write down the instructions for you.”

“Okay. That would help, wouldn’t it?”

Chuckling, Doc replied, “It might.”

As Doc Brisbin wrote down the instructions for the use of the medicines, Slim stood anxiously by waiting. When Doc had finished writing down the instructions, he handed the paper to Slim. 

Doc, then said, “There. Now, don’t forget to follow those instructions to the letter.”

Slim smiled crookedly, saying, “I’ll let Mister Early know, Doc.”

Doc chuckled, then said, “I forgot you can’t read nor write, Mister Siringo. I apologize.”

“Nothin’ to worry ‘bout, Doc, but there are times when I wish I had the learnin’.”

“It does come in handy at times, like now, for instance.”

Taking the bag of medicine from the examination table, Slim headed 

for the door to Doc Brisbin’s office.

Doc Brisbin asked, “I suppose I’ll not see you, or this Early fella real soon for him to pay for those medicines.”

Slim turned, then answered, “Depends on how long it takes us to get those beeves to Wichita, and us back, Doc, but you can bet that on our way back, we’ll be sure to stop in to pay you the money owed ya. Mister Early, he uh, well, he always pays his debts no matter how long it takes.”

“Uh, huh.” (scoffs) “I’ll not hold my breath.”

“You can trust my word on this, Doc. We’ll be seein’ you.”

Outside on the boardwalk, Slim realized he had three, maybe four hours till sundown, so, he had to hurry. It was no picnic for him getting to Paris in the first place because of the rain and the mud. Luckily, it was just drizzling rain now, and the skies began to clear, and the dark clouds receded, but yet the mud remains. Stepping into the muddy street to his horse he put the bag of medicine in a saddle bag. Then, grabbing the reins, he stepped into the stirrup, and then swung himself onto the saddle. Just then, the north bound stage pulled in from Sulfur Springs. With the street water puddled, mud mixed with muddy water was slung everywhere from the horse’ hooves and wheels. The driver was leaning back in the box (seat) while pulling on the reins as the stage came to a rolling stop. 

The driver was hollering, “Whoa, hosses! Whoa!”

The six-up draft horse drawn stage came to a stop in front of the Butterfield stage depot. 

A man came from the depot, saying, “You’re three hours late, Arlis.”

Arlis replied, “Couldn’t be helped, Roy. The town of Clear Creek was pert near flooded out. This weather wasn’t good for man nor beast.” (spitting his tobacco juice) “Time to get out, folks. This is Paris, Texas. Coffee and eats waitin’ in the diner.” (pause) “I half expected a flash flood and be washed away myself. Ha, ha, dang near was.” (stepping down from the box) “Whew. I’ve heard thunder as it rolled across the ground, and lightnin’ that lit up the skies many times, but... nothin’ such as this. And, this rain?” (scoffing and shaking his head). “Ooo-wee! Never in all my born days have I seen such a thing.”

While Arlis explained why the stage was late, three men and two woman exited 

the coach, and as soon as they did, they straighten their clothes as best they could and to belly ache and complain about the rough, wet, and muddy coach ride in rainy weather for 45 miles. As their confrontations became a heated argument with the depot stager and the driver, Slim rode past the stage near full gallop to reach the herd with medicine for Aaron Carothers with his gashing leg wound. Hopefully, he’ll reach the herd soon enough and in time to save his leg and possibly even his life from gangrene. A few miles out of town, he had to make a direction change to northwest which placed him into the thickest mud and water puddles. His horse labored at times while plodding through the mud. Slim actually thought his horse had lost his forward momentum. He, then slapped the reins against his horse’ rump to keep him moving.
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