
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


THE-BATTLE-AX-REMNANT

DENNIS-WILLIAMS


Copyright © 2025 by Dennis H. Williams

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, electronic, mechanical, recorded, photocopied, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review.

The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book via the Internet or via any other means without the permission of the publisher is illegal and punishable by law. Please purchase only authorized electronic editions and do not participate in or encourage piracy of copywritten material.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are a product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is purely coincidental.

This book may contain views, premises, depictions, and statements by the author that are not necessarily shared or endorsed by Outlaws Publishing.

For information contact: info@outlawspublishing.com

Cover design by Outlaws Publishing.

Published by Outlaws Publishing.

July 2025

10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1 
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The auction barn was only half full of bidders. The auctioneer was rattling away when through the door from the lobby came a dapper, dressed man. He had a fancy pair of Frontier pants pressed with a crease down the front of each leg, a white shirt, and a snap brim Stetson hat sat at a jaunty angle on his red hair, that was combed to a fair thee well. He stood just inside the door and watched the cattle in the ring being sold, then looked right and left. Seeing the man he was looking for, he walked over to where the man sat eating a hamburger. 

He had a little bag of potato chips and a Pepsi as he watched the cattle passing through the ring. He was a sure enough, dyed in the wool, cowpuncher. Wrangler pants, Olathe boots with spurs still strapped to them. His shirt was a faded blue cotton shirt. A black Resistol hat that had seen better days, but was worn because it was comfortable. 

The dandy sat down next to the cowpuncher and stuck out his hand. “Rick, I’m Jason Roberts.” The dandy introduced himself. 

The cow puncher looked at the extended hand and then returned his gaze to the cattle in the ring being sold. “I know who you are Jason, what can I do for you?” 

Jason pulled his hand back. “I got a job for you. I’m told you’re the only man who might take it and will finish it.” 

Rick took a bite of the burger and watched the package of cattle in the ring go out the gate. “I ask you, Jason, what do you want?” 

“I had two-thousand steers on the A Diamond Ranch. When we shipped off, I was short two-hundred and fifty head. They told me the steers must have swam the Gila River and went to the Battle Ax. The crew I had wouldn’t go after them. The owner of the Battle Ax lives in Texas. He doesn’t have any cattle there. He gave me permission to get mine back, but I can’t find anyone who will go after them. They all say to talk to you.” Jason was almost whining. 

“I don’t want to do it either. I just got done cleaning up one mess. My horses are give-out and I need a few weeks off; sorry.” Rick took another bite of the burger. 

“I’ll pay top dollar, I need those cattle back; when can you start?” Jason insisted. 

Rick finally turned and looked at Jason. “I know the Battle Ax. It’s forty sections of pure hell. Bronco Mesa right smack dab in the middle. It’s haired over in cholla and cat claw and down by the river it’s a mesquite thicket so dense a dog won’t go into it. I just told you I’m tired, my horses are tired, and I’m not sure I could put a crew together because they’re tired. If you’re in a stud horse rush to get them gathered, you better go talk to someone else.” Rick tried to make it sound final.” He turned back to watching the cattle in the sale ring. 

“I’ll pay one hundred and fifty a head for every live steer you bring out.” Jason made his offer. 

“Just to show you how far apart we are, I want two hundred and fifty, I’ll have to camp there and have a cook working full time. The corrals there are just a net wire affair, so we will have to haul the cattle out as we catch them.” Rick thought that might back Jason up, but he came right back. 

“The corrals have been rebuilt; they are pipe and sucker rod. You won’t have to haul anything. I’ll send a truck.” 

“Then, in that case, I want a truck load of hay to feed those we catch. It’s going to be just one or two a day at best. I’ll need to feed my horses too. It will still be two-hundred and fifty a head and I won’t start for 30 days.” Rick held firm. “And just so you know, I’ll lien every animal I catch there, we all know your history Jason, nothing will leave there until we settle up. Now, do you understand? I don’t want to do business with you.” Rick looked Jason right in the eye. 

Jason sat there and watched the sale ring as another package of cattle went through. Finally, he stuck his hand out. “Deal!” 

Rick looked at the hand like it was a rattlesnake. “I’ll get a contract drawn up. I’ll call you when we need to sign it.” 

Jason nodded and stood up. “Call me!” Was all he said, as he turned to walk away. Seeing the brand inspector at the lobby door, he turned around and went out the side door. 

The brand inspector walked over to Rick, who was opening the potato chip sack. “You make a deal with that crook?” 

Rick nodded. “Two hundred fifty head on the Battle Ax.” 

“Just so you know, those cattle aren’t his, they belong to a steer man from California. He might have to be the man who pays on the deal.” 

“Nothing leaves until I get paid, period, whether it’s Jason or someone else. That Battle Ax is hell turned upside down, but I’ll go scout it first; to be sure the cattle are really there. It’s no golf course like Jason is used to.” 

Rick turned the Pepsi can up and drained it. “I’ll keep you in the loop.” They shook hands before the brand inspector left. 
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Three days later, Rick pulled up to the corrals at the battle ax. Whoever had built them had done an excellent job. The posts were set in solid rock with concrete, a loading chute where bobtail trucks or semi-trailer cattle trucks could load or unload. Enough room in the corrals for maybe five hundred head of cattle, extra corrals, and a sorting alley. He was impressed. He had a small desert ranch north of Florence, where he lived. It was semi-isolated, very few people found their way there. He could live there in quiet solitude. It wouldn’t make him a living, but he ran a hundred cows, and did enough outside contract work to keep the wolf from the door.  

He unloaded a good young buckskin horse and snugged up the cinches. He was going to be sure there were two hundred and fifty head of steers here before he got contracted to gather them. Jason was known for some slick deals. Claimed there was a certain amount and then, after you worked yourself silly looking for them, find out he probably sold them, and he was blaming you for not gathering them. Fine, if the cattle were here, but first Rick would make sure of it. Stepping up on the buckskin, he swung a leg over and settled into the saddle. It had been a few years since he had been here. It looked like the cholla was thicker than it had been. A narrow trail led through it just wide enough for a single horse if he was careful. He had some ideas on how to deal with the cholla, but he knew the government folks might frown on it. It would do nothing but improve the ranch. He would have to find a way to drive the cattle back to the corrals through this prickly hell.  

As he rode along, he didn’t see any cattle tracks. He was starting to get a negative thought on the deal when he dropped down into the Johnny Long Wash. It was full of tracks and manure. The wash went up behind Bronco Mesa. He knew that there was a windmill up high in the canyon. The lower end, where he sat now, spread out into a big wide sand bed that ran on down to the Gila River, through a narrow but thick mesquite thicket. He rode down the wash a ways, but didn’t find any live cattle. But still, lots of fresh evidence. 

He turned back up country and started up into the canyon, to the windmill. The farther he went, the tracks and manure got thicker. That two-hundred and fifty head of steers must all be in this canyon, he thought to himself.  

As he neared the windmill, the breeze was against him was strong with the aroma of cattle. Rick perked up, the buckskin came wide awake. He slowed down as they approached the windmill. When they rounded a slight bend in the wash, the windmill came into sight. Laying around the base, and the water trough, was a mass of cattle. He pulled up to a stop and stared in awe. There were steers, but there was every color, sex and size of cow brute you could imagine. The cattle slowly stood and stretched, then, in single file, started walking up the canyon. The best Rick could see was the only cattle branded were the steers. They carried the California owners Walking 7 Brand on the left hip, but the cows, calves, and bulls, were slick; no brand or ear marks. The cattle didn’t seem too perturbed at Rick being there, sure evidence that they hadn’t been chased, or an effort made to gather them.  

Rick sat and watched the cattle amble up the canyon and around a bend at the base of the Bronco Mesa. It was a tall black volcanic rock that was flat topped. He knew of a trail going to the top, but had never been to it or up it. He had made a rough count of the cattle and came up with two-hundred steers, enough to make the deal with Jason worthwhile, but what about the slicks? The best he could come up with was that there were seventy-five head. If you saw that many; how many were there that you wouldn’t see? He needed to talk to the Texas owner. If he mentioned it to Jason, he would lay claim to any and all the slicks. Rick had a better idea.  
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