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Part One: Poetry
“Milking Time"
In she comes at a charge.
"Don't get in the way! She will barge!"
In the stanchion she goes.
We want milk... and have it she does.
Splish! Splash! comes the milk.
Persuaded to come from its fountain it flows,
As, in the bucket, the quantity grows!
The tasty stuff that looks like silk.
Sweep! Sweep! We clean up fallen milk,
For, mingling with dirt, it has gathered.
In the house, Mom filters good milk
And cleans up where children have gathered.
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“The warriors"
The woodsman squats by campfire dim,
A deer of wood in human form.
He expects the Indians to attack tonight,
His horses precious rubies in their eyes.
Lo... what lurks down there?
Naught but a creature in the dark of night.
He hearkens to the sounds cast round him
nonetheless,
For skin-clad ghosts are creeping up the hill.
The time has come; the cougars now attack.
Their hail of arrows fall ‘round him in a storm.
And when the savage warriors come in sight,
His weapon spurts fire o'r and o'r again.
And when the thunder is all quieted down
The painted warriors are all dead.
The white warrior , hair brushing buckskin garb,
Gets up from his position when the fighting's
done,
Looks toward the Indian chief and much regrets
That he sent out the ship that bore this warrior
home.
This is the life that this man did once choose.
And before he can go back where others are,
A few more battles must be safely won.
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This poem won First Place in a BJU Press Inscriptions writing contest.

"Snow"
Snow is wonderful as it falls around;
'Tis like autumn leaves as they glide to the ground.
Snow cloaks the earth in a furry gown;
White-woven water falling down.
Fast it's descent into an earthy pit.
Steady it fell into an empty shell.
A mother sweeps the snow. Swoosh! Swoosh!
A child speeds down a hill. Whoosh! Whoosh!
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"Sir George of the Dragon"
Sir George was brave and kind,
And often nobles with him dined;
But George wished people in need to help.
One day when looking at the land,
George feared that something had gone wrong.
And so George left his prosp'rous band,
And sat out whilst he sang a song.
George journeyed many days and nights,
And traveled thro’ many plain and wood,
And met him many maids and knights
Who bade him share in their feast food.
One day fair lady George did meet,
And noted he that she did cry.
Said George, "My dear, this is not meet."
The lady answered with a sigh.
"A dragon shall come very soon,
"For he wants me to devour.
"He said that he would come at noon,
"And he'll arrive this very hour."
George answered her with brave mien
And said "This beast I will o'rtake.
"If you should lead me to his den,
"This dragon, you, he shall not take."
The lady, sobbing, led him on,
Though she thought he could not win.
She thought their lives were ver'ly done...
And then they heard a monstrous din.
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The brute emerged from blackened hole
And charged the seated knight real quick.
The fiend's breath made armor black and dull;
The beastly heat 'most made George sick.
George, sore afraid when dragon's breath he saw,
Raised high his shield and charged the ugly beast,
And waited 'till a chance he glimpsed;
He would not be this dragon's feast.
When the dragon almost knight devoured,
George raised his lance and split that brutish throat.
The dragon drew back like a coward,
Then flew and fell into the lady's castle moat.
George, with the maiden, to her castle went;
Her father thanked him o'r and o'r.
Back to home castle George he sent
With the prize that George most wished for.
When the gentry of his home country
Heard of the noble deeds that George had done
They dubbed him Sir George of the Dragon.
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"Robin Hood and the Freedom Fighters"
He dwelt in Sherwood with his men:
One-Hundred forest'rs deep in a glen.
And there they tried the Sheriff to shun,
But this job was rarely eas'ly done.
Robin Hood
The Sheriff wanted Robin to seize,
For oft Robin escaped with gracious ease.
The Sheriff's charges were sore untrue,
But peasants not question what he do.
For the Sheriff was cruel
Among Robin's men, his right-hand man
Was by far the tallest in all his band.
Among all the men, John's might was most.
Of his Herculean strength did minstrels boast.
Little John, the lofty forester
Will Stutely, Scarlett, and Alan too
Were, all of them, to Robin true.
The Tinker, Miller, and others many
The peasants held were better than any.
Robin and his merry men
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Marion was Robin's maid,
And she would help him how'er he bade.
She was to Hood an immense help,
And seldom thought much of herself .
A kindly lass was she
Friar Tuck was another one
Through whom important jobs were done.
But he was fat and loved to eat
And did not like to use his feet.
The fattest friar in Nottingham shire
Robin and his outlaw band
Were true, courageous, and full of sand.
They watched o'r their people 'till Richard came back,
So that their lands the Sheriff not sack.
That God-fearing band
Often the Sheriff they engaged,
Though that Sheriff was sore enraged.
The woods as their base, against oppression they fought,
And some with blood their freedom bought.
Their legend lives on

10

“The Scientist Who Sees"
The scientist who sees
Creation as a truth
Marvels at God's magnificence:
His nature and His Word.
The scientist who sees
Evolution as a truth,
Ignoring the many proven Laws,
Abandons them for thoughts.
Both scientists may see
The many facts, and all the same.
But one will finally ignore the Truth
And argue with the other.
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“My Biggest Buck"
When heading out to brushy wood,
I took a gun for the deer’s sake.
Deer season was in its first stint
And I hoped a buck to take.
I settled in my little blind
And waited, as the sun went down.
Soon, suddenly, I was alert
As from behind a heard a sound.
I thought at first t'was just a squirrel,
But soon found out that it was not!
I quickly turned without a sound.
What happened then I've not forgot!
Then through my scope I sighted deer,
Turned off safety, gun's trigger squeezed.
The gun went BANG! the deer crashed down.
The shot swept Buck right off his feet.
The deer was big, a TEN-POINT BUCK!
Boy! I was glad that deer I'd killed.
We'd mount his head up on the wall,
And there he'd gaze into our field.
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“While Hunting in a Field of White"
'Twas winter and the sun was bright.
While hunting in a field of white,
I saw a beast come out of wood,
Sun gleaming off his antlers wide.
I froze stock still, my gun in hand.
I watched as he did lead his band,
Across the field, across the snow;
This tranquil scene I could not spoil.
I stood and watched.
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“God’s Magnificence in Nature”
God's magnificence in nature
Presents itself in much
Of the use of mathematic principles:
Spirals, shapes, and more.
The mathematician learning now
Has very much to learn,
For, outside his musty, classroom
Those laws are used for sure.
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“Working Together”
When all the bird’s feathers come into play,
All of these feathers will fly away.
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Part Two: Essays
"THE~BATTLE~OF~WILSON’S~CREEK"
The date was August 10, 1861. General Lyon was leading his Union troops, engaging the enemy
on an oak covered ridge close to Wilson’s Creek, about 10 miles southwest of Springfield. The
Confederates were now charging them. Lyon and his men were getting the worst of it. Lyon was
among them: cheering them, encouraging them, pressing them to keep heart, to fight. He was a
grand example of bravery: sitting in the saddle, blood pouring from his three wounds to the head,
thigh, and heel. Then, out of the mob of Rebel soldiers, one took careful aim, knowing the man
he was aiming at to be important to the Union. The Confederate fired, hitting Lyon in the heart.
Lyon fell. The soldiers lost heart, seeing their leader fall. The battle: The Battle of Wilson’s
Creek.
1
In the beginning of the Civil War, Missouri declared themselves “armed neutral.” However, this
“armed neutrality” was to be tested greatly in the days to come.
The testing began in a larger sense on May 10, 1861. Union Captain Nathaniel Lyon, leading a
group of Northern troops and home guards, captured a small group of Missouri Militia whom he
feared were attempting to capture the Federal, St. Louis arsenal. As Lyon and his men were
parading these captured Missourians, a crowd of citizens tried to stop them. Lyon ordered his
men to fire on them. Twenty-four were killed. This incident became known as the “St. Louis
Massacre.”
2
The next day, the Missouri General Assembly established the Missouri State Guard. This army
was designed to defend Missouri from any attack, from any enemy. Governor Clairborne F.
Jackson appointed Sterling Price to be its general.
William S. Harney, one of the leading Generals in Missouri at that time, created the PriceHarney Truce on May 12, 1861. This truce affirmed Missouri’s neutrality. (Later, Lyon replaced
Harney.) After that, Abraham Lincoln specifically requested that Missouri troops enter the
Federal service. They did, and Missouri Governor Jackson withdrew his support. Lyon and
Jackson met June 12, 1861 to resolve this matter. Lyon ended the meeting saying: “This means
war.” (Wikipedia) This did mean war.
Lyon then went on a chase after Price, Jackson, and the state government. First came the Battle
of Booneville (a skirmish) on June 17, 1861. Then, on July 5, another skirmish: the Battle of
Carthage. After that, Lyon captured Jefferson City, the state capitol.
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After the capture of the capitol, a convention was called to decide on Missouri secession. The
convention decided to keep Missouri in the Union. However, Jackson was thrown out of office.
On July 27, 1861, the convention replaced Jackson with Hamilton Rowan Gamble.
Lyon and his Army of the West were encamped at Springfield, Missouri by July 13, 1861. The
Army of the West was 5,431 men strong (Piston & Hatcher) and was composed of the 1st, 2nd,
3rd, and 5th Missouri infantry; 1st Iowa Infantry; 1st and 2nd Kansas Infantry; several regular
army infantry and cavalry; and three batteries of artillery (Wikipedia).
3
The Missouri State Guard was encamped approximately 75 miles southwest of Springfield,
Missouri by the end of July. Price was then reinforced by Confederate Brigadier General
Benjamin McCulloch’s Confederate Brigade and Nathaniel Barlett Pearce’s Arkansas State
Troops. Together this force, now led by McCulloch, was 12,125 men strong (Piston and
Hatcher).
The Confederates planned to attack Springfield, but in an effort to surprise McCulloch, Lyon
marched out of Springfield. The two armies skirmished on August 2, 1861 at Dry Springs. Lyon
won; however, he found that he was out numbered 2-1 (3-1 he thought). He retreated to
Springfield. McCulloch followed him, and by August 6, McCulloch’s forces were encamped at
Wilson’s Creek, ten miles southwest of Springfield, Missouri.
It was not as bad against Lyon as he thought. He was outnumbered, however, not as badly as he
thought. Most of the Confederate force were using 1812-style flintlocks, old shotguns, and other
similar, ancient weapons. Also, in place of cannonballs, smooth rocks, steel rods, rusty chains,
and other such projectiles had been gathered to fire out of their ancient cannons (Foote 92).
(McCulloch’s men were somewhat better equipped.) However, in the end numbers would tell.
The Union soldiers spent August 7 and 8 doing next to nothing, except for routine chores. Both
days there were reports of large Confederate divisions headed their way, but they both turned out
to be false. Also, on both days, there were skirmishes between mounted scouts. None of these
amounted to much.
4
In the nightly officers’ meeting on the seventh, Lyon decided to hold his position.
On the 8th, Lyon presented their situation at that night’s officer’s meeting. They were faced by
McCulloch, not sure of Price’s position, and were in danger of Hardee cutting them off from St.
Louis. They could either retreat to Rolla, and be hindered all the way along their line of retreat
because of pursuit by McCulloch, or fight before retreat. Lyon favored the latter. He thought they
should use the strategy of throwing their whole force upon the Confederates. Colonel Franz Sigel
suggested a modification. He suggested that the enemy should be attacked with two separate
groups: one led Lyon, the other by himself. Due to the heavy objections of the majority, Lyon
did not yet to decide to use this strategy.
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General Lyon’s plan was to attack that very night. However, officers who had gone on a chase
after nothing that day objected. They argued their men were tired and hungry. They decided to
march out the next night: the 9th of August.
The next morning, after an aggravating letter from Fremont and a private talk with Sigel, Lyon
decided to adopt Sigel’s plan. He told no one about this decision until later.
Lyon held a council of war that afternoon in which he told his officers of his adoption of Sigel’s
plan and the fact that Price was certainly joined with McCulloch. The officers once again
expressed their opinions against Sigel’s plan. Nevertheless, Lyon stuck to his decision. The
officers, for the main part, apparently had no objections about going ahead and attacking that
night. The time to march was set to 6:00 p.m.
5
McCulloch was also planning an attack on Lyon and Springfield. He also planned his attack to
be on the 9th of August. He started the march, but called it off because of a heavy rain. The army
returned to camp and, as it was night, most of them went to sleep. It is surprising that no pickets
were put out, but, apparently, they thought they had no reason to fear an attack from Lyon.
On the afternoon of the 9th, Lyon distributed newly arrived shoes from Rolla and, in spite of the
nasty weather, began the march at the prescheduled time (6:00 p.m.), leaving 1,000 men at
Springfield to guard the city and supplies. Not long after midnight, Lyon and his men were close
enough to attack the enemy at any time.
As was before decided, Sigel split away from the main body, taking 1,100 men with him. His
division was made up of two regiments of infantry, two troops of cavalry, and a six-gun battery
of artillery (Foote 92). These men swung around to hit the Confederates in the rear. Lyon then
sent out a regiment of regulars to go beyond the creek and handle any of the enemy encamped
there.
About dawn (approx. 5:00 a.m.), Sigel began his attack, starting from the south and west and
moving up.
When Lyon heard Sigel begin in the distance, he began his move. “Lyon ordered the main body
forward, east and west of the creak, closing the upper jaw of his tactical vise” (Foote 92).
The Confederate camps were quickly routed. Many ran, most returned, some did not run. Soon,
McCulloch, with Price’s help, had the men ready to receive the attack.
Sigel and his men started out being successful, but ended out not. They routed the Missouri
Calvary, but soon collapsed when they were counterattacked by McCulloch’s force.
Because there were yet no standard uniforms, McCulloch’s men had uniforms very similar to the
uniforms Sigel’s men were wearing. As a result, Sigel and his men thought the enemy troops
coming toward them were Union reinforcements. It was not until they were fired on that they
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learned the truth. Sigel’s division was quickly and greatly routed. Sigel and his men fled the field
without giving much of a resistance.
The division of regulars had already been cleared off the field. The main body of Union troops
was holding up well, but soon the Confederates were reinforced and began clustering, causing
Lyons men “to look back over their shoulder, apprehensive” (Foote 94).
Lyon bravely tried to rally his men, shouting encouragements while riding among them. While
doing this, he was hit thrice. One bullet grazed his head, one hit his thigh, one his ankle. Then,
his horse was shot out from under him. The stunned Lyon walked toward the back of the line,
expressing his fear that the day was lost. But Lyon soon recovered from his shock and got back
on another horse. He rode to a place in the line that was about to break. Rallying the men, he
called to them to follow him forward. While thus leading them bravely, a bullet hit his heart. He
fell, the first Union general to fall in the Civil War. His life ended at approximately 9:30 a.m.
At approximately 11:00 a.m., the Union men had already taken thee charges. The men had taken
the battle like men, but now their ammunition was low and the men worn out.
Major Sturgis, who was now in charge (being second in command), ordered the men to retreat…
Numbers had told.
Conclusion
The fighting was bloody at Wilson’s Creek. 1,236 Union soldiers and 1,095 Confederate and
Missourian soldiers were killed. A large amount of dead men in so short an amount of time, yet
the fighting was not as bloody and not as many men were killed in this battle as in other battles
yet to come.
The Union forces retreated the field, went through Springfield, and marched on to Rolla. The
Confederates, though victors, were too crushed to pursue.
Missouri ended up staying in the Union throughout the Civil War, though at times it seemed as if
they would secede.
The Battle of Wilson’s Creek can be rightly called the “Second Battle of the Civil War.” Though,
when it is compared to other battles, it almost seems as if it were but a skirmish, this battle was
actually a very crucial event in keeping Missouri in the Union.
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"On the Theories of Spontaneous Generation and Biological Evolution"
Spontaneous generation is the theory that certain life forms can develop from nonliving matter.
This belief dates back thousands of years and was at that time believed by masses of people,
including scientists. It was often questioned, but it was not until the coming of advancements in
technology that it was proved wrong.
In 1668, Francesco Redi performed an experiment that proved that flies do not spontaneously
generate from decayed meat. Various experiments by other scientists showed the spontaneous
generation theory to be wrong, but, because of experiments that supposedly proved spontaneous
generation was fact, many people still believed the theory.
Then, in the mid-1800’s, Louis Pasteur discovered that, contrary to the theory of spontaneous
generation, microorganisms would grow in sterilized broth only if it was exposed to air that
contained these spores. As a result, the theory was practically abandoned.
However, is this ridiculous idea really now extinct? Many modern scientists would say yes.
However, please consider the following.
In 1859, Charles Darwin wrote a book called The Origin of Species. This book presented the now
widely believed theory of evolution. Evolutionary scientists believe that all living things evolved
from some sort of non-living matter.
Is not this a larger version of the theory of spontaneous generation? Is it not true that a modern
version of spontaneous generation is still believed by the masses today?
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"The Wait"
At five-o-clock at night on the 27th of October, 2007, I could be found, rifle in hand, in my deer
blind on an approximately thirty-foot-high cliff overlooking a dry creek bottom that funneled
deer past me. I was thinking about going back to Dad's blind, but decided to stay. I might see a
deer.
It seemed I could almost smell a deer. Seems crazy, but it sure seemed like I could smell a buck,
heavily in the rut. I tipped over my estrus-doe-bleat can-call. Maybe if a buck was in the vicinity
he would come. Maybe.
I heard something jump the fence which runs along beside me in the path of a deer trail. A deer?!
No... settle down... just one of the gazillion squirrels I've been seeing all evening long!
I stuck my head out just enough to see the squirrel. Oh my lands! A deer!
I stuck my rifle barrel out of the blind window, got my scope on him.
I was shaking. No! I told myself, settle down.
My scope was on him, my grunt call in my teeth, ready to grunt. I centered my scope on my
shooting lane.
I got nervous. I should put my scope on him. Should I shoot now? He was a large-bodied, eightpoint buck, so don't let him get away! Don't shoot now; he's in the brush. Wait 'till he gets in my
cleared shooting lane.
Finally he was in the clear, walking, slow. I took a deep breath in. Shoot now! I grunted to stop
him. WHOOM! My .308 went off.
He jumped, then ran, tried to go up the creek bed, then fell back, dead. The wait had been worth
it!
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“A Classic Christmas"
Sometimes my family's Christmases are different; sometimes they are similar to another.
Whatever our Christmas is like, however our Christmas is celebrated, whoever we celebrate
our Christmas with, Christmas is a special time. It is a time of celebration, a time to rejoice, to
give, to receive, to love, to forgive (if the offender will ask), to reach out to a person in need,
and, most of all, to celebrate the birth of Christ, God on earth.
Christ Jesus was born in a manger, a place that held food for animals, in a barn, a place to
keep livestock. He was the King of Kings, but he was born in a place where a poor man might
be born: a stable. He came down to earth. He was a king, but still He came for the poor, the
rich, the middle-class. He came for all men alike. He is the Christ. He is Jesus. He is the
reason we celebrate Christmas.
I remember a Christmas past, a classic Christmas; I think it was the Christmas of 2007. We
had just bought a cow that past summer, a Jersey, to milk. Therefore, before we opened
presents, we had to milk her. I got up that morning and used my LED flashlight to make
some coffee. The stockings were stuffed, the presents sat under the tree waiting to be
opened. The lights were strung around the tree, and they glowed with a white light that lit up
the surrounding wall, the presents, the floor. It was Christmas morning. It was an exciting time.
Dad got out of bed, and, when we got around, Dad and I went out into the frosty cold to
milk the cow. The milked foamed up in the bucket as, with each squirt, the liquid was stirred up
even more. The propane lantern's light glowed orange as Nana, our Jersey, munched her
grain.
After we were done milking, we walked up to get some hay for our cow. It was as exciting time,
a time of suspense, made much worse for my siblings in the house. They were doing little to
while away the time: watching Mom cook breakfast, looking at the stockings, at the presents,
guessing, wondering.
Finally, we all sat down in the living room, gathered around the tree. Dad read the Christmas
story from the Bible, if I remember right. Then, we opened presents. Paper was flung all over
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the living room floor. Shouts and laughter rang out. It was a joyous time, a time of gladness, a
time of celebration. It was a happy time.
We did other things to celebrate Christmas that day. We all had a good time. You know
what, come to think of it, I don’t remember any year we didn’t have a good time on Christ-mas
day.
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Part Three: A Short Story
“Jack McKinley"
Buffalo hunting was an excellent enterprise for me back in the days
when buffalo were no scarcer than flies on a hot summer's day. I liked
the work for several reasons. First off, I could make a fair amount of
money, usually $3 a hide (even up to $50 for a nice, thick hide) doing
this, which is more than I ever could have made herding cattle.
Secondly, I made friends with many of the Indians by trading meat for
various articles I needed when I was not near a town. It was also a lot
of fun taking my .45-70 Sharps and seeing how far out there I could get
and still kill a buffalo. Boy, those were the days... that is until some
warring Indian youngsters tried to raise my hair!
I was out hunting one morning and had killed a buffalo at a
considerable long distance, some 300 yards, when all of a sudden I
heard a whooping up on a grassy slope. It was an Indian raiding party
all dressed for war and set to get my hair and the buffalo I had just
killed!
Some people might have the idea that those riding boots I was wearing
are hard to run in; well brother, I can tell you one thing: those boots
didn't hinder me at all that day! As gunshots echoed and bullets
thudded into the surrounding turf, I cleared the sixty feet to my horse
in about one second. I had trained that roan so well, he hadn't ever
needed to be tied up to stay some place, so I just up and jumped into the
saddle and took off like my pants were on fire!
When I had taken off, I was still a good 100 yards ahead of those
Indians, so when I reached the top of another sizeable hill, I jumped out
of the saddle as if I were shot and snaked up to the crest with my
loaded Sharps in hand. The Indians were down in the valley between the
two hills, and I was surprised they had exposed themselves so.
However, they were young and unlearned in the ways of fighting, that
is, more unlearned than me.
I got into a good firing position and eased back the hammer on my .4570. I sighted on a riding Indian, led him, and fired. He fell out of the
saddle and the other nine hit the ground, flattened out, and
disappeared into the prairie grass.
I jumped on my horse and took out of there as fast as I could. I never
did like killing men, still don't. Nevertheless, it was them or me, and
they were going to try to kill me for sure, for Jack McKinley was a
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name spoken in reverence in their lodges. I was a very good shot, and
they would be respected in their tribe if they killed me. However, it
saddened me some that there would be mourning in that dead Indian’s
lodge tonight.
Now was not a time for sadness, though; I still had nine Indians on my
trail. I knew there was a town some twenty miles to the north.
Although I had never seen it, the directions I had were good and I knew
the way almost as if I had seen it myself. So that's where I headed as
fast as my strawberry roan could go, and that was fast.
I sure was glad I had that ugly old horse. He wasn't one for looks, but
he was fast and more importantly, he had endurance. Right now I
needed both.

It was already early afternoon when I came up on a rise above the
town. The Indians had stopped pursuing me a few miles out of town.
They had a good chief who, although an older man, was not one to
tangle with. He would not want much trouble with the whites;
therefore, I figured I wouldn't have any more trouble with those
youngsters. So I took the time to look around. The settlement lay in a
lush valley with a clear stream flowing through it and various trees
scattered throughout. From up on the hill looking down, I could see
horses and men going to and fro in the street.
I circled and found a place to come down off the bluff. I followed the
creek further upstream from the town and found a large, clear pool.
After drinking out of it, I let my horse drink, swung back into the
saddle and followed the trail to the town.
I looked around as I rode in. It was the average western town. A single
street, which was also the main trail, ran between two rows of false
fronted buildings, few of them painted, the unpainted ones weathered
and grayed by the sun and the wind.
As you came into town from the northern side there was a newly built
church, a few yards off the main trail. Another hundred yards and you
entered the town, which consisted of a blacksmith's shop, a livery
stable, and a saloon on the right; a restaurant, another saloon, a
store and a marshal's office, stoutly built of native stone and strong
oak beams, sat on the left side of town. A corral, tack shed and
several houses were scattered outside of the town.
I was hungry, so I rode up to the restaurant and tied my roan at the
hitching rail. I stepped up on the boardwalk and opened the door. A
sign informed me that today's special was coffee, beefsteak and beans.
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If this restaurant was much like other joints in the west that I had been
to, beef and beans were always the special.
I sat down at a table and a young woman came with some coffee and
took my order, which was the not-so-special special. After she left, I
sipped the coffee and found it to be quite strong, the way I like it.
A burly man, who looked a lot like a cowboy camp cook, brought my
food. He set it down. "You’re a stranger, ain't you?" he asked in a gruff
voice.
"Yes." I replied, and then said, "I need to see your marshal. I was out
buffalo hunting 'bout twenty miles north a' here and got chased by a
bunch of Injuns."
"Well, the Indian's haven't raided this town for a while. Musta' been a
young bunch lookin' fer scalps." he commented.
"Yes, I believe so." I said, then added, "This is good food."
"Yeah, thanks. I was once a camp cook for a cattle drive. I' seen lots a'
cowboys, lots a' cows and know how cowhands like their food and
drink." he rumbled, with a toss of his giant head.
"By the way," he continued, "about seeing the marshal..."
Suddenly, a Mexican with two tied down guns walked in. His hard eyes
scanned the room and when he saw me, he stared at me, studying.
I got up and stared back at him. I was not afraid, though I think he
wanted me to be. I could use a gun, and I could use a pistol. I had a
pistol in a holster on me, and the Mexican looked at me, noting the way
it was tied down and the position it was in. I could get a gun into action
fast as anyone I had ever seen, but I never paraded the fact around. I
did not want to be known as a gunfighter.
"I'm lookin' for the marshal." I told him "Know where I may find him?"
He smiled an evil little smile. "You can find him in thee desert, food for
thee buzzards." he said with a strong Mexican accent.
"When's there gonna' be a new marshal?" I asked.
"Never, if Bar-ton has his way, and he will. Trust me, senor. He will and I
work for heem, see. No new marshal, senor, no new marshal."
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"Well, we'll see about that." I said as I pushed by him and stepped
outside. He did not like me; I could see that. Nevertheless, I had made
enemies before.
I pulled a cigar out of my shirt pocket, placed it in my mouth, and lit it.
Then, leaning against the side of the restaurant, I began to think. I had
been in town scarcely an hour and already I could see a big hint that
something was wrong here. Standing outside that restaurant, smoking
my cigar and staring into the dusty street, I decided to stay until I
figured out what was going on. I was not a lawman, but I never could
stand to see men oppressing others, and that's what it looked like was
happening.
I straightened up and walked down the boardwalk to the store. I went
in the door and walked up to the counter. The store was outfitted
well for such a small town, I thought.
Suddenly, a middle-aged man with a dark, creased face popped up from
behind the counter.
"What kin I do fer ya', stranger?" he asked.
I chuckled and said, "I need some jerky, a pound of tobacco, 400
rounds of .44 ammunition, and 200 rounds for a .45-70."
"You plannin' on a war, mister?" the storekeeper asked, a look of
concern on his face.
"Well, I'm not lookin' for war, but I've noticed that things are a little
fishy around here. A Mexican who looked like he fancied himself a gun
hand just told me the buzzards was flyin' around the last marshal's
carcass. What is the situation around here, anyhow?"
"Well, you see," the man began, "Jim, over to the blacksmith shop, he
was comin' out west with a bunch, includin' me, when we came to this
here stream. He figured this here was far enough, bein' in Wyoming and
all, so we all stopped and decided to make us a town. This is beautiful
country an' we could never ask for better.
"We sweated to make the town we did. Then we got the town
government runnin'. We thought we was doin' good."
"Then the cattleman came. His name's Barton. Him and his sons, his gun
hands and cowhands. We thought it innocent enough; we wanted a
town an' we figured the business would shorely help us grow.
"Then, him and his family slowly got into runnin' the town. It's a long
story, but the short of it is, he now practicly owns the town, and
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nobody's good enough with a gun to stop him. His gun hands are fast,
but the fact is, him and his sons are the meanest of the lot. Except
maybe for that Mex.
"Now he's got himself a big ranch, he's taken other people’s land that
is prime, sometimes paying very little, if at all. Barton's gun hands
killed each Marshall who tried to do right. The Mayor, he's a decent
man, but he ain't no good dead. He's been watchin' for a man as could
do the job, though."
"That's a sad story." I sighed.
"Yes, it is." he agreed, "We wanted this 'ere place to be a place to raise a
families, with a church and a school. We got a church, and it also
serves as a school with the Blacksmith's daughter teachin' the few
children we got, but this won't be a good place to raise younguns if
somebody doesn't stop Barton."
"How do I get the badge?" I asked.
"Go up to the blacksmith's shop and tell him who you are and that you
want to try at being the law."
And that is what I did.

The sun was still high when I stepped outside. I looked at my gold
watch. It was one 'o' clock. I snapped the lid shut and crossed the
dusty street. The blacksmith shop was probably closed for lunch, I
thought, but I decided to try anyway.
The small shop was empty, but I went on in. A door that led to adjoining
quarters opened and a big man with a fuzzy black beard stepped out.
"Hello, stranger." he bellowed, "How may I help you?"
"I came to get the marshal's badge." I said.
The smith took a step back and looked me over. "You look like an
honest man.," he said slowly.
"Looks can deceive, Mayor." I replied, "You had better try me out
before you go forming any opinions of me!"
He laughed and said, "Well, you must be a good man, seein' as you want
this job." Then he became serious. "That is, unless you're bought by
Barton."
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"I ain't lettin' no man hire me for that brand of lawman." I said, "In fact
I've never even been on a posse. However, if you give me the badge, I'll
sure give it a try."
"What's your name, son?" the smith-mayor asked me.
"Jack McKinley."
"McKinley, do you know what brand 'a' trouble you'll be getting
yourself in?"
"Yes, I do" I replied, "The storekeeper told me. In fact, he's the one as
sent me here to get the badge.
"Besides, I can't ride outa' here 'a knowing I left good people in trouble
when I could have helped.
"And then, I don't have a home. Ma, she died of the cholera when I was
just ten. Pa got throwed by a horse and broke his neck when I was
fifteen. I've rode herd, trapped, hunted buffalo, and just plain worked
hard ever since.
"Before I get much older, I want to settle down, build a home. This
valley is lovely; if you'll have me, I'd like to stay."
"Out east, you'd prob'ly still be counted a young pup." the older man
said "But out here, you are measured by how you act, as you are
everywhere really. We'll have you, son, and I think we'll all be the
better for it. If Martin says you'll do, I am sure you will. I'll go get the
badge."
When he came back out with the badge, he handed it to me and said "Take
it, I know you'll do the job. I've heard some about you from the Indians
and White Men alike. The name's Jim, Jim Bailey."
Then I shook his hand and asked, "Mr. Bailey, how does everyone stand
around here, on what side are they?"
"I don't know how anyone could be on the side of that land stealing,
dry-gulching, murderous, evil cattleman who hires gunmen for
cowhands and steals land from hard working families," he growled
"but there are some. As for the ones on our side: there's Martin, the
storekeeper; Black Jack, the Mary Ann's owner, that's the saloon on
the right side of town; Bob Harley, the owner of the Chuck Wagon
Restaurant, he'll fight for us; the livery stable owner, Hop-a-long
Jack, will fight; I will fight too, if someone will lead.
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"Then there's the ones that are neutral, they're the families outside of
town. They've got families to take care of, so I don't hold it against
them.
"There aren't any of the original crowd that first came in here that
will fight for Barton. He's been accused of rustling, though we can't
prove it to an official, he's got too much power. His gun hands are all
fighters, and his two sons are also. He's one of the meanest of the lot
himself. The owner of the Bar-Ton is in with Barton, but he's pretty
much yellow."
"Thanks." I said, "I'll try to do my job, now that I took it on."
He looked at me and said, "Son, I think you will."
With that, we shook hands and both went to our separate jobs. Him as
the Blacksmith and Mayor of the town, me as the new Marshall of the
little town called Baileysville.

As McKinley came out of the Blacksmith-shop/Mayor's office, a rough
dressed man standing in front of the Bar-Ton saloon, stubble on his
chin and two tied down guns, looked over a smoke at the retreating
figure of the new marshal. He suddenly flicked his cigarette into the
street. A dressed-up dude across the way readjusted his sombrero and
stepped through the batwing doors of the Mary Ann. The rough
looking character built another smoke, rolled up his sleeves and
slipped the rawhide thongs back onto his two .44 pistols; he had a long
wait ahead.

When I left the Mayor's office, I put the badge into my pocket. I did not
want to get shot before I had a chance to get started.
I crossed the street, walked along the boardwalk to Martin’s store,
and picked up my supplies. I told Martin about getting the Marshall's
position. He was pleased. He had always wanted to go after Barton,
but he had needed someone to lead. They said I was the one.
For the rest of the day, I just hung around town listening to the talk.
That is one of the best ways to learn information, and I learned a lot.
I learned that Barton had a ranch outside of town where he was
building a herd. There were five other ranches around town; all of
them had a few head with big plans. In addition, I heard that all of the
ranches had reported that they did not have as many calves as they
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should. They had told the sheriffs about it from time to time, but every
time an investigation started, the sheriff mysteriously disappeared.

I did not go to the Marshall's office until later that evening. When I
got there, I began to look around. It was a strongly built building; its
walls were three feet thick and were made of native stone with a kind
of improvised mortar. The roof was made of strong oak beams covered
with sod for insulation and protection against fire.
The building had three rooms. It had a main room with a wooden bench
and a gun rack, a window facing the street and a pile of wood against
the far wall for the stove that was located in the middle of the room.
Off to the right a doorway led into the jail part of the office. In it
were two cells with a simple cot, bench, nightstand and a barred
window in each cell. To the left a strong wooden door opened to a
tidy little office with a swivel chair, organizing desk and a small
window that opened to the street and could be closed with wooden
shutters.
This was a well-built office, and it needed someone to make it their base
to keep the law from. I would try to be the one.
Before coming into the office, I had put my horse in the livery stable to
be cared for. Out of the saddlebags, I took my food ammunition and I
took two rifles out of their boots. I put the grub in a small cabinet
along the wall close to the stove. Then I took my Sharps and Henry
and put them in the locking gun rack. I took off my gun-belt and slung it
over the swivel chair, which I had taken out of the office room and put
in the main room. Then, I took a .38 caliber revolver out of a shoulder
holster and stuck it in my waistband. That .38 is not much good for
much over a few yards, but it will work at close range.

It was about nine when I went to bed. I had cooked up some grub on the
stove, drank coffee, and made sure the fire was low and the lamps out.
Then, I went into the jail section, opened the heavy door and bedded
down behind it with a mattress taken off one of the jail's rickety cots.
Now, I would at least have warning if they tried to murder me in the
night.
As I lay down on the mattress and pulled off my boots, I began to think.
Perhaps I had gotten into this job too quickly. Perhaps I should have
just mounted up and ridden on. Perhaps, in the morning, I should go
back to Bailey and tell him that I made a mistake, that I was not cut out
for this job. Perhaps... but I needed the money anyway, for the buffalo
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were getting scarce on the land I had been hunting and I did not want
to hunt the huge animals to extinction in that area.
I did not then know that events were coming that would pull me into
this fight, so much so that I must either stay or be called a coward.

I awoke to the sound of boots tiptoeing across the wood floor. I
suddenly realized that I had left all my guns in the main room; that is,
all my guns except the .38 revolver, which I had hidden under the
mattress.
"Where's he at?" I heard a rough voice say.
"I do not know." I heard another smoother voice say. It sounded like
somebody from Europe or something.
"Maybe he ain't sleeping here." Gruff growled.
"He's sleeping here, all right. I was watching." Smooth said.
After that, I just heard whispers. Then, I heard them walk over to the
office door and slowly open it. While they were intent on the office
section, I slowly got up off the mattress and pulled out the .38. I
walked up behind them in sock feet and as they began to turn, I said,
"Alright boys, unbuckle your belts. After they did that, I said, "Now
raise your hands." They raised their hands and I frisked them finding a
knife on Gruff and a derringer on Smooth.
I looked them over. One was a rough character, dressed in rough
clothes average of the western man. The other was quite the Dude. He
had fancy pants and a fancy shirt and vest. His jacket was green and he
wore a clean white wide-brimmed hat.
"Who are you boys," I asked "some of Barton's no-good-for-nothin'
gunmen?"
"You blowhard!" Gruff yelled "if you didn't 'ave a gun on me, I'd drive
them words back...”
He was interrupted by Smooth. "Now, now, brother, we are not here on
a mission to assault this gentleman with rough accusations." then to
me he said "Sorry, sir. My brother is quite rough. Excuse him, please.
"You asked who we are. I will tell you. We work for a boss who goes by
the title of Barton, whatever his name is. We are paid very well, so we
ride for the brand. Both of us work for him, you see we are brothers."
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"Never seen two brothers more unalike." I observed.
"We are not alike, sir. I went to a college back east. There was a little
complication and I ended up coming out here. After I got a job with
Barton down in Texas, I told him that I had a brother who needed work.
Barton said if he was as good a worker as I was, well then, he had a job.
He might not be a sight to look at, but he works, and that is for sure.
"Our names: he's Harvey, I am Dick Jackson."
"Well, my name's Jack McKinley; it's nice to meet you two." I said "And
since you've stayed so late, you might as well just sleep in the guest
room." saying that I led them to their cells and locked the door behind
them, slipping the key ring into my vest pocket.

The next morning, I woke up just as the sun was beginning to rise over
the grassy hills. As I rolled up my blankets, I looked over at the cells.
My prisoners were still there. Picking up the mattress, I walked over to
Harvey's cell, opened the door, and threw it in on top of him. He woke
up with a snort and looked at me, disgusted like.
"Howdy boys!" I greeted them. "How'd you sleep?"
"Very well." Dick said agreeably, as he got up out of bed and stretched.
Dick walked over to the bars. He looked at me for a minute and asked
"McKinley, why did you take this job you have. Are not you afraid that
you will lose? You know what Barton has done to all the previous
Marshals."
"That's a right good question." I mused.
I went in to the main room, got the stove going and started a pot of
coffee.
"You see, it's like this." I told him when I came back. "I was an
independent buffalo hunter, just a few days ago. I had killed a buffalo
when some Indians tried to steal the buffalo and take my scalp. I knew
of this town, so this is where I headed.
"When I got here, I found out Barton and his men, including you, were
oppressing the townsfolk. I just can't stand that sort of thing, so
when I found out they needed a marshal, I took the job."
"You could have ridden on" Dick said "and no one would have blamed
you."
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"Yes, I could have, but my conscience wouldn't have let me. Besides, I
sincerely believe that Providence sent me here; I do not think it was
merely chance that those Injuns chased me."
"You live by a strict code." Dick observed.
"Yes, I do." was my reply.

I walked into the main room, picked up my gun and strapped it on as I
stood in the door and watched the town come to life. I stuck the .38 in
my waistband and pulled my shirt out a little to cover it. I begin to think
about the question Dick had asked me. I had definitely told him the
truth. However, he had not asked me if I feared for my life.
I thought about that, and knew that, even though I had no wish to die, I
was ready. Besides, we western men of that time lived hand in hand with
danger. We courted hardship and fought toe to toe with the elements,
nature, man. Even though we did not enjoy pain and agony, we loved our
life for its raw beauty and, living as I did with the knowledge that that
life was precarious and precious, even when I was doing this present
job, I did not give much time to fear.
Suddenly, I heard footsteps coming up behind me. I began to turn, but
was stopped by a voice saying, "Unbuckle your gun belt and get them
up, senor. " It was Mex!
Somehow, he must have sneaked in during the night and hid in the office.
I dearly wished that I had been more careful, as I usually was.
"Outside, senor!" he sneered. I stepped out on the boardwalk. Mex still
did not know about my hideout heater.
Then I heard footsteps. They were coming from behind me, thus behind
Mex. I heard him say " Senorita, go away!" I turned slightly, my hands
still up. A few steps behind stood a young woman, about my age, with
blonde hair and a pretty blue dress.
"Why?" she questioned Mex, glancing at me.
"Jest go away!", he growled. Then he turned back to me and said "You,
move! Thees is no time for staring at the ladies!"
I was turned toward her for just an instant. In that instant she looked
at me and raised a cast-iron skillet she was carrying. I just smiled, for a
nod may have attracted Mex's attention.
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I took a chance, and quickly jumped sideways into the street and hit the
ground on my shoulder. As I rolled, I heard Mex's Colt fire as the
skillet banged him on the head. I jumped to my feet and pulled out the
.38, but had no need of it; Mex lay on the boardwalk, an arm in the
street, out cold.
"I didn't kill him, did I?" she asked.
"He's not dead," I told her "but he'll be unconscious for a while. Want
to come in and have some coffee?"
"Sure!" she smiled "I'd love too."
I pulled Mex in to the jail room and locked the wooden door. Then I
went back in and poured some coffee for the lady, who said that she
was Ann Bailey, the Blacksmith's daughter. It had been a long time since
I had talked to a lady, and we sat in there, drink coffee, and talked for
a while.

I was still visiting with Ann when they came. She was getting ready to
leave, when I heard the sound of horses’ hooves beating a tattoo on
the packed dirt of the single street. I went to the window and glanced
out; eight riders were entering the far end of Baileysville. The riders
pulled up in front of the Bar-Ton saloon. I already had a suspicion
about who they were, but my suspicion grew stronger as I watched the
riders tie their horses to the hitching rail and pull rifles out of boots.
I turned to Ann, who had got up to look. "Who are these men?" I asked
her.
She had been relaxed and enjoying herself while we visited, but now
her eyes grew wider and her face turned slightly paler "That is Barton
and his men." she said. "The stocky one with the walrus moustache is
Barton, the two younger men are Barton's sons: Ben and Jake, the five
others are hired gun hands."
The eight men had now lined up in the street. Two men split from the
crowd, went to opposite sides of the street, and stepped up on the
boardwalk. "Well," I sighed, "Looks like the attack has begun."
I looked at Ann and said, "You'd better stay here, looks like a fight is
shaping up."
She went over to the gun rack and took down the two rifles. The
ammunition was on the lower shelf and she grabbed them too. She came
back to the window and handed me the Henry and shells. She put the
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shells for the Sharps on the window and loaded one. "We've had Indian
attacks." she said, a grim look of determination on her face.
I looked at her and smiled "You'd do to ride the river with."
"Thank you." She smiled slightly.
I looked back out at the street. The advancing line had stopped about
100 feet down the street from the office. I noted that they had
stopped in a place where there was a buckboard on both sides of the
street. I wondered who put those there.
Again I considered my chances, my odds of winning. I did not know if the
towns people would help me. The mayor had said they would help, but
would they if the odds were on the side of death. I would just have to
find out.
Or would I? I could just leave. This wasn't my problem. What was I
thinking? I could just leave these people to their own problem. No one
would blame me, except maybe these people, and I wouldn't be anywhere
around here anyway.
I looked back out the window and began to take off my badge. Then I
looked at Ann. She was watching the street. I looked back at the
badge. What was I thinking? I couldn't leave these people; they were
depending on me to lead them out of this mess. I quickly pinned the
badge back on my shirt before Ann could notice I had taken it off.
I stepped out on the walk. "What do you boys want?" I hollered.
"You have three a' my men in there!" Barton yelled. "Let 'em loose, an
you've got freedom to run. If you don't, you're gonna’ die!"
I looked down the street. Behind Barton's men stood Bailey, a shotgun
in hand. Hop-a-long Jack limped out of the livery stable, a worn pistol
in his fist. In front of them, I could see Martin inside the doorway of his
store. He too carried a scattergun. Horton stepped out of his
restaurant and threw out some dirty water. I noticed that he had a
pistol in his waistband. Beside me, Ann poked the Sharps out the
window. I slipped the thong off the hammer of my Colt.
I stepped forward a bit. "If that's the way it's going to be, let it be. You
may have the prisoners, but over my dead body!"
As I said this, I was drawing my .44 and now I fired into the dirt at their
feet. The six men in the street scattered and dove for the cover of the
buckboards. The two men on the walk snapped a fast shot at me, but I
was already inside the door and the shots smacked into the wooden
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frame, scattering splinters. I jumped out and fired at the men on the
walk, burning one and missing the other as they ran for cover.
The gunman on the store's side of town could not find close cover, so
he rushed for Martin's. He reached the door and saw that it was
closed. He lifted his hand for the knob and Martin jerked it open.
"Drop your gun!" Martin ordered, cocking the shotgun. In a panic, the
gunman reached for his Colt. He didn't even have a chance. The load of
buckshot blew him into the street.
I jacked a round into my Henry and stepped back outside amid a hail of
bullets, the butt of the gun firmly against my shoulder. The other
gunman on the boardwalk stepped out from the cover of two
buildings. We both brought up our guns in the same instant and fired
simultaneously. His bullet missed; mine didn't. I turned back toward the
door. Suddenly, a gunman jumped up from behind a buckboard and
fired. The bullet slammed my side, blowing me back into the doorway.
Ann fired the Sharps, hitting him in the chest.
"Are you hurt?" Ann cried as she ran over and helped me in.
"Not seriously, the bullet just hit muscle, I think." I grunted as I got to
my feet.
I got to the window and worked the lever on my rifle. I could hear
sporadic firing outside. "How many left?" I asked Ann.
"Barton, his sons and three gunmen." she said, cautiously looking out
the window.
"Alright." I said. Then looking out the window, I yelled, "Barton, wanna'
surrender?"
"Nope!" he yelled and put a bullet through the window, missing me by a
narrow margin.
One of the gunmen jumped up and I fired, hitting him in the shoulder and
knocking him back. He got up and I saw him run for the Mary Ann. He
stumbled through the batwing doors. I heard a gruff voice holler
something, a gun roared and the gunman came back out through the
doors, this time flying. He hit the dirt and did not move.
Suddenly, the firing stopped. "All right!" I heard Barton yell, "We
surrender."
Barton, his two sons, and the two remaining gunmen threw their guns
in the street and came out, hands up.
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I went out the door and into the street, my hand pressed against my
side.
When I was about ten yards away from them, I suddenly noticed that
one of the gunmen still had a pistol in his holster. The man had a
leathery face and mean eyes. Suddenly I knew that I was going to have
to draw faster than this man.
Cruel Face smiled a wicked little smile when he saw me notice his
remaining gun. "Are you fast?" he snarled. "I've heard you are." And he
drew his gun.
He drew, and the draw was fast. He fired as my gun was coming up. But
he made a mistake that many a gunman have made. He fired too fast.
But I was not one to fire as fast as I could. I was very fast, but I leveled
the gun carefully before firing. His second shot notched my hat brim.
My first took him dead center.
I cocked the gun again and waved it at the other four. "Don't any of you
try anything funny or you'll get the same!" I said.
I checked them over and found nothing but a derringer on the other
gunman. He turned it over peacefully, not wanting the same dose of
lead that his partner had gotten. "Barton," I said, "you've been a terror
around here long enough. I'm going to give you back the prisoners, and
then you go back to your ranch, load up your necessities and get out
of here. I'll give you one day to get outa' here. After that, if I see any of
you around here again, I'll shoot on sight!"
"What about the cattle?" Jack piped up.
"You will leave them here as a fine for the atrocities you have
committed."
"But..."
"No buts about it. You have treated this town like dirt for a long time,
and for that, you will pay. Be glad I'm not hanging you!"
Ben looked at Ann, who was standing in the doorway. "Are you coming
with me, Ann?" he asked.
She looked at him and shook her head "No, I'm not, Ben. I can't."
They did not like the situation, but they realized that not only I, but
most of the townspeople also, were ready and willing to fight for
what was theirs. Besides, they were evil men, and the main thing evil men
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worry about is themselves. Themselves included their lives, and they
were afraid to die.

My wound was beginning to hurt badly, so I managed to get back to the
office door and sit down in the swivel chair. I fished out the keys to the
jail and handed them to Ann. "Here are the keys. Take the prisoners out
to Barton. He can have them!" She did it, and when Barton and all of
his men were gone, she came back in and helped me fix up my wound.
I looked out the window and saw townspeople taking the dead outlaws
to Boot- hill. The dust was beginning to settle in the street where only
a few minutes ago there had been fighting. I saw the owner of the BarTon Saloon riding out of town. I looked up at Ann as she boiled some
water to cleanse my wound. I looked back outside. Bailey and Martin
were coming up down the walk.
I smiled to myself. The town was cleaned up and I had a job. I now knew
for sure that this was where I was going to settle down at last. This
would be my home.
It looked like Baileysville was going to be a right nice town after all!
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