In the spring when the grass began to grow, one of us boys would quit school early to take the sheep out on the foothills to graze.  We had a small band, usually from 170 to 225 breeding ewes.  The lambs were already born in the shed in March.  The lamb crop was about 150 percent, according to the number of mother sheep.

We corralled the sheep at night to protect them.  The coyotes are one of the smartest of animals.  He will not go inside a corral to kill because he is afraid of a trap but as soon as the sheep go out to the gate into the open range, he does his work.  A lion or bear is not as particular.  They will go into a corral to make their kill.  The coyote usually keeps his eye on the herder and stays out of his way.  They seem to smell the herder’s gun if he is carrying one, and he usually is.


Until I was eleven years old, my parents would not allow me to carry a gun for fear I would have an accident.  I was not much taller than the sheep and the coyotes soon became used to me and knew I didn’t carry a gun.  Many times I gathered an armful of rocks and chased a coyote around through the sheep.  He would dodge the rocks until he found a small lamb that he could carry.  In the mean time, he had usually bitten two or three of the larger lambs in the back of the ear or on the jugular vein.  His bite was poison and the lamb’s job would lock, causing it to be unable to eat or nurse.  The lamb would die, sometimes living a week before doing so.


A little later in the season, when the feed had time to grow on the mountain, we moved the sheep higher on the mountain to graze and by then school was out and my brother Gene, a couple of years older than me, would herd the cows.  We were the only brothers that did not get along so Father usually sent us in different directions.

The cows didn’t like to graze the steep country like the sheep so I was usually up higher on the mountain than Gene.  There was a large irrigation ditch that ran between the mountain and the ranches.  When the feed began to dry up on the foothills, the cattle, being on higher ground, could look down into the lush, green fields and at time kept Gene quite busy. (12-14)


I have been associated with some of the Mayne family in one way or another ever since I can remember.  Johnny Mayne (Jack) was the grandfather and great-grandfather of the Maynes that live around the Eagle, Colorado, area that I am so intimately acquainted with.  At times, it has seemed we were all one big family.  The Jack Mayne family lived at Alpine and was engaged in the sheep business.  They were honest, hard-working people.

One Sunday afternoon, in early October of 1912, Jack was at home with his wife lying down resting, when he said, “I don’t feel very well, I think I will get up and walk around.”  He sat up, leaned over to pick up a shoe and died with a heart attack.


Jack had three sons, George, Joe and Steve.  George Mayne was part-owner and manager of the Mayne sheep.  Joe was herding sheep for George and had his wife in camp with him.  Steve was my age and away from home at the time.


George had gone up to the camp, which was located in the North Fork in Provo Canyon (the “Big Provo Hole”), to take the lambs out of the herd and trail them down to market.  The men needed to be informed of the death of their father.  There was no one in town that knew where the herd was located.  On inquiring around, they found that I had been up to their camp earlier in the summer, so I was contacted.


I did not have a horse of my own at the time.  A man in town came up with a little black mare for me to ride.  An older man, Garnet Dunsdon, volunteered to go along and help herd the sheep.  About dark that same evening, Garnet and I headed for the Mayne sheep camp, some thirty or so miles away.  We traveled a trail that led up South Fork of American Fork Canyon, through thick aspen country fifteen or twenty miles south to the North Fork of the Provo Canyon country.  We traveled all night without stopping and just as the sun was coming up we rode into the Mayne camp.

The Maynes were eating breakfast and were about ready to start trailing; the lambs being separated from the ewes the night before.  We delivered the news of their father’s death, which changed their plans. In thirty minutes, George and Joe turned the lambs back into the herd with the ewes, caught one of the Mayne horses for Marie, Joe’s wife, to ride, mounted the same horses Garnet and I had ridden all night and headed for home. Garnet and I had a herd of sheep to look after.

The first day was warm and beautiful but the sheep were very restless.  It was the time of year when the sheep were used to leaving the high country and going to lower pasture.  They never settled down all day and we wondered if they were trying to tell us something.  Animals have an instinct that humans do not have.  They seem to sense when a big storm is coming.  It proved to be the case this time.

It started snowing in the night and by morning we had about six inches of wet snow on the ground and it was still snowing.  The sheep were more restless than the day before and the feed was gradually being snowed under.  When night came and we had the sheep rounded up, we could see the band looked smaller.  We decided to get up early the next morning and count the markers.

The sheepmen used to run one black sheep for every twenty-five or thirty white sheep.  That way they could tell if many were missing.  After counting the blacks, we determined about a third of the sheep were missing, and it was still snowing.  By this time there were eighteen or twenty inches of snow on the ground.

Instead of doing like experienced herders would have done - one staying with the herd and the other hunting the strays - we both went to look for the lost sheep.  The sheep had found a trail that led down the mountain and had made good time.  It was afternoon when we overtook them, and it was a very slow process making them go back up the mountain.  We arrived at camp after dark and found the other sheep were gone.  It was still snowing but had warmed up somewhat and the snow that was falling was about half water.

Our camp was under large, box-elder trees.  All the trees and bushes were weighed down with the heavy, wet snow.  It was late when we went to bed; our clothes still a little damp.  About one or two o’clock in the morning, a large limb from a tree fell down on our camp.  It broke the ridgepole, which already had all the weight it could hold, and the pole hit me right across the forehead.  With the blow on the head, the darkness and the weight on top of me, I thought that part of the mountain had fallen on me.

Garnet was able to pull himself free.  With his help I was able to get out from under the load.  We had two more days of this kind of trouble before the weather cleared and George and Joe came riding into camp.  No one ever looked better to us than the Mayne brothers did that night.

The snow was so deep it was impossible to move the sheep over the mountain.  We trailed them right down the main road in Provo Canyon. (42-44)
The sheep operation was done on a much larger scale than I could ever have imagined, but I knew the sheep and their habits and was not afraid of work.  When the ewes were lambing, the working hours were eighteen to twenty a day.  The size of the herd varied with different operations but the herd I was in charge of had around 1,200 ewes.  That many ewes, with their lambs, made a summer band.

During lambing, we held the herd closer together in the day so the newborn lambs that were dropped wouldn’t be scattered too far.  When the ewes had their hunger satisfied, we bunched them up and made them lie down for awhile.  The ewes that were close to lambing gave birth while they were resting.  When the herd became restless, after resting, we slowly moved them off so that we would not disturb or excite the mothers with new lambs.

We especially watched over the mothers with twins.  One of the main jobs in lambing was to keep the twins alive and well until they were old enough to know their mother and strong enough to keep up with her.

Ewes are like people.  Each one knows her own offspring.  The ewe and her lamb can tell each other by their bleat and each ewe can tell her lamb by smell.  They cannot be deceived.

The sheep didn’t want to lie down for the night until it was fairly dark and at the first crack of daylight they were ready to get up and move.  The herder had to be on the job to separate the ewes with the newborn lambs.  There were some that were a little wild and poor mothers.  They wanted to move with the herd.  Sometimes they were so persistent we had to tie them up for a day or two.

Some lambs had trouble learning to nurse.  The mother had to be tied until the lamb became educated in nursing.  Some ewes had extra-large udders and tits; so large the lambs had to be taught how to open their mouths extra wide.  We milked the ewe to lessen the size of the tit until the lamb could nurse properly.  When a ewe had difficulty giving birth, we had to be somewhat of a veterinarian and have some sheep sense.

One man usually herded the droppers (ewes still carrying their lambs).  Another man helped the herder separate the ewes with newborn lambs, then he tended that group.  To avoid bumming lambs (lambs that lose their mother), all the little bunches were kept separate until the lambs were old enough to go into a larger group and gradually the entire 1,200 head were mixed together.

When the lambs were about fifteen to twenty days old, they were old enough to be docked (cut off the lamb’s tail and sterilize the male lamb).  The foreman rigged up a couple of wagons and loaded them with net wire and panels to make corrals; rounded up paint to brand the sheep and medicine to doctor those that needed it.  With about six extra men, they drove from one herd to the other.  They pulled into a camp about sundown and set up the corral adjacent to the herd.

When the men were ready to dock at our camp and as soon as it was light enough to see we corralled the sheep.  The lambs were docked and the tails thrown in a pile.  The lambs and ewes were branded.  Each herd had a different brand in order to tell them apart if the herds became mixed.

After the docking and branding was completed, the gate was opened two or three feet wide.  The foreman stood at the gate and Counted the ewes as they went through.  The lamb tails in the pile were counted.  The percentage of lambs according to the number of ewes was figured.

At times I was worried about the lambing as some of the ewes were wild and it was impossible to catch them.  I had been used to having the ewes in a corral or shed for lambing where one had a chance to handle each ewe and lamb.  The company had twenty-nine or thirty summer herds and when they were all docked and the Percentages figured, I was in the top three.  That was a feather in my Cap and my size and age was not held against me from then on.

My first summer on the range I was not trusted with a herd of Sheep since there were plenty of older, experienced herders.  A herder was not judged so much by his ability to herd without losing any sheep as he was by the weight and growth he put on the lambs.  That was where the profit was.   Of course, he was not supposed to lose too many either.

Each herder was furnished a camp mover and I was put on as one.  My job was to cook, clean camp, care for the horses and assist the herder when needed.  This turned out to be a picnic for me.  I had company most of the time and the herder and I got along well.  He was quite a hand to visit other outfits when he thought the foreman wouldn’t be coming around and he was gone a lot.  This left me to herd the sheep but I enjoyed it.

I took pride in keeping a clean and tidy camp and cooking came easily for me.  Dick, the herder, had a cookbook and he delighted in finding a new recipe we had the ingredients for in camp.  He would pin the recipe on the tent above the table and ask me to make it - and it usually turned out good!

The sheep were moved to a range in the high mountains for summer but all the territory joined together.  The summer range was about thirty miles from the spring and fall range.  Bill Sorensen had his wife with him.  She didn’t have any children and rode a horse along with her husband.  She was a pleasant, understanding person and a mother to us all, especially the young fellows.  I soon acquired a great love and respect for Maggie.

Doing work I enjoyed and living in the tops of the mountains, I found that if I was in the right frame of mind I could become very close to my Maker.  I always enjoyed nature and could easily associate it with God’s handiwork.  In later years, as I became better acquainted with the scriptures, I realized that the majestic mountains were not only God’s handiwork but His temples as well.  Before temples were built on the earth, when He wanted to reveal something special to His servants, He took them upon a high mountain where He was surrounded by the beauties of nature.  I have often pictured Nephi, Moses, the brother of Jared, Abraham and others in the tops of the mountains communing with our Father in Heaven, the Father of us all.  What an appropriate setting and a privilege only a few have enjoyed.

Left to myself quite a bit, I had a lot of time to meditate.  I began to draw closer to the Lord.  There was only my Creator and me and through prayer I received much solace and satisfaction.  For some reason, if I prayed vocally I could put much more into my prayers.  I learned that prayers are like a savings account, the more one puts into them the more one receives in return; if we put nothing in we take nothing out.

So far in my life, this summer was the most enjoyable I had experienced. It was here that I learned the “Cowboy’s Prayer” (author unknown). It seemed to fit the occasion and became a part of me. The poem goes something like the following:

0 Lord I’ve never lived where churches grow,

I’ve loved creation better as it stood,

That day you finished it so long ago,

And looked upon your handiwork and called it good.

Just let me live my life as I’ve begun,

And give me work that’s open to the sky,

Make me a partner to the wind and the sun,

And I won’t ask a life that’s soft and high.

Make me as big as the open plains,

As honest as the horse between my knees,

Clean as the wind that blows behind the rains,

Free as the hawk that circle down the breeze.

Just keep an eye on all that’s done and said,

Just right me sometimes when I turn aside,

And guide me on that long, dim trail ahead,

That stretches upward toward the great divide.  (58-61)


After summer was over and the sheep moved down to the lower country, the lambs were separated from the herd and shipped to market.  The old ewes, with teeth to bad to make it through another year on the desert where the grazing was difficult, were culled out.  They were sold with the lambs and replaced in the herd with ewes-lambs to keep the herd number intact.

The desert range was flat and open so the winter herd were doubled in number since the herder could handle a larger band.  The herds numbered between 3,000 and 3,500.  The sheep stayed in the Wasatch and Evanston country until the snow was so deep they couldn’t find enough to eat, and then they were trailed to the desert.  Sometimes a couple of older herds were kept close to the ranch at Evanston and fed hay.  (62)

My Father and some neighbors, George Mayne and Eph Nash, all owned sheep.  Each man by himself didn’t have enough sheep to make a summer band, which at this time was considered to be around twelve hundred ewes and their lambs.  In later years the Forest Service reduced the numbers to fit the size of the allotment the sheep ran on, based upon grazing capacity available.

In the early spring of 1919, the three men decided it would be cheaper to combine their bands together, make up one summer herd and hire one herder and one camp mover for the herd, instead of each man hiring two men.  The men had their own brand so that in the fall, after the sheep returned from the summer range, they would separate their sheep and winter their own band.

A mixed herd, made up of three or four different bands, are the most difficult to handle since each band is used to going their own direction and before long, if the herder isn’t careful, there are two or three different bunches instead of one.  A herder who has had experience with a combined band is not anxious to herd them.

The owners held a meeting and voted to have Father ask me to come home from the Deseret Livestock Company and take the herd.  Since I had some interest in the sheep that Father owned and still had the dream of someday acquiring a large spread of my own, I was willing to try it.

Each man, because of the size of their farm flock, lambed in sheds early in the spring and this gave the lambs a little more age and more time to put on extra pounds, which meant more money.
This job was a different arrangement than I had been working with at the Livestock Company where I was living in a home on wheels, pulled by a team of horses.  This summer range would be on the east side of Timpanogos Peak, up in the Big Provo Hole.  The terrain was almost straight up and down with only a few places flat enough to set a tent, and it was impossible to pull a camp wagon up it; therefore, I would live in a tent for the summer.

There were some men in Skull Valley who made a scant living catching the wild mustangs and trading or selling them.  Since the three men I would be working for did not have a pack string, I bought three unbroken horses and one broken saddle horse.  I tied them in a string, leading one with the others tied to the tail of the one they were following and headed for Alpine and the new herd.

The summer range was still under a lot of snow in early May and would not be ready for grazing until July 1.  None of the owners had spring range large enough to handle the size of the combined band.  It was decided we would go out on the desert in Rush Valley, where there was a lot of open or free range, until the snow melted in the high mountains and the summer grazing was ample to provide for the sheep.  Between all of us, we made up a camp, but it wasn’t what one would call a good, substantial outfit.

In Rush Valley, men had taken up homesteads and were dry farming (raising wheat without irrigation).  Close to the valley were some high mountains and where the wind had blown, the snow was still lying in deep drifts in patches on the north side and in shady spots.

We camped quite high on a mountain where it was close to snow, but the higher we were the shorter the feed since the snow hadn’t been off long enough to give the grass a chance to grow.  Lower in the valley, the wheat fields were turning green and they looked tempting to those old ranch sheep that had been used to grazing a good share of the time in the fields.

Prune, one of the younger Nash boys, was my camp tender and helped with the sheep when needed.  It took all our time keeping the homesick ewes from running back down into the green wheat fields.

When we had been on the Rush Valley range for about six days, it clouded up, turned cold for that time of year and began to snow.  That night in May of 1919 is one I’ll never live long enough to forget.  The tent was sitting high on a bald ridge where the wind had a clear sweep.  It was rather old and had been stored away for several years and the ropes were deteriorated.  The snow piled up quite fast and the wind blew a gale.  About two o’clock in the morning, an extra hard gust of wind broke the tent ropes.

Prune and I held onto the tent for awhile, but it soon pulled us over the hill.  We were both in our underclothes and barefooted.  We let the tent go and hung onto our beds.  I heard our grub boxes rolling over the hill.

We didn’t have sleeping bags like now.  We carried a sixteen-foot tarp, eight feet wide with snaps and rings on the side.   The tarp was heavy and for awhile waterproof.  It was long enough to be under the bed and folded over the top of it.  With good, woolen blankets inside, one could keep very comfortable.

We crawled back into bed, pulled the tarp up over our heads, tucked it under and were warm until morning.  Everything we had except our beds was gone.  We would have stashed our clothes under our bed if we had realized the tent would blow away.  Although we were warm, I was worried about the situation and couldn’t sleep because of planning for the day ahead.  I wondered where I would find our clothes.

We had the sheep bedded for the night halfway down the ridge toward the dry farms.  I was sure, with six or eight inches of new snow on the ground, the sheep would head down the valley where the fields were green as soon as it was light.  I kept peeking out from under the tarp to see if it might be close to daylight so that I could start hunting for something to cover myself and then catch the sheep before they made it to the fields.

Down over the ridge a hundred yards or so were a lot of serviceberry bushes.  I knew that would be the most likely place to hunt for our clothes.  I found my Levis first, caught in the middle of a bush and filled full of snow.  Putting them on was like going swimming in the cold water for the first time in the spring when I was a kid.  The quicker I dived in and was wet all over the quicker I became acclimated and through with that dreaded feeling.

I shook the snow out of the Levis.  They were half-frozen and stiff.  I beat them against a snowy bush until they limbered up some and then crawled into them.  I kept looking for clothes until I was dressed, except for one sock.

After my body thawed the frozen spots out of my clothes, they were damp but felt mighty good compared to a few minutes before when I was facing that wind in my underclothes.

While I was hunting my clothes, I found part of Prune’s.  I shook the snow out of his and took them to him but he was not about to crawl out of bed.  I felt a little softhearted toward him, knowing how disagreeable and cold it had been for me hunting barefooted in the snow, and I used some more time and found the rest of my partner’s clothes.  He still showed no sign of rousing.  I tucked all his clothes under the foot of his bed and left to overtake the sheep.

Luckily, I had a few necessary items with me:  My large, heavy, sheepskin lined coat, after it warmed up it felt very good; a can of tomatoes, I found it while I was kicking around in the snow looking for clothes; and a pocket full of matches.  I was in the habit of carrying matches, although I didn’t smoke.  When I was standing around watching the sheep I built a fire, even if it wasn’t too cold.  The fire seemed to be company.

I ran down the ridge to where the sheep slept and sure enough they had already left for the dry farms.  Going down they fell off the hill rather fast.  I kept running.  It was about two miles to the fields and I overtook the sheep just as they reached them.

The sheep didn’t like the idea of turning around and going back up in the snow and I had no dog.  I did have a string of tin cans on a wire but they were used to them and didn’t pay much attention.  I threw the cans at the sheep and scared them a little, and then I picked them up and threw them again.  After a couple of hours of running, rattling and throwing the cans, I was soaked with perspiration.

I strained my eyes hoping to see Prune coming to help but no such luck.  By noon, I was far enough away from the fields that the sheep decided they had better look for something else for breakfast and things slowed down.  The snow had quit falling in the morning but it was cold, cloudy and windy.

About three o’clock, Prune came down the mountain on his horse with a good-swinging walk.  I felt relieved, thinking I was going to have some help but when he saw me he steered his horse around to the side and kept on going.  My warm clothes had cooled off as soon as I slowed down and my lungs had begun to tighten up.  I could tell I was coming down with a bad cold or something worse.

I hollered to Prune and told him I was coming down with something and could use a little help.  He never slackened his pace and yelled back, “To hell with this outfit, I’m through,” and he kept on going.

I realized Prune was headed for home.  I knew I could not move the sheep much farther up the hill, toward camp.  Besides, there wasn’t much camp to go to if Prune hadn’t gathered it and the way he acted that didn’t seem very likely.  If I left the sheep, it wouldn’t be long until they would be harvesting the farmer’s grain and that would leave us with a large damage bill and probably a lawsuit.  No matter how bad I felt, I had to stay with the sheep.

I knew I had a hard time ahead of me.  I also realized the Lord knew my circumstance and would help in the little things as well as the big, but he expected me to do all I could with what I had to do with.  After asking Him to forgive me of my weaknesses, I pleaded for His assistance and asked Him to strengthen me and make me equal for what lay ahead.

Shelter was important for the night.  The only thing I could find was a lone cedar tree.  There wasn’t a wash or a ledge for a windbreak of any kind.  I pulled up and broke off what large sage I could and built a V by the cedar tree, like I had seen the Indians do out in Skull Valley.  It was only about four feet high; that was all the material I could find.

The rest of the day was spent trying to find enough dry sagebrush to keep a fire through the night.  There wasn’t any other kind of firewood close.  Being camped below the sheep with a fire discouraged them from coming back down the hill.  They were not afraid of the fire but they knew there was a herder by it.

At times in the night, when I felt that I just had to lie down, I’d force myself to gather a little more sage.  Even the green sage would burn if I didn’t let the fire go down and it made the dry wood go further.  I kept a prayer in my heart all the time.

By daylight, my situation was such that I knew I had to do something, but what?  I was twenty-five miles or so from civilization and afoot.  The dry farmers moved to town in the winter to send their children to school and they had not moved back for the summer.

I knew I needed something warm in my stomach and I could remember reading the pioneers used sagebrush tea when they were ill with fever.  I then remembered the can of tomatoes I had kicked out of the snow.

I opened the quart can with my knife.  I hated to waste the tomatoes, but I could only force a little down and it seemed more would come up than went down.  I emptied the can, filled it with snow, melted it, picked the tops off the sage and put them in the water to boil.  I cooled it with more snow to where I could drink it.  I have tasted a few bitter pills in my life but nothing that came anywhere near the bitterness of that sage tea!  I realized I had the flu but I wondered which was the worst, the cure or the disease.

If a person makes up their mind, they can force themselves to do anything if the situation calls for it.  Through the day, I must have drunk two quarts of tea.  After the tea was in my stomach, it felt good; the going down was the problem.  As time went on, I became used to the bitterness.

The sheep gave me very little trouble for a couple of days.  They didn’t try to come down past the fire and herder.  What they didn’t know was the herder was pretty helpless as far as running after them.  I did have to keep gathering brush for the fire. I can’t describe the misery that caused me.  It was misery to walk, let alone strain without tools to pull and break off the sage; and the sage burned up like paper.

The second night was another sleepless, miserable night but I managed to drink a couple more cans of sage tea.  By morning, my head didn’t ache so badly and my back seemed a little better.  By noon, I knew my aches and pains were less.  I began to think if I could stick it out one more night I’d be able to make it to camp; however, I never thought I had gained enough strength that I could quit relying on the Lord.  It’s this kind of experience that drives all doubt from one’s mind.  God was close to me all through my ordeal

In the middle of the afternoon, I saw a man walking quite fast, with his hat in his hand.  In a little while I could see two more men coming a distance behind the first.  In a few minutes, the first man was where he could see me sitting with my back to the tree.  He turned and waved his hat to the two following and hollered, ‘He isn’t dead; I can see him sitting up!”  The first man to see me was George Mayne. My father and Eph followed.

It happened that Prune arrived home late in the evening.  By the time he made it home he was very ill with the flu and immediately went to bed, too sick to tell anyone anything about me.  He felt like talking a little the next day.  In answers to questions, he related our experience with the storm and the loss of our tent.  They questioned him about me and he told them I had hollered something about not feeling well as he passed me.

As I previously mentioned, this was the time of the 1918-19 flu epidemic when many people became ill one day and were dead the next.  You can imagine the men’s concern for me and the sheep.  One thing nice, they brought a new tent with them.

After the big storm, the weather warmed up, the snow melted, the grass grew and the sheep were more contented.  Outside of the three different bands still not wanting to associate with each other and being without a camp tender since Prune never returned, I managed just fine.  (109-114)

 The fall season of 1919 was open and warm.  We trailed the sheep down from the summer range to Alpine and separated the three bands.  My father and George Mayne sold their sheep and formed a partnership with a man by the name of George Dunsdon.  These three men named their company Mayne, Bair and Dunsdon.

George Dunsdon ran a sheep-shearing outfit in the spring.  He started early in March in Arizona and as the spring progressed he sheared in Utah, Colorado, Wyoming and finished the season in June or early July in Montana.  This year, as he worked his way up through Colorado, someone told him of a cow outfit for sale on the Grand River (name changed to Colorado River in 1921) located in the canyon above Glenwood Springs.  The ranch was isolated but it controlled a large piece of grazing land.

Dunsdon had taken time to look at the ranch and was sold on it but was not financially fixed to purchase it.  He talked to Father and George Mayne and interested them in forming a company and buying the ranch and a new band of sheep.  These sheep would be located in Colorado cow country where there had never been sheep before.

Land was still at war-time prices and quite high, since this was only one year after the armistice of World War I was signed.  In order to make the deal, it was necessary for all three men to mortgage their farms in Alpine for the appraised value.

The men looked the country over through Utah, Idaho and parts of Wyoming for the best grade of sheep they could find.  They purchased a band of 1,800 sheep and shipped them to Green River Utah, to winter. Their plans were to shear the sheep at Thompson’ Utah, in the spring and then ship them to their new home in Colorado to lamb and summer.  The men also purchased a set of mules and a new camp outfit.

It was decided the owners would work with the sheep.  Father had to have someone run the farm while he was gone and he asked me if I would be willing to do it.  Since I owned a small interest in the sheep he sold, I agreed until the men had time to be situated in their new holdings.

The winter of 1919-20 proved to be a hard winter with the snow about as high as a sheep’s back.  The men wintered the sheep in some very good country on what we called the rims and mesas in the Bookcliff Mountains between Thompson and Green River, Utah. There was ample sagebrush and the higher rims had a number of south sides where the snow didn’t lie quite so deep.  Many sheepmen lost a large number of sheep this winter.  Some owners shipped hay on the railroad and then packed it out to the sheep on mule s. This proved to be very expensive before spring and it broke several of them.

The word was out that Mayne, Bair and Dunsdon had purchased the Allen Ranch between Glenwood Springs and Gypsum.  The Cattlemen’s Associations in Eagle Valley and Cattle Creek, Colorado, were up in arms and held several meetings.  While the sheep were still on the desert, the men received several threatening letters from the Cattlemen’s Association.

One letter in particular, signed by thirty-three cattlemen, said they would meet the sheep at the stockyards in Dotsero and if the sheepmen didn’t turn back they would shoot the first sheep and men that went out through the fence.  It also said a certain man, I will not mention his name, arrived at the Dotsero station the spring before and the cattlemen met him at the stockyards.  The sheepman acted like a man and loaded his sheep back on the train and shipped them out of the country.  These threats worried some of the partners.

In some respects one couldn’t blame the cattlemen.  The old tales about the sheep leaving a smell that would cause the cows to quit the range and the sheep eating the grass two or three inches below the ground, had been handed down from father to son for several generations until many of them believed it.  The stories reminded me of the old tales told about the early Mormons, and to make matters worse, these were both Mormons and sheep.

It was shearing time and Dunsdon was ready to start on his shearing tour.  Because he was a little more familiar with the layout the company had purchased in the Glenwood Canyon, he was to go to Colorado and find the most feasible place to unload the sheep.  Some of the cattlemen met Dunsdon and gave him some convincing talk and it had its intended effect.

The only reasonable place to unload the sheep was at Dotsero where there was a depot and stockyards.  This was the station all the cattlemen in the neighborhood used, including the people we had purchased the ranch from.  It seemed the cattlemen discouraged Dunsdon with their threats and he set the date and ordered the cars to unload at Shoshone.

During this time, there was a railroad spur and a depot in the canyon three miles west of the ranch.  The canyon walls were almost straight up on both sides and there were no corrals. It would almost take a miracle to move sheep up out of the area.

George Dunsdon’s experience with sheep and hostile cattlemen was quite limited.  He gave the shipping instructions to George Mayne and Father, who were traveling with the sheep, and told them in that area they would be out of reach of the hostile cattlemen.  The two men didn’t know the situation until they were in Glenwood Canyon and unloaded or they could have changed the billing.

Just as the train load of sheep reached the canyon, a spring storm, rain mixed with snow, socked in and lasted three days.  The sheep had been sheared before being shipped to the higher altitude and had no time to acclimate.  By the time they were unloaded they were wet, cold and their stomachs were empty.  There was no feed in the bottom of the canyon and the men had no way of bringing feed to them in time to do any good.

The two men worked frantically to push the sheep, a few at a time, up through the ledges to where they could find something to eat.  It took three days from daylight until dark to complete the job.  In the meantime, 400 sheep died right along the railroad track.  This loss, plus the winter loss of 200 head, left the men with a heavy mortgage on 1,800 head with only 1,200 to pay the debt.  On top of all this, the war prices dropped and the price of sheep fell about one-third.  The Company was in debt so badly it didn’t look as though there was a chance in the world to pull out.

Father and Dunsdon both considered the outfit as lost and left to find work in order to save their farms in Utah.  This left George Mayne by himself.  He figured he probably could not save his home in Utah, but had faith that somehow, with the Lord’s help, they could make it with the sheep.  He asked me if I would be willing to give it a try with him.  I talked it over with Father.  He didn’t have any hopes but said if I wanted to give it a try and did save the ranch, he and I would split his share fifty-fifty.
I didn’t have much to lose and there was an exciting challenge waiting for me:  Saving the sheep outfit and starting something for myself; settling the sheep in cow country, and making peace with a lot of angry cattlemen.

The company had a loan with the Utah-Idaho Loan Company out of Salt Lake City and since prices had taken a tumble, it was a problem to secure enough money to pay our running expenses.  If the loan company should find out about the big loss they would be out, right pronto, to take what was left.

After the lambing season was over, we had a fair percent of lambs for what sheep were left.  The range and feed were excellent and after the ewes recuperated from their almost fatal experience, their strength returned and they had plenty of milk to feed their lambs.

We had a long, roundabout trail on which to move the sheep to the summer range on the Flat Tops, with the Colorado River to cross.  Since there were very few bridges, we had to trail fifteen miles through rough, hilly country in the opposite direction from the range, cross the bridge and then trail fifteen miles back.  This made it thirty miles out of our way.  The Colorado River forked seven miles east of the ranch and we also had the Eagle River to cross.  To make matters more complicated, the route took us through the town of Gypsum, where a nest of angry cattlemen waited.

This first summer when we were trailing to higher range, we camped on the edge of the open land adjoining the fields, about six miles from the town proper of Gypsum.  We planned on trailing through the town early the next morning, before many were up and about.  However, the cattlemen had different plans.  It seemed they had received word the sheep were on their way.

We arrived in Gypsum before the cattlemen expected us and were almost to the bridge when five or six men stepped out in front of the sheep, causing them to look for some way of escape.  People with gardens adjoining the road that had open gates soon had sheep in them.

George Mayne was a six-foot-two Irishman.  He was riding a mule and when the sheep quit traveling he rode up to the lead to see if he could be of assistance.  Gyp Shum, the head of the Cattlemen’s Association and spokesman, was talking loud and putting on a big front for his neighbors when George arrived.  Gyp said, “These _____ of _____ haven’t got half enough men to take the sheep through here.”  He barely had the words out of his mouth when George was off his mule and at his side.  George answered Shum with a few choice words of his own.

It seemed the sheep roused the men out of bed before they had time to strap on any guns.  At George’s answer, Shum tried to dislodge a rock with his boot heel that was embedded in the road.  George grabbed him by the neck and dragging him to the river said, “If it’s rocks you are looking for come down to the river, there are lots of them.”

The rest of the cowboys followed to see what was going to happen to their sidekick.  When the cattlemen left the front of the sheep, the herd started on its way across the bridge.  Our men bringing up the rear gathered the stragglers out of the gardens.

It seemed as though Gyp, after reaching the river, was ready to talk turkey instead of using rocks.  We didn’t have any more trouble - for about three days.

We crossed the Colorado River and were halfway to the Flat Tops when we were met by another delegation.  We had let our extra men return to the ranch after traveling through Gypsum, and just George and I were with the sheep.  The news of the sheep making it through the town had traveled to Sweetwater where there was another Cattlemen’s Association.

The cattlemen called a meeting at the schoolhouse the night before we arrived.  There was one radical among them named Homer Walker.  He wound up electing himself as the man to stop us at Sugarloaf Flat.

I had gone ahead of the sheep, thinking they would overtake me by the time I had camp set up and dinner ready, and was cooking dinner when two cattlemen rode up.  They were armed with rifles and Walker had a handgun strapped on.  He was in an ugly mood and talking surly.

Walker said he represented the Sweetwater Cattlemen’s Association and he had come to stop us from going any farther.  I showed him a forest map with our trail mapped out on it and told him we were following the trail and aimed to follow it until we reached our destination.  He seemed to think he could bluff us out of continuing our trek.

I told the men I would have dinner ready in a short while and they were more than welcome to stay and eat.  The young man with Walker was George Ralph, a “nester” (homesteader) and a likable fellow.  Ralph started to accept the offer but Walker told him in a loud, rude voice, to shut up!  By this time the lead sheep had begun to arrive at camp.  Walker turned to his partner and said, “Let’s go down and see what that other sheep outfit is doing and come back here after dinner.”

There was a sheep outfit down below us on the Colorado River, close to where we crossed on the swinging bridge.  The owners were the Marcus Hight family.  They had failed in the cattle business and their banker from Steamboat Springs told them, since they were in an isolated spot with no close neighbors, if they wanted to sell the cows and buy sheep the bank would be willing to stay with them for another start.

In a short time, George was at camp with the rest of the sheep.  We were starting to eat when Ralph came back.  We invited him to join us; he accepted the invitation and we were enjoying dinner when the dogs barked, giving us the usual sign that someone was coming.  I looked out the tent and it was Walker.  When he saw Ralph enjoying a hearty meal he was so mad he dragged him out of the tent and boxed his ears good.  They quickly mounted their horses and rode off together.

My water kegs were empty and it was customary to carry water with us when in new territory since we didn’t know if we could find a camping spot where there would be any water available.  There was a good spring that came out of the ground in the head of the meadow we were camped in.  I loaded the water kegs on one of the mules and went up to the spring to fill them before the sheep made it to the spring and roiled up the water.

When I was filling the kegs, my horse and mule kept looking up at something in the brush on the hillside.  I couldn’t see anything.  (Horses have a sense that human beings do not have.  I don’t know if it is a keen sense of smell or something else.  They can always detect a bear if it is anywhere close and most horses are afraid of bear.)

Since my horse and mule seemed quite interested, I decided to fire a shot or two into the brush where the horses were looking and possibly scare something out . After the second shot, I did flush something out all right — a man.  He came out leading his horse.  He was wearing a big, black, rather sloppy, large brimmed hat.  He told me Walker had stationed him there in case his help was needed.  He was another homesteader who came to please Walker rather than to appease his own feelings.  From the looks of him a good feed of mutton would do him good.  He proved to be as friendly as Ralph.

The rest of the trail to the summer range was uneventful.  The Flat Tops turned out to be the most beautiful country that I had ever seen.  The terrain was forty miles from east to west and all the way from eight to fifteen miles wide, consisting of lakes and parks fringed with pine, spruce and fir.  One main trail ran the length of the mountain from Glenwood Springs on the west to Yampa on the east.  There were some deep canyons running in and out of it and deer, elk and mountain sheep were in abundance.  I thought if there was a Garden of Eden, this was it.
The coyotes were the sheep’s greatest enemy.  From early morning to midday and in the evenings it was necessary to be with them every minute or the coyote would take their toll.  Just before good daylight, I picked up my rifle, went into the timber and watched the sheep.  Whenever the leaders of the sheep spooked and ran back, I was sure the coyotes were after them.  If I could slip up under cover of the trees, I always took care of the coyote.

In warm weather the sheep found shade and rested through the heat of the day.  At this time of day, the predators were also resting

I was at my leisure to do as I pleased.  I would hunt up a herd of elk or mountain sheep and taking time, work my way up close without being detected and watch the animals for hours at a time.

Everyday I saw something new.  Along in August in the middle of the day, the cow elk would lie down in the shade of tall weeds and take a nap.  The calves were good-sized and played on the snowdrifts left from the winter snow slides until they were tired and hungry, then they went to their mother for a snack.  The cows were comfortable and didn’t want to be bothered.  The little ones coaxed for awhile, then would become more persistent and strike their mothers on the rump with their front feet.  The cows knocked the calves away with their heads as if to say, “Oh, go lie down for awhile and quit pestering me.”  The calves were not discouraged.  If the cows did not stand up so that they could nurse, they would strike their mother on the head.  This was very persuasive.  After the calf finished nursing, it would lie down with its mother and they rested contentedly.

I watched this process when the mother had twins and one hammered the mother on the rump and the other thumped her on the head.  This seemed to produce results a little faster.

On one sightseeing trip, I skirted around the head of a canyon where there was a small park with a lot of ledges just above it.  On top of the ledges was pine timber.  After rounding the head of the canyon, I heard sheep bleating.  I stopped to listen and from the sound there seemed to be quite a few.  I knew there weren’t supposed to be any more herds within several miles.  I wondered if I had dropped a bunch the night before and the coyotes had run them off.  This didn’t seem likely, but I knew of no other explanation.  I worked my way back through the trees where I could look over the rim into the canyon.

The first thing I saw were two bald eagles circling over the head of the canyon.  Underneath them was a band of about forty head of grown mountain sheep.  The sheep were as excited as they would have been if a coyote was after their lambs and their bleat sounded just like tame sheep.  They ran back and forth when the eagle swooped down close.

I settled down where I could watch the show.  I figured the eagle was looking for a lamb but I didn’t see many lambs like one would usually see with that many domestic ewes.  After harassing the grown sheep for awhile, one eagle flew close to the ledge, swooped low, turned sideways, reached down and flapped one wing and a little lamb went tumbling down, head over heels, just like a rock that had been dislodged.  On the third or fourth bounce, the eagle picked the lamb out of the air and flew off with him.

I felt very stupid, just sitting there and letting the eagle take the lamb, but I didn’t have any idea it was on the ledge and I had never seen an eagle perform in this manner before.  I looked the ledge over to see if I could spot any more lambs but didn’t locate any.  The other eagle kept circling and the grown sheep kept fussing, excitedly.  Soon the eagle circled the same ledge, made his dive, flapped his wing and another lamb went tumbling down the same as the first and the eagle picked it out of the air and flew off with it.  Then I did feel like a dunce, sitting close and letting the second eagle grab that poor little lamb.

I love to see the eagles but my preference is the bighorn sheep.  The eagle is our national bird and they are always interesting to watch but if they are not controlled they can become a public nuisance the same as the coyote, rat or anything else that is overpopulated.  After watching this performance, it wasn’t hard to understand why the bighorn sheep didn’t have much increase.

In the fall of 1920, our first year on the Flat Tops, we separated the lambs, trailed them to the railroad and shipped them to market.  I stayed on the mountain with the ewes.  The weather was excellent and there was feed going to waste.  We decided to stay a little longer so that the ewes would have a chance to pick up in flesh after the lambs were gone.

About the first of October, it started to snow and continued for several days.  We must have been camped on a deer runway and they seemed to sense they had better leave the high country.  Our sheep hadn’t been off the bed ground for two days and the deer, on their way to lower country, were going through the herd both day and night.  In the night, the dogs would bark and startle the deer and they would jump over several sheep at a time.

It was still storming and blowing snow the third day.  The snow was as deep as the sheep were tall.  I was rather panicky.  If I had been more experienced I would have sat tight until the storm was over before moving out, but the herd was sitting there away from any help and after taking the great loss that we had in the spring we couldn’t afford to lose any more.  To make matters worse, when the men trailed the lambs down they took the best part of our pack animals.  We had a fully equipped camp and needed four mules to carry it.  We only had one gentle saddle horse, one good mule, one wild spooky mule and an unbroken colt.  George had purchased the colt fairly reasonable, because when it was being broken it threw the rider and crippled him.  George led the colt to camp, for me to break, when he came up to take the lambs down.

Because the horse was so wild and hard to catch, I had not started to work with him.  We needed him to pack so I built a trap in the trees and ran the horse through the trap to catch him.  I tied him short, tied his foot to the saddle and packed the camp on him and the mules.

I had a young lad with me.  Cecil was about fifteen and his parents lived on the ranch and ran it for us.  I told him to go ahead with the horses, mules and camp - but not too far - and set the camp wherever he could find a decent place.  I was hoping the sheep would follow in the tracks of the pack string.

The wind was blowing the snow so hard that we could barely see.  In thirty minutes the trail was drifted over and I could not see a track anywhere.  The sheep weren’t about to face the wind and break into the snow as high as their back.  They milled around and around and made very slow progress.  I had two good dogs and I kept them both working; one on each side of me.

From noon until dark, I watched for a sign of Cecil, to no avail.  The trail ran down the top of a high bald ridge with no trees for miles.  I began to think he was lost and I made a circle ahead but could see no trace of where his pack string had been.

There was no shelter of any kind and I was better off working.  The wind stopped blowing at dark and it quit snowing but turned cold.  About nine-thirty the sheep and the dogs gave out.  I left them and took off down the ridge. If I didn’t find Cecil I would eventually come to timber where I could start a fire, if I was lucky.  I walked until about eleven o’clock.

When I dropped off the hill I could see the tent.  It was a new white one and with a light it showed up plainly. I was a little put out with Cecil for going so far but kept telling myself this was his first time.  As young as he was maybe I was lucky to have a camp at all, for this was an occasion that would weed the boys out from the men.

I found Cecil half-frozen when I arrived at the tent.  He had the camp set up and the supplies piled in the middle of the tent, but no sign of wood or a fire.

When the men trailed the lambs down they had taken our bed tarp.  This morning, when I packed the camp, I folded the quilts and blankets, laid one on top of another and partly covered them but with the wind blowing snow all day, snow had drifted into the bedding and they were almost frozen. In spots they were very stiff.
I had buckled a pair of hobbles on the colt’s halter, under his throat, since it was a good place to carry them.  I told Cecil not to turn the colt loose without hobbles on or we wouldn’t be able to catch him.  The hobbles had drifted full of snow and the warmth from the horse’s neck had caused the snow to thaw and then it later froze; Cecil couldn’t unbuckle them.  He used a box of kitchen matches, trying to thaw them out.  The horse was afraid of the fire and between the horse and the breeze he didn’t have any luck.

I managed to work the hobbles loose and hobbled the horse, then took the ax and went off the ridge down toward the canyon side to find some wood.  Before I made it to the steep part of the canyon, my foot struck something solid under the snow.  What luck - it was an old tree with the center rotted out but the shell was solid.

I carried the wood up to camp and in a few minutes had a fire going.  That little sheet-iron stove sure heated up fast and did it feel good! My clothes were wet up to my crotch from wading through the snow all day, but it was nice to just sit on the frozen bed in the warmth of the stove and relax out of the wind and weather.

We filled the dishpan with snow and melted it.  Since the meat was frozen solid, I opened a couple of cans of vegetables, thinking it would be a quick meal.  They were frozen also so we had to thaw and heat them before we could eat.

After our meal, I looked at Cecil.  He was quite downhearted.  This was an ordeal for a fifteen year old. Not many his age would have been able to survive.  I noticed his ears were starting to turn black.  I tried to be a little more cheerful for his sake and said, “Cecil, where would you sooner be, here or with your feet under you dad’s table?”

Cecil’s voice was filled with quivers, “My feet under my dad’s table, by hell!”  After I had time to appraise the situation, the more praise I gave Cecil.

We held the blankets that we used in the inside of the bed over the stove.  When they were warm and steaming, we took off our shoes and crawled into them.  The night was pretty well spent.

The next morning proved to be clear and cold with a stiff breeze blowing on top of the ridge.  Cecil and I went back for the sheep and they had not moved from where I left them.

We had a Mexican short-haired goat in the herd that was trained to lead and he wore a large bell.  In the deep snow and facing the wind, he was not about to lead without someone next to him with a stick to threaten him every few minutes.

Cecil stayed behind the herd with the dogs and I cut out about twenty head of ewes and the goat.  I had to shake my stick and do some mean talking to the goat, and then he would travel a little farther down the trail.  This went on for a couple of hours.

We gradually made it down to where the snow was more shallow and the sheep, being three or four days without food, seemed to realize there was feed down off the mountain.  After we passed the camp, the goat lined out for the lower country.  He hit a place on the hogback of the ridge where the snow had blown off and commenced to run.  The sheep strung out after him.

This was a good time to pack up the camp.  By the time we had it loaded there wasn’t a sheep in sight.  I told Cecil to catch up with the tail end and follow them down and I would try to catch the lead.

It was about two miles to the end of the ridge, and then the trail became quite steep and dropped off the mountain.  When I arrived at the point, I looked through the field glasses and could see the lead still going on a fast run.  They were almost out of the snow.  When I overtook them, I stopped them until the tail end caught up.  The feed was scarce but those hungry sheep were devouring everything in sight.

The next night we made it to the Colorado River. T he ground was dry and the weather quite warm.  It seemed like another world compared to what we had just left.  The grass was scarce but there was plenty of sagebrush, which is a good winter or cold weather feed but is too hot for summer.  The hungry sheep filled up on it anyway.

When we arrived to where we crossed the river, we found the high water had washed the bridge out and it was almost twenty miles to the next bridge.  With the mountains and the privately owned land, it was practically impossible to move the sheep to the bridge.

We camped on the river bank that night and were in a quandary as to what would be our next move.  I decided to pray about the situation and then sleep on it to see if I could come up with a solution.

The next morning, the idea came to me to swim the sheep across the river.  This seemed to be contrary to my better judgment since a sheep is one animal that is afraid of water.  A ditch of water that is too far for the sheep to jump will cause it to balk.

It seemed out of the question but the idea stuck with me.  I went up the river to look it over and located a sandbar on higher ground, running in a V shape about fifty feet out in the river and straight across. A little downstream the bank on the opposite side was such that the sheep, with about thirty to forty pounds of water soaked in the wool, could climb out on the bank without too much trouble. I had never heard of this being done but decided to give it a try.

Cecil and I pushed some sheep out on the sandbar.  I tried to force the goat into the water to see if the sheep would follow but he had other plans.  I pushed him in several times but each time he swam a stroke or two and then doubled right back.

The two dogs were trained fairly well, as long as I was close enough for them to see me motion my commands.  I left them behind the sheep to hold them, while Cecil and I worked in front.  I caught the goat and fastened one end of the rope on his horns and one end on the saddle horn.  Cecil, on the horse, pulled the goat into the river a short way.  I pushed three or four sheep in the water and told Cecil to head across the river.  At the same time, both dogs were working on the tail end.  The sheep began to follow, a few at a time, until the first ones started climbing out on the other side, then they all seemed to want to cross at once.  I had to wade in the river up to my neck to keep them from balling up and climbing on top of one another.

We lost one sheep, which to me was a miracle.  It only took a couple of days for them to dry out, with the help of the warm nights.

The next day George Mayne, having returned from Kansas City after selling the lambs, came up the trail to meet us and he was sure a welcome sight.  He was an excellent sheepman with a lot of experience.  He had a level head and was a compatible companion with a sense of humor.  We let Cecil return home and George took over the sheep and I took over the camp.

We had two days of trail before arriving at the town of Gypsum.  The afternoon of the second day, I took the camp on down a little early since we needed to purchase some groceries before the stores closed, and I wanted to have the blacksmith put some shoes on the colt I was breaking.

While I was waiting on the blacksmith, Gyp Shum spotted my pack string and came in the shop.  He asked where the herd was and when we would be going through town.  I told him the herd would be down to the lane about dark and we’d be going through as soon as it was light enough to see the next morning.

Gyp said, “Is that big brown-eyed fellow with you?” I informed him that George was with the sheep.  That seemed to do the trick.

Along about two o’clock in the morning the dogs began to bark and I stepped out of the tent in my underclothes to see what disturbed them.  The pack string was tied to the fence a hundred yards or so down the lane toward town.  George brought the rest of the mules back with him so we had a full pack string.  The wild, snorty mule was pulling back on its rope and one mule was loose, wandering around in the lane.

I watched a few minutes, and then I noticed a big, black hat moving around among the mules.  The man was in the process of untying them.  I stepped back in the tent, picked up the thirty-thirty, leveled down about as close as I dared above the mules and pulled the trigger.  It scared the devil out of them but scared the man worse.
That black hat headed down the lane toward Gypsum in high gear.  I let loose with another shot and he soon was out of sight.  I slipped my trousers and shoes on and caught the two mules that were untied.

The next morning we ate breakfast long before daylight, packed the mules and were ready to start with the sheep.  We made it through town without any opposition.  The sheep seemed to realize they were going home and traveled right along without much urging from us.  We arrived back on our own property without any further trouble.

The feed had made a good growth and there was the largest crop of serviceberries I ever saw.  The berries were good-sized and ripe and the sheep ate so many that it was making them ill, so we moved them to the top of our high range back of the ranch.  This range was about 9,000 feet in elevation.  It was best to feed in the high country first and bring the sheep down lower as the snow began to pile up. (129-143)

Our financial situation with the loan company in Salt Lake City was hanging by a thread.  After losing so many sheep, the lamb check was not as large as the loan company had anticipated and they took all the money we made without allowing us any running expense.

We had established credit with our grocery man and paid by the month, but he was now uneasy about his money and the loan company was slow making up their mind whether they would finance us another year.  Since we needed groceries, George and I discussed our money situation.  He said, “Why don’t you go down to Glenwood to the First National Bank and see if you can borrow enough money to tide us over for a month or so?”  I had never been to this bank, neither had Mayne.  I think Dunsdon had been to see them a year or so earlier.

I rode a saddle horse down, went into the bank and the cashier referred me to the president.  His name was Charlie McCarthy.  He appeared to be quite a surly, contentious sort of person but I later discovered he had a soft spot back of that front.

Charlie took me to his office in one of the back rooms.  He was smoking a black stogy cigar.  For some time he just sat and looked me in the eye, blew smoke all over me and gave me the silent treatment, then he began to ask all kinds of questions:  Who was our banker?  Why were they debating whether to close us out?  Who was doing our work?  What were our prospects of ever paying out?  Did we have any kind of collateral to put up for security?

I informed Charlie that all the collateral we had was tied up.  For a few minutes it looked like he was going to give me the $500.00 I asked for.  Instead, he lit another stogy, crawled back into his shell and gave me a little more of his silent treatment.  All this time, I was silently praying.  Soon, Charlie started talking again, “How do I know that I will ever get my money with all your assets tied up?”

“You have my word,” I answered.

“But they already have your lamb check and if they decide to keep it all, how will you pay me?” he asked.

“I will sell enough ewes to pay you,” I replied.

Charlie asked, “Suppose they send a man out to take the sheep, how then would you pay me?”

I said, “I would hide a few out to cover my debt.”

He frowned, “Do you think that would be doing right?”

“I would be forced to do it to keep my word,” I replied.

Charlie prepared to make out the papers, then stopped, thought a minute and changed his mind.  He said, “Kid, I believe in you but I don’t see how in the world you could ever repay.  I’m sorry.”

I left the bank with a long face, crossed the street and headed for the drugstore on the opposite corner.  The owner of the drugstore was a large man by the name of Joe Hunn.  He was a sheepman with holdings farther down the country and was also a director in the First National Bank.  Joe was sitting in front of the drugstore sunning himself.  When I turned to go in the store I guess he noticed my long, downhearted look and he called to me, “Kid, come over here.”

I sat down by Joe and he began to ask questions.  After telling him our situation, the same as I had the banker, he said, “Sit here a minute until I come back.”

Joe went to the bank, was gone fifteen or twenty minutes, returned and said, “Now go back in the bank and see Charlie again.”

I did as Joe said.  Charlie asked a couple of more questions then pushed the papers over for me to sign.  I don’t know what Joe said but whatever it was it worked.  To us nowadays $500.00 is a small sum but back then it would buy a new car.

Again, you may say this was a coincidence but to me it was an answer to my silent prayer.  I had never seen Joe Hunn or the banker before.

The money carried us over for awhile.  After a couple of weeks the loan Company sent a fellow out from Salt Lake City to look the outfit Over and count the sheep.  He was a nice appearing man, about thirty years old.  Joe Hunn called to tell us he was coming.

George figured if the man from the loan company knew we were short 600 ewes he would foreclose on us so he took over the sheep and left me to entertain the banker.

 George was truthful and honest, but I guess between the two of us we did stretch the truth a little.  I took the man up to camp and George had purposely left a note saying he was out some sheep and was away hunting them.  We rode around the sheep and what we saw were a nice grade of ewes as fat as could be.

The banker stayed around all day, but no George.  In the evening we went to the ranch, stayed overnight and returned to camp the next morning. George had left us another note; he had not found the sheep, as yet.

The banker and I waited most of the day.  He was anxious to leave so we rounded up the sheep at camp and counted them.  He told me to send him the number of sheep we counted after George had them all together.

The loan company reluctantly advanced us enough money to ship to the desert for the winter.  We took enough out to pay the bank in Glenwood Springs, which left us short again.  We cut our grocery bill all we could and still stay healthy. (144-146)
On the desert this winter of 1920-21, there were several Greek and Basque sheepmen coming into the country and it was crowding the sheepmen to find ample range since there were no private allotments and it was first come, first served.  To make matters worse, a group of cattlemen were trying to control the Bookcliff Mesa country from Cisco to Green River, Utah.  This covered the country we wintered in the year before and was some of the best winter range on the desert.

The cowmen were seven in number when they were all together.  The main group consisted of five and one was also a deputy sheriff.  They stayed at a rock cabin in a canyon between Crescent Canyon and Horse Canyon.  The deputy and three of the others had homes in Green River.

When a sheepman moved in on this particular territory the cowmen took turns spying and when one of the sheepmen, usually the camp mover, went to town for supplies and the herder was out away from camp, the cowmen rode to the camp, piled all the equipment such as saddles and etc. in the tent, soaked it with kerosene and set it on fire.  When they were doing their dirty work they always wore black mufflers over their faces. On some occasions, they were known to catch a lone herder out by himself, rope him, tie him up, double up their hard twist ropes and beat him almost to death.  They would steal the pack animals at night.

One Basque outfit, not too far from us, lost two good pack strings and a camp.  Their banker was in Price, Utah, and when they tried to borrow money to buy the third pack string and second camp outfit, the banker turned them down and sold their outfit to another Basque.  A Greek sheepman on the other side of us was roped and beaten over the head until the blood soaked through his hat.  Another Basque was shot and killed.  We were watching our outfit pretty close and they left us alone for some time.  Maybe it was because of all the sheepmen up on the mesas, we were the only American citizens.

During this time, George and I had a contest.  When we moved the sheep to the desert for the winter, we shipped to Mack, Colorado, a little town in western Colorado situated on the edge of the desert.  Since the range at this time was all open, we unloaded at Mack and trailed around the desert and grazed the country as we went.  We found a spot where the grazing was fair, stayed a few days until we saw some other outfit coming, then we moved on.

George had smoked since he was a child.  He spent most of his childhood, from eleven or twelve years on, with sheep and now since he was under a lot of stress with the new company and he had a wife and seven young children under twelve which he worried about, he smoked one cigarette after another.

I guess George felt lonesome doing all the smoking alone.  He would throw his tobacco can and papers over to me and tell me I had better have one.  There were no tailor-made cigarettes.  Everyone rolled their own.  At first I refused but after awhile I tried one.  From then on, George made sure I had a chance to smoke.  In a month I was hooked on the cigarettes, especially after a heavy meal.  When we smoked in the evening, we flipped the butts under the stove to eliminate any danger of setting a fire.

One night I decided to lay off smoking before it became too much of a chore.  Besides, we were at a place where we needed our prayers answered, and I believed that if I lived as I should, the Lord would bless me and my prayers would be answered.  I now carried my own makings and when George started to roll his cigarette he looked over at me and said, “Aren’t you going to light up?”

I replied, “I have smoked my last one.”

For a few minutes George thought I was kidding.  When he saw that I was in earnest he said he would stop smoking with me.  We hatched the situation over a few minutes and decided to burn our tobacco right then and there.  After burning it, we made a deal that the first one to catch the other smoking would forfeit fifty dollars to the one who was still standing pat.

The next morning we moved camp around toward Thompson.  When I was a mile or so from camp my lead mule tried to buck the pack off.  She was very touchy about her ears; otherwise, she was quite dependable.  After she settled down I could not see anything unusual so we continued on without any more trouble.

About two weeks later, we pulled around the point of the mountain.  The weather had turned cold and there was no snow for the sheep to have for water.  It was hard to find water, since the streams were far between and frozen over.  There was a reservoir in the mouth of Thompson Canyon where the water was still and the ice was three or four inches thick.  I told George I would go ahead with the ax and chop a ring a couple of feet wide all the way around the reservoir so that the sheep could water when they arrived there.

After the herd arrived at the water hole, it took awhile for all of them to water since some had to wait their turn.  There was a stiff breeze blowing and it was ten or fifteen degrees below zero.  While the sheep were watering, I noticed George stood beating his arms to keep warm and all the time was looking down toward Thompson.

George soon came around to where I was and said, “Will you take these sheep back to camp?”

I said, “Sure, what is wrong?”

He replied, “By hell, this is too close to town to go without tobacco any longer.”

George took off on a fast gallop for town.  I moved the sheep back to camp and prepared supper.  About dark, George rode in, ate supper and unwrapped his package.  He had a whole caddy of tobacco, which was twelve cans.  He opened the caddy and threw me a can and a book of papers.  I handed them back to him and said, “No George, I’m going to stick it out. I have had my last one.”

George sat and thought about it for awhile, then pulled out his checkbook and wrote me out a check for fifty dollars.  I ran the check back and forth through my fingers, then tore it up and stuck it in the stove.

George said, “What was that all about?  That was our agreement.”

“Yes, but by rights I owe you.”

“How is that?”

I had to admit my guilt. A few days before when we moved around the hill toward Thompson, I met a sheepman that told me some stories of the black-masked men.  That made me think of our guns.  I had not seen my thirty-thirty for ten or twelve days and it worried us.  We figured from the tales going around we were apt to need.  George kept his gun on his saddle.
I tried to think where I had last seen my thirty-thirty.  After raking my brain for a couple of days, I remembered putting it on the lead mule when I packed up camp from where we were when we quit smoking.  I also remembered the mule trying to buck the pack off a mile or so from camp.  I put two and two together and decided the gun must have worked forward and touched the mule’s ears and she decided to unload it.  I thought if I could find the place where the mule came unglued, I’d find the gun.

It was about fifteen miles back around the hill.  Sheep had been on most of the trail and it was impossible to follow our tracks.  I went to where we had been camped and tried to pick up the tracks from there.  While there, I found the cigarette butts we had flipped under the stove and as I looked at them I let temptation take hold.  I picked up two or three of the best ones, made a cigarette out of them and smoked it.  The deal George and I had was the first one that caught the other smoking had to pay fifty dollars.  I had not been caught; nevertheless, I felt guilty.

I left the campground and the tracks of the pack string were not too hard to follow where the sheep had not trailed over them.  I found where the mule cut her capers and sure enough there was my rifle - a little rusty but still in working condition.

George knew our deal was to catch the other smoking, but after hearing my story he said he felt guilty too and was willing to call the deal even, if I was.  That is how we settled it.

George had not seen his family for months.  I knew he was lonesome for them so when it was close to Christmas, I told him I could manage the sheep for about ten days if he wanted to go home.

While George was gone, I decided to break our ornery mule to ride.  The mule ran away with me, went around the mountain toward the hangout of the black-masked gang and jumped into a deep wash below the trail.  I was trying to move him out when a lone rider arrived on the scene.  He was one of the black-masked men without his mask.  He waited until I had the mule out of the wash, then rode with me back toward camp.

The man was not too happy about us being in the country but we talked it over, drew an imaginary line and agreed that the masked men would not molest us if we stayed east of a certain wash.

After Christmas, I was glad to have George back.  Every so often, we heard of a camp that had been burned or the pack string had disappeared.  One day we saw a lone rider approaching.  We were always on the lookout since we didn’t trust the black-masked men although so far we had not been molested.  I picked up my rifle and stepped back of a cedar tree to watch what the man was up to.

After riding fairly close to the tent, the man called to see if anyone was there.  I saw he was a Basque and stepped out, rifle in my hand and asked what he wanted.  He was from the camp that had lost a camp and two pack strings, only this was before they lost the last one.  He wanted us to join forces with them.  He thought that way we would both stand a better chance.  We told him we would rather go it alone.

The latter part of January we decided to take the bucks out of the herd and ship them back to the ranch where they would receive better care.  There were no corrals on the desert but there were several deep washes lined with straight up and down ledges, which made a good place for make-shift corrals without too much work.  I located such a place not too far from camp.

George was trying to work the sheep up to a higher bench and they were sulky and didn’t want to climb the hill so he stayed below them all morning.  When he saw they were not going to climb, he used his dogs a little until they began to go by themselves.

When George came in for lunch he was afraid the sheep would move back down the hill so he picked up a magazine, left his rifle at camp and went back to spend the afternoon with the sheep.

I returned to the corral building.  I cut a few cedars and pinions, tied a rope on them and drug them down into the wash where I fashioned them into a corral.  I was just tying onto a cedar when I heard George let out a loud yell.  I started to run for my mule but then thought, “Oh, he is all right.  Everything was calm over there an hour ago.”

Then another thought came to me, “George never hollers that way at the sheep.”

Putting the spurs to the mule, I headed for camp as fast as I could.  I arrived just in time.  The masked men were rounding a cedar knoll in the front of the camp as I went over a knoll above and directly in front of them.  I turned my mule sideways, slid off with my rifle and sat where I could see under the mule’s belly with a bead drawn on the man that had the reputation of being the most trigger happy.

During this same time, George came out of the camp with the gun in one hand and box of cartridges in the other, but he had what the hunters call “buck fever.”  He was pouring cartridges out on the ground as he came out of the tent; he didn’t know that I was there.

George told the men, “Now if you want those sheep moved you try to move them!”

It had taken the wind out of the sails of the men when they saw me there since they thought George was alone.  They were close enough for us to hear everything they said.  Eink Harris, the one who had drawn the imaginary lines with me, seemed to be the most levelheaded.  He said, “Better go kind of slow, somebody will be killed inside of two minutes if we are not careful.”

Jimmy Warner, the trigger-happy one, spoke up and said, “But there are five of us and only two of them.”

Eink replied, “That guy has us in his sights right now.”

They talked with each other a few minutes and then told us, “We’ll go down here a half-mile and mark a line with some cedar boughs and if you and the sheep are not around there by tomorrow morning, we’ll be back and drag you around.”  Then they headed back the way they had come.

George filled me in on what transpired before I arrived.  He was sitting in a low place out of the wind where he could keep an eye on the sheep, reading his magazine, when the dogs barked.  He looked up and a black-masked man was sitting on his horse right over him.  The man said, “Get those sheep out of here.”

George said, “I looked around and could see black-masked heads sticking out from behind a lot of cedars.  I’ll admit I didn’t talk too brave.  I wasn’t in any position to be too showy without a gun against that gang.”

In answer to the command to move the sheep out of there, George said, “I can’t move them out now.”

The man replied, “Get those dogs working and you can.”

George answered, “I don’t usually herd them that way.”

The man told him, “You were using them this morning.”

From that remark we knew somebody had been spying on George all day.  There was a low ridge between the masked man and the camp and a low saddle right back of camp.  The men didn’t know the low place was there.  George let out the loud yell I heard and ran through the saddle to camp.  The men on horses went around.  George was able to reach camp without being cut off.

The masked men had to cross a canyon before they could make it to our camp.  The canyon had a wagon road going in and out.  We were greatly outnumbered and knew we had to have the drop on them.

The next morning we gathered the sheep and took them down close to the canyon crossing.  I picked out a knoll overlooking the Crossing, gathered what rocks I could find and built a couple of V-shaped forts about two feet high, with a hole at the point to stick a rifle through.  There weren’t enough rocks to build the forts any larger but they would help.  We waited a spell but saw no cowboys.  In the meantime, the sheep were feeding in the wrong direction since we wanted them to stay where we could see the crossing and also keep anyone from going past us to burn the camp.

We both went after the sheep to bring them back close to the handmade forts.  They were scattered over a couple of low valleys which kept us from seeing the trail that our visitors would be traveling.

I said, “George, you stay up on higher ground where you can see and I’ll take the low places.”

We were halfway back when I called to George, “Can you see anything of our visitors?”

“No - by hell here they come!”

Our plan was to catch the cowboys on the trail or dugway (road) running into the canyon so they would have no cover and they would have to return the way they came before they could split up.

George and I started to run as fast as we could to reach our forts before the men spotted us.  I was younger and lighter on my feet so I made it.  George ran out of wind and didn’t make it to the fort.  When he was close to me he said, “They have seen me, what shall I do?”

I answered, “You be the spokesman.  Let them get halfway down the dugway then tell them to stop and if they don’t I’ll do the shooting.  You have a family and there needs to be one left to herd the sheep.”

George looked at me and said, “No, I’ll do my part.”

“No George, I am single and I can shoot every man before he gets off that dugway,” I replied.

When the men were halfway down the dugway George said, “That’s far enough!”

They stopped and each taking a turn with a pair of field glasses they had probably taken from our camp earlier in the season, looked the situation over.  My fort wasn’t long enough to cover my whole body and we heard one say, “There is that other _____.“ (It wasn’t a name we used in Sunday School.)

A cowboy said, “I can see his foot sticking out from behind those rocks.”  Each man took another look through the glasses, turned their horses and returned to their rock house around the mountain.  Their decision to turn back saved what could have been a bloodY mess.  One, no doubt, we would have all regretted.

After the cowmen broke their agreement not to molest us if we stayed on our side of the line, we decided as far as lines were concerned we were free to go where we liked.  We grazed on around the hill toward the rock house where the gang hung out.  Jim Warner, the trigger-happy one, was a son of the once famous Matt Warner who was a member of the Robber’s Roost Gang.  Jim approached me without his partners and his mask.  He asked me to turn back.  I informed him they had done away with the agreement we had and we would mind our own business and expected them to do the same.  He told me I would be sorry and rode off.

One morning, about four or five days later, we found we had a stray horse, a nice-looking black mare, with our pack string.  There was no brand but she was gentle.  The horse ate some grain from a large tub with our mules and made herself right at home.  We had never seen her before.

There was a small coal mine fairly close to our camp.  It was operated by two brothers who were cowmen on a small scale.  We inquired of them as to the ownership of the black mare.  They claimed they knew nothing about her.  A few days later about 9:30 a.m., the dogs began to bark.  I picked up my rifle and stuck my head out the flaps of the tent.  One of the masked riders, Thomalson - minus his mask - and a stranger dressed more like a city dude rode up in front of camp.  The cowman was the spokesman.  He asked me if I had seen a red milk cow around there.  I informed him there were some white-faced cows but no milk cows.  I told him we had an unbranded black mare with our pack mules and asked if he knew who it belonged to.  He replied he knew nothing about the horse.

The men rode over to the coal mine and stayed until around 4:00 p.m. when they again rode up in front of our camp.  Thomalson, still minus his mask, was leading the black mare.  He was spokesman again.  He said, “Who was here when this mare showed up with your string?”

I replied, “We were both here.  She must have come in the night because it was early morning when we first noticed her.”

“Who was tending camp?”

“I was.”

Thomalson looked behind him and said to the city fellow, “Mack, read the warrant to him.”

Mack read the warrant for John Doe for stealing a horse.  It turned out that the city fellow was a deputy sheriff from a little coal mining town in Thompson Canyon called Sego.

Thomalson said, “We are going to take you along with us.”

“Oh no, you are not taking me any place!” I countered.

“Yes we are,” he exclaimed.

Thomalson started to go for his six-shooter. B efore he could grab his gun out of the holster, I was out of the tent with my rifle and leveled down on him.

I said, “If I were you, I wouldn’t do that.”

Thomalson turned to the deputy, hoping he would back him up.  The deputy seemed at a loss as to what he should do. He asked me to put the gun down and come peaceably with them.
I said, “If you have the authority to take me, I’ll leave my gun and go with you if you will send Thomalson ahead, but I will not go as long as he is going to be company.  He is one of the black-masked men that have been burning out the sheepmen and they have attempted to drive us out twice.  This is the first time he has showed up without his mask.”

The deputy turned to Thomalson and told him he thought it would be better if he left so Thomalson rode off, headed toward Sego. I invited the deputy in the tent while I changed clothes, then he went with me to inform George what was going on.

The deputy and I also headed for Sego.  He was quite friendly as we rode along.  He told me he left town that morning in earnest to arrest a horse thief but when they reached our camp and he listened to the conversation about the red milk cow and Thomalson denied knowing anything about the black mare, he was sure something fishy was going on.

We arrived in the little mining town about dark.  They didn’t have a jail there, anyway the deputy turned me loose in town and told me to stick around until morning then the Grand County Sheriff from Moab, Utah, would be in on the stage to take me to Moab.  The deputy told me when the sheriff arrived he would tell him the truth about things and it would be a day or two before they set me free.

When the deputy left me, Thomalson and two more of the masked men, including the trigger man, took it upon themselves to be my escort the rest of the evening.

Thomalson, as soon as the deputy told him to leave camp, hurried into the town and gathered his partners.  They were going to make sure I didn’t escape.  They acted like they were guarding some real desperado and after I saw how they were enjoying showing their bravery to their friends, I led them to everything there was to see in that little water-hole place, until about 11:00 p.m., then I rented a room at the hotel and retired for the night.

I apologized for not having more beds in the room but told them they were welcome to sleep on the floor.  They looked rather sheepish, turned and left.  That was the last I saw of them for several days.

The next morning, I was up early and waited for the restaurant to open.  After breakfast, I decided to have a haircut before going to my private room in Moab and killed time until the barbershop opened around 11:00 am.

The deputy came in the barbershop while I was in the chair.  It was the first I had seen of him since arriving in town.  A large man, wearing a cowboy hat and a six-shooter, followed him in.  The deputy and the man walked over to a corner and engaged in conversation until the barber was through cutting my hair.

The deputy introduced me to the sheriff.  He said, “I have told Mr. Squez all I know about the case.  Now you tell him.”

When I finished, my story seemed to fit with what the deputy had told the sheriff.  The sheriff put on a good front when the deputy was there.  He said, “Well, if you will go peaceably there are two good lawyers down in Moab.  I’ll get them for you and have you out in two days.”

We rode in a spring wagon to Thompson where we waited for a couple of hours for the four o’clock passenger train to arrive with the mail.  We then took a white-topped stage, drawn by white horses, on to Moab.

Since Thompson had no modern conveniences, I decided before traveling on the stage for five or six hours, I’d go into the stockyard, which adjoined the depot, and relieve myself . I had just crawled over the fence when I heard a stern voice declare, “That’s far enough!”

Turning, I saw the friendly sheriff with his gun through the fence, pointed at me.  I knew then he would feel at home wearing a mask with the men upon the hill.

We arrived in Moab a little before midnight.  The sheriff took me to a small jail made out of sand rock, with two steel doors.  The first door had steel bars.  Inside, about eighteen inches from the first door, was another door of solid steel plate.  The room was approximately twelve-by-twelve feet, with a small space fenced off which was divided into three small rooms.  Each small room was inside a steel cage and had a small cot in it.  There was just enough room to stand by the cot.  I was put inside one of the small steel cages.

The large room, which I nicknamed the bullpen, had a bed in it.  The room was occupied by a Mexican fellow by the name of Duran.  He had been in jail a couple of months waiting trial for killing his wife and another man.  I knew how the sheriff appraised me when he trusted this man with the liberty of the bullpen and the freedom after breakfast of roaming around town until evening; only locking him in the bullpen at night, while I was locked in the steel cage twenty four hours a day with no liberties.

Every morning when the sheriff came in with our breakfast, I asked him where the lawyers were he promised I could see.  Every day he had the same answer, “They are out of town.”

It didn’t take me long to understand the sheriff was completely on the side of the cattlemen since it was not reasonable that both lawyers were out of town at the same time.  They were hanging horse thieves, at this time, or even worse I could be sentenced, if found guilty, to twenty years in the penitentiary.  I was becoming desperate for I could see if it came to a trial I would not receive a fair one.  I thought of Joseph Smith, the trumped up charges against him and his false arrests.

On the fourth day, after Duran had gone for the day, the Sheriff opened my cage and gave me the freedom of the bullpen.

I immediately began looking for a way out of the thick walls and double-steel doors.  There was also a small window with glass a person couldn’t see out of but it was covered with bars.

I examined the walls for a rock that would leave a hole large enough, if removed, that my body could go through. I located one made to order right under the window. I started digging out the mortar with my pocket knife but gave that up because it was ruining my knife and I knew I would need it to survive when I escaped.

I found two shingle nails and drove them in, one on each side of the window sill.  To cover up my work when I heard someone coming, I hung the dirty dishtowel I used to dry dishes on, over the rock.  Each day I stashed a knife that came with meals and used it on my rock project. The progress was slow.

One afternoon, around two o’clock, I slipped the rock out then crawled in the hole to see if I was going to fit. It was a little too snug and I pulled a couple of buttons off my heavy wool shirt.  I took it off and let down the upper part of my long Johns, which were heavy wool also.  I tried myself in the opening again.  It proved to be a tight squeeze but I forced my way through to my waist far enough that I knew I could complete the job when the right time came.  I figured on leaving my new home under the cover of darkness.  After I was back inside, I noticed I had left some skin off my chest on one of the rocks.

The day I planned to escape from my private room was on February 1, 1921.  I am sure I remember the exact date because it was my twenty-second birthday and proved to be a lucky day for me.  The two steel doors had always been locked but today the inside door was left unlocked.  This was the first time I had been privileged to see the surrounding territory outside the jail since it was the middle of the night when I arrived in town.  I opened the inside door and stood holding the bars, looking over the surrounding country.

Moab is situated in a basin, with the Colorado River running through it and surrounded by high rim rock.  The river cut a deep channel through the ledges which are of sand rock structure. I knew I would have to cross the river on the bridge, then leave the road and find a way up through the rims.

When I was looking to see if I could locate a crack or crevice in the rock and forming a plan of escape in my mind, another plan began to form.  It was the custom of the sheriff, when he brought us food trays, to hold the trays with one arm while he unlocked the doors with the other hand.  When he stepped inside, he would immediately turn around to lock the door behind him, leaving his back to me for a couple of seconds.  Next to the door was an old-time heating stove and some chunks of pinion for fuel.  I was debating the proposition of using a piece of wood on the back of the sheriff’s head the second he turned to lock the door and then relieve him of his gun.  I was a little worried for fear if he saw me standing next to the door he may change his way of coming in the room.

In front of the jail was a large building with its back toward the jail.  It had a porch about three or four feet high, running the full width of the building. While I was standing by the bars taking in the scenery, a well-dressed man stepped out onto the porch.  He took out his handkerchief, blew his nose and stood there a few minutes.  When he saw me he walked over and began to ask questions as to my identity, how long I had been in jail and why I was there.  I related to him the story of the masked men, the strange horse, my arrest, and the deputy sheriff.  I then told him of the sheriff named Squez (adding a couple of more names to his real name).  I said, “He promised me if I would come peaceably he would bring me a couple of good lawyers that were here in Moab and have me out in two days.  Now he tells me every morning that these lawyers are out of town.”

The man asked me if I knew the names of the lawyers.  I said, “One man is Knox Patterson and the other is Constantine.”

He replied, “Why they are here.  We are having court every day.”  He pointed to the building he had just come out of and said, “That is the courthouse and we recessed this afternoon.  Your trial is to come up the day after tomorrow and Patterson and Constantine are representing the cattlemen and will be prosecuting you.”

I said “Who are you?”

“My name is Tangreen.  I am the district attorney.”

He seemed to be interested in my story.  He asked some more questions, then left saying he would return in a little while.

A short time later Mr. Tangreen returned with a set of keys.  He let me out of Jail and took me downtown to his office.  He also had the files containing the preparation for my trial.  He glanced at them and then asked, “Do you know Jim Warner?”

“Yes, he is one of the masked men,” I replied.

He asked, “Do you know Eink Harris?”

“Yes,” I answered, “he is one of the masked men.”

Mr. Tangreen said, “They are both witnesses against you.”  Then he asked about three others.  I informed him that I was well acquainted with them all since they were known to us as the Black-Masked Gang and were responsible for the burnings, the beatings and disappearance of several pack-strings.  Then he asked me if I knew a man by the name of McCoy.  I told him I had never heard of this man.

This surprised Mr. Tangreen.  He questioned me in more detail.  After I convinced him that McCoy was a total stranger to me he said, “He is their chief witness. He is the man that is supposed to have seen you steal the horse.”

The district attorney proceeded to telephone McCoy.  It happened that he was out of town working at a small coal mine and they had to send a man on horseback after him.  McCoy was given the message to call the district attorney just as quickly as possible because there was an emergency.

We sat in the office waiting for the return call.  It came about 11:00 p.m.  Tangreen asked McCoy if he knew Elmer Bair.  McCoy said, “I never heard of him.”

Evidently the cowmen had not seen him, since he was working a distance away, to tell him the part he was to play at the trial.  McCoy was questioned a little closer and Mr. Tangreen received about the same answers that I had given him.  This convinced the district attorney that I was telling the truth.

Tangreen looked at me, smiled and said, “You are free to go.”

The stage left for Thompson about one hour before daylight.  I stayed one more night in my rock palace in the company of Mr. Duran.  I had spent eight days there.  I didn’t see the sheriff but some one had given him the word to leave the doors unlocked so that I could catch the early stage.

I arrived in Thompson about 9:30 a.m.  I knew a short cut to camp through a break in the rims that a man could travel when afoot.  It made the trip about half the distance and I felt an urgency to return to camp as soon as possible.  George had moved the camp a day or two before and the short cut took me right to it.

I had been at camp about ten minutes when I heard horses coming.  I reached for my rifle, stepped out of the tent and hid behind a cedar tree in the wash in front of camp, where I could see without being seen.

The riders were our masked visitors, only this time they were without their masks.  Evidently they were very sure of accomplishing their purpose without meeting anyone.  They had probably watched George until he was about a half-mile from camp with the sheep and they were sure that Bair kid was in a safe place in Moab.

The deputy sheriff from Green River was riding in the lead, holding a quart bottle full of kerosene.  I let the men come within twenty-five feet of me before I stepped out in front of them, my rifle in position.  They came to a dead stop and couldn’t have been more surprised if they had come face to face with the devil himself.  The funny thing was, there was not one word exchanged between us.

The men took one quick, surprised look at me, whirled their horses and headed back on their tracks.  They seemed to understand what was on my mind without asking any questions and after my experience the last eight days; I was in no frame of mind to answer any.

Through the years, I have thanked the Lord many times that the cowboys made the quick decision to turn back without any argument.  It probably saved me from becoming a fugitive from justice the rest of my life.

I have always given my Father in Heaven credit for sending the district attorney to me while I was in the Moab jail.  He was a cowman himself and had never seen me before. Also, I was released from jail and returned to camp in the nick of time to save it from being burned, which was a blessing since our backers, the Utah-Idaho Loan Company, had learned about our bad luck of losing 400 head when we unloaded the sheep at Shoshone in the Glenwood Canyon and were reluctant to let us have enough expense money to buy a few groceries, let alone a new camp.

It seemed the episode of my vacation in the city of Moab was Published in the papers and traveled by word of mouth more than I expected. The reaction to the story wasn’t all bad.  A man who was the livestock examiner, representing a bank in Monticello, Utah, came to camp to see us.  The bank had what they considered a bad loan on a band of sheep in the Monticello country and according to the examiner, the owners of the sheep were not sheepmen and weren’t about to learn.  They hired all the work done and did quite a lot of partying, spending more than the sheep were bringing in.  The Sheep owners were in debt far more than the sheep were worth since economic conditions of the country were deteriorating.  The bank was losing more money each year.

The bank personnel found out we were doing our own work and they thought we might be a better risk if we would take over the band of sheep they were losing money on.  We told the banker we would be more than happy to do business with him but we didn’t have money for our own expenses, let alone taking on another herd.

The banker stayed at camp all night and tried to figure out a deal that we could accept, but our circumstances wouldn’t allow us to take advantage of his propositions.  He went back to Monticello disappointed and left us in the same frame of mind.  After a month or so, the bank examiner returned to our camp with a proposition that proved to be the turning point in our financial status.

The bankers offered us a price that was less than the mortgage they held on the sheep but it was close to the going price of sheep at the time.  They offered to turn the sheep over to us without a cent down and to give us the wool crop to use as running expense for the summer.  In six months the bank wanted their money in full.  This was a deal that comes once in a lifetime.

There were about 1,200 sheep in the band and 700 of them were good two-year-old ewes in their best year; but not the best year for a heavy lamb crop since two year olds do not have many twins.  The other 500 head were Navaho sheep and a breed all their own.

Navaho sheep were bred especially to stand the summer heat on the desert.  They are fine boned and not as heavy as other sheep and their wool is thin and coarse, more like hair.  The Navaho women use the wool to weave rugs and blankets.  An average sheep will shear from eight to twelve pounds of wool.  The Navaho sheep shear from four to six pounds and the fleece sells for considerable less than wool.

I took over the Navaho herd for the summer.  In some ways, the sheep resembled a goat more than they did sheep.  Their legs were bare up to their body; their bellies were almost bare.

We received the Navaho sheep the latter part of March, just two or three weeks before shearing.  This proved to be a godsend.  It was ready money to use as we saw fit.  Since the Utah-Idaho Loan Company sent their man out at shearing time and took all of the wool check from our original band, the Navaho wool check had to finance both outfits.

The habits of the Navaho sheep were quite different from the other sheep.  It didn’t take long for them to show me some new tricks.  To keep from destroying the feed, we held the sheep down to a minimum range in the summer on the mountain where the forage was tall and thick.  The Navaho sheep were used to grazing on the desert, summer and winter, where it was customary to roam over several miles of range in a day to satisfy their appetite and they were not about to change their habits even if the feed was as high as their backs.

The sheep fed on a little trot, shaking their tails as they went.  About the time I thought they were leaving the country, they turned by themselves and ran all the way back to camp.  They rested in the hot sun until about four o’clock and then repeated the morning performance.  After I learned to trust the herd they would travel their customary distance and return to camp by themselves.

We had a good summer this year.  When it was over the lambs had made a good growth and the ewes were in excellent shape.  We separated the Navaho sheep from the others and shipped them to market with the lambs.  We netted enough to pay the Monticello Bank in full, which left us with 700 two-year-old ewes, free and clear from debt.

With our extra sheep it more than made up for those we had lost earlier in the game, so we visited the First National Bank in Glenwood Springs.  After going over our papers and knowing we were in Colorado to stay and were people who did our own work, the bankers decided that we were worth the risk.  They paid off the Utah-Idaho Loan Company and transferred our papers to their bank in Glenwood Springs.  It was a load lifted from our shoulders. (146-161)
There were not many sheep in the State of Colorado when we started in the business  Because the high summer range was unsuitable for the cattle, a lot of the forest permits were not filled.  In order to obtain a permit to use the high range, we had to acquire enough ranch property to support our sheep or cattle for the same length of time the permit on the forest allowed.

These were rough times for the stockmen; a little more so for the cattlemen than for the sheepmen.  The sheep brought in two crops a year and wool was a fair price.  Many of the cattlemen were forced to sell.  Utah’s sheep population was overcrowded so several of the Utah sheepmen began arriving in Colorado and buying out cow outfits, taking advantage of the free range and acquiring the high-summer grazing permits.

We purchased the place next to our ranch for a very reasonable sum.  There were no improvements, no stock and only a few acres were under cultivation, but it controlled a lot of good range.  The way the land was situated and because it joined our ranch, it was quite an asset to us as well as giving us the right to a summer forest permit.  About the time we made this purchase, George Dunsdon came back to help George Mayne and me run the outfit.

Bill Smith was still taking care of the ranch and since he was an old-time cowman, it helped a little to ease the early contention with the cattlemen neighbors.  They figured if Bill Smith could stand to work for us year after year, sit down at the same table and eat the same kind of “grub”, we must not be all bad. (162)
We had a good working relationship with the railroad. Because of the river running between the ranch and the highway, we were rather isolated. The railroad was on our side of the river and a local passenger and freight train ran up the valley twice a week. We were friendly with the crew of both trains and kept them in potatoes, milk, butter and garden vegetables in season, and once or twice a year we gave them a butchered lamb.

The crew threw our mail off the train as they went by and when our groceries were delivered to the depot, they stopped the train and left them by the track. On the days the local train ran, if we were standing on the track where the engineer could see us as he came around the curve, he gave a couple of toots on the whistle, stopped the train, picked us up and took us to town; otherwise, we had to ford the river on a horse and that was quite dangerous, except in low water.  (163)
Around the first of March, George Mayne, George Dunsdon and I held a meeting.  We still had quite a debt hanging over us and the economy of the country was gradually becoming worse, leading up to the Great Depression of the thirties.  We decided to cut all corners and save on out expenses.  George Dunsdon would take my herd and I would run the ranch, now that I was married and we would let Bill Smith go.

I was excited about being on the ranch with my new bride but it would have been as easy to cut off an arm as to turn my in-laws out this time of year, with no employment.  Fortunately, the Marble mills and quarry were making a fresh start and Ida’s father was able to find work at the sawmill in Crystal, which relieved my mind.

In some respects, the cattlemen were still trying to do what they could to keep us down.  We had turned a cattle ranch into a sheep ranch.  There was a good piece of forest reserve situated under the rim where the ranch property lay and since we had two other permits, the cattlemen tried to persuade the Forest Service to take that part of the range away from us.

The Forest Service sent us word that in order to maintain and hold the forest range permit, we would have to purchase two hundred head of cattle.  The cattlemen were steadily losing money and we didn’t have money to spare, but we didn’t like the idea of losing that part of the range.

The other two partners asked if I would try to find a deal for purchasing cattle that the bank would sanction and still be satisfactory to us.  After looking around, I visited my old friend McCarthy, the First National Bank president, with whom I had previously done business.  I told him of a couple of good-looking herds of cattle that I liked.  He wasn’t too anxious to go along with me on them.

The banker had a deal of his own.  It was a bad-risk loan that was losing the bank money every year.  He gave me the name and location of the ranch, the number of cattle and told me to look them over, come back and make him an offer.

This proved to be another case where the owners had inherited the outfit to start with, hired the work done and spent more than the cattle brought in.  The cattle were very thin, the last year calves were still nursing and it was almost time for the new calf crop to be born.  Very little hay was left on the ranch to finish the winter for the cattle and it would be awhile before grass would be ample to sustain them.

I didn’t like the looks of the outfit.  When I reported to the banker I gave the report as accurately as possible.  The banker said, “Make me an offer.”

I made an offer for what I figured the cattle were worth and told him that would include what hay was left.  We didn’t need the hay but the cows needed it to gain strength and weight so that they could trail to the ranch.

McCarthy called the owner in and asked where the balances of the cattle were.  The owner said, “Scattered among the neighbors.’

“What are they doing scattered among the neighbors?”
The man replied, “That is the way they came in off the summer range.” The banker had heard this kind of story before.  He told the man they were turning the cattle over to me and if any more showed up the bank would give him credit for them.

I needed some help.  Someone had to feed the new cattle until the hay was gone and help me trail them home.  There was also a small band of sheep to feed and lamb, about fifty head of horses to feed that we were boarding for other people and the cattle to take care of with the new ones to calve out.  Cecil Smith was on the desert tending one of the camps so I made arrangements to have him return to the ranch.

Cecil was glad to return home since he and I considered it a pleasure to work together.  I took him over to the cow outfit to feed what hay was left.  We figured if he fed the cattle all they could eat without wasting any, it would last nine days.  I would then go back to help him trail them to the main ranch.

There were fifteen or twenty horses running with the cows and from the looks of them they had eaten most of the hay.  Three or four of the horses looked to be young and unbroken.  They took Cecil’s eye as something to do in his spare time.

The hired men at the ranch were not too friendly because this transaction would put them out of a job.  Cecil asked the man in charge if he cared if he rode some of the unbroken horses.  The man never hesitated.  I noticed him wink at his partners as he said, “Yes, there is one.  That tall bay with the white stripe on his face, you can ride him.”

I began to smell a rat and knew there was something unusual about the horse.  I told Cecil he better forget about him until I returned to trail the cattle to the ranch, then I would help him with the horse.

On the appointed day, I rode into the ranch about dusk.  Cecil had assured the men we would take time in the morning to ride the horse if they would corral him the night before to save time.

The next morning, we fed the last load of hay to the cattle and while they were cleaning it up we walked to the corral and arrived there the same time the neighbors did.  When I saw them riding in, I was sure this was a horse with a reputation and they had come to see him stack the sheepherders.

The situation didn’t look good.  It was the time of year when the snow and ice melted in the daytime and froze hard during the night.  wherever there was a pile of cow manure, it had kept the snow from melting under it and the rest of the snow in the corral melted, which left the manure piles standing about a foot high, frozen as hard as a rock.  The main floor of the corral was solid ice.  I told Cecil, “This looks like a good place to get hurt.  It is the nature of a bronco while he is bucking, to pay more attention to getting rid of his pack than to where he is placing his feet.”  Cecil looked at the spectators with their grandstand seats.  He didn’t want them to think he had cold feet so he decided not to disappoint them.

I was riding a dependable old pony.  I snubbed the bronco and Cecil put his saddle on.  When he was all set I turned the horse loose.  He proved to be all I pictured him to be.  He went high in the air, came back to earth facing a different direction and as quick lightning he was on his way up again, spinning a circle as he went.  It didn’t take long to see he was a real professional at the game.  About the third time up he came down without Cecil.

Cecil landed on his tail bone on one of the frozen manure piles.  He wasn’t very fast standing up and I knew he was hurting more then he let on.

I caught the horse to take off the saddle.  The spectators were somewhat disappointed because they had come expecting to see both sheepherders stacked, although I had said nothing about riding any bronco.

The men made a few remarks about me not being able to ride the horse.  I said, “I think I could ride him all right but this corral is too slick for him to stay on his feet, and I’m not looking forward to him landing on top of me on one of those frozen manure piles.”

One of the men made the remark about any excuse was better than none and another said, “I’ll bet you five dollars you can’t ride him.”

This was beginning to be a challenge and was hard for me to pass up.  I said, “We’ll take the horse outside the corral and if one of you will snub him while I change saddles, hold him while I mount and then haze him from running into the barbed-wire fences, I’ll take that five of yours.”  The men were anxious to take me up on the five-dollar wager.  Five of the spectators each put up a dollar and I laid my five on top of theirs.

We took the horse out of the corral where the undisturbed snow lay about a foot deep.  The men did a good job snubbing while I cinched on my saddle and crawled on.  The bronco was all tense, waiting to be turned loose and he made things real interesting for me for awhile.  He had several tricks and he tried them all, then broke and ran for a ways, bowed his neck and tried them all over again.  I’ll admit he had me guessing a few times.

The man that was supposed to haze for me seemed to be contented to do nothing, hoping the horse would cause me problems.  The horse ran around the house and ducked his head under the clothesline.  It was fortunate the clothesline was low enough the saddle took the force of it, but it broke off both line posts and we took them with us.  The wire that was caught on the saddle lay across one of my thighs and as it pulled the posts and the different objects it picked up along the way, it bruised my thigh; but I didn’t let on to the spectators.

The men were disappointed because they did not see me stacked.  One of them said the snow kept the horse from doing his best.  We rounded up our cattle and as we drove them out the gate.  The men were still sitting on the corral fence, their faces long, disappointed in losing their five and not seeing me piled.

I told the men if they were still satisfied the horse could throw me and if they wanted to make it worthwhile and would each throw a five in the hat, after the corral had time to dry I would match their money and we’d try it all over again.

I asked where the old pony gained his reputation.  They told me his rodeo name was Wild Bill and in the Summer time he was trucked from one rodeo to another.  Cecil didn’t feel so badly after finding out it was that notorious outlaw that had unseated him.

We moved the cattle home, weaned the old calf crop and the cows began to give birth to the new calves.  There was a good supply of hay to fatten them on and they soon started looking better. I da had learned a few tricks of the trade while assisting her father and she was right at home helping me with the cattle, especially when she could ride a horse.

Spring arrived early this year, along with the green grass in the lower country.  The stock, after going through the long winter on dry hay, was always eager to eat the first green grass that comes with spring.  Along with the sunshine, it is the best medicine the wild and domestic animals can have.  It gives them new life, new strength and in no time they lose their old coat of hair, gain a new one and become fat and slick. (173-177)
Two of the partners, Dunsdon and Mayne, let their homes in Utah go to satisfy their mortgages.  They both had young children and when school was out it was natural for them to want their families to be with them on the ranch in Colorado, for the summer.  My younger brothers and sister also spent the summer on the ranch.  Winter was different because it was impossible for the children to attend school. (182)

The exe was carrying the quarter-circle diamond brand that belonged to Mayne, Bair and Dunsdon. (186)

An older, delightful couple by the name of Doll owned a ranch situated on Cottonwood Creek, a few miles to the east of our ranch in Glenwood Canyon.  Their holdings joined ours on the east and together the three ranches (including the ranch we purchased earlier) constituted all the deeded land under the Cottonwood Mesa rim.  The ranches also controlled all the free range — the land that is now managed by the Bureau of Land Management.  This land joined the Forest Service land on the west and lay between the Colorado River on the north and the Cottonwood Mesa rim on the south.  The river and the rim both formed boundaries that were impassable, making it one of the best and most economical stock ranches in the country.

The Dolls were reaching the age where the hard winters and heavy work connected with cattle ranching was becoming too much for them.  They did have a road on the east leading to a county road that went to the town of Gypsum, but the road was in very poor shape and they had to maintain their part themselves.  The trips in the winter by team and bobsled were more for the life of a younger couple.

We made a deal with the Dolls and purchased their ranch.  They sold their cattle to another outfit and we replaced them with sheep, since the sheep were bringing in more money than cattle.

This fall, my parents were having a hard time making ends meet after mortgaging their farm in Alpine, Utah.  They decided to sacrifice the farm for enough money to pay off their debt, with a little extra to move to Colorado on.  The Dunsdon and Mayne families moved back to Utah in order for their children to attend school.  My parents moved into the main ranch house on the river in Glenwood Canyon.

The Bair family tried to find a way for their boys to attend school in Colorado.  The Garfield and Eagle county line ran through the property, so both counties were involved.

Leila had graduated from high school.  It was decided the school board would give her the examination for a teacher’s certificate.  She passed the exam and was allowed to teach her brothers.

The boys were not too satisfied with the arrangement.  Howard, the oldest, decided that wasn’t for him.  He was about fifteen and quite strong and capable for a lad his age.  Since I was taking one of the herds to the desert for the winter, he put in a bid to be my camp mover and I was glad to have him. (203)
George Dunsdon, George Mane and I each took a herd to lamb.  My territory joined George Mayne’s and since we were like twin brothers, we decided to use one camp for the two of us.  We located the camp between the two ranges of Spruce Creek where there was a good set of corrals and some vacant buildings to store supplies for camp and hay and grain for our horses.  Keeping our horses corralled at night saved a lot of time in the mornings.


We usually left camp before daylight – around 4:00 a.m. - and we never knew when we would return.  It was my habit to roll out of bed first at 2:30 a.m., light the fire and feed the horses hay and grain so that they could eat while we had our breakfast.
During this time of my pilgrimage, I had acquired the habit of drinking coffee, and I must admit I was like an old friend of mine that lived down the White River between Meeker and Rangely.  He used to say, “By gings, it always takes three cups to do me – if the cup is a tub.”  I made coffee the first thing and then fixed breakfast.


For lambing time we purchased groceries that were quick and easy to prepare.  I ate a large breakfast since sometimes we would have to postpone dinner until after dark.  While we were at this camp, I cooked breakfast for George and woke him in time for us to eat together.  We would then saddle up and by the time the stars quit shining, be a mile or so away from camp.


On this occasion, we had been going at it on a average of eighteen hours a day for about eighteen days.  George and I were both worn out and half-dead our feet but the number of ewes dropping lambs had started to slacken.

This morning I had done my chores and was ready to cook the pancakes, when I gave George a shake and called, “It’s time to eat!”  He answered but went right back to sleep, which was unusual.  I knew how tired he was and felt a little sorry for him so I let him catch a few more winks.  When I was ready to eat, I gave him another shake.  George answered again and repeated his first performance.  By this time, I couldn’t help but think maybe, along with being tired and needing sleep, he was ill.

I set the cakes on the back of the stove to keep them warm and went out and saddled the mule I was breaking.  When I returned to the tent, George was still sound asleep.  I filled the stove with wood to keep his breakfast warm, gave him another vigorous shake and hollered, “Chow time,” then headed for my herd.

My drop band of sheep was straight up Spruce Creek Ridge, about a mile, and my mule was raring to go.  It was a pleasure to ride that spirited animal and he was going on his own initiative this morning, without first trying to unload me.

I was almost to the top of the mountain - the stars still shining - when I noticed a great light coming from down country behind me.  I turned the mule around so I would have a better view.  The whole country was lit up and the fire was down at the camp.  I put the spurs to the mule and we dropped off that mountain like we were going to a fire!

George had kept on sleeping and the stove became so hot it ignited the wood behind it.  The tent and all its contents seemed to catch fire all at once.  I arrived at camp to find George, half-dressed, trying to put the fire out in the bedding.  Since it was mostly wool, it was just burning around the edges.  All the rest of the equipment was pretty well burned, including George’s shoes.

We salvaged some of the cooking utensils and dishes.  We both had clothes sacks packed so tight with clothes that the fire didn’t have enough air to circulate through the middle, so our clothes were not a total loss.

I noticed George’s eyebrows were missing and some of his hair.  He had a heavy head of light-brown hair with just a tinge of red and it was slightly wavy.  He was always quite particular and kept his hair combed neatly; but this last barber had done away with some of the waves.

After the fire was out and we had taken care of what little we could, I asked George what happened.  He was a big, easygoing, outspoken man and he used some slang, which gave emphasis to his subject.  He replied, “I was in bed dreaming that I was lying out in the sun on the hillside and the sun kept getting hotter and hotter and I wanted to get up but that sun just got so damn hot I couldn’t move.  That’s when I discovered my hair and the pillow was on fire.”  It could have been worse.  We were out our white dwelling since it had gone up in smoke, but there were some older buildings to live in and we were within forty minutes ride from the main ranch, where the supplies were kept.

George Mayne was a real partner; never one to let a little bad luck rile him to the point where he would blow off a lot of excess steam.  Although there was fifteen or twenty years difference in our age there was no age difference in our friendship.  We were together during some pretty hairy times, when life could have gone either way.  He died early in life, with a heart attack, some forty-seven or eight years ago.  This long absence hasn’t dimmed our friendship. I’ll be looking to meet my ol’ friend and when the roll is called up yonder, he’ll be there.

Years later, after the Church was organized here, I was instrumental, to some extent, in helping George’s boys and descendants become active in the Church.  His sons seemed like my younger brothers and I have had the privilege of speaking at some of their funerals. (215-218)
George Mayne had a son about the age of my brother Howard, and they were quite the buddies.  They were old enough to be learning the sheep business and after we had the sheep settled on the Flat Tops, we separated the drys and put Howard and Roy over them.  They were located where I could look after them once in awhile and help count their sheep.  Since Howard had tended camp for me the winter before, he was a fair cook and they would visit our camp for a meal now and then.

For their age, both boys were good, trusty lads.  They each had horses to ride and each packed a thirty-thirty rifle.  It was almost impossible for the rest of us to keep ammunition on hand.  They liked to shoot and had a way of finding the ammunition when the supplies arrived on the mountain.

The sheep herding life was made to order for the boys.  There was no way for them to obtain tobacco or liquor and at that time there were no hard drugs that children grow up with now.  The boys just had the wide-open spaces with lots of fish in the lakes and they became good fishermen.  Both boys grew up to be successful men in the stock business and both became leaders in the Church. (219)

The Mayne and Dunsdon families had moved back to Utah for the winter and my parents were living in the home on the ranch.  Ida spent some time with them and some of the winter she lived in Glenwood and toward spring she spent a month with her parents at Marble.  I managed to go home about a week at a time throughout the winter.  Laura was learning to walk around chairs, and she was right at the age when I should have been enjoying her and her cute ways.

Each family in the company had young children that were growing up fast and to me it looked like before long things were bound to become quite complicated.  Before the winter was over, I became more dissatisfied.  I had worked hard, sacrificed, and did without to build up the outfit and just as we were to where we could take things a little easier, I could see with the children of the three families growing up, it would be a long time before I could go on my own.  The three partners would eventually have to divide and then my father and I would have to split his third.  It would be hard for me to accept half of his and leave half for him and the rest of my family.

I felt like Mayne and I had taken the outfit when the others had given up all hopes.  We had gone through the hardships as well as the worries.  I hated to think about walking off and leaving the outfit because it was home and I enjoyed it.

It has always been my nature to like people and to dislike trouble.  To me it is better to have less and be happy than to have a lot and be at odds with your friends and neighbors.

For a young man, I had worked up quite a credit with the bank in Glenwood. I was in the habit of walking into the bank, telling the cashier I needed $5,000 and he would shove a note in front of me to sign and then put the money in the company checking account.  There were still plenty of forest permits and some open Public Domain land so I figured it would be better for me to borrow $5,000 and make a down payment on a smaller place and a start for myself, than to stay with the outfit and stand the chance of winding up with hard feelings among relatives and friends.  So far we were like one big family.  It looked like a good time to leave.

I had not mentioned my thoughts to my parents but about had my mind made up to leave the outfit when we shipped up from the desert to lamb in the spring. (220)
It was soon time to ship to the ranch for spring lambing.  By this time my mind was made up to leave the outfit.  When I arrived at the ranch I told the other partners I intended to leave and make a new start for myself.  George Mayne hated to see me leave and I hated to leave him.  He was the one that had asked me to help him save the outfit to begin with and we each knew how hard we had worked together to do so.  With tears in his eyes he said, “If you will stay a couple of more years, we’ll split the outfit then I will give you half of my share and you and I will go partners again.”

The offer was very generous and George was a man of his word.  I thanked him, told him how much I had learned to love and appreciate him and explained that he had several boys that would want to share with him.  I said, “I will draw a year’s wages at seventy-five a month and call it square.”  The other partners were glad to get off that easy.

I went to Glenwood to see my old friend at the First National Bank.  He asked what I wanted.  I told him I needed to borrow $5,000.  That amount would almost be equivalent to $100,000 now.  In fact, at that time a person could purchase more ranch property for $5,000 than you can now for $100,000.

The banker made out the note and pushed it over for me to sign.  I had been used to signing the note:  “Mayne, Bair and Dunsdon by Elmer Bair”.  When he saw I just signed Elmer Bair he asked why the change in signature.  I told him I had left the company and was going on my own.  He asked what I had for security.  I told him just my name.  He reached for the note and said, “I’m sorry, but I just can’t let you have the money without some kind of collateral for security.”

This was quite a blow to me.  I should have known without some kind of security I wouldn’t be able to borrow from the bank.  Experience is a great teacher.  I was brought to the realization that all I could do was to find a job and work for wages.  This would set my dream of owning a large outfit of my own back a long time.  My next thought was of the Deseret Livestock Company in Utah, where I had worked before. (228)
