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      Some days the air prophesizes excitement . . . adventure . . . danger . . . or love. But 
on this day, it predicted no more than heat. 
      Hap Bowman paused at the top of the rise and surveyed the band of wild horses 
below.  He pulled off his black cowboy hat and wiped his forehead with a bandanna. “I 
wonder, why didn’t the local cowboys jump at this good money?” 
 Laramie Majors stepped down, loosened the cinch on his saddle, then wiped his 
horse, Tully. “I think it has something to do with the Major’s  ‘don’t go out there and get 
your fool head blown off like our last wrangler’.” 
 “It does somewhat dampen the thrill of it all.” Hap leaned back in the saddle. “You 
figure it’s your destiny to get Laramie bits scattered across a west Texas desert?” 
 “I’d rather die an old man surrounded by a loving wife, kids and grandkids.” 
 “Which, at the moment, don’t appear too likely.” 
 “There’s a certain nurse in southern California who gives me renewed hope.” 
Laramie tightened the cinch, remounted, handed the towel back to Hap. 
 “Oh my, Laramie’s pinin’ after Annamarie Buchett again.” 
 “She might be the classiest lady that ever gave me two twits of attention.  Some 
dreams are too sweet to let go.” 
 “Yeah, I’ve been cuddlin’ a dream of my Juanita for almost twenty years now. At 
some point you try to turn loose of the dream and realize the dream won’t turn loose of 
you.” 
  Laramie and Hap rode down the draw as the stallion led his remuda over the next 
hill. 
 “You notice he’s slowin’ down?” Hap remarked. 
 “He’s not as panicked as he seemed to be at daybreak.” 
 They slowed to a walk, the wild horses in view.   
 “What if we discover there’s no road, no windmill and no corrals?” Hap said. 
 “The army wouldn’t allow that.  They’ve got every square inch of this military reserve 
plotted and mapped.” Laramie reached back and patted his crammed saddlebags. “This 
is the first time we’ve ever cowboyed with GPS and night vision goggles.” 
 “Too bad we have to give them back. Them goggles give a whole new meanin’ to 
huntin’ at first light.” 
 The band of horses thundered north as they rode towards them. A small coyote-dun 
foal raced to the east. 
 Laramie waved his hand. “Where’s the little filly going?” 
 “Got scared, I reckon. I’ll herd her back.” 
 “Be careful, partner, there are bomb fragments out there.” 
 “I can tell a bomb from a filly.” 
 “But it won’t look like a bomb. A slice of metal will be half covered in sand and dirt.” 
 Hap watched the filly continue east through the desert. “Well, if you hear a blast, 
catch a few particles for Mamma.” 
 The young foal trotted ahead of him on a trail that followed the contour of the draw 



as if she knew where she was headed. Hap hung back.  He studied every bush and 
shadow for signs of decomposed metal. He cut across a bluff. A corroded Jeep perched 
ahead of him. A huge creosote plant sprouted through the driver’s seat. 
 Hap followed the western draw, then reined up when he spotted the filly, thirty feet 
away.  The little coyote-dun colored foal lingered in the shade and rubbed her ears 
against a rusted tailfin. 
 “Don’t do that, darlin’ . . . that’s a bomb.” 
 The horse ignored him and kept rubbing. 
 “Go on,” he shouted. “Git!  Heyahhh!” 
 The filly kept scratching. 
 “Go on! Git out of there!” 
 The filly seemed transfixed. 
 “What’s so dadgum interestin’?” 
 At the first sound of a rattle, Hap’s horse perked up his ears. Hap grabbed his 
carbine.    
 “I can’t see him, Luke, but I hear him. Must be in the bomb’s shadow. How sweet. I 
can’t shoot a snake that’s hangin’ out by a bomb.” 
 Mesmerized, the coyote-dun leaned closer to the angry snake. 
 “He won’t bite you, if you turn around. Go!” 
 Hap cocked the lever but he left the carbine in his lap. The foal scratched her ear 
again on the bomb tail. The snake coiled. 
 “No!” 
 The rattler lunged forward and sank fangs into the soft black tissue of the horse’s 
nose.   The filly squealed like a pig, then flailed its hooves at the dangling snake. When 
she flung her head, the snake slammed into the sand. The baby horse staggered back, 
shook her head and her front legs collapsed. 
 The snake slithered right at her. 
 “No . . . no,” Hap shouted. He kicked Luke forward. “That’s enough!”  
 The snake coiled again.  
 The filly struggled to stand up. 
 Hap galloped towards them and the snake slithered into the bomb’s shadows. The 
foal never glanced at Hap, but staggered forward, still shaking its head.    
 “Are you the world’s dumbest animal? Go on . . . get . . . heyahhhh!” 
 The snaked coiled. 
 The filly leaned on the bomb. 
 This time the snake hooked the foal’s lip. She threw her head back and flipped the 
snake between the bomb and Hap. 
 The snake coiled once more.  
 Hap squeezed off a round and the report echoed up the draw. The headless 
rattlesnake sailed up and draped over the fin of the half-buried bomb. The filly turned 
northwest, staggered three steps, then fell over on her side and quivered. 
 Hap swung down out of the saddle, carbine in hand. “Honey, I don’t know that 
there’s anything I can do for you.” He squatted and stroked her neck. The foal 
attempted one weak kick at him.     
 “Didn’t you hear me yell? You’re supposed run off when someone yells. Didn’t you 
hear that snake rattle? That’s meant to make you back off.” 



 The filly’s nose swelled like a balloon ready to burst. Her lip and neck enlarged. She 
struggled to breathe as wild brown eyes flashed panic. 
 “Darlin’, I’m sorry the world treated you so mean.” 
 She closed her eyes. 
 He checked the lever on the carbine to make sure another shell was in the chamber. 
“I apologize for your life bein’ so short. All I can do is end the sufferin’.” 
 She didn’t respond as he stroked her neck. She opened vacant eyes. When he 
removed his hand, she closed her lids. 
 Hap stared for a moment, then shouted, “Do you hear me?” 
 The filly struggled to suck in more air.   
 He walked back towards his horse. 
 “I cain’t leave her like that. Lord, I never, ever in my life felt good about shootin’ an 
injured horse.” 
 He stared back at the filly. “Life isn’t fair, little one. Sometimes, it jist ain’t fair.” Hap 
raised the carbine to his shoulder. “Why didn’t you listen when I shouted . . . why did 
you . . .” 
 The ivory bead on the front post sight aimed between the two closed eyes. Hap 
paused, then raised the muzzle ten inches and pulled the trigger. 
 The Winchester blasted. 
 Luke whinnied. 
 His eardrums rang. 
 The bullet struck soft sand inches from the baby horse’s head. 
 But she didn’t open an eye or flinch. 
 He squatted down and rubbed her shoulders. “You’re deaf, darlin’, aren’t you?  
That’s why you didn’t hear my shout or the snake’s rattle. And that’s why you got 
disoriented and lost the band. You can’t hear your mamma’s cry.” 
 She peered out at him. 
 It took Hap several minutes to calm down Luke long enough to accept the filly across 
the saddle. He turned them back up the bank of the draw and headed for the plateau he 
had just cut through. 
 Thirty minutes later, Laramie rode his way. “Is that the foal?” 
 “Snake bit twice.” 
 “What did you stick in her mouth?” 
 “It’s an old piece of fuel hose from a bombed out jeep.” 
 “Sort of an amateur tracheotomy?” 
 “She couldn’t breathe.” 
 “You can’t do much against snakebite.” 
 “She’s deaf, Laramie, I just couldn’t shoot her. She couldn’t hear her mamma when 
we spooked ‘em. I got to give her a fightin’ chance, that’s all. I don’t reckon she’ll last 
the night.”  Hap pondered the declining sun. “You have the band in sight?” 
 “They bolted north at your first shot. I followed them until they reached another 
spring.   They didn’t spook at the second shot, so I turned back.” Laramie appraised the 
filly with the one-inch black hose sticking out her mouth like a short straw. “Never seen 
a nose that big before.  What keeps it from exploding?” 
 “The grace of God, I reckon.” 
 “He hasn’t been too kind to her so far.” 



 “That’s not true.  I was there to shoot the snake . . . and the jeep was there to 
provide the hose . . . and the spring was there to settle the remuda.” 
 “She’s sufferin’ a lot. Are you sure you can make her life better?” 
 “No, but if I try to save her, it will make my life better.” 

##### 
 The sun dipped below the horizon and the horses settled at the springs. Laramie 
and Hap made camp in a cluster of mesquite trees, a hundred yards south. There’d 
been no clouds for three days. The air hung heavy, oppressive over them. 
 Supper consisted of a long stick of pepperoni, a wedge of hard cheese and cold 
beans still in the can.   
 “I count twenty-two head total,” Laramie said between bites. 
 “Twenty-three counting Helen.”  The filly’s grotesque face and black hose straw 
drooped on a saddle blanket beside him as she gasped for oxygen.   
 “You named her Helen?” 
 “Yeah.” Hap wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “When I was in the fifth 
grade, there was a girl named Helen Johansen. We played kick ball and she pitched . . . 
you know, roll the ball in and the guy at home kicks it. Anyway, Dupe Brayer . . . about 
six foot tall and two hundred pounds in the fifth grade . . . came up and the ball flew off 
his foot like a cannon shot. It caught poor Helen square in the face. Knocked her head 
over heels clear back to second base.” 
 “Whoa . . . I expect a few tears got shed.” 
 “Nope. Johansen kids never cried. As tough as an oak stump. But her face bloated 
bad.  Her mouth looked like those big fat red wax lips. Her eyes narrowed to slits. To 
this day, anyone with a fat lip reminds me of Helen.” 
 Laramie sat silent a moment. “Okay, we have twenty-three head, if Helen survives.” 
 Hap poured water out of the canteen into his hand, then wet the filly’s lips and 
tongue.  Her eyes sliced apart. “She needs to grow up in someone’s safe pasture.” He 
projected a pepperoni wedge down at the band of wild horses. “What do you figure 
they’ll do this evenin’?” 

“If they get spooked, they’ll bolt. I think we should leave the saddles on our 
horses and take turns with the night vision goggles. According to the army map, the dirt 
road parallels this draw about a mile north of here. That brush corral’s five or six miles 
east along the road. We could get them up there by noon.” 

“Then we bring in that other band?” 
 “That’s the theory,” Laramie said. “But not many plans this summer turned out like 
we thought.” 

Hap lay back to examine the night sky. “Must be a million stars up there. Never 
could figure why Texas is called the Lone Star State. It don’t get much better than this.” 
 “The temperature could drop.” 
 “That won’t bother me. Did you read in the paper that it snowed in the Big Horns last 
week?” 
 “You getting homesick for Wyoming?” 
 “Maybe. It seems like a long summer.” He stroked Helen’s back and yawned. “A very 
long, long summer.” 
 “But we still haven’t found your Juanita.” 

##### 



 Laramie slept with his head on his rolled up denim jacket until Hap poked him, 
sometime after midnight. “Hey, partner, Helen’s heartbeat is slowin’. You take watch.” 
 Laramie slipped the harness over his head and eased the night vision goggles over 
his eyes. He flipped them open and stared out into a dark green world where twenty-two 
horses stood out in relief on a black velvet-like backdrop. “He knows we’re up here. Just 
the little ones and the yearlings are lying down. The mares have circled the young. But, 
I think they’re too tired to move out tonight.” 
 “So am I.” Hap tried to slip some drops of water past Helen’s swollen lips. “I feel all 
used up and wrung out.” 
 Laramie flipped the goggles up. "You figure we’re almost through this idiot obsession 
about finding your lost Juanita?” 
 “I’ve got lots of thinkin’ to do.” 

Laramie flipped down the goggles and watched the band of horses. “About your 
missing Juanita . . . or Rosa?” 
 “Yeah. When she comes back from her Aunt’s in Lordsburg, I ain’t sure if she’ll bring 
solutions or complications.”   
 “I like Rosa, Hap. But, I can’t imagine you traipsing all over the world with her to 
protest this and that.” 
 “I reckon I could jist be there at the ranch waitin’ for her to come home.” 
 “Would you be satisfied with a part-time gal?” 
 “It’s ten times more than I have now. Anyway, we’ll finish this trek we’re on  one way 
or ‘nother. It’s not over until the Rio Grande’s narrow enough for me to step across.” 
 “You won’t find a Juanita in a bombed out military reserve.” 
 “But I did find a Helen.” Hap cradled the filly. 
 Laramie stood, but kept the goggles focused on the distant band of wild horses. “The 
stallion’s on the move. He’s headed east.” 
 “Is he takin’ the girls with him?” 
 “Not yet. But we got visitors. A man . . . two men . . . a woman . . . another man . . . .” 
 Hap shot up. “What are they doin’ in a bombin’ range?” 
 “Sneaking across the border, I guess. I’d better intercept them before they stampede 
the herd.” 
 “Take your carbine and a flashlight. If your Spanish don’t convince ‘em, maybe your 
Winchester will.” 
 Laramie prowled a few steps, pulled down the night goggles, studied their position, 
then flipped them up and repeated the process. Within minutes he positioned between 
the travelers and the stallion, crouched down among pungent creosote bushes. When 
the trespassers got close, he stood, checked the lever on his carbine, and shouted. 
“Alto!  Aplatose por favor.” He shoved the goggles to the top of his head and beamed 
his flashlight.   
 Five men and a woman dropped down in the sand.   
 “I speak English,” a thin man in jeans and denim coat offered. 
 “Good, because that’s about all the Spanish I know.”   
  “Immigration?” A round faced, bearded man said.   
 “No.” 
 “Oh!” The thin man jumped to his feet. “You work for Senor Lakey? I have your 
money.” He reached for his shirt pocket. 



 Laramie waved him off. “Keep your money. I don’t work for this guy, Lakey. The 
army contracted my partner and me to round up wild horses.” 
 “En la noche?”   
 “No, we round them up in daylight, but we watch them at night. There’s a band of 
about twenty-five horses right up this draw. We don’t want you to run them off.” 
 “What color is the stallion?” the tall man quizzed. 
 “He’s a buckskin . . . . “ 
 “Mandar,” the woman said.  
 “She has given them all a name.” The thin man sat back down. “This one’s called 
Mandar because he orders them all around.” 
 Laramie waved the flashlight. “You can’t keep going on this trail.” 
 “We have to get by. We have jobs in El Paso,” the bearded one explained.   
 “You all have regular jobs there?” Laramie asked. 
 “Yes, all but the woman. She finds day work wherever she can.” 
 “Are you going to report us?” the older man in suit coat asked.   
 “Not unless you scatter our horses. Who is this guy, Lakey, that you owe money to? 
Is he the one that gets you over the border?” 
 “Oh, no. We do that on our own. Lakey runs this trail. He has big men with guns and 
clubs. We have to pay a toll to him.” 
 “Extortion?” 
 “What choice do we have? He knows we will not go to the police.” 
 “What does he charge you?” 
 “Forty dollars on Fridays, $10 on Sundays. We do not have much money when we 
come back to work.” 
 “This is a dangerous place to cross. Why do you do this?” 
 “All of us moved north to Juarez for good jobs, but it has become very violent over 
there.  Drug money and shooting. It is safer for us to come over here to work and make 
more money.” 
 “Hiking through a bombing ground and being held up by bandits is safer than staying 
home?” 
 “Si. My name is Flaco, and yours?” 
 “Laramie. Listen, Flaco, next week the army is going to use this area to practice 
night bombing. That’s why they want us to remove all the wild horses. You will need to 
find a different route.” 
 “That is next week. How can we get to our jobs today?” 
 “Come on, I’ll lead you around the band,” Laramie motioned.   
 “Hay, bombas,” the gray haired man complained.  
 “Walk in my steps. If I blow up, turn around and go back.” 
 After several moments of hiking, Flaco called out, “Senor, could you take smaller 
steps?  Juanita says her legs are too short. She cannot keep up.” 
 Laramie jerked around. “Her name is Juanita?   Somehow that doesn’t surprise me.” 
 Goggles down, Laramie spied his partner holding the filly’s head in his lap. He let out 
two quick whistles. Hap grabbed his carbine. “You brought company.” 
 “They’re headed to El Paso for work. I told them I’d help find a way around the 
horses.” 
 The woman pointed to the filly and chattered in Spanish. 



 Flaco interpreted. “She said your little one is dying from snake bites.” 
 “I’m trying to keep her alive.” 
 “Juanita says you must cut her tongue.” 
 “Did he say Juanita?” Hap asked. 
 “Yeah, but she looks too old.” Laramie turned to the woman. “Quantos annos?” 
 She refused to look at him. “Trinta-uno.” 
 “She’s 31? What happened to her?” Hap pressed. 
 Flaco shook his head. “Lakey’s man decided to charge her $40 one Sunday. She 
had slipped past them on Friday night. But she only had $10 on Sunday. When he 
grabbed her, she spit on him. He beat her up very bad and . . . well, did other things. 
Juanita, sonrisa.” 
 She stared at the ground and shook her head.   
 “Juanita!” Flaco commanded. 
 She looked up, opened her mouth. 
 “What happened to her teeth?” Laramie asked. 
 “He kicked her that hard. She lost most of them. Her face looked like your filly. But 
she cannot afford a dentist.” 
 “Didn’t she report it to the police?” Hap asked. 
 “There is no law out here. It is difficult for her to get a job now. No one wants to hire 
a woman with no teeth, even though she is a very good worker.” 
 Juanita shut her mouth tight and lowered her eyes. 
 “Look, you do what you have to. Just don’t jump our horses. We’ve got one more 
band to round up before Saturday.” 
 “Tres remudas,” the woman said.  
 Laramie gazed through the darkness at Juanita. “The army claims there’s only two 
remudas. They have satellite photographs.” 
 “Perhaps satellites make mistakes. There are three,” Flaco said. “She knows them 
all by name. Juanita is very good with horses.” 
 Hap caressed the laboring filly. “You thinkin’ what I’m thinkin’?” 
 Laramie nodded and turned to Flaco. “Ask Juanita if she wants to work for us. We 
will give her $200 for the week and $1 per horse for every one she helps us bring in.” 
 A long conversation ensued in Spanish.  “She said she would stay, but she needs 
meals, too.” 
 “We will feed her,” Laramie said. 
 “She also said she is a married woman. She will not have sex with you, even if you 
threaten to kill her.” 
 Laramie held up his palm as if taking an oath. “We will not touch her.” 
 Flaco explained. Juanita gave a curt nod, then exploded in Spanish. 
 “She will take the job.” 
 “What else did she say?” 
 “She said to tell you  . . . when she was young, she was quite pretty.” 
 “Was she serious about cuttin’ the horse’s tongue?” Hap asked. 
 “Oh, yes. Do you want her to do it?” 
 “I’m considerin’ it.”    
 “I’ll guide the men around the horses,” Laramie said. “Juanita can stay here with 
you.” 



 Laramie flipped down the night goggles and hiked up the southern rim of the arroyo.  
When they circled the horses, he led the crew down the sandy bottom of the draw. 
 Flaco took his arm. “We can find our way out from here.” 
 “I thought I’d go along and get you past the toll gate.” 
 “Thank you, but we must pay.” 
 “Look, I can get you around them.” 
 “But will you be here to escort us every Monday and Friday? When we come back 
through here, they will be angry we didn’t pay today. It is not worth it. We will take 
Juanita back with us on Friday. Have her meet us at the brush corral.” 
 Laramie searched the western horizon, but didn’t see anyone along the trail. “Flaco, 
how do you get over that tall fence?” 
 Flaco pulled a silver chain from around his neck and dangled a small brass key. “We 
go through the gate.” 
 “How did you get a gate key?”  
 “I built the gate. I decided the army would keep an eye on places where the fence 
was cut or tunneled under. But if I built an official looking gate, with a padlock, they 
would think it is one of theirs and leave it alone.”  
 When Laramie returned to camp, Hap daubed at the foal’s mouth with bloody rags. “I 
see you cut the tongue.” 
 “She was suffocatin’, even with the tube. I had to try somethin’.” 
 Laramie nodded at a reclining Juanita. “Is she asleep?” 
 “I reckon so.” 
 After taking a swig of water from the leather wrapped canteen, Laramie plopped next 
to the mesquite. He flipped down the goggles and reviewed the horses. “The stallion’s 
still nervous, but he kept them right by the springs.” 
 Hap dabbed more blood from the foal’s mouth. “I didn’t expect to come across 
another Juanita way out here.” 
 “Do you think she really knows where there are more horses?  She could be out to 
rob us . . . or mooch free meals.” 
 “Well, if we wake up with our throats slit, we’ll know her intentions were less than 
honorable.” 

###### 
 The sun blazed near heatstroke when they drove El Mandar and his band into the 
huge brush corrals in the middle of the bombing range. Water brimmed the stock tanks 
next to the windmill, so the horses made little resistance to their sudden confinement. 
Meanwhile, Juanita sprawled in the shade of the mesquite trees, the filly prostrate, 
sucking a raspy in and out sounds beside her. 
 Laramie plucked a wad of paper from his shirt pocket. “The Major claims the other 
band roams the northern corner of the military reserve. We’ll have to pick our own trail 
through the debris, so we might as well get started.”   
 Hap swung down out of his saddle. “I’ll tote Helen as long as I can. If the ride kills 
her, it might be a mercy.  She smells like death already.” 
 “Juanita can ride with me. She smells like rancid garlic and old sweat. But then, we 
reek none too sweet ourselves.” 
 Otherwise barren land displayed occasional sprouts of tall brown grass, rare 
creosote plant or even rarer mesquite tree. The ground swelter collided with the 



scorching atmosphere and slammed the cowboys and their passengers, tempting them 
to forget to avoid rusted metal and bomb bits that littered both sides of the roadway. 
 Hap waited for Laramie and Juanita to catch up. “Tell me again, how is it they bomb 
all they want and not hit this road?” 
 “The major said the bomb detection squad use this road for practice. They sweep it 
clean after every exercise.” 
 Hap pointed to the nose cone of an explosive as big as a bowling ball, poked  up out 
of the roadway like a misplaced boulder. “They miss one ever’ once in a while.” 
 “Maybe they don’t sweep east of the corrals.” 
 “That’s a happy thought.” 
 Laramie yanked off his sunglasses and frowned at the precisely printed words of 
their instructions. “There’s the culvert the major mentioned.” He kicked Tully and turned 
north. 
 Juanita jabbed his ribs. “No.  No izquierdo . . . vamos derecha.” She waved 
southeast. 
  “She wants to go right, but the landscape goes from bad to worse,” Hap observed. 
 Laramie studied his notes again. “The major said that area is so heavily bombed that 
even the wild horse don’t graze there.” He stood in the stirrups to assess the rolling 
desert. “This job is like roofing a house with a steep pitch. You can’t wait until it’s over to 
get off that sucker without breaking your neck. Let’s follow the guidelines and finish this 
job.” 
 Hap gazed at the laboring foal stretched across his saddle. “Yeah, but if there are 
horses to the right, we have to go after them.” 
 “But can we trust this Juanita to know what she’s talking about?” Laramie 
challenged. 
 Hap caught a glimpse of the slumped woman, head down as usual. “Juanita  . . . 
cuantos caballos en la derecha?”  
 “A la luz de la luna, vi caballos sesenta-y-uno, tal vez.” 
 “Sixty-one in one band? Uno Padre?” 
 Juanita shot a firm glance his way, but covered her toothless mouth. “Uno caballo 
negra grande, te llama ‘El Viente.’” 
 “A big black horse you call The Wind?” Laramie asked. 
 She nodded. "El Viente es muy broncos .  . . . decender de Tres  Viente, el caballo 
de Senor Stuart Brannon.” 
 Laramie squinted at Hap. “Did you get all of that?”” 
 “He’s wild and from the lineage of a horse called Three Winds. I don’t have a clue 
who Senor Brannon is. But she maintains there are sixty head. That’s a six hundred 
dollar bonus.” 
 “I wonder if she knows a good trail?” 
  “Conoce sendero bueno?” 
 “Si.”  She pointed east. 
 “Yeah, but is a good trail the same as a safe trail?” Laramie asked.   
 “I can’t remember the word for safe,” Hap admitted. “Oh . . .  wait . . .  seguro! That’s 
it.”  He swung around. “Juanita, es este sendero seguro?” 
 Thick black bangs bounced as she laughed. 
 “Is she laughing at my Spanish? Or at our foolishness for goin’ down this trail?” Hap 



said. 
 “Don’t ask me. You’re the one who claims to be fluent in Spanish.” 
 “I didn’t say I was fluent. I just said I knew enough to get by.” 
 Laramie passed a bombed out tank turret. “Get by what?” 
 “Get by orderin’ off the menu at Dos Zapatos in Cheyenne.” 
 “That menu has pictures, Hap.” 
 “I know. That’s how I taught myself Spanish.” 

##### 
      They rimmed a ridge for four hours and rested the horses only twice. More potholes 
and chunks of metal scattered the landscape than an abandoned gold mining town. 
They couldn’t determine ordinance from target. But by early evening, they reached the 
crest of a deep, brush lined barranca, about one hundred feet wide and a quarter mile 
long. 
 “Is the remuda down there?” Hap said. 
 Juanita nodded. 
 “Can you see any horses, Laramie?” 
 “No, but the brush is so thick, an elephant could hide in it.” 
 “That’s a happy thought. I can see the headlines: ‘Wyomin’ cowboys trampled by 
herd of elephants.’” 
 With no trees to camp by on top the barranca, they picketed the horses and 
scrunched down in dry dirt. Juanita’s legs dangled over the cliff edge as she cradled 
Helen’s head in her lap.  She fondled the foal and sang soft Spanish songs. 
 Hap pulled off his boots and socks, then rolled the grime out from between his toes.  
“What do you reckon she’s singin’ to Helen?”   
 “Some song about hanging in there, I guess. You know what? That stallion and his 
sixty horses are hunkered down in the shade with a spring. We’re up here unprotected 
under the burning sun. And yet we’re convinced that we’re so much smarter than him 
that we can make him go where he doesn’t want to go.” 
 “Yeah, ain’t cowboy pride a marvelous thing to behold?” Hap peered into the 
barranca.  “Hey, look!” 
 “El Viente,” Juanita hollered. 
 Laramie rubbed his beard. “He’s a big boy, that black stallion, alright.” 
 “Look at him strut. I think he came out in the open on purpose. He’s lettin’ us know 
that this is his territory. He’s darin’ us to move on him.” 
 “You got the feeling that we’re going to have some fun tomorrow?” 
 “I get the feelin’ that this roof we’re workin’ on just got steeper.” 
 At daybreak, Laramie and Hap poised at the southeast end of the barranca. Cliffs 
raised about fifty to a hundred feet on both sides. Thick, tall brush and trees stretched 
from one edge to the other. 
 Laramie stretched tall in his stirrups. “If I hadn’t counted over fifty with the goggles 
last night, I couldn’t imagine so many wild horses in a place like this. No wonder the 
satellite doesn’t pick them up.” 
 “We’ve never done much brush poppin’.” Hap exercised his arms with a groan. “So, 
we push them out of the ravine up to the desert floor, circle them and rope the big guy?” 
He glared at the stallion. “What if there’s unexploded bombs in there?” 
 “That might be the least of our worries.” 



 Hap screwed his hat down tight and pulled his carbine out of the scabbard. “You 
know that last scene in Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid?” 
 “Where they run out firing their guns, but they know they’re doomed?” 
 “Yeah. Sort of feels that way, don’t it?” 
 “Thanks, pal. But it might be best not to fall off your horse this time.” 
 They hit the brush at a gallop, both firing shots in the air. The carbines got shoved 
back in the scabbards as brush whipped their flesh and ripped their jeans. 
 The startled remuda bolted, but Laramie and Hap kept up the pace, not giving any of 
them a way to turn back. An hour later, they broke out of the northwest end of the 
barranca onto the floor of the prairie with torn shirts and red streaked faces. 
 “You lost your hat,” Laramie hollered. 
 “I lost two quarts of blood, too. Did we get them all?” 
 They crested the rise and gazed across the desert. 
 “I don’t see any horses, Hap.”   
 “They must have run north.” 
 “We got a clear view of twenty miles, but not a cloud of dust. Where are they?” 
 “Horses don’t just disappear.” Hap jumped up in the stirrups and scanned  the 
barranca.  “Here comes Juanita. She has my dadgum hat.” 
 Hap accepted the dirty hat and crammed it on his head. "Donde esta los caballos?” 
 “En la barranca,” Juanita replied. 
 “No, no, we chased them out of there.” 
 “El Viente y las otras dar vueltas.” 
 “They what?” Laramie pressed. 
 “They circled around and went back into the barranca,” Hap explained. 
 Laramie scowled something under his breath. “What on earth are we doing here, 
anyway?” 
 “Is that a philosophical question?” 
 “It did cross my mind that this is symbolic of most of our lives.” 
 “You mean, goin’ ‘round in circles and endin’ up right where we started?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 “One of us has to stay up on the rim and force the remuda-from-the-abyss north. 
The other must plunge back into the briarpatch.” 
 “We need about four more cowhands.” 
 “I think the major alluded to the fact there weren’t any other fools like us within five 
hundred miles.” 
 “I think he also mentioned something about guts and courage . . . .” 
 “That’s army talk for fools.” Hap squeezed his eyes shut. “You and Juanita turn them 
back. I’ll clean out the barranca again.” Hap tossed his hat to Juanita. “Keep this for me, 
darlin’.  Laramie, if I don’t make it out, give my love to Rosa.” 
 “You are a pessimistic cuss. You feeling like Butch and Sundance again?” 
 “No, more like Russell Crowe facin’ them lions in Gladiator. ‘We who are about to 
die, salute you.’” 
 Laramie waited horseback at the northwest entrance to the barranca. Juanita 
huddled behind a boulder north of him clutching Laramie’s carbine, Hap’s hat on her 
head. With a war whoop and Luke thundering hooves, Hap charged the barranca. Once 
again, five dozen frantic wild horses stampeded up and out. 



 This time, when El Viente turned right, Juanita fired several shots above his head 
while Laramie charged right at him. The stallion slid to a stop, spun around and 
commandeered the band north. They retrieved the frail foal and Juanita, then kept 
pressure on the horses.  At the second rise, all the animals stopped on cue. 
  “Here he comes,” Laramie said. 
 “I reckon it dawned on him that we tricked him.” 
 “Go left, Hap. I’ll take right.” 
 The stallion bored down on them. They restrained their prancing horses until the last 
moment. Laramie bolted north, Hap south. El Viente galloped between them. 
 “Drive the mares north and make him come to us,” Laramie hollered. 
 Hap glanced over his shoulder. “He’s headed back to the barranca.” 
 “He can have it.” 

###### 
 The black stallion’s remuda proved compliant. Laramie and Hap had no trouble 
moving them from spring to spring towards the brush corral, which they reached near 
sundown. 
 “Looks like the major’s wranglers have already picked up that first band.” 
 Laramie glanced up at the evening sky. “Isn’t it great to know that right now a 
satellite is trained on us?” 
 Hap snorted. “Makes me hesitant about pickin’ my nose. Hey, I’ve been expectin’ the 
big boy to come after his women.”  
 They pushed the remuda through the wide gate. Juanita slid off the back of 
Laramie’s horse and pulled Helen from Hap’s saddle. The foal across her shoulders, 
she hiked into the huge corral. 
 “Donde va?” Hap called out. 
 “Por lavo . . .” 
 Hap and Laramie rode around to the grove of trees. They pulled off their saddles 
and wiped down their horses.    
 “Did she say she was going to wash up that filly?” Laramie probed. “How do you 
wash a horse with a straw in its mouth?” 
 Hap leaned into the brush fence and peered at the windmill. “Oh, geez, Laramie.” 
Hap spun back around. “She’s buck naked in the stock tank?” 
 “The filly or Juanita?” 
 “Juanita, of course.” 
 Laramie shrugged. “That’s not a bad idea. When she’s done, I think I’ll take a turn.” 

##### 
 By dark all three completed a soak in the stock tank. Juanita started a small fire and 
warmed up cans of beef stew. When they plopped down under the trees to eat, she 
scooted over by the horses. 
 Hap motioned to her. “Juanita, esta bueno for usted sentarse aqui.” He patted the 
ground next to the fire.   
 She formed a toothless smile. 
 “She’d still be pretty if she had her teeth,” Laramie observed. 
 Juanita folded her legs and sat on the dirt across the fire from them.   
 Hap watched as she savored each bite of canned stew. “I know she’s here illegally. 
And that’s wrong. But no woman should suffer what she did without any recourse.” 



 “You plotting a vigilante attack?” 
 “I’ve been workin’ on a scheme.” 
 “You heard Flaco. If we try to protect them, it will be worse later on.” 
 “But if we do it on our own, how can they tie it to Flaco and Juanita?” Hap turned to 
her.   “Cuantos ninos tiene usted?” 
 She jerked her head up. Her brown eyes widened. “I have two boys and a beautiful 
girl.” 
 Hap spewed a bite of stew and Laramie chortled. “You’ve been hiding your English.” 
 “I wanted to see who you are. So, I listen.” 
 “Then you’ll have to excuse me for such poor Spanish,” Hap said. 
 “All right. You are excused.” 
 “Where are your children now?” 
 “My mother watches them.” 
 “And your husband?” Laramie quizzed. 
 “He is in jail in El Paso. He was arrested at a chicken fight.” 
 “For betting on the chickens?” 
 “No, for his chicken winning. The deputy’s chicken lost, but Antonio, my husband, 
did not know he was a policeman. If he had known, he would let him win.” 
 “You can fix a chicken fight?” Hap asked. 
 “You can tell the chicken to run away.” 
 Laramie glanced at Hap. “Did you ever train a chicken to do anything?” 
 “I got one to roll over next to the gravy once, but I had to prod it with a fork.” 

##### 
 About midnight, restless, milling horses in the brush corral woke the cowboys. “You 
think El Viente came after the girls?” Hap whispered. 
 “He is in there with them,” Juanita called. “I saw him jump over the fence.” 
 Laramie grabbed the night goggles. 
 “He ran around the corral a couple times, then took a running leap,” she explained. 
 Flipping down the goggles, Laramie studied the frenzied horses inside. “Stay here 
and holler when they circle around. We don’t want them busting out.” 
 One shout and El Viente detoured away from the gate, but he kept the mares circling 
inside the corral. 
 “He’s drivin’ them faster and faster,” Hap said. 
 “He’s going to jump them out.” 
 “They can’t go that high,” Hap insisted. 
 “But the first few could bust the fence on the way over.” 
 Hap squinted in the starlight. “He don’t know that, does he? Where will he jump?” 
 Laramie watched through the green tinted low light haze. “In the same place he got 
in.” 
 Hap looked around. “Juanita, where did he . . . where’d she go?” 
 “Doesn’t matter, he’s jumping them on the west side right now. Geez, Hap, I’ve 
never seen a horse . . . . ” 
 A piercing scream interrupted him. 
 “Juanita’s hurt!” 

Laramie grabbed Hap’s shoulder. “Wait.  She’s okay. She waited until El Viente 
cleared the fence, then she sprang up and hollered.” 



 “She turned the mares with a scream? She could have been trampled.” 
 “That’s not the worst thing that’s ever happened to her.” 
 “Where’s El Viente?” 
 “I think the scream shook him too. He’s still running southeast.” 

##### 
 Laramie saddled the horses before daylight.   

Hap passed him a tin cup of coffee. “Helen’s too weak to stand. She won’t last 
through today.” 
 “We better leave her here.” 
 “What if Juanita will stay with her?” 
 “We ought to be able to find this other band on our own.” 
 Hap strolled back to the trees where Juanita crouched over a small fire, sipping 
coffee from a stew can. “Helen will die today, I think.” 
 Hap squatted down next to the fire. “Would you like to stay with her?” 
 Juanita stared at the flames. “Si. Are you going after Moreno?” 
 “A big brown paint, is that the one?” 
 “Si.” 
 “We won’t be back until tomorrow night. They’re up in the corner of the reserve.” 
 “No, they are at Fuente Melocotonero this time of the summer. You can return 
before dark.” 
 “What kind of springs?” 
 “Peach Tree.” 
 “Are there any peach trees?” 
 “No, they were bombed. But the spring is still there. I will draw you a map. It’s not a 
long ride.” 
 “Is this one, eh, Moreno . . . difficult like El Viente?” 
 “Oh, no, he is easy. Throw rocks at him and you will see.” 
 “Are you kiddin’?” 
 “It is true. He acts very mean and he is mean to other horses. But if you throw rocks, 
he will mind you.” 
 Hap and Laramie swung into their saddles with filled canteens and a can of Spam 
each in their saddlebags.   
 “Take good care of Helen for me,” Hap called out.   
 “I think I will take out the tube, give her more water. May I give her the canned milk?” 
 “Sure, but I don’t think it will help.” 
 Juanita swooped down, grabbed the hose. Gunk and blood spewed out. 
 Hap looked away. “I didn’t mean for her to do it right now.” 
 The foal fought for breath. Juanita propped it up on its legs and held it up. She pried 
the mouth open as bloody saliva dribbled to the ground. 
 Hap spurred Luke northeast.   

Laramie caught up with him on the second rise. “You gave it your best try, 
partner.” 
 “Over the past ten years, how many foals did we watch die?” 
 “I don’t know . . . a couple dozen?” 
 “I just don’t know why this one affects me so much.” 
 “We stampeded her family. She’s deaf and disoriented and couldn’t hear the snake.  



You’re still pining for your lost Juanita . . . I don’t know.” 
 “I don’t want to think about it. Let’s find the big paint and drive his band in. I want to 
get out of this place. It’s beginnin’ to feel like hell.” 
 “Only hell might be a little cooler.” 

##### 
 Sweat soaked, they pushed Moreno and thirty-four other horses out of the arroyo 
and along the dusty road to the corral. 
 “The major said maybe thirty to forty-five and we have a hundred and thirteen,” 
Laramie said. “That’s over $1000 bonus.” 
 “One hundred and fourteen counting Helen.” 
 “You know she’s gone by now. You saw her when we left. And this has been our 
hottest day.” 
 “Until I know for sure, she’s in the count.” 
 “The satellite won’t show them corralled until tomorrow some time.” 
 “Flaco is coming for Juanita after dark tomorrow night. You think we should stay with 
her?” 
 “She’ll be alright. She’s a tough lady.” 
 The sun dropped down behind the western hills and they pocketed their dark 
glasses when the corrals came into view. Laramie and Hap stampeded the horses into 
the biggest corral, then watched them settle in. The gate fastened. They rode back to 
camp. 
 “Laramie, what do I see up there?” 
 “She’s up on her legs, partner.”   
 Hap swung down from the saddle to greet a wobbly legged filly. 
   “Hi, little darlin’, you are a delight to see. Even the swelling is down. Look at that, 
Laramie, she’s got a chance.” Hap gazed around the camp. “Where’s Juanita?” 
 “And our bedrolls and food sack?” 
 At the bluff over the ravine, Hap pointed to the creosote bushes below. “Put on the 
goggles. What’s down there?” 
 Laramie strapped them on. “Someone’s in the dirt.” 
 “Juanita?” 
 “I think she’s . . .  no,” Laramie called out. “She’s okay.  She’s on her feet.” 
 They waited as she climbed up to them. 
 “What are you doing down there?” Hap demanded. 
 Juanita brushed her black jeans, her sockless tennis shoes full of dirt. “Hiding.” Her 
hair streaked with grime and brown grass. 
 “Did Lakey’s men come in here?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “Did they take our gear?” 
 “I tried to stop them.” 
 “Did they hurt you?” Laramie asked. 
 “The soldier and vaqueros came to get the horses at noon, like you said. Then the 
two that work for Senor Lakey showed up. They wanted $40 for allowing me to come in 
here. When I wouldn’t pay, they hit me a few times. When I vomited, they backed 
away.” 
 “Where did they hit you?” 



 “Right over by the trees.” 
 “No, what part of you did they hit?” 
 “My stomach.” 
 “That’s it,” Hap fumed. “We’re not puttin’ up with this anymore. If there is no law out 
here, we will become the law.” 
 “You stay here, Juanita,” Laramie said. “We’ll pay them a visit.” 
 “I have earned the right to come watch. Helen is out of danger.” 

##### 
 Juanita rode behind Hap. Laramie led the way with the goggles. After an hour, he 
slowed to a halt and motioned for them to dismount. They walked the horses up over a 
rise. Laramie observed two men who leaned against small trees. 
 “The easiest thing to spot with these goggles is the glow from a cigarette,” Laramie 
whispered. “You think this plan of yours will work?” 
 “If not, we’ll just shoot them.” 
 Juanita watched from the ridge as Laramie and Hap snuck up on the unsuspecting 
men. Armed with their carbines, the soft, silent desert sand masked their descent. 
Laramie motioned Hap to the one on the right.    
 Hap squatted, plucked up a rock, then lobbed it over their heads. When it plunked 
down in front of them, both men sprang up. The muzzles of the carbines jabbed the 
back of their heads. 
 “Face down in the dirt,” Laramie ordered. 
 “Like hades,” the stocky one grumbled. 
 “Permission to shoot, Lieutenant?” Hap asked. 
 “Not unless they fail to cooperate.” 
 The tallest one peered around at Laramie, who still had the night vision goggles 
down. 
 “Army?”  They both dropped down to their knees.   
 “I said, down on your face, arms and feet extended,” Laramie called out. “Sergeant, 
relieve them of their weapons.” 
 Hap grabbed the guns and shoved them in his back pockets. 
 “Who are you guys?” the one with the thick mustache mumbled. “I don’t see any 
uniforms.” 
 “You don’t want to know,” Laramie growled. “We didn’t have regular uniforms in 
Afghanistan or Iraq either. Sergeant, contact Alpha-Fox 1, upgrade our position, ask 
direction on intruders.” 
 “We ain’t intruders,” the stocky one insisted. “We were just drinkin’ beer and shootin’ 
coyotes.” 
 “You illegally entered highly restricted government property with the intent of 
discharging firearms. It doesn’t get much more serious than that,” Laramie barked. 
 Hap stepped back and talked into his cupped hand. “Alpha-Fox 1, this is Lead Dog 3 
. . . we have two captured intruders in section 43 . . . Yes sir, we will do that.” 
 “What did he say?” Laramie asked. 
 “They want us to transmit ITHRs. If they try to escape, we’re to shoot them.” 
 “What in blazes are ITHRs?” the bearded man griped. 
 “Individual Thermal Heat Readings,” Laramie announced. “The human body sends 
off a unique thermal heat reading. It’s two hundred times more accurate than a finger 



print or a retina scan. We’ll run a check against known terrorists.” 
 “Terrorists? We ain’t no terrorists,” the stocky one whined. 
 Laramie paced behind the men. “That’s for headquarters to decide.” 
 “Scanning complete,” Hap called out. 
 “I didn’t hear or see nothin’,” the stocky one said. 
 “That’s a good philosophy to adapt. Sergeant, transmit the data.” 
 “Yes, sir.” Hap held the GPS in front of him and punched some buttons. 
 “What are you guys doin’ in a bombing range?” the bearded man asked. 
 “The less you know, the better chance you have of walking out of here alive.” 
 “Are you guys special forces?” 
 “We didn’t say that,” Laramie snapped. 
 “You didn’t read us our rights,” the other man whined. 
 Laramie marched to the front of the prostrate men. “The minute you entered this 
restricted reserve, you gave up all rights.” 
 “What’s going to happen to us?” 
 “If you’re lucky, you’ll be sent to Gitmo.” 
 “Cuba?  But that’s for them Arab guys.”  
 “What if we ain’t lucky?” the stocky one quizzed. 
 “Don’t think about it.” 
 Hap stepped closer, the GPS to his ear. “Yes, sir.  Thank you, sir.” He hiked around 
to Laramie. “The ITHRs were negative.” 
 “I told you we weren’t terrorists,” the bearded one said. “Can we get up now?” 
 Laramie pinned him down with the muzzle of his carbine. “What did he say?” 
 “They know we are here, so we can’t let them go. He said snuff them, strip them, 
leave them in the desert. What the buzzards and coyotes don’t eat will be bombed to 
oblivion next week.” 
 “You can’t do that!” the bearded one screamed . 
 “Guns or knives?” Laramie asked. 
 “Piano wire.” 
 “Piano wire?” stocky gasped. 
 “It separates the head from the body in a hurry. Let’s start with the one on the right,” 
Hap said. 
 “Wait . . . wait . . . we’ve got money. I’ve got nearly two grand. I bet you guys don’t 
get paid much.” 
 “If they wanted our money, they could just kill us and take our wallets, you jerk,” the 
bearded one snarled. 
 “Pull off your boots and socks,” Laramie demanded. 
 “Just shoot us,” beard replied. 
 “No bullets. Silent decapitation,” Laramie announced. 
 The stocky man yanked off his boots and socks. “Do what they say.” 
 “You’re dead, anyway you look at it. We have your ITHRs now. That information is 
relayed to every squad in this operation.” 
 “Let me do the stocky one first,” Hap demanded. 
 “Wait . . . wait,” the bearded man stalled. “What does it mean that you have our 
ITHRs?” 
 “These are high tech, computerized night vision goggles. We spot anyone out here, 



the data banks search for a matching ITHR. If one is found, one of three lights goes on: 
green for ‘ignore the person,’ or yellow for ‘hold for interrogation’. Or red, which means 
‘shoot to kill’.   You boys have just made it to the shoot-on-sight level.” 
      “How many of you guys are out here? I ain’t seen them,” the stocky one complained. 
      “You fool, you never see special opts until it’s too late,” beard grumbled. “Don’t you 
ever watch James Bond movies?” 
      “Pull off your jeans,” Laramie commanded. 
 “Like hades, I will,” stocky insisted. 
 “Sergeant, put the piano wire back in your pocket. I didn’t give the order yet.” 
 “You aim to torture them first?” Hap asked. 
 Both men shoved down their jeans. 
 “Wait, you can’t do this. We’ll hike out of here, not tell a soul, and never come back.” 
 “It’s too late for that. Mexican authorities will report you killed in a drug bust so your 
family will stop looking for you. Start hiking,” Laramie huffed. “There’s no reason for us 
to have to drag your bodies out there.” 
 “I can kill them right now,” Hap added. 
 “If you do, I’ll carry the heads. You drag the bodies.” 
 “Wait . . . wait . . . wait . . .” the stocky one hollered. “You have our thermal scans, 
right?  So, if we ever crossed that fence again and was spotted by one of you guys, it 
would register kill, right?” 
 “And your point is?” Laramie said. 
 “If you let us go, and we ever come back, we will be shot. That’s all the deterrent we 
need. Give us a break, guys.” 
 “Request permission to proceed,” Hap growled. 
 Laramie hesitated. “Wait, Sergeant. With the mock bombing operations schedule on 
Monday, there could be media attention. It might be wise not to have body parts 
exposed.” 
 “Do we need to bury them?” 
 “Let us walk out of here. We won’t come back.” 
 “They have to be debriefed,” Hap said. 
 “I ain’t pullin’ off my shorts.” 
 Laramie faked a cough. “That’s not what he meant.” 
 “Look, we don’t know squat. We don’t know who you are or what you are doing here.  
We’re just out here shakin’ down some wetbacks. That’s all we know. We work for a guy 
named Lakey. You call him and check it out..” 
 “How long will it take you to get to the gate?” Laramie asked. 
 “Five minutes, if we had our boots on.” 
 “No boots or jeans. And you only have three minutes. Lead Dog 2 is flanking us on 
the left. They will be here in a few minutes. If your ITHRs come into their scopes, they 
will shoot.” 
 “Tell them to give us five minutes,” the stocky one said. 
 “You got less than three minutes . . . now.” 
 Both men dashed west. Laramie followed them with his goggles. 
 “You reckon that worked?” Hap asked. 
 “I think so, but I almost lost it when you said to debrief them.”  

##### 



 Juanita fed Helen lukewarm tomato soup from her hand the next morning while Hap 
slurped boiled coffee. Laramie sauntered in from checking on the horses. “It could be a 
long day waiting for the major.”   
 “Can I take Helen home with me?” Juanita asked. 
 Hap gave the foal a teasing nudge. “You goin’ to smuggle her across the border?”  

“That will not be a problem. All I have to do is . . .” 
 Hap held up his hand. “I don’t want to know. If I don’t know how you get in, I won’t 
feel guilty about not reportin’ you.” 
 “My daughter will love having a pony. Do you think Senor Lakey’s men will stay out 
of the bombing range?” 
 “Come Monday, everyone should stay out for a while,” Laramie said. 
 “I think those two won’t come back, but some others might,” Hap suggested.   
 Juanita touched her finger to her mouth. “Shhhh.” 
 Hap jerked up. “What do you hear? 
 “Nothing. For three days we have heard the windmill creak and now there is 
nothing.” 
 The boys stared across the brush corral. 
 “It’s windy enough for it to spin,” Laramie remarked. 
 “Dadgum it. All it had to do was last a few more hours. Then they can bomb the tar 
out of it.” 
 “Guess how we get to spend our morning?” 
 “We don’t have any tools.” 
 “That never stopped us before. Grab your carbine.” 
 “Will there be trouble?” Juanita asked. 
 “When fixin’ a windmill, a carbine is a hammer and pry bar,” Hap explained. 
 “I’ll get my rope, too,” Laramie added. 

##### 
 Laramie peeled his shirt off and pushed his sunglasses to the top of his curly brown 
hair as he pounded away on the gearbox on top the windmill. “How does it look down 
there?” 
 Thirty feet below, Hap peered at the housing. “Untie the blades and give it a spin.” 
 “Prime it first.” 
 Hap primed the pump with his canteen. Laramie spun the blades. Water began to 
flow. 
 Laramie tossed down the rope. With carbine in hand, he swung around to the metal 
ladder attached to the windmill and started down. A southeast movement caught his 
attention.  “We’ve got trouble, partner.” 
 “Those guys from last night?” 
 “No, El Viente is back for his girlfriends.” 
 “We shipped them out yesterday. This is a different band.” 
 “I don’t suppose he’ll be real happy about that.” Laramie continued on down the 
ladder. 
 Hap hiked to the tall gate and climbed over. 
 “El Viente is very, very mad,” Juanita said. 
 Hap gawked at the massive stallion as he looped the corrals. “Is he lookin’ to jump 
back in?” 



 “These mares belong to Moreno.” Juanita folded her arms across her sweatshirt.“El 
Viente will fight him for them.” 
 “Moreno can’t jump out.” 
 “Then he will get killed.”  
   Still buttoning his shirt, Laramie sauntered beside Hap. “Is he going to jump in?” 
 “Let’s try to keep him runnin’,” Hap suggested. “Juanita, you stay here with the 
horses.  Laramie, go over to that place he jumped before. I’ll guard the gate, in case he 
tries somethin’ there.” 
 With shouts, yells and tossed rocks, they kept the huge black stallion on the move. 
Inside, a nervous Moreno galloped his band the opposite direction. 
 Twenty minutes later, El Viente slowed down to a trot. A half-hour later the trot 
became a walk.   
 “He’s lathered up pretty good now,” Hap called out.   
 Laramie scurried around to the gate. “He can’t jump a two rail fence right now, let 
alone four.” 
 El Viente stormed southeast away from the corrals, then paused on the rise and 
turned back. 
 Laramie whistled. “That’s quite a beast.” 
 Hap brushed down his thick, black mustache. “The boys up in Calgary would love to 
have him at the Stampede.” 
 “The contractor might, but the bronc riders would turn out if they drew him.” 
 Juanita squatted beside the filly, holding her neck. 
 Laramie inspected the corrals. “Moreno has his bunch settled down now.” 
 “Well, the big black ain’t settled. He’s comin’ straight at us.” 
 El Viente charged the cluster of trees where they stood, swung around twenty feet in 
front of them, turned sideways and hoisted his hooves high. 
 “I do believe he’s ticked at us,” Laramie said. 
 He made two more passes, each time with a vicious kick. After the third pass, he 
raced halfway to the rise, stopped, looked back and snorted. 
  “He told us a thing or two.” 
 “I’m glad we’re leavin’ today.” 
 Juanita released the filly beside Hap and Laramie.“He will build another band.” 
 “How many wild horses are left out here?” 
 “He will find them.”  
 El Viente reared his hind legs, flared his front hooves and snorted again.   
 “Now there’s a classic scene. This is where the light dims and the movie credits roll,” 
Laramie said. 
 El Viente plodded up the rise. 
 The filly broke into a trot after him.  
 Juanita followed. “Helena, venga aqui!  Ahora!” 
 “She can’t hear you,” Hap reminded her. 
 Laramie grabbed her shoulders. “Don’t get away from these trees. It’s our safety.” 
 Hap frowned and fingered his carbine, still draped over his shoulder. “Maybe Helen 
will be part of the new band.” 
 “But I want to take her home for my nina,” Juanita whimpered. 
 “She’ll get tired,” Laramie said. “Look, she stopped already. He won’t wait for a 



baby.” 
 The stallion cantered towards the foal. 
 “He’s going to smell to see if she is one of his,” Juanita said. 
 The filly balanced on sprawled legs as the stallion approached. He swooped his 
nose close, then swerved. 
 “He doesn’t want her,” Laramie said. 
 El Viente snorted once more. He tossed his hind legs and struck the trailing filly. 
 “No!” Juanita shrieked as a hoof landed on the foal’s forehead. 
 The filly flew twelve feet and landed on her neck. She tried to lift her body, but her 
head flopped sideways. Juanita, Laramie and Hap darted to the foal. The stallion 
stormed another pass.  This time, he crushed Helen behind the ear. She sailed like a 
rag doll and flopped lifeless in front of them. 
 “He killed her,” Hap yelled, “that son of Satan killed Helen!” He cocked the lever and 
jammed the carbine to his shoulder as the stallion galloped south. 
 “Hap, don’t do it!” Laramie yelled. “We took something of his. He took something of 
ours. That’s his way of getting even.” 
 The 30/30 exploded like a bomb. 
 Then silence. 
 And the squeak of the windmill. 
 

##### 
 

To read more adventures of Hap Bowman and Laramie Majors as they search the 
length of the Rio Grande for Juanita, the gal of Hap’s dreams, check out the novel One 
Step Over The Border by Stephen Bly. 

 
  
 


