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Pecos Bill

   If you’ve ever heard tell of Pecos Bill, you might know that he was the best cowboy in West Texas, but you might not know how he got that amazin’ title. Well, it’s all because ole’ Bill was a mighty man of valor, the king killer of bad men and he even taught the bronco how to buck. 

   When he was about a year old, a family moved about 50 miles from where his family was stayin’. His ole’ daddy thought the neighborhood was getting too crowded and packed up the family to move west. One day, after crossing the Pecos River, poor Bill fell out of the wagon. Since there were about sixteen or seventeen other children in the family, no one noticed for five or six weeks and by then, it was too late to go back. 

  That’s how Bill came to grow up with the coyotes along the Pecos. Being as he was so young, he thought he was a coyote. When he was about ten, an old cowboy came along and asked him what he was doing running around and acting like a varmint. Bill told him it was because he was a varmint. No amount of talking could convince Bill he wasn’t until the cowboy pointed out he didn’t have a tail. Bill said, “Lead me to them humans and I’ll throw in with them”. 

  Ole’ Bill took to cowboy ways and not always the good parts of it. He invented the 6-Shooter and train robbing. There’s no tellin’ how many men he might have killed, but deep down, he had a tender heart and never killed women and children. 

  One day, a ten-foot rattlesnake stopped in his path and set his tail to singin’ and showed he wanted a fight. To be fair, Bill gave him the first three bites, and then he waded into that reptile and whooped him. By and by that ole’ rattlesnake yelled for mercy and admitted that when it came to fightin’, Bill started where he left off. So, Bill carried that snake along, spinning him in short loops, like a whip.  He met up with an old Mountain lion and lit into him. The fur was a flying, but as the sun was setting, the lion hollered, “I give up, Bill. Can’t you take a joke?” Bill cinched his saddle on him and took off whoopin’ and a yellin’, riding that lion a hundred feet a jump with his rattlesnake snapping in the wind. 

   Imagine being a bunch of cow-boys sittin’ around a camp fire and seeing that coming at you! Ole’ Bill stepped off his lion, draped the rattlesnake over its neck and asked, “Who’s the boss around here?”  A big fellow, about eight feet tall with seven pistols and nine bowie knives rose up and said, “Stranger, I was, but you be”. 

   Bill had some great adventures with this outfit. It was here that he found his famous horse Widow-Maker. He raised him from a colt on nitroglycerin and dynamite, and Bill was the only man that could throw a leg over him.

   There wasn’t anything Bill couldn’t ride.  One day, he made a bet he could ride an Oklahoma cyclone without a saddle. He met the cyclone, the worst that was ever known, on the Kansas line. Bill eared that tornado down and climbed on its back. That cyclone did some pitchin’ , back-flippin’ and side-windin’ but Bill just sat up there, pretty as you please. He rode it over three states, but when it saw it couldn’t throw him, it rained out from underneath him, creating the Grand Canyon. There’s some dispute among historians about this tale. Some say the Grand Canyon was made one week when Bill was prospecting, but the best authorities insist on the first version. 

  These are only a few stories about Pecos Bill, the most famous Cowboy from West Texas. There’s plenty more to tell around a campfire some night soon.

