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 Erin Burgess’ eyes popped open. She lay eyes wide open, listening.  Big 

Red, their Missouri foxtrotter stallion, was pawing loudly at the gate to his stall 

just inside the barn. The mares and colts were stirring around, pawing and 

blowing. Sugar, her favorite colt whinnied nervously. She had never known the 

horses to remain so disturbed for this long.  

Several possible explanations of what was bothering the horses kept 

floating around inside Erin's head.  She had heard several times that bands of 
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bronco Chiricahua Apaches - - bronco was Spanish for untamed - - wandered 

northern Mexico and occasionally still filtered across the Rio Grande on 

moonlight nights to steal horses and dash back to their hideaways in the Sierra 

Madre.  But, Erin thought, "This is 1912.  There haven't been Apache Wars for 

Twenty-five years."  

Since moving here a few years ago she heard stories about “Old Wild Man 

Terry,” a mysterious black hermit who had settled in some hidden pocket of the 

Chisos Mountains and had rarely been reported afterwards.  But, even those had 

been years ago.  Erin was convinced that old-timers repeated the stories about 

Old Wild Man Terry mainly to frighten kids. She slipped on her shoes and eased 

into Fred's bed room, which overlooked the barn. Fred was her twin brother. 

Often fraternal twins don't look much alike, but that wasn't the case with Erin and 

Fred.  Both were tall for thirteen, very slim, had equally bright red hair, blue eyes 

and just a few freckles across the nose.  Sometimes it was almost spooky the 

way they could sense the other's presence without seeing or hearing them.  Fred 

didn't look at Erin before he spoke, "You've been listening, too."    

Erin joined her brother at the window. From there they could see the 

outline of the Chisos Mountains thirty miles to the south, just north of the Rio 

Grande and Mexico. The mountains’ outline stood out clearly in the bright Texas 

moonlight.    

The fifteen mares and their colts in the corral adjoining the barn circled 

and stamped nervously, their ears flicking back and forth.  The horses kept their 

eyes turned toward the southwest.  "Could be a cougar," Fred said thoughtfully.  

Erin didn't answer.  Instead, she went into the front room and lifted her 

grandfather's old short, double-barreled shotgun from the pegs above the 

fireplace, checked it to be sure it was loaded and carried it back to Fred.  Their 

grandfather, who had been a guard on the Butterfield Stagecoaches, had called it 
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his "express gun." Both their grandfather and their father had spent a great deal 

of time training Erin and Fred in the correct use of guns.  "A gun is a tool if used 

properly but a disaster if used carelessly," she could hear her grandfather repeat 

over and over as he had taught them.  She still missed him terribly, even though 

it had been more than a year since he died. 

 Erin wished their father was here.  He had stayed the night in Fort Davis 

where he had a dental office. Their mother, here at the ranch, was ill and needed 

her rest.     

 They couldn't afford for anything to happen to these horses.  Doctors told 

them that the only chance their mother had to recover from tuberculosis was to 

live in this dry climate. Their father's dental practice in this thinly populated area 

didn't earn enough yet to support them and pay for the ranch.  Money from the 

sale of the offspring of these horses, as well as the wild mares they hoped to 

capture, would have to pay for the ranch.  To lose these horses would endanger 

their mother’s survival, Erin feared.  

Fred stepped through the low window and took the gun from Erin. She 

quickly followed.  They eased toward the gate by the corral and slipped warily 

around the enclosure.  The horses, usually pets, paid no attention to Fred and 

Erin; their eyes strained for any movement even as they hoped not to find 

anything threatening their horses. Big Red trumpeted angrily into the night, as if 

challenging an enemy, and kicked the boards of his gate. The usually calm 

mares continued to shuffle about their corral, their heads bobbing, feet stamping. 

The colts and yearlings in the pen whinnied in higher pitched voices. Their ears 

pointed first one direction then another, trying to pinpoint the exact location of 

whatever was upsetting them. Erin's eyes moved toward Big Red.  At this 

moment, the stallion looked like anything except the big pet that normally 

followed her around like a puppy wanting to be petted. The back of Erin's neck 
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prickled.  A glance at Fred told her that he was feeling the same eerie 

uneasiness.  

Suddenly the moonlit night erupted!  Brush between the barn and the 

deep draw burst to life with drumming hooves.  Horses rushed full speed toward 

the corral, whinnying and blowing wildly. They split and flowed around Erin and 

Fred like a river around an island.  Some passed so close that she could feel 

their body heat.  Dust swirled into the air so that she could see only parts of what 

happened.  She cringed, her hands clasped to her head, frozen in surprise and 

fear as the strange horses swirled around her. She had no place to run.  Now 

she knew what had been making their horses so nervous - - the smell of these 

wild horses. The horses stormed to the corral, circled, their heads jerking 

excitedly.  Behind the group, a brown stallion with a jagged, white blaze down his 

face charged by Erin. He snorted and trumpeted with every breath.  His big eyes 

rolled. The foxtrotters surged against the far side of the corral and back to the 

near side.    

Big Red answered the wild stallion's challenge and slammed his body 

against the gate that separated him from the mares, bugling and snorting.  Erin 

could see only Big Red's head over the gate.  He laid his ears back flat against 

his head and bared his teeth, ready for battle.  Moonlight reflected off the shiny 

red coat of the big foxtrotter stallion and shimmered on his blonde mane.  Erin 

knew the gate was made from heavy oak timber, but Big Red was a heavily 

muscled stallion, his blood now fiery with the desire to do battle.  She wondered if 

the gate could hold.  

The foxtrotter mares raced back and forth across the corral, slamming into 

the fence on every side.  Erin and Fred stood as if rooted to the ground, stunned 

by the confusion around them.  Even such a sturdy corral couldn't stand up to 

repeated slams by tons of terrified horseflesh, she knew.  
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Above the other sounds, Erin picked out the terrified cry from Sugarfoot, 

the six month old colt she worked with each day. She felt sick. Sugarfoot must be 

getting trampled or crushed in the mash of bodies. Erin struggled and barely 

managed to keep down the vomit that tried to surge through her teeth.  

Sugarfoot!  Other high pitched whinnies made her fear that the other younger 

and smaller foxtrotters were being hurt in the wild crush of bodies inside the 

corral. 

 Through the dust and wild rushing bodies, Erin became aware of another 

figure.  She was tall - - probably at least five-feet, nine-inches - - and had always 

been slim, even before becoming ill with tuberculosis. One look at her red hair 

and creamy skin left no doubt to whom the twins belonged.  In all the confusion, 

Erin hadn’t seen her mother rush from the house to the corral.   

 In her blue silk robe, Beatrice Burgess stood against the corral.  She 

waved her arms, alternately trying to drive the wild horses away and get her 

mares - - her "beautiful ladies" as she called them - - back away from the fence.  

Both groups of horses were so excited that the frail woman might as well not be 

there.  

Erin held her breath.  At any moment she expected to see her mother 

knocked to the ground and trampled.  She wanted to scream for her mother to 

run to safety but instead stood rooted, her voice frozen in silence. 

 Dust hung so heavily in the air that her mother and the horses seemed to 

float like unreal figures in a bad dream. Hooves pounded. Horses blew and 

whinnied.  Big bodies slammed against corral fences and gates.  The noise was 

almost deafening.  Yet Erin could distinguish her mother's voice trying to calm 

her mares and, more harshly, trying to frighten away the wild horses.  Erin 

released her breath and tried to breathe, but dust choked her. She coughed 

violently and struggled to breathe.  She wanted to rush to her mother, but, 
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instead remained stuck motionless in that one spot as if her feet were rooted to 

the ground. It was as if this was all a terrible nightmare.  

The wild stallion stopped a few feet from Erin.  He wasn't as tall as Big 

Red but probably as heavy.  Heavy scars from fights with other stallions, plainly 

showed even in all the dust and dim light.  Erin held her breath again as the 

stallion stood staring at her, then bolted back toward the corral.  

The sound of splintering wood rose above the other noise as the corral 

fence came crashing down beside Erin's mother.  Their foxtrotter mares poured 

through the gap like a multi-colored flood of water surging past a broken dam.  

Erin turned and scrambled away.  She screamed for her mother and Fred to run 

but couldn't hear her own voice over the horses.  

 In a sudden shift, the mass of horses broke toward the brush, a stockily 

built roan mare in the lead. They disappeared as rapidly as they had appeared.  

 Only the wild stallion remained behind.  He charged toward the gate which 

was barely containing Big Red.  The two stallions trumpeted their challenge and 

crashed together with only the oak timbers of the gate between them.   Big Red 

whirled and kicked toward the wild stallion but hit the heavy oak timber instead.  

Erin thought she could hear wood splintering, but the gate held.  The two 

stallions reared on their back legs, pawed, and bit across the top of the gate.  

Foam and blood flew.  

The smells of dust, horse lather and blood mingled in Erin's nose.  Fred 

dashed into the corral.  She followed without thinking, jerked to a stop as she 

came upon Fred.  He hesitated a moment, before he pointed the shotgun into the 

air and pulled the trigger.  The blast from the right barrel startled Erin even more 

than the other racket.  

Both stallions jerked backwards at the shot. The wild stallion whirled and 

stood for a moment, his eyes wide and his sides heaving.  His nostrils flared as 
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he glared at Fred.  Erin stood immobile. No more than ten feet separated the wild 

stallion and her brother.  She expected the stallion to charge at any moment.  

Fred lowered the shotgun muzzle until it pointed toward the big stallion's 

chest.  Every line in Fred's body stood rigid.  In the new silence, the sound made 

when Fred cocked the left hammer of the shotgun sounded as loud as the 

pealing of a church bell.   

"Get!" he ordered, his voice low but authoritative.    

The stallion didn't move.  

"Go!"  Fred pleaded more than ordered.  

The stallion hesitated another moment, suddenly turned and disappeared 

like a flash of light.  Big Red slammed into the gate once more as he tried to 

pursue.  Only the odors and sights, burned into Erin's memory like images on a 

photograph, lingered in the dust.   

Erin came out of her frozen state and arrived at the gate the same time as 

Jaime, the ranch foreman’s fourteen year old son.   

"Easy," Erin urged softly.  She drew out her words as she tried to calm Big 

Red. "Easy, now. E-e-a-sy."   

Her fingers closed on the leather halter they kept on Big Red; he snatched 

his head back and yanked her hard into the gate.  It felt like her arms had been 

snatched almost out of socket and her ribs crushed.  She stifled a yelp of pain 

and held stubbornly to the halter.  The big stallion stopped pulling her and stood 

still, quivering in excitement.    

Erin blinked her eyes to fight back tears from the pain; the shock that Big 

Red would hurt her was as hard for her as the physical pain.  For a moment it 

seemed as if the barn was spinning and tilting at crazy angles.  

She became aware of Jaime beside her.  He grabbed the other side of Big 

Red's halter and rubbed the big stallion’s neck under his mane.    
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"Eh, caballo.  Easy," Jaime cooed in a mixture of Spanish and English as 

he climbed over the gate and dropped to the ground beside the stallion.  Big Red 

quieted, but his eyes still rolled nervously.  His ears flicked in one direction, then 

another, as he searched for sign of the other horses. Erin jerked her head 

around and forced her eyes to search the corral.  Sugarfoot?   There was no sign 

of her favorite colt.  She must be safe.  Gone was better than injured or killed, 

Erin thought. She felt so empty at the realization that Sugarfoot wouldn't be here 

when the sun came up in a few hours, 

Julio Cisneros, the ranch foreman, trotted from the draw down which the 

horses had disappeared.  "Gone!" was all he said, short of breath.    

Erin became aware of her mother beside her, refastening the belt of her 

blue robe.  The bit of color Beatrice Burgess had regained in this dry climate now 

seemed gone.  Mrs. Burgess put one hand on Erin's shoulder and softly stroked 

Big Red with the other.  "What in the world?" she asked breathlessly, as if she 

didn't understand what had happened.    

Erin thought of Fred and twisted quickly around and sighed with relief 

when she saw him standing where he had faced the wild stallion.  The shotgun 

hung loosely in his hands, pointed toward the ground, apparently forgotten. His 

eyes appeared glazed, but he didn't appear to be hurt.  After a moment he 

opened the shotgun, removed the shells and dropped them into the pocket of his 

pajamas.  Even in a daze, he followed the lessons of their grandfather.

 "Mesteneros," Julio responded in Spanish, touching his forehead politely. 

"Mustangs."  

Julio Cisneros was no taller than Erin and Fred but seemed to have 

boundless energy and good grace.  His black hair and very dark skin reflected 

his Yaqui Indian ancestry.   

Jaime was a year older than the twins but several inches shorter.  Like his 
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father, he was quite dark in complexion.  Also, like Julio, he gave an impression 

of wiry strength despite his small size.  Both Julio and Jaime were dressed in the 

loose fitting white cotton pants and shirts so typical of this part of the Texas-

Mexico border country.    

A heavy scar that ran crookedly down the left side of Jaime's face had 

become a source of fun between him and the twins.  Whenever asked about it, 

he invented new, often fantastic, explanations.  His size, Erin and Fred had 

quickly learned, didn't mean that he couldn't work, run or play them into the 

ground.  Both Jaime and Julio had proven to have a special touch with horses.  It 

often seemed to Erin that they and the horses communicated with each other in 

some way she didn't understand.  

"Our horses?"  Mrs. Burgess asked.  

"Vanished," was all Julio could answer.  

Mrs. Burgess' whole figure seemed to slump.  The horses had become her 

great love in the months since the family had moved from Missouri to West 

Texas because of her illness.  It seemed to Erin that she saw her mother, in a 

few seconds, slip backwards from the energetic figure she had become since 

moving to Texas, to the disheartened and ill woman she had been when they 

lived in Missouri.  

"Can we recapture them?" Mrs. Burgess asked hopefully.  

Julio looked at Mrs. Burgess as if he didn't want to answer.  He gestured, 

his empty hands closing as if grasping at the dust which still hung in the air.  

"Like trying to catch this dust, Senora."   

"But we will try?" Erin asked Julio, her eyes pointing toward her mother.  

Julio's eyes followed Erin's.  He nodded slightly as he answered.  "Si. We 

will try.  With luck ...."  His voice trailed away.  

"All my beautiful ladies..." Mrs. Burgess said to herself, her voice like 
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someone speaking from a dream.  She sagged to her knees and coughed 

harshly.    

Erin dropped to her mother's side and grasped her shoulders.  Julio 

handed Mrs. Burgess a white handkerchief and gently took her arm.  Her 

coughing stopped. She wheezed audibly as she breathed.  After a long moment, 

Mrs. Burgess managed to breathe more normally.  With help from Julio and Erin, 

she managed to stand.  

"At least all of us are safe," Mrs. Burgess said.  For a moment she 

seemed to stand straighter, but then slumped as if fatigued and beaten.   

Julio looked at his handkerchief which Mrs. Burgess had returned then 

quickly tried to put it in his pocket before Erin saw the blood where her mother 

had coughed.    
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                                                 Chapter Two  

 

It seemed to Erin that the doctor was taking an awfully long time.  She was 

grateful that her father had returned from Fort Davis that morning, a day earlier 

than expected.  

Fred, Erin and their father sat on the wide front porch of their gray stone 

house waiting for Dr. Henry Currie to complete his examination of Mrs. Burgess.  

The sun was bright, but the air was still pleasantly cool in April.  In the summer, 

midday temperatures would soar to one hundred degrees or more, despite the 

Burgess' ranch being over two thousand feet in elevation.  

The Burgess ranch was in far West Texas, forty miles north of the Rio 

Grande where it makes a big bend to the south and then another back again to 

the north.  It was a dry, rugged desert where the southern end of the Rocky 

Mountains pop unexpectedly out of the flat plains.  Across the Rio Grande was 

Mexico.  This Big Bend area of Texas was one of the most thinly settled parts of 

the United States.  Former U.S. President Theodore Roosevelt had suggested 

that much of the area be set aside as Big Bend National Park.  Local folks 

laughed at the idea that tourists would come to such a remote area.  

Several times Erin was aware of Guadalupe - - Jaime's mother who 

preferred to be called Lupe - - bustling back and forth between the kitchen and 

the bedroom.  Lupe was taller than Julio and Jaime but very slim.  She was 

lighter in complexion than Julio and Jaime, although much darker than the 

Burgesses.  Her hair, worn straight and well below her shoulders, appeared as 

black as midnight unless she was in sunlight.  Seen against the sunlight, dark red 
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highlights glistened like fire.  Her flowing dresses were a kaleidoscope of brilliant 

colors.  Erin thought her one of the most beautiful women she had ever seen.    

From the Burgesses first arrival at the ranch, Lupe and Mrs. Burgess had 

formed a close friendship.  When Mrs. Burgess' illness confined her, Lupe would 

hover about like her very own guardian angel, trying to anticipate her every want 

and need.  

At first it had seemed strange to Erin to refer to adults by their first names, 

but Lupe and Julio insisted that they do so.  It now seemed very natural.  

The sounds of post hole diggers pounding into the hard soil, the rasp of a 

hand saw on wood and hammering drifted to Erin’s ears, telling her that Julio and 

Jaime were replacing the corral fence destroyed by the escaping horses last 

night. She wished that she could help them. Waiting was one of the hardest 

things she had to do. Big Red whinnied from time to time trying to contact his 

missing mares.  

Dr. Currie's deep voice grew louder as he gave instructions to Lupe a 

moment before he emerged onto the porch. The screen door slapped shut 

behind him.  He strolled down the porch and settled into one of the oak rocking 

chairs.    

"Pretty view. Mighty pretty," Dr. Currie said as he leaned back in the tall 

rocking chair and gazed at the Chisos Mountains in the distance.  His eyes swept 

down the wide valley and on to the Chisos Mountains which appeared blue in the 

distance.  "You get a lot of wild flowers during a wet spring like this," he mused.  

"Yucca, Mexican blanket and ocotillo will be blooming soon."  He pointed with an 

old pipe he pulled from one of the large pockets on the side of his coat.  

Erin had learned that Dr. Currie often talked about one subject while he 

tried to decide exactly what he wanted to say about another. They waited quietly.  

The breeze rustled the new leaves on the big cottonwood trees surrounding the 
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ranch house and barns. A road runner, the strange, long-legged bird of this 

desert area, scurried across the yard and into the flat brown blades of blue 

grama grass. A desert quail whistled and was answered by another. A black and 

white dominecker hen raced across the yard with a young lizard in its mouth.  

Two red hens squawked loudly as they chased her, trying to take her lizard.  The 

rocking chair in which Dr. Currie rocked squeaked slightly.  

Erin watched Dr. Currie closely.  Age had made very little impact on the 

doctor, except to turn his mustache white, but Erin remembered Julio and Lupe 

wishing Dr. Currie a happy seventy-fifth birthday on his first visit here.  The old 

doctor was a tall man, even taller than their father's six-feet-three inches.  His 

gray eyes were still clear and quick enough to pick up the movement of an 

antelope a mile away.  His deeply tanned face looked twenty-or-more years 

younger than his age.  His dark suit looked neat and freshly pressed even after 

the thirty miles traveled by buggy from Marathon, the town in which he lived.  

 Despite his very rural medical practice, Dr. Currie had the reputation of 

being unusually well informed about the latest discoveries and techniques of 

medicine. Erin's father had told them that on several occasions.  

"Mrs. Burgess wasn't hurt last night," Dr. Currie began, his voice becoming 

businesslike now that he was finally ready to discuss her case. "The coughing up 

of blood for the first time in months resulted more from excitement and over-

exertion than new damage to her lungs."  

The doctor paused.  Erin sensed that there was more to come and waited 

patiently. He took time to pack tobacco into his old briar pipe, scratch a match on 

the heel of his boot and light it. Blue-gray smoke billowed in a cloud around him.  

The smell reminded Erin of her grandfather, who had passed away the year 

before. She thought about how many sunny afternoons her Grandfather Burgess 

and Dr. Currie must have passed together in years past. They had been great 
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friends.    

Dr. Jason Burgess whittled on a limb from one of the cottonwood trees 

shading the ranch house.  Long, thin shavings curled around his feet.  He was a 

big man, more than two-hundred-twenty pounds. His hands looked too large to 

work in the small space of a person's mouth, but he had a reputation for being an 

extremely skillful dentist. Erin wondered how her father could remain so calm 

until she looked more carefully. His brown eyes appeared even darker than 

usual. The muscles along his jaw were rigid. She realized her father was much 

more anxious than he first appeared.  

"I am concerned," Dr. Currie finally continued, his eyes pausing on Erin 

and Fred then locking onto their father's eyes, "because I know how much Mrs. 

Burgess loved those horses. Taking care of them was about the right amount of 

exercise for her. They gave her a spark. Her color was improving. She was 

breathing better."  He paused to puff on his pipe, finally resumed. "Getting well 

often has as much to do with state of mind as with the body."   

Dr. Burgess nodded without speaking. After giving additional instructions 

for Mrs. Burgess' care and chatting for a few minutes, Dr. Currie plopped himself 

and his scarred, black leather bag into his buggy. His long-legged gray gelding - -  

reputed to be the fastest horse in the Big Bend area - -  raised a dust back north 

toward the town of Marathon.    

Dr. Burgess rose and went into the house. Erin and Fred sat quietly for a 

few minutes before each began to speak at the same moment.  "We ha..."  Both 

stopped. Erin pointed to Fred; it was his turn to finish. She knew what her brother 

was about to say and nodded her agreement as he spoke. "We have to get the 

horses back," Fred finished as Erin knew he would. 
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                                            Chapter Three 

 

  "Our horses smell something,” Julio said.  

The sun was just over the rim of the larger canyon when Jaime spoke 

quietly. After weeks of hard work, Erin, Fred, Jaime and Julio had found where 

the wild horses watered almost every morning at a spring ten miles from the 

ranch house. It was in a small canyon which branched off the side of another 

long, narrow canyon.  

To enter the side canyon, the horses had to pass through a brushy gap 

not more than fifty feet wide. Steep rocky walls formed a natural barrier around 

most of the canyon.  At the other end of the canyon was a steep slope of loose 

rock that was only slightly less steep than the side walls.  A small spring fed a 

deep tank of cold water at the edge of one of the rocky walls. The Burgesses, 

Jaime and Julio had dragged poles in and built a fence, hidden in the thick 

cottonwood trees and brush at the canyon entrance.  They left only a gap about 

twenty feet wide where the horses and other wild animals kept an open path to 

the inside of the canyon.  Two strong panels of poles to lash in place and cut off 

the gap stood hidden in the brush.  

The light-green, feathery leaves of a thicket of mesquite provided cover 

from which Erin, Fred, their father, Jaime and Julio watched the horses as they 

slipped down the canyon to the water. The five watchers counted on the brisk 

breeze blowing toward them to mask their smell. Their mounts, themselves born 

wild but now broken to ride, were tied out of sight.  Jaime stayed with them in 

case they started to blow or whinny at the smell of the wild horses.  Fred eased 

back to help Jaime keep their horses quiet while the wild horses approached.  

Erin had expected the herd of wild horses to rush noisily down the canyon 
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much like the night they took the foxtrotter mares. Instead, she gradually became 

aware of a few of the horses slipping along in the deep shadows by the side of 

the canyon, moving as warily as any deer. It seemed strange to her to think of 

horses being as wild as a deer.  

A few more horses followed the first roan mare and filtered slowly into the 

canyon. Erin almost stood up and whistled when she first saw Sugarfoot.  Her 

father must have sensed what Erin was feeling. He gently laid his hand on her 

arm to restrain her. It seemed so strange to Erin to see Sugarfoot behaving just 

as cautiously as any mustang.  

Whenever Erin had worked outside around the ranch, she usually let 

Sugarfoot roam freely.  Most of the time the deep red colt with one white foot, the 

source of its name, followed her. Whenever Erin stood still, Sugarfoot would lay 

her chin on her shoulder.  The mixture of cottonseed meal, a yellowish feed given 

to the horses as a protein supplement, and Sugarfoot's saliva had left stains on 

several of her shirts.  Lupe good-naturedly chided Erin for these recurring stains. 

Erin liked having Sugarfoot so close and knew that Lupe didn't really mean the 

scolding.  It was difficult for Erin to believe this colt behaving so wildly now was 

really her Sugarfoot.  

Sugarfoot paused again in the shade of a mesquite, looking cautiously 

about.  She stayed there until Dolly, Sugarfoot’s mother, nickered softly for her.  

Erin's eyes misted at the sight of Sugarfoot and Dolly.  Dolly was one of the older 

Foxtrotter mares and the horse on which Erin had learned to ride.  She thought of 

Sugarfoot more as a favorite pet than livestock. And her father had told her that 

Sugarfoot was to be her very own horse instead of being sold with the other 

colts.  She missed the two and also felt a bit betrayed .  A moment of anger 

surged within her.   

Only with effort did she fight back the feeling that Dolly and Sugarfoot had 
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betrayed her.  

"Don't stare at the horses," Julio whispered. “It will spook them.”  

Erin turned her eyes away except to glance at them every few moments.  

She didn't understand how horses could sense you staring at them, but she 

never doubted anything Julio told her about horses.  

After all the mares and colts were in the canyon before the wild stallion 

came into sight. He eased along the canyon wall until he was just outside the 

entrance of the small side canyon. He stopped and looked carefully around.  

Even from this distance, Erin could sense his uneasiness.   

He turned his head toward the mesquites behind which the horse hunters 

were hidden. Erin swallowed quickly and closed her eyes. The stallion shook his 

head and pawed the ground as if challenging some threat. Erin opened her eyes.  

Dolly and one of the wild mares inside the side canyon quit grazing and looked 

about nervously. Sugarfoot huddled against Dolly’s side. Erin averted her eyes 

after a quick peek.   

"Go to the water. Go to the water," she the horses silently. She squinted 

her eyes tightly as if struggling to send the message. After a moment, she 

eased her eyes open, saw the stallion staring in her direction again. Quickly, she 

clenched her eyes tightly once again. For what seemed such a long time, she 

didn't look. When Erin opened her eyes again, the stallion was inside the small 

canyon and walking toward the water. She breathed a sigh of relief. "Give him un 

momento - -  a moment - - to get closer to the water," Julio whispered. It sounded 

as if he were instructing himself as much as the others.  

"Now," Julio whispered as he rose from a crouch and moved as silently as 

a shadow.      

Julio and Dr. Burgess ran toward the gap, their feet kicking up little puffs of 

gray dust which trailed away in the wind. Fred, Erin and Jaime eased their horses 
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down to the edge of the mesquite where they waited out of sight, yet closer to the 

gate when needed.  Jaime held the reins to their fathers' horses. The plan was 

for the two on foot to close the gap in the fence without disturbing the wild horses 

if possible. If the horses noticed and tried to escape, Fred, Erin and Jaime were 

to rush toward the gap on horseback.  They would try to scare the wild horses 

toward the other end of the canyon then help close the gap. Erin stood 

watching, every muscle in her lean body tensed.  The stocky black mare she 

rode seemed to sense her nervousness and danced around despite Erin's 

attempts to keep her still and quiet.  

Julio and Dr. Burgess quickly slid the gate panels into place. Their hands 

flashed as they used strips of leather to lash the ends of the panels to the fence 

posts. Erin didn't see anything happen with the wild horses but saw Julio wave 

his hands for them to come.  She jammed her left foot into the stirrup and swung 

up toward the saddle.  The black mare surged forward. Erin was jerked sharply 

forward, stumbled slightly and saw the rocky ground rise quickly toward her face.  

Desperately, she grabbed the mare's mane and kicked upward with her right leg.  

For a moment she rocked across the saddle as if about to be hurled away, The 

saddle horn slammed her in the mouth; her lips felt numb. She tasted her own 

blood, clawed with all her force at her saddle, slung her leg over the mare and 

found the stirrup with her right foot.  

She didn't have time to think. Julio waved faster. Despite the smashed lip 

and taste of her own blood, she fastened her attention on the wild scramble 

around the gate.    

Jaime arrived at the gap a few seconds ahead of Erin and Fred. He 

leaped from his horse almost without slowing it and dashed the few more feet to 

where the ends of the fence panels met in the middle of the gap.  At once he 

seemed to be both whipping rawhide around the poles and waving his hands at 
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the excited horses.    

Erin and Fred raced their horses up to the fence, one on either side of 

Jaime. They waved their hats wildly at the horses only a few feet beyond the 

fence. "Back! Vamosa! Vete!"  Erin yelled at the horses, surprised when she 

realized that she had lapsed into Spanish in the heat of the moment.  

For a moment Sugarfoot was only a few feet across the fence from Erin.  

The red colt's dark eyes rolled around wildly. "Sugarfoot! Ho Sugarfoot," Erin 

called towards the confused looking colt, trying to make herself heard over the 

din of stamping hooves, trumpeting horses and yelling people.  

For a moment, Sugarfoot pointed her ears and stretched her neck, her 

muzzle forward as if she recognized Erin. Erin leaned, stretched her arm. Then, 

in a flash, the colt laid her ears back, whirled and joined the other horses as they 

dashed away toward the other end of the canyon. The wild stallion nipped 

Sugarfoot on her haunch to hurry her on her way. Sugarfoot burst forward with 

even more speed and raced up beside Dolly.  

"We've got them now!" Erin's father shouted confidently.  

At the other end of the canyon, the roan mustang mare surged a short 

distance up the slope of loose stone then slid back.  The horses circled and 

swirled about uncertainly. Then, as if by signal, they charged back toward the 

gap.  The thunderous hooves sent shivers up Erin's back. She had never heard 

such a noise!  

 The horses charged up to the fence and crowded together immediately in 

front of the people.  Erin felt the fence shudder as horses pressed against it.  She 

expected the fence to splinter like the night the foxtrotters had joined the wild 

horses. Panic seized her. In her mind, she could see the fence collapsing and the 

terrified horses trampling her. Then Dolly and Sugarfoot were right in front of her.  

The vision vanished.  
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Wild mares surrounded Sugarfoot and Dolly. For a moment, Sugarfoot 

was only an arm's length away from Erin. The red coat, the even darker red 

mane, the high hips were all the same.  Her eyes, though, were altogether 

different. They rolled around as wild as a bobcat caught in a trap.   

Erin reached to touch Sugarfoot. If only she could touch her, Erin thought, 

Sugarfoot would snap back to her real self. The horses shifted. Erin yanked her 

hands away. Sugarfoot was pushed up against the fence. Only the thin poles 

separated her from Erin.    

Erin reached out and stroked Sugarfoot at the base of her mane.  

Sugarfoot turned her eyes toward Erin.   

"Sugarf..." she started. The sound that came from Sugarfoot seemed more 

a scream than a whinny. The colt bared her teeth. Erin jerked her hand away.   

The horses went into another whirl. Sugarfoot was lost to Erin's sight as 

she was surrounded by the larger horses. Erin gritted her teeth, afraid that 

Sugarfoot would be knocked down and trampled.    

The sound of Jaime yelling at the horses snapped Erin into motion. She 

waved her hands in the air. Dr. Burgess pointed a revolver toward the sky and 

fired two loud shots.  

The horses turned and dashed back toward the far end of the canyon.  

This time the roan mare went further up the talus slope before she slid back. She 

hesitated. The stallion charged up the slope and bit her twice on the rump.  She 

leaped forward again. Other mares began to follow. Again and again the roan 

mare leaped forward and slid back. Gradually she struggled closer to the top.  

The stallion herded other mares toward the slope. He darted from one to another, 

threatening and biting to force them forward.  

"They can't do that!" Dr. Burgess exclaimed.  

The roan mare was at the top with her fore legs on the top of the mesa 
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and her rear legs still in the loose rock below the rim. She struggled desperately.  

Her feet pumped like pistons as she teetered back and forth. "Come on, baby!  

Pull!"    

Erin jerked her head toward her father in surprise. He was cheering for the 

mare to escape!  

The roan mare caught her front hooves in the earth and popped over the 

top.  For a second. she disappeared from sight. Erin saw her running back and 

forth above the top of the slope like she was urging the others on. The next two 

mares up the slope were long-legged foxtrotters from the Burgess herd, a bay 

named Gina and a gray named Tiffany.  

"Look at them go!" Dr. Burgess yelled enthusiastically as he pumped his 

arms up and down. "Don't tell me foxtrotters aren’t tough enough to make it in 

this country!"  

Dolly started up the slope. Right behind her, Sugarfoot bunched her 

muscles to jump as if preparing to follow. Then she hesitated.  She squatted 

frozen into place. Her head turned as if looking back toward Erin. "Sugarfoot," 

Erin heard herself plead. She felt foolish then. There was no way the colt could 

hear her over this distance and noise.  

Sugarfoot leaped forward.  She slid backwards and lunged again.  She 

scrambled, quickly caught up with Dolly and passed. Part of Erin felt like her 

heart was breaking to see Sugarfoot get away. Another part swelled with pride at 

the agility and courage of her Sugarfoot. The colt rushed up the slope faster than 

any of the grown horses.  

Julio slashed the leather thongs holding the gate and leaped into the 

saddle of his horse.  "Quickly," he urged as he spurred his red gelding.  As he 

dashed toward the other end, he pulled his hand-braided, leather riata.  "Close 

the gate!" he shouted back to Fred and Erin.  
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In a flash, Dr. Burgess and Jaime were in their saddles and on Julio's 

heels. Fred and Erin quickly tied the gate panels back together and rushed to 

their horses.   

When they arrived at the other end of the canyon, Julio had one of the 

foxtrotter mares roped. They quickly joined in and tried to cut out a couple more 

mares that weren't on the slope yet.  

Erin heard Julio yell to Jaime, "No, Nino! He is too dangerous!"  

She looked just in time to see Jaime's rope settle over the wild stallion's 

head.  The loop at the end of Jaime's riata tightened for a moment then slipped 

over the ears of the stallion. The loop had failed to drop over the stallion's nose 

and had come loose when Jaime tightened the rope.  Jaime jumped up and 

down in his saddle, furious with himself for missing.  

Julio tied the rope with which he had lassoed the mare to his saddle horn 

and jumped to the ground. As he landed on the ground, he pulled a rifle from his 

saddle scabbard. He dropped to one knee for steady aim and raised the rifle.  

The stallion scrambled up the loose stone behind the mares. Erin tensed every 

muscle as she looked back and forth between the stallion and Julio. He cocked 

the hammer. Erin covered her ears and caught her breath. For what seemed a 

very long time, Julio kept the rifle aimed, tracking the stallion's progress up the 

slope. Finally, he eased the hammer down and slowly lowered the weapon.  

 He stood and turned toward Dr. Burgess, now on the ground beside him.  

"I am sorry, Patron. Such a magnificent animal." Julio paused. "I could not pull 

the trigger. But without him, the capture of the others would have been much 

easier."  

Dr. Burgess looked sternly at Julio for a moment, then laid his hand on the 

smaller man's shoulder. "I'm glad you didn't."  

Erin looked back up the slope just in time to see Dolly climb up onto the 
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mesa where Sugarfoot waited for her. In an instant they were gone.  

"Let's get ropes on those other horses," Dr. Burgess directed, turning his 

attention to the horses still present. "Fred, get a rope on Amy-Belle." Amy-Belle 

was the oldest of the foxtrotter mares at nearly twenty years. She had declined to 

try to climb out of the canyon.  

"Jaime, let's each get a rope on that mustang." He pointed toward a sorrel 

mare with a light mane and two white stocking feet. She circled the canyon, 

looking for a way out.  A black colt that looked no more than one month old 

stayed close to her side. "Get the gate when we're ready, Erin," her father 

directed. "Leave it open once we're out."  

Dr. Burgess started to mount but stopped. He stood with his right hand on 

his saddle, his left grasping a handful of mane and looked sharply at Julio.  "Did 

you think horses might go up that slope?"  

"Never, Patron," he answered. "And now that I can no longer see them, 

I'm still not sure that I believe it."  

Erin mounted and turned her horse toward the gate. "Look!"  She pointed 

toward the distant rim of the big canyon.  

Everyone turned. "What?" Fred asked after a moment.    

Erin shaded her eyes from the sun for several seconds before she 

dropped her hand. "I thought I saw someone on that rim watching. Must not 

have," she added after a moment.  

"Perhaps a wild burro," Jaime told her as he built a loop in his lasso.  

"They are very curious."  

"Probably Old Wild Man Terry," Fred yelled back at his sister and laughed. 
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                                                   Chapter Four 

 

 Erin sat in the shade of the large cottonwood tree which grew close to the 

barn.  A brisk breeze cooled her as she rubbed oil into the leather of her bridle.  

Her hands were busy, but her mind was on her mother.    

The night before, like so many nights since the loss of the horses, she had 

awakened hours after she had gone to sleep and seen light under her door.  

When she investigated, she found her father at his desk working on the books in 

which he kept the business records of his dental practice and the ranch.  He 

concentrated so deeply on his work that he didn't notice her standing in the door.  

 She knew that he was deeply worried about finances.  In addition to his 

days in his office in Fort Davis, he now traveled to other towns to get more 

money from his dental business.  This meant he was home fewer days and was 

frequently very tired when here.  

She was happy to see Jaime as he joined her in the shade.  He would 

help her get her mind away from the picture of her father worrying. “Buenos 

dias,” she greeted him. 

 Jaime nodded and wiped the sweat from his brow.  He looked at Erin’s 

work and began rubbing oil into the other end of her bridle rein. 

 “Jaime!” she exclaimed in mock surprise.  “What happened?”   She 

pointed to the scar on his face. 

 He answered in pretended seriousness.  “Last night I dreamed that I found 

our horses with Old Wild Man Terry.” 

 “What does he look like?” Erin asked. 
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 “Muy malo.  Very bad,” he responded.  “He was eight feet tall with hair that 

hangs all the way to his waist.  His teeth were as long as my fingers and sharp as 

your father’s razor and pointed in every direction.” He demonstrated with his 

fingers.  “He was riding a grizzly bear and whipping it with a rattlesnake.  I 

jumped from my horse and pulled him to the ground.  There I pounded on his 

head until he was shorter than I.  But I woke up with this mark on my face.”  

Jaime pretended to be very puzzled.  “Perhaps the grizzly slapped me before I 

skinned it for breakfast.  I forget.” 

 “Really?”  Erin kept a very straight face as was her habit when they played 

this game.  “That really happened?” 

 Jaime wiped the sweat from his forehead, poured more oil into his hand, 

and slowly rubbed it into the leather.  “I cannot tell a lie,” he confessed.   

“That did not happen.  Actually, each morning I get up and paint this scar 

on my face to impress the senoritas with how much man - - muy hombre - - I 

am.” 

 “I always suspected that,” Erin told him playfully. 

 It surprised her when her father's voice broke into their conversation.  He 

was out of their sight, around the corner of the barn where Julio had been 

working on the small irrigation ditch which ran from the well to their garden. Erin 

and Jaime listened.   

"If I sell," her father said, " I will do all I can to have the new owner keep 

you here."  

"If you sell, Patron, where will you go?" Julio asked.  

There was a very long pause.  Her father sounded very discouraged as he 

finally answered.  "I'm not sure.  Perhaps Ft. Davis.  Back East, maybe."  

"The senora," Julio responded, "would not do nearly so well back East, 

would she?"  
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"Probably not," Dr. Burgess answered.  

"We can make it here," Julio encouraged his boss.  

"I don't even know where I'm going to get enough money to pay you," Dr. 

Burgess told Julio.  "Calf prices are so low this year that we'll do well to break 

even on them.  I was counting on the sale of our two year old foxtrotters to pay 

you and the payment on this ranch ...." His voice faded away.  

"You can pay us later," Julio said.  

"Your pay is so little as it is," Dr. Burgess objected.  

"It would be like our money was in the bank," Julio told him. "If you give us 

the money, we will spend it, although we really need nothing. You furnish our 

house, our food.  We have clothes. The senora teaches the numbers and reading 

to Jaime.  Yes. You will be our bank. When we really need something, we'll still 

have the money."  

"No one's accused me of being a bank since we've been out here," Dr. 

Burgess chuckled.  

"And we will capture your horses, Patron. And wild ones also. Then we will 

be better off than ever," Julio encouraged.  

Dr. Burgess’ silence said much about how discouraged he felt.                                                                  
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                                    Chapter Five 

 

 Erin and Fred waited on the porch while Dr. Currie finished his 

examination of their mother. As usual, he emerged from the inside of the house 

and sat in one of the rocking chairs to talk to Erin and Fred.    

"She's worse, isn't she?" Fred asked, his voice reflecting his 

discouragement.    

Dr. Currie gazed off down the valley toward a dust devil. After what 

seemed a long time, he looked back toward Fred and Erin and spoke.   

"Yes, she's worse." He appeared deep in thought for a few minutes. Fred 

and Erin waited, knowing that he would eventually come back to their question.  

First, he told them what needed to be done for their mother since Dr. Burgess 

wasn't home. Finally, he came back to the subject about which Fred and Erin 

wanted to hear. "She should be getting better, but she's not. She's lost that 

fighting spirit."  

After Dr. Currie had gone, Erin and Fred sat for a long time without 

speaking.  

In the month since the escape of the wild horses and the foxtrotters up the 

steep slope of the canyon, no more progress had been made in their recapture.  

Dr. Burgess, Julio and Jaime chased the horses a couple of times hoping to rope 

foxtrotter mares but, in the rough country, hadn't been able to get close enough.  

Besides, they were afraid that the horses, if pushed too hard, would cross over 

into Mexico.  There they might either get captured by someone else or flee into 

the mountains where they would never be found. Another attempt to catch the 
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horses by driving them into a trap failed when the animals turned back toward the 

drivers and almost trampled them.  

Attempts to capture the horses had come to a halt. Dr. Burgess had to 

spend more time making money to keep the ranch going. Julio, often with 

Jaime's help, was busy tending a large garden and an irrigated hay field.  It was 

also necessary to rope and brand the Burgess' calves.  

Erin and Fred helped Julio some and spent more time with their mother.  

They also spent a great deal of time riding to keep track of where the wild horses 

were feeding and watering. Erin thought every day about all she should be 

teaching Sugarfoot as well as helping with the other colts and yearlings.   

Finally, she broke the silence. "We must get her pretty ladies back."  

Fred didn't answer. She knew he had been thinking the same.    

"I think I know how to do it," she added.  

 

  

The wild horses came up out of the draw and onto the floor of the basin as 

the three horse hunters had hoped.  The horses frequently raised their heads 

and scanned the distance. Finally, seeming satisfied that all was safe, the horses 

fanned out across the flat, moving from one scattered clump of grama grass to 

another. The roan mare leader and the stallion raised their heads to watch and to 

smell more often than others. They, too, settled down after a few minutes.  Erin 

almost held her breath as she watched the horses graze toward the narrow 

canyon off to the side.  She remembered to look away rather than stare.   

Finally it was time to try it.  She didn't feel nearly as confident as when she 

had explained the plan earlier.  Julio, Lupe and her parents would have had a fit, 

she knew, had they known what she was about to do.  

Despite the uncertainty she felt, Erin checked the strong new hemp rope 
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fastened to Big Red's halter, took a deep breath and spurred the black mare she 

rode leading Big Red out into the open. Each stallion saw the other at the same 

moment. Their heads popped up; ears pointed forward. Big Red pawed and 

stamped the ground. The wild stallion shook his head angrily and trumpeted a 

loud challenge.  

Big Red was normally the most well behaved and obedient stallion Erin 

had ever seen, but now he pranced and snorted, almost pulling her from her 

saddle. He ignored her tugs on his lead rope and commands.    

Erin's black mare sensed the tension and tried to turn away from the 

confrontation. Erin clamped her legs tightly around the nervous horse to keep 

from being pulled from her saddle.   

The pressure of her legs seemed to startle the mare.  Erin squeezed her 

knees and legs even more tightly and struggled to tie the hemp rope to her 

saddle horn. The mare surged, trying to get away from both stallions.  Erin clung 

desperately as she whipped he hemp around the saddle horn, finally managing 

to get it fastened. Even with her hands free, she was barely able to control her 

nervous mare.      

For a minute, Big Red and the wild stallion continued to exchange 

challenges. They slung their heads back and forth, pawed and stamped.  The 

wild stallion trotted stiff-leggedly toward Erin and Big Red. Rumblings from his 

chest sounded like the growl of a huge dog.  Big Red quivered with excitement, 

his ears back against his head.    

"Easy, Red," Erin urged nervously. "Easy, big fella."  She dug her heels 

into her mare, trying to tow Big Red away from the wild stallion. Big Red paid no 

attention to Erin or the rope. It was as if Erin and her mare weren’t even there. 

He shook his head and snorted. Erin knew she couldn't hold him much longer.  

Down the canyon Fred and Jaime quickly rode between the stallion and 
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the mares and quietly drove the mares up canyon. Mares snorted and neighed, 

but the stallions saw and heard only each other.   

As planned, Fred and Jaime managed to turn the mares away from the 

stallion.  As quietly as possible, the boys drove the mares and colts into the 

smaller canyon. There they halted their mounts as the mares galloped up to the 

other end of the narrow side canyon.   

This carefully selected canyon had steep, rock sides all the way around 

except for the narrow gap Fred and Jaime guarded. This time there was no slope 

for the mares to climb out. “The only way they could clear these walls would be to 

sprout wings and take to the air,” Fred told Jaime. The canyon was long enough 

that the boys figured the mares would stay out of sight at the other end rather 

than try to come out through the narrow gap they guarded.    

The sounds of the confrontation between Big Red and the wild stallion 

drifted down the canyon to them. It puzzled Fred and Jaime that the stallions 

sounded like they were very close together. That wasn't the plan. The plan was 

for Erin to allow Big Red to distract the wild stallion only long enough for them to 

get the mares separated and penned. Then she was to lead Big Red away 

before he and the wild stallion could hurt each other.  

The horses Fred and Jaime had forced into the canyon began to slow 

once they were out of sight around a bend in the canyon. About a quarter of a 

mile from Fred and Jaime, they slowed to a trot. So long as the people stayed out 

of sight, the horses seemed willing to stay up the canyon. They trotted around 

the last bend visibly calming. The mustang mare leading even paused to nip a 

bite of grass. A calming sense seemed to spread among the horses. But just as 

they seemed about to settle down to grazing, a fierce squalling, like the screech 

of a person in torment, startled the horses. Horses heads popped up, ears up 

and searching for the source. A cougar spit and snarled.  Normally, such a 
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cougar would have scaled the wall of the canyon, even as steep as it was, and 

ignored the horses and riders. Even if she had been extremely hungry, she 

wouldn't have tried to take a colt out of such a tightly bunched group of horses.  

But at this moment her two cubs were with her.  She screamed again and 

charged the horses.    

The cougar terrified the horses more than the two humans did. The mares 

and colts whirled and fled the way they had just come; their terror propelled them 

to an extra burst of speed.  As they ran, the fear of one horse accelerated the 

fear of another. Nothing was going to stand between the horses and escape from 

the canyon and this furious mama cougar!  

Fred and Jaime sat in a relaxed manner on their horses until they heard 

hooves thundering toward them, at first muffled, then more and more loudly.  

Finally, it seemed the noise would blow Fred and Jaime away. Their horses 

bolted. Fred swiveled to look over his shoulder. His mount stumbled over a rock, 

almost went down. The wild horses looked to him like a multi-colored wall of flesh 

rumbling toward them. Fred grabbed the horn of his saddle with both hands; his 

legs gripped his mare’s flank like a vise, frightening her even more. Fred yelled; 

his heart pounded. The terrified mass of horseflesh seemed about to trample 

Fred and his mare.  His horse managed to get her feet back underneath herself 

just in time to regain her balance and bolt away from the tons of wild horse flesh 

bearing down on them. Jaime found himself off balance as well, swayed but 

managed to catch hold of his saddle horn. He and Fred lay forward on their 

mounts as they raced terrified away from the wild horses.  Rocks, ocotillo brush, 

prickly pears seemed to jump toward Fred and back away at the last fraction of a 

second. It felt like fire when he brushed prickly pear. Every ounce of his skill and 

concentration focused to bring his mount under control. Gradually both Fred and 

Jaime joined together to slow the mass of running horses and turn them back 
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toward the canyon. Hooves thundering, horses screaming, Fred and Jaime 

yelling reverberated off the rock walls of the narrow canyon. Dust formed a 

dense, rapidly-moving cloud that blocked sight of all but the first few horses.  

The two boys yelled and waved their arms trying desperately to get the 

mares to turn. The stampede roared toward them like a runaway freight train.  

The boys finally realized that the mares weren't going to slow down. They turned 

their mounts and spurred furiously to the sides, away from the stampede. They 

leaned low across the necks of their horses and clung desperately as their own 

horses whirled away from the mad charge. But before they could clear the neck 

of the canyon, the flood of wild horses poured upon them. Their mounts 

screamed as the terrified horses buffeted them. The panicked mares surged 

toward freedom. Both mounts were knocked to the ground. Fred and Jaime 

turned loose of their falling mounts, kicked their feet from the stirrups, and leaped 

a fraction of a second before their mounts tumbled to the ground.   

 

 Erin struggled desperately to separate the stallions.  She spurred her 

mare toward the wild stallion and yelled as loudly as she could to drive it away.  

He paid no more attention to her than did Big Red. As Erin's effort drew her 

closer to the stallions, they erupted into a fierce fight. Both reared on their hind 

legs, pawed with their front hooves and tore viciously at each other with their 

teeth. Bloody red patches appeared on both.  

The rope from Big Red's halter to Erin's saddle yanked the black mare and 

Erin ever closer toward the wild struggle. She clawed at the line she had lashed 

around her saddle horn, struggling to untie it but couldn't budge it.   

The screaming, pawing stallions loomed above her, only a few feet away.  

Her mare spooked worse, plunging wildly in first one direction then another. The 

reins were ripped from Erin's hands. She clung desperately to her saddle horn 
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with both hands. It seemed that she would be pushed right into the battling 

stallions. Their hooves flashed back and forth above her.   

She lay her head against the neck of her mare and screamed. Big Red 

spun and lashed out with his hind legs.  His steel-shod hooves brushed Erin's 

hair and thudded into the wild stallion's side.  She heard the wild stallion grunt as 

he fell away. He recovered quickly, roared like Erin thought a furious grizzly bear 

might and attacked again, his mouth gaping open. His teeth tore viciously at 

Red's neck.   

Lather from the horse splattered in her face. She saw blood spots on her 

arms. Erin clung desperately to her saddle with both hands and spurred her 

mount away, hoping to yank Big Red away from the fight.  The rope snapped 

taut.  The violent jolt whipped Erin's head forward. She heard a loud pop, like a 

rifle shot, over the uproar of the fighting stallions.   

A bone rattling jar stunned her. Suddenly she didn't hear anything. Horses 

sprinted down the canyon, their tails and manes streaming in the air.   

Erin saw it all but heard nothing. She wondered why the mares were here.  

The boys were supposed to keep them up at the other end of the canyon.  She 

realized that she was on the ground, although still seated on her saddle. She 

caught a glimpse of her black mare running hard away from the fight, the reins 

flopping over her neck.   

Realization of what had happened struck Erin - - the girth strap to her 

saddle had broken. She was still in her saddle which was tied to Big Red. At that 

moment, the wild stallion whirled away from Big Red and charged after his 

mares. Big Red chased.   

Erin was flipped backwards then yanked forward as the rope from his 

halter to the saddle horn drug her and the saddle down the canyon. Her right foot 

hung in her stirrup.  She felt like her leg would be torn loose from her body.   
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She clung to the saddle horn and managed to stay upright until the saddle 

hit a large rock, bounced into the air and slammed down on the side.  Erin spilled 

from the seat of the saddle, but her foot was still hung in the stirrup. She bounced 

wildly down the canyon, battered as she struck rocks and shrubs. She saw a 

patch of prickly pear and tried to lean away but was unable to control herself.  

Thorns stung her side and shoulder.     

Big Red now ran desperately, as fast as he could.  His eyes rolled. He 

tossed his head from side to side. The flopping of Erin and her saddle terrified 

the big stallion.  

Pain seemed to explode inside Erin's head. Something warm flowed 

around her ear. She began to relax. Her grip upon consciousness loosened. As 

she slipped away, she saw a loop from a rawhide rope settle over Big Red's head 

and pull tight. The last thing she saw before passing out was the wildest looking 

human she'd ever seen hanging onto the other end of that rope.   
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                                                              Chapter Six 

 

Erin's felt her head was going to split as she turned it to get the bright 

sunlight out of her eyes. She closed her eyes tightly and tried to lie perfectly still, 

hoping that would make the pain go away. The inside of her mouth felt as dry 

and gritty as the most parched flat in this whole desert area. There must have 

been some part of her body that didn’t ache, but she couldn’t have named it.  

After what seemed a long time, the pain eased enough for Erin to open 

her eyes. By that time the sun had passed behind a rock and no longer blinded 

her. Very carefully she rotated her head. No one was in sight. Surely, she 

decided, she must have dreamed that whole scene about the horses fighting, 

being dragged by a runaway horse and that strange looking man.  

She heard a horse cropping grass and turned her head to find Big Red 

grazing nearby, tethered to a wooden stake driven into the ground. The black 

mare Erin had been riding grazed further away. A rawhide riata like the one she 

remembered seeing settle around Big Red's neck – the last thing she 

remembered - secured the mare. Still, Erin tried to convince herself, it must have 

been a bad dream.    

At least the pain wasn't as severe as when she had moved her head 

earlier. Cautiously she moved her feet and her legs. They were sore as mischief 

but worked. She wiggled her fingers then moved her entire hand. Gaining 

confidence, she bent her legs and pulled her feet all the way to her bottom and 

extended them again.  Her parts all seemed to work, although painfully.  

As Erin worked her hands, she became aware of a woolen blanket 
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covering her. Lifting her head, she saw the bright red, yellow and black of a 

tightly woven Navajo blanket. She ran her fingers down the colorful blanket, 

enjoying the woolen texture. She could smell the slight odor of pine-wood smoke 

and old leather. The aromas comforted her.   

Then he was there again - - that strange man she remembered just before 

she blacked out. He wasn't a dream!   

His skin was deep black and more wrinkled than any she had ever seen, 

so wrinkled that each wrinkle seemed to touch the next.  His eyes, though, were 

as bright and alert as any she could remember. And he moved without any sign 

of the stiffness of old age as he squatted beside her. He was almost as tall as her 

father but quite slim. His arms and legs seemed extremely long. The old man 

was dressed in leather that was faded almost white from long use. His Apache-

style thigh-high moccasins had no decoration except fringe at the top. It was the 

hair that most gave the appearance of wildness - - snow white hair long enough 

to fall below his shoulder and stiff enough to stand straight out equally far in 

almost every direction.  It stuck out like porcupine quills from under his ancient 

and worn-looking brown hat.    

Erin tried to jump up and scramble away from the wild man. Her heart 

pounded. An angry cougar or bear or rattlesnake would hardly have appeared 

wilder or more dangerous. The limbs that worked a few moments ago rebelled at 

the pain.   

 “Fred!” she called. 

 The man's bright, coal-black eyes stared intently into Erin's. "Easy...rest," 

the wild looking man told her haltingly, but soothingly. He reached toward Erin.  

She yanked her head back but realized she was in no condition to escape. She 

closed her eyes and squeezed every muscle tight. 

 He gently touched her forehead and cheeks with the backs of his fingers.  
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He let them rest there a moment, much as her mother would when checking for a 

fever.  Erin would never mistake his fingers for her mother's, however. They felt 

like old leather, seamed but strong and pliable. His nails were much thicker than 

most and appeared yellowish. Cracks sunk into their surface.    

"Bueno," the wild looking man said approvingly. His face split in a smile 

which seemed to add a few hundred more wrinkles to his leathery face.  

The smile didn’t reassure Erin. Instead it reminded her of Vern, the cur 

dog that belonged to their next door neighbors back in Missouri. Vern could wag 

his tail and twist his lips back in what looked like a big smile and then, likely as 

not, bite the fool out of you. Right at the moment, she appreciated Vern. He’d 

taught her not to be taken in by a smile. 

 "Ped...your feet. Move them."  He paused.   

"English...I not use...many years. Will come back," he haltingly explained.  

His face was peaceful and kind-looking despite the wrinkles and a long rough 

scar that ran across his forehead.   

Vern had scars around his head, too, Erin remembered.  She found 

herself wondering at his accent. It didn't sound at all like black people she had 

known back in Missouri. It resembled...she couldn't quite put her finger on it...like 

an Indian!  

Erin sat bolt upright.   

"You...you're Old Wild Man Terry!" she exclaimed. Then she winced as 

she thought how disrespectful the name sounded.   

"I mean..."  She shrunk within herself. This might set the old man off, like 

blowing in Vern’s face.  

"Si, Nina. Andrew Terry. Hombre Bronco…Wild Man," his face again 

broke into a smile. His teeth shone, faultless and gleamingly white. He gently 

took her shoulders. 
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 She tensed and expected him to shake her or tie her up or some terrible 

thing. She closed her eyes tightly, not anxious to see the end coming. She felt 

tears well up in her eyes. Would she never see her mother again? 

 Instead, the old man eased her back down to the ground. "Do not fear."  

He chuckled softly from deep within his chest. "Old Hombre Bronco doesn't eat 

children with hair rojo...red."      

Erin failed to see any humor in lying hurt with a wild hermit who might be 

... might be a murderer or a crazy man or a ... cannibal. The last seemed a little 

wild even for her. She almost chuckled at herself then felt his hands on her. 

   Wild Man, as Erin thought of him, began a gentle examination of her 

limbs. He gently squeezed up and down her arms, and her legs, all of the time 

watching her face for reaction.   

 So far, he hadn’t caused any pain. But Vern would often wag his tail and 

lick your hand right before he bit you, she remembered. 

 "Your stomach?" he asked.  

Erin was puzzled.  

He struggled for the word. He laid his hand over his own stomach and 

made a face as if terribly nauseated.  

"No," Erin replied, laughing at the old man's pantomime.   

Vern had made her laugh, too, sometimes.    

"Bueno," he responded and smiled with relief.  "You be sore, but not 

malo...not bad."  

She could smell smoke and leather when he was near. The sound of 

horses walking up canyon drew her attention. Big Red looked up, momentarily 

interested, and quickly resumed grazing. A few moments later Fred and Jaime 

rode into view. They led one older mare which Erin remembered seeing with the 

wild herd. When the mare came into view, Big Red nickered. The mare seemed 
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too calm to be a wild horse, Erin thought.  

Erin tried to jump to her feet and rush to Fred and Jaime, but Wild Man 

restrained her.   

“No!” he told her sharply. 

 The change in tone startled Erin into stillness. 

 “You could ... hurt...”  The old man struggled for words, gave up, and 

instead shook his head emphatically no.   

 The thing Erin noticed most was the stiffness of his hair. It didn’t wiggle 

even one inch when he shook his head so hard.  I must have been knocked 

really silly, she told herself, to get tickled at such when such a dangerous man 

had her in his control. 

 Fred leaped from the saddle and rushed to kneel beside his twin.  "Are 

you...?" He looked at her and then warily at Wild Man.   

 Jaime had stayed on his horse but, Erin thought, reined it to where he 

could ride it over the old man if needed. She tried to tell them with her eyes to be 

careful of Wild Man. 

 "I'm okay," Erin responded. "Just very sore."  

Fred visibly relaxed. "Mr. Terry lassoed Red," he explained. "The wild 

stallion and all the mares except this one got away."  

Mr. Terry? Erin thought. Was this not Wild Man? Yes. Old Wild Man Terry, 

she remembered.   

Big Red!  Big Red was worth an awful lot of money, she knew. Probably 

enough to take care of such a hermit for years. 

 Erin saw a skinned spot on Fred's head. Dust still clung to his faded jeans 

which were torn at the right knee and above his right pocket. She could see red 

scraped flesh where the torn jeans gaped open.    

Jaime's loose cotton pants and shirt were always snowy white when Lupe 
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finished laundering them. Now they were splotched with dirt. His shirt was torn on 

the left shoulder.  

"Looks like I'm not the only one going to be sore," she said. She smiled at 

her brother and Jaime. Smiling was the first move she had made that didn't 

cause some pain. She looked at the mare, a question in her expression.  

As they talked, Wild Man worked with what appeared to be a deer hide 

and a couple of long pieces of wood he retrieved from a small group of mesquite 

trees nearby. 

 "The others ran over us," Jaime volunteered. His hands demonstrated the 

tumbling they had done while tearing their clothes and skin. "This one stopped."

 The mare watched the people carefully. Her coat was a rich brown with 

black mane and black below her knees. Around her nose, gray hair mingled with 

the brown.    

The old man dropped the hide and poles he had been working with and 

walked toward the mare.   

She edged away and laid her ears back at him.   

He spoke gently to the horse in a language which Erin didn't recognize. It 

was neither English nor Spanish. The words sounded so soft and soothing that 

they reminded Erin of a whispered prayer.  

The mare relaxed and pointed her ears toward the wild man and extended 

her nose to the seamed black hand. She sniffed the hand then his arm.    

Erin had never seen a nervous horse calm so quickly. It was hard to 

believe she had been running with the wild ones only a few hours ago. How long 

had it been? 

Wild Man continued to talk soothingly to the mare as he ran his hands 

along her flank. He gently opened her lips to look at her teeth. Next, he cupped 

his hand around each eye and peered into it. Gently, he pressed the area around 
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each eye. The mare didn't resist. The old man gently turned the mare's face 

toward him, stroked her chin softly then blew softly into her nostrils.    

Erin had seen Jaime and his father do the same with new horses. Her 

father told her that, when the horse allowed this exchange of breath, it was a 

bonding between person and horse. The horse would never forget the person.

 The old mare allowed the old man to blow into her nostrils and breathed 

deeply, calmly. She lay her chin on the old man's chest. Wild Man stroked her 

neck and chest lovingly.  

"Runaway from some ranch. Maybe fifteen years old," Mr. Terry told them, 

already beginning to sound more comfortable in English. "Good mare. Big bones, 

good eyes."  

Horses were usually good judges of people, Erin felt. If she’d been at their 

ranch or somewhere else, she would have taken the horse’s acceptance of Wild 

Man as a sign she could trust him. But they weren’t somewhere else. And they 

had slipped away from the ranch. No one knew where they were or what they 

were doing. It seemed to her that Jaime and Fred were relaxing a bit too much. It 

was up to her to be on guard against the wild old man for all of them, she 

decided. 

 Jaime looked at the sun. Shadows from the top of the mesa to their west 

extended almost to the mesa on the eastern side of them. "We better start for 

home. Can you ride?" he asked Erin.  

"Of course," Erin answered. But her voice didn't sound as confident as her 

words.  

"No!" Mr. Terry said quickly, his eyes anxious.    

Erin's breath caught. Were they to be captives of the wild man?   

She quickly made eye contact with Jaime and Fred. It was plain they were 

surprised and concerned, also.  



Moore, Old Wild Man Terry                                                                                        42 

 

"You not … travel." The old man seemed to struggle for words, then spoke 

to Jaime in Spanish, faster than Erin could follow.  

"He says it could be dangerous for you to travel," Jaime translated for 

Erin. "I am to go tell your mother. You and Fred are to stay with him. His home is 

nearby. His expression and tone of voice asked if Erin and Fred approved.   

 Fred and Erin looked at each other uncertainly. They weren't aware of any 

other houses along this section of the Rio Grande except for the mercury mining 

operation at Terlingua, and that was more than thirty miles over rugged 

mountains.   

Erin’s mind raced. She didn’t like the idea of staying, but this would make 

their parents aware of where they were located. She glanced at Fred and thought 

she saw agreement in his eyes. And she didn’t feel like riding.   

She nodded her approval. Fred and Jaime did also. 

 Wild Man looked at them as if understanding their concern. He gestured 

toward the rugged cliffs behind them. "Nearby."   

The old man rose smoothly and gracefully then went to his horse, a gray 

mare with black legs. He picked up two long pieces of wood covered by a deer 

hide.   

"Indians call … travois," he told them as he fastened one pole to each side 

of his saddle.  The other end formed a drag.  "Come with us to my home," he told 

Jaime, "so that you can lead others back there."  

Erin thought quickly and liked Wild Man’s suggestion. She nodded her 

agreement to Jaime and Fred. 

 Wild Man, as Erin knew she would continue to think of him, gently lifted 

Erin and lay her on the travois.  There he covered her again with the blanket and 

tied her snugly but gently into place.  

Wild Man mounted and led the way. Fred and Jaime led the extra horses 
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and followed. Erin grimaced as they started to move. She expected to be 

bounced around painfully. She tightened her muscles as the travois started 

forward, then relaxed. The ride was surprisingly smooth.  

Soon the old man turned the horses toward what appeared to be an 

unbroken wall of sheer gray rock with no vegetation covering it. Erin could see 

the wall as they turned toward it but was soon facing backwards where she 

couldn't see. But she could see Fred and Jaime's faces as they rode behind, 

obviously puzzled at riding straight toward what appeared to be a solid cliff of 

bare stone.  

Right before the nose of Wild Man's mare struck the wall, she turned 

sharply to the right into a narrow gap in the wall.  One wall overlapped the other 

so as to make the gap invisible except right at the spot where the horse had 

turned.  

The surprise in Fred's and Jaime's faces was as great as that Erin felt. All 

three of them had ridden past this point numerous times without seeing a gap.  

They began the climb through a steep, narrow canyon in which the sides 

were never more than ten feet wide and often so narrow that Erin could have 

reached out and touched the stone walls on both sides. Only a narrow strip of 

sky showed directly above the vertical walls of the cliff. The floor of the narrow 

canyon was covered with white sand that spread thinly over solid, brown stone.  

In some spots the rock was bare. The iron shoes of the Burgess' horses striking 

stone echoed back and forth through the narrow walls. Erin couldn't hear a 

similar sound from Wild Man's horse.  She craned her neck as far as possible to 

look at his mare's hooves.  Tightly stretched rawhide covered them.  She had 

never seen any horses shod like this.    

The colorful blanket Wild Man had wrapped around Erin felt good as the 

temperature dropped in the deep shadows of the canyon. Cool breezes blew 
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down canyon, scented with the aroma of the pinon trees which were common on 

the mesa tops. Erin grasped the sides of the travois although she was tied tightly 

inside. She rode tipped steeply upward on the climb up the canyon floor. She 

knew she was back on level ground when her travois suddenly tilted back down. 

Looking around, she saw that their narrow canyon had opened into a valley with 

several trees and green grass. Only one other gap was visible in the sides of the 

valley and it seemed to overlook open space. Behind them, another trail led 

toward the top of the mesa.   

Erin took a deep, involuntary breath when she saw that trail. She certainly 

hoped they weren't going up that way. The thought of such a passage made her 

feel like the bottom of her stomach had disappeared. But soil on the bottom of 

the trail was tightly packed from use.   

She breathed a deep sigh of relief when Wild Man stopped his horse. 

They had halted in front of a wall made from layers of stone laid and cemented 

together with mortar like a brick wall. The wall reminded Erin of photographs of a 

cliff dwelling she had seen in a magazine shortly before they had moved from 

Missouri. The man-made wall seemed to close off what had already been an 

overhung shelf of rock.  A stack of weathered firewood lay piled beside a heap of 

ashes.  

The air was quite cool in the shadows at this edge of the valley. Breezes 

stirred by the downhill settling of cooler air brought the odor of ashes and sweaty 

horses to Erin. A few feet away, a spring bubbled into a pool at the base of a rock 

cliff and ran into a small stream.  The cloudless sky over the cliffs to western side 

of the valley was already turning yellow and orange as the sun set.   

Big Red nickered softly. Erin felt much better as she realized the big 

stallion had not been seriously injured in his fight with the wild stallion.   

Another horse answered Big Red from the far side of the valley.  Two 
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horses' heads showed over a pole fence, their ears pointed curiously toward the 

newcomers to the valley.  

Wild Man returned from the inside of the house and loosened the rawhide 

thongs holding Erin in place on the travois.  As gracefully as dancers she 

remembered from the St. Louis ballet, the tall man stooped beside Erin, easily, 

lifted her from the travois and gently deposited her on a thick pile of animal skins 

just inside the door.   

With satisfaction she saw that this position gave her a wide view from a 

window as well as the door. The western sky at sunset had never seemed more 

beautiful. Hues of orange and yellow were beginning to darken to red, then 

purple. The moon, almost full, was already visible over the eastern rim of the 

neighboring mesa. After a few minutes, a fire crackled cheerfully in a pit against a 

corner wall. Smoke rose obediently up and out of the hole in the top of the room.  

The flames flickered, creating yellow light in which shadows seemed to dance on 

the walls.  

Soon Wild Man was busy stirring some sort of herb tea in a fire-blackened 

old pot. The aroma was unlike any Erin remembered, somewhat sharp and not at 

all appetizing. The old man poured the greenish liquid into a gourd dipper and 

kneeled beside Erin. Her nose wrinkled at the odor. She clenched her teeth at 

the thought of swallowing the ugly brew.     

"Drink," he directed as he held the gourd toward her. "You will rest." 

 Erin tested it suspiciously and was pleasantly surprised to find it sweet.  

 "Honey makes taste better," Wild Man told her with a smile.    

That gave Erin a warm feeling. Both her mother and Lupe sweetened 

bitter medicines to make them taste better. She sipped the hot brew 

appreciatively. She didn’t trust this man, she reminded herself.  

Fred and Jaime eased through the door and craned their necks to look at 



Moore, Old Wild Man Terry                                                                                        46 

 

the odd structure. Firelight illuminated the corners. On the opposite wall, the 

trunk of a small tree was hung horizontally, the limbs snubbed off five or six 

inches long. From the nubbed limbs hung an assortment of tools, pots, an Army-

style pistol belt and holster with a large revolver in place and an old blue U.S. 

Army uniform top. Several medals hung pinned to the jacket. An old U.S. Cavalry 

Spencer carbine rifle leaned against a wall.  

"I need to leave for the ranch," Jaime told everyone.  

"Si," Wild Man answered.  

"I'm staying with Erin," Fred stated strongly, as if expecting someone to 

argue. Instead Wild Man nodded.   

"Enjuh. It is good."  

"Tell their parents," Wild Man nodded toward Fred and Erin, "that Wild 

Man has no children. He will care for these two as if they were his."  

The medicine given to Erin must have been powerful, she decided. She 

could barely stay awake long enough to drink the hot broth that Wild Man gave 

her a few minutes after Jaime left. She was asleep almost immediately.  
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                                                           Chapter Seven 

 

 Erin awoke to the songs of meadow larks and the strange notes of 

mourning doves, their songs seeming to drift in from great distance. Sunlight had 

yet to make its way over the mountain peak beyond the eastern rim of the valley.  

 Sore muscles caused Erin to stop her first attempt to sit up. A second, 

slower, much more careful attempt to rise was still uncomfortable, but she made 

it. Once on her feet, she leaned against the stone wall until she felt steadier.  

Gingerly, she lifted each foot and put it back down. She was sorer than ever 

before in her life, but she would be able to walk.   

Once outside, Erin found a fire blazing in the fire pit beside a pile of wood.  

She breathed deeply and savored the aroma of the rich pinon resin in the smoke. 

 Movement across the valley caught her eye. In a spot highlighted by the 

sun shining through the notch in the eastern wall of the valley, Fred stooped by a 

small wooden gate between the creek and the garden, lifted it and watched 

irrigation water flow down a ditch into the rows of a large garden.  Narrow, green 

spears as tall as Fred's knees identified a large part of the garden as a corn 

patch. Wild Man moved through the garden stooping then standing again. It was 

obvious to Erin that he pulled weeds.  

Within a few minutes Fred and Wild Man were back at the house. Wild 

Man strung venison strips on green sticks to cook over the fire, and began to mix 

corn meal, water and salt into flat cakes for tortillas.  

"Mr. Terry says that we're going to some hot springs to soak your bruises 

this morning," Fred told Erin enthusiastically.  
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Erin tried to look pleased but really wasn't excited about anything which 

required her to walk or ride. And Fred’s apparent acceptance of the good 

intentions of this wild old man bothered Erin. So far, the old hermit had treated 

them kindly, she admitted to herself. And she was quite sure he had saved her 

life when he lassoed Big Red and stopped him from dragging her. She felt her 

suspicion weakening, but who and what was this strange man?  

It turned out that the hot springs were only a few hundred yards from Wild 

Man's house, but over a steep and rocky trail. Erin's muscles, warmed and 

stretched by the exercise, already felt better by the time they arrived at the 

spring, although a dull headache was returning. The appearance of the hot 

spring didn't appeal to Erin. The water was clear, at no point more than a couple 

of feet deep. The bottom of brown mud could have hardly been less attractive to 

her eye. The odor reminded her of food which had been left out in the heat too 

long. She watched bubbles form slowly then pop like a pot of thick brown soup 

coming to a boil.  

Wild Man dug into a canvas bag he had brought along and fished out a 

large tan shirt.  "Put this on so you won't dirty your clothes," Wild Man told Erin. 

"We check some traps I have downhill." He nodded toward Fred. "We'll be back 

in a few minutes."  

Erin replaced her own clothes with the tan shirt which hung below her 

knees. The change didn't please her. "Must be trying to scald me," she grumbled 

as she tested the water with one toe. And the mud, which she also felt with her 

big toe, felt slimy. She could imagine all sorts of vile creatures slithering around 

in such ugly goo. She grumbled quietly to herself as she settled on a large rock 

and waited for her brother and Wild Man to return. Even the antics of a camp 

robber jay flitting around the pinon branches on the side of the canyon couldn't 

cheer Erin in her present mood.    
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A thought struck Erin like a sharp dagger. Fred was alone with the wild 

man! He could do something to Fred, and Erin would have no one to help her. He 

could easily take one at a time, each of them separately. Their mother had 

always urged them to stick together in strange situations.   

Her Mother. Would she ever see her mother or father again? She started 

to spring to her feet and rush to help Fred, but her body wouldn’t spring. She had 

set long enough to get all stiff and sore again. But she had to go to Fred! Her 

temper flared. Why had he gone and left her all alone! As she made it to her feet, 

Fred and Wild Man reappeared. Fred held up four blue desert quail for his sister 

to see. Wild Man took them from Fred and laid them in the shade of a rock.    

"There was a whole covey of these in the trap," Fred told her 

enthusiastically. "Mr. Terry turned the others loose!"  

Fred is too trusting, she told herself. 

 "Take only what you need so there will be more tomorrow and next year," 

Wild Man explained.  

"Ah! You are ready for the bath," Wild Man said to Erin enthusiastically.  

He dug into his canvas bag. This time he brought out an almost colorless old 

cloth and handed it to her.   

"Wrap your hair in this," he instructed her. “You and Hombre Bronco must 

look after their pretty hair. Si?"  

Erin looked uncertainly at Wild Man's disordered hair. She considered that 

hair the wildest part of his appearance. She had never seen any like it.  

"My hair was as red as yours before I got this mud into it," he told Erin, a 

twinkle in his eye. After a moment, he laughed softly.  "No. Not true. But it will 

keep the mud out."  

Erin chuckled with the old man and relaxed enough to enter the water. It 

was easier to be suspicious of the wild man when he was gone. His easy manner 
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made her comfortable in his presence. But why would someone who seemed to 

enjoy people hide away in a wilderness like this? Surely, he wouldn’t do so 

unless he had done something to make him hide, she told herself.  

"Slowly," Wild Man warned her. "Let your body accustom itself."   

After the first shock, the water didn't seem quite so hot. But she twisted 

her face in distaste as the soft mud at the bottom of the pool oozed up through 

her toes and around her feet.  

"Here," Wild Man pointed. "Lie down with your head on this rock." The 

mud felt even softer and ickier.   

"Yuck!"  she complained.  

Wild Man chuckled.   

"Down," he motioned with his hand, as one would signal a dog to sit.  

Erin eased her way into the mud, grimacing from both the pain in her sore 

muscles and her dislike for the feel of the mud.    

Fred and Wild Man stood beside her, their boots off and pants rolled 

above their knees.  "Did you ever want to smear your sister with mud?" Wild Man 

asked Fred playfully.  

"Yeah!" Fred answered eagerly.  

"This your chance," Wild Man told Fred as he smiled widely and motioned 

with his hand. "Cover her well."  

Fred stooped beside Erin and took up a big double handful of the oozy 

mud.   

Looks like Vern drooling over a fresh bone, Erin told herself. 

 Fred held the handful of mud over her face. His grin looked almost evil to 

Erin. Water dripped onto her face. He squeezed, and the mud dribbled onto her 

face and splattered.   

 Erin started to kick Fred, but her legs were too sore.   
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 “Better close your eyes and mouth,” Fred told her as he moved toward 

her.  It was obvious that he was looking forward to this mud business. 

 “Hold your nose,” Wild Man told Erin.   

“Nice and thick,” he instructed Fred and gestured with his hands. 

 Fred patted a thick layer of the mud around her face. 

 “You’re going to cook me,” she complained, although the heat felt good. 

She had no intention of admitting that to her brother. 

 Fred laughed. 

 Erin’s temper flared. “You don’t have to enjoy it so much,” she snapped.   

Fred laughed again. She slung a big handful of the slimy mud at Fred, landing it 

dead center in his face. 

 Wild Man laughed.   

 Before she thought, Erin flung a handful at him. Even before it landed, she 

was terrified at the realization of what she had done. 

 Wild Man ducked, but not soon enough to escape. Mud plastered one side 

of his face and matted down his poofy white hair. 

 Wild Man’s laugh turned to a frown. He sat absolutely still for a moment 

that seemed, to Erin, to last forever. Wild Man stared at her. His body stiffened. 

She heard him growl deep in his throat like an angry dog, or so she would have 

sworn. 

 She was almost as scared as when Big Red was dragging her. A hermit is 

usually crazy, she thought. At least they had been in all the stories she had ever 

read. She tried to think of a plan should he go berserk and attack her. She was 

too achy to run or fight well. 

 Wild Man slowly straightened to his full height. He towered over her. The 

expression on his face was the fiercest she had ever seen. His hand moved very 

slowly to the glob of mud stuck in his hair.  He pulled the mud from his hair and 
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looked at it as if he couldn’t believe what he saw. This spread slimy mud more 

deeply through his hair.   

 Erin glanced briefly at Fred and saw that he, too, stood frozen in place, 

staring at Wild Man. 

 “Girl,” Wild Man said, his voice almost quivering in anger, “this will turn my 

hair ... rojo.” 

 Erin knew that meant red.   

 He stood stiff-legged as he shook his handful of mud at her. Suddenly he 

scooped a larger handful of mud, drew it back and flipped it sidewise at Fred and 

laughed uproariously as it splattered into Fred’s face. 

 Erin joined in the laughter just in time to get splatted by mud thrown by 

both Wild Man and Fred. The mud war was on. Slimy mud and the smelly water 

flew everywhere. Finally, the three were laughing so hard that Fred and Wild Man 

slumped to the ground, too tickled to continue. 

 Already, Erin felt much better. All the movement of scooping and throwing 

mud, as well as trying to avoid that thrown at her, had caused her to settle into 

the mud far enough to be covered except for the top side of her body.  Fred now 

packed mud over the rest of her, all business except for occasionally tickling her 

toes. 

 Erin giggled. Fred tickled her toes again, but it wasn’t the tickling that 

made her giggle. She pointed to the large rocks around the spring.   

 Fred and Wild Man followed her point. Wild Man chuckled also at the 

numerous dobs of mud sticking to the sides of the rocks as a result of their mud 

battle. “What will the deer think when they pass through and see this?” he asked.  

“Or the quail.” 

 Before long Erin felt as if the heat was soaking all the way to her bones.  

She luxuriated as the hot water and mud seemed to bake the soreness away 
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from her body. As the morning passed she lapsed into a semi-awake state as if 

dozing. Only those occasions when Fred or Wild Man roused her to drink cool 

water brought her fully awake. Finally, she settled into a deep comfortable sleep. 

 Many think it isn’t ladylike for a woman to ride a stallion, Erin knew. But 

she thought nothing was so beautiful as the sight of her mother atop Big Red as 

he raced across the flat beside their ranch house. She leaned comfortably 

forward over Big Red’s withers. Her hair streamed out in the wind behind as she 

glided so smoothly that she appeared airborne  The smile on her mother’s 

healthy-looking face was the most beautiful sight of all. 

 Then another caught her attention. This rider wore long red hair, also, hers 

tied loosely behind her head. Even with the horse, a deep red mare, moving so 

quickly across the flat, the rider’s hair neither jiggled up and down nor swayed 

side to side. Certainly, this mare was the smoothest gaited of the smooth, the 

ultimate foxtrotter. Erin concentrated on identifying the figure. Certainly, she 

seemed to be a smaller, younger version of her mother. It was ... herself! Then 

the mare swept by closely enough for her to see that the left forefoot was white.  

Sugarfoot! She was watching herself on Sugarfoot. 

 On the other side of the barn, in the horse pasture nearest the house, she 

could see all their foxtrotter mares and others that she recognized as mares from 

the wild herd. Each had a colt beside it. 

 By the barn, she could see her father in his work clothes - - not off to far-

flung towns of West Texas, trying to make a dollar. 

 

 Someone was shaking her shoulder. She tried to shrug off this intruder 

and soak in the happiness which filled her as she watched this scene. But the 

hand was persistent. Finally, she opened her eyes. 

 Erin was disappointed when Wild Man told her it was time to rinse away 
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the mud and get out of the hot springs. She was even more upset to realize that 

the beautiful dream had been only a dream. 

 Her eyes teared. 

 Old Wild Man’s eyes questioned.   

 “A dream,” she told him. “A wonderful dream.” 

 “Si,” he responded softly. “These springs bring dreams. For those wise 

enough to remember these dreams, they often come true.”  

From the shadows and the position of the sun in the sky, she could tell 

she had been in the water for several hours. Reluctantly, she got out of the 

spring, scraped and washed away as much of the mud as she could. 

 Wild Man instructed her to wear the long shirt during the walk back to the 

house so that she cooled gradually. At his house, Wild Man pointed Erin toward a 

hole in the creek where she could wash and change.  She was pleasantly 

surprised at how much more freely and easily she moved after the hot soak.  
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                                                       Chapter Eight     

 

 Erin was as surprised as Fred and Wild Man when she began to cry.   

"It's my mother," she finally told Wild Man. "I'm afraid she's going to die."  

Fred and Erin told Wild Man the story of why they had moved from 

Missouri and the reason that catching the foxtrotter mares was so important to 

them. Erin related what Dr. Currie had said about getting well depending as 

much on the state of one's mind as the person's body.  

"He sounds like a very wise medicine man," Wild Man said thoughtfully.

 The use of the term "medicine man" made Erin see clearly what seemed 

so strange about Wild Man. He was obviously African in ancestry, yet he spoke 

much like an Indian. Erin’s fear and suspicion of Wild Man had melted away like 

so much of her soreness at the hot springs. She and Fred had talked and were 

curious about who and what Wild Man was. She built up her courage and asked 

him about his background.  

Wild Man dug out a short clay pipe and stoked it with very dark tobacco.  

In a very leisurely manner, he lit it from a glowing piece of a limb which remained 

in the fire pit. Finally, he leaned back against the rock wall of the house and 

began to talk. "I am Ishi-Semole Negro - - Black Seminole."  His eyes took on a 

distant look, as if his body was present but his mind was far away.   

"I was born a slave in Georgia. My family was sold to different owners at 

different times. By the time I was seven years old, I was the only family member 

left." In his mind, it was as clear as if it were yesterday, although it had been 

more than eighty years as whites reckoned time. 
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 The heat. The very humid heat was what he always thought of 

when he remembered the Altamaha Plantation, along the Altamaha River in 

Georgia, so hot and humid that it was sometimes hard to breathe. He had been 

seven years old but tall for his age. It wasn't that it was such hard work that day.

 Pompey, the slave man with whom he stayed - - he remembered almost 

nothing about his mother who had been sold when he was barely walking - - 

plowed a long-legged black mule with a half shovel point attached to the plow 

stock. It turned the red soil up in a ridge above the stable manure that had been 

laid in the furrow for fertilizer.  

Andrew walked as fast as he could, dropping sweet potato draws, the 

sprouts from sweet potatoes, one every step.  Another boy came along behind 

with a forked stick and pressed the base of the potato draw down into the soft 

dirt.    

Andrew couldn't help but jump when the whip popped.  Mr. Samson, the 

overseer, had never touched a child with the whip, so far as Andrew knew, but it 

scared him just the same.  

 "Step smart, Andrew.  Step smart," the overseer bellowed in his harsh 

voice. "Pompey's pushing a plow and a mule and still walking off and leaving 

you, boy." The laugh with which Mr. Samson punctuated his words had no humor 

to it.  

Andrew couldn't have kept up with Pompey even if he hadn't been 

dropping potato draws. Pompey had that long legged black mule striding out as 

fast as he would go while pulling a plow. He made staying up with the mule look 

effortless. Nobody could walk faster than Pompey.  

At the end of the row, Pompey stopped the mule and laid the plow stock 

over to the side. He slid a hammer out of the leather loop on the plow stock and 



Moore, Old Wild Man Terry                                                                                        57 

 

struck the big wing-nut which fastened the half shovel to the plow stock.  He 

loosened the nut and fiddled with it until Andrew had almost caught up with him.  

He then stood up facing Mr. Samson.  

 "This bolt's pow'ful wore," Mr. Samson.  "Pow'ful wore."  He gave the half 

shovel a resounding whack, then tightened the wing nut. "Gonna need a new 'un 

when we get in tonight, Mr. Samson."  

Mr. Samson grumbled under his breath as he spurred the big bay horse 

on which he sat at the end of the field. The horse jumped, then trotted toward 

Pompey.    

"Stand to the side," Pompey told Andrew in a soft voice. "Hold his horse," 

he added loudly enough for Mr. Samson to hear.  

The big plantation overseer dismounted and walked beside the plow and 

reached his hand to feel the wing nut.  

Pompey motioned anxiously with his head for Andrew to lead the horse 

further away.  

Mr. Samson fiddled with the nut. "Feels tight to me..." He started to stand.   

Andrew turned the horse back toward the plow just in time to see Samson 

slam the hammer down on Mr. Samson's head.   

The big man didn't make a sound except for the soft thud when he fell into 

the plowed ground.  

Andrew watched in shock. He had never seen Pompey harm any person.

 Pompey stood and waved toward the thick pine woods at the corner of the 

field.  

Andrew's amazement turned to fear as a group of men rose from a thicket 

of gallberry bushes between the plowed ground and the woods. They were wild 

looking men, darker than white men but not black, dressed in what looked to 

Andrew like leather dresses with cloth wrapped tightly around their hair.  Colorful 
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feathers dangled from the cloth which bound the tallest man's hair. Each man 

carried a long rifle except for one who was armed with a bow and arrows. Each 

had knives and hatchets tucked in belts which held the loose garments at the 

waist. Andrew dropped the horse's reins and prepared to flee as fast as his feet 

would take him toward the houses.  

"Stand easy, boy," Pompey warned him.  

Andrew did as told. Out of the corner of his eye he could see the boy who 

had been poking the potato draws into the ground. He stood with his stick still in 

his hand, the end still pressed into the ground as he had been when the Indians, 

as Andrew reasoned these wild looking men must be, appeared.    

Then Andrew caught his breath. Three black men, dressed the same as 

the Indians, appeared from behind huge longleaf pines in the edge of the woods.  

Two carried bows with arrows. One carried a rifle in the crook of his arm.

 Pompey stooped beside Mr. Samson and took the wide leather belt on 

which he had carried a large knife as well a flask of gunpowder and a pouch of 

bullets for the two pistols which rode in holsters on either side of his saddle.  He 

buckled the belt around his slender waist then removed the knife and cut away 

harness from the mule, leaving nothing except the bridle.  

"Come here, boys," Pompey directed. "We just became Seminoles."   

    

 Wild Man told Fred and Erin how he and other slaves from his plantation 

escaped and ran away to join the Seminoles in Florida. Black families made up 

much of the Seminole Nation. Some had run away from plantations recently.  

Other families had been with the Seminoles for generations. He and his new 

family had fought until the 1840's to avoid being removed from Florida to Indian 

Territory. Both the native Seminoles and the black Seminoles suspected that the 

main goal of the Army was to capture the blacks and return them to slavery.



Moore, Old Wild Man Terry                                                                                        59 

 

 Finally, Wild Man had been captured and sent to the Seminole reservation 

west of the Mississippi River. Many of the Seminoles, black and red, were unable 

to adapt to the strange new land. They gave up the old ways and came to 

depend upon the white government for food and support. But Andrew Terry had 

been among the ones who accepted the offer of the Mexican government to take 

land on the Mexican side of the Rio Grande. In exchange the Seminoles were to 

protect against the Comanches, Kiowas and Apaches who raided from Texas 

into the more settled regions of Mexico. Up the Rio Grande River, the Black 

Seminoles found that several bands of Kickapoo Indians had done the same. He 

had seen the Kickapoos but knew none of them.  

For many years that had been the way Andrew Terry and other Seminoles 

made their living, professional Indian fighters.  After the Civil War, the U.S. Army 

had recruited a regiment of Black Seminoles which fought Indians, outlaws and 

smugglers along the Mexican border until disbanded in the 1890's.  

By then, Andrew Terry had fought for fifty years and wished only to be left 

alone. He had settled in this valley that he had discovered while scouting for the 

Army. He became a loner, coming out of the mountains only as often as 

necessary to trade for a few essential supplies, usually in towns far away in 

Mexico. On a few rare occasions, others had sighted a mysterious black man.  

Thus, had grown stories of the wild man. Wild Man was uncertain how people 

had learned his name was Terry.  

"But how old are you?" Fred asked.    

Erin kicked Fred sharply. That wasn't a polite question to ask adults.

 Wild Man laughed gently. "The way your folks figure time, I must be in my 

nineties. My people never tried to count time."  

"Do you mean Seminoles when you talk about your people?"  Erin asked.  

She was still a bit confused.  
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Wild Man was silent for what seemed a long time.  Finally, he answered.  

"That is a good question. For years I fought Quanah Parker and his Comanches 

and Gokliya - - You know of him as Geronimo - - and the Apaches.  But both 

knew who they were. He paused and seemed to reflect for a moment before 

continuing. "I know my ancestors came from Africa, wherever that is," Wild Man 

said. "I sometimes wonder. When I die and my spirit goes to the next world, will I 

recognize my people? Will they recognize me?"  

The sound of horses approaching interrupted. Jaime's voice was clear.  

"We're here!"  

Mr. Terry, as Erin decided he would be to her now, rather than Wild Man, 

rose and went to greet Jaime.  

Fred caught Erin's sleeve and stopped her. "Come here," he whispered 

excitedly. He tugged on her shirt and led her to Mr. Terry's old army shirt which 

hung in the corner.   

"I was looking at these earlier. This," Fred said as he lifted the medal on 

the shirt, "is the Medal of Honor. It's the highest award our soldiers can receive."  

Another voice broke into their attention. "Well, young lady. You certainly 

look better than I dared to expect," Dr. Currie told Erin happily. "Come out here 

where I can see you better."   

Mr. Terry started reporting Erin's condition as if two doctors were 

conferring. "Eyes the same," he said, showing with his fingers that he referred to 

the width of her pupils. No sick stomach. No breaks in her bones."  

Dr. Currie nodded and made Erin go through all kinds of movements 

before he pronounced her fit. Finally, Dr. Currie snapped his old black bag shut 

and turned his attention to Mr. Terry.   

"It's been a lot of years since the old Regimental days." 

 "Si, Doctor," Terry agreed. 
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"I always said I was only the second-best medicine man when you were in 

camp," Dr. Currie said.  

Mr. Terry smiled but said nothing. Instead, he turned to Erin.  "You rest up, 

little Rojo. In a couple of weeks, I will come for you."     

He indicated Erin, Fred and Jaime. "Then we will get your mother's 

horses. Safely!" Mr. Terry stressed as he cut his eyes toward Dr. Currie. 

 As the four of them rode toward the Burgess ranch, Erin asked Dr. Currie, 

"You knew Mr. Terry before?"   

Dr. Currie took his time before answering.  "Many years ago. I first came 

to Texas as an army surgeon."  

 

For several minutes, Dr. Currie rode along as if in deep thought, saying 

nothing. Erin knew that he was often not very talkative when preoccupied with his 

thoughts. But, finally, he spoke again. “I was often with the Black Seminoles 

regiment. They were something,” he said, shaking his head. “Best fighters I ever 

served with. I was with them when Andrew earned the medal.” He became silent 

again for what seemed a long time. 

“I was among those he saved, for which he received the Medal of Honor. I 

am alive because of him.” 
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                                         Chapter Nine 

 

 "Hurry," Dr. Burgess urged his wife.  

The screen door opened; Mrs. Burgess stepped out. Her eyes flicked from 

her husband to Erin, Fred and Jaime and then Julio. Her eyes turned back to her 

husband, the questioning look even stronger than before.  

The nickering of a horse reached their ears.  Hooves pattered nervously.  

Dust floated from behind the barn.  

A new brightness came to Mrs. Burgess' eyes. She walked toward the 

barn, first slowly, then faster. A flash of red, then gray showed briefly before 

disappearing again behind the barn.    

Mrs. Burgess almost ran as she approached the corner of the barn. "My 

pretty ladies!" she exclaimed, her voice almost choking in excitement. "Hoo-oo-

oo ladies," she called.  

Erin's heart fell. She looked quickly to her father.  

"Hello my pre..."  Mrs. Burgess stopped. The two fillies stopped walking 

around the pen and stared, their ears pointed curiously toward Mrs. Burgess.

 She stared for what seemed a long time. "These aren't..."  Her voice 

trailed away. Dr. Burgess stood beside her and lay his arm across her shoulders.  

"New young ladies," he told her. His voice echoed with enthusiasm.  

"Half thoroughbred and half mustang," Fred added.  

"Si, Senora," Julio told her proudly. "They have the speed of their sire and 

the toughness of their mothers."  

Everyone waited for Mrs. Burgess' response. She sensed this and looked 

from one to the other. She managed a smile. "They're beautiful," she finally said.  
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For a moment her enthusiasm obviously surged. Her eyes ran up and down their 

long, sleek legs.   

"And Big Red's offspring," she added, "will have the gait and gentle nature 

of my pretty..."   

The words hung for a long time.  

"Thank you," she told her husband and gave him a hug.   

"I'm very tired," she said weakly. She turned and walked slowly back 

toward the house. Her head hung and her feet dragged a bit as she walked 

away. 

 

* * * 

 

 Erin, Fred, Dr. Burgess, Julio, Lupe and Jaime all waited for Mrs. Burgess 

to tell why she had assembled them. She seemed to be thinking carefully about 

what to say.   

"Under no circumstances," she finally began, sounding very formal, "do I 

want any of you risking life and limb chasing those wild horses and our mares."   

Her speech was obviously rehearsed. "This idea that I have to have the 

horses back to regain my health is silly. I can't believe Dr. Currie meant that the 

way you have taken it. It sounds like some silly...superstition. I want to hear no 

more about it."  

Erin looked around the room, surprised. She had no idea anyone had said 

anything around her mother about feeling that recapturing the horses was 

important to regaining her health. The same type of surprise was in everyone 

else's eyes, too, except for Lupe.   

At first, she didn't look toward the others. Finally, as if she felt their eyes 

settling on her, Lupe glared back at them, her head up and her eyes defiant.  
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Then they knew - - Lupe had told her.    

Once she thought about it, Erin wasn't surprised. Ever since their first 

arrival at the ranch, her mother and Lupe had liked each other a great deal. As 

Lupe cared for Mrs. Burgess, the two had become closer and closer. There was 

no way Lupe would keep anything important from Mrs. Burgess. 

                                                              * * * 

 Erin was almost positive she had seen something move in the shadows.  

Whatever it was had seemed familiar although she couldn't place it. She 

considered waking Fred to go with her but decided against it. Instead, she 

stepped through her window and walked toward the barn, staying in the shadows 

as much as possible.  

Prickles began to run up and down the back of her neck. What if it was a 

cougar prowling around the barn? But no cougar was going to try to attack the 

fillies so long as they were together as a group. And heaven help any cougar so 

foolish as to go into Big Red's stall.   

But what about herself? She had always heard a cougar wouldn't attack a 

person, but the thought chilled her like a January wind. A bear could be even 

worse. There were a few grizzlies, she knew, still wandering the Big Bend.  

Erin stopped in the deep shadow of a big cottonwood tree and remained 

as still and silent as possible. She willed her breathing back to normal. Then she 

caught her breath and held it. She heard a soft rustling behind her, the sound so 

slight she barely noticed it. She leaned against the tree and tried to be absolutely 

motionless. The sound was there again, closer this time. She needed to breathe 

but was afraid the sound of her escaping breath would attract the attention 

of...whatever.  

Carefully, she released her breath and caught another. To her left! In a 

small patch of light between dark pools of shadow, something moved. It was a 
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slim, ghostly figure moving slowly toward the corral. It was...her mother.  

Mrs. Burgess seemed to glide like a figure floating on air. Near the barn, 

she stopped and looked long toward the fillies. Big Red neighed softly from his 

stable. The fillies stood silently, their ears pointed toward the figure.  

Erin heard her mother's soft voice as she spoke to Big Red but couldn't 

understand her words. She started to speak but decided to wait and watch.

 It seemed a long time, but was probably only a few seconds, before Mrs. 

Burgess approached the fillies. Instead of her earlier gliding, ghost-like stride, 

she now started and stopped several times. She moved hesitantly forward until 

she stood beside the fence that held the fillies.   

One of the fillies, the gray one, nickered softly and moved to the edge of 

the fence.  

Erin knew her mother had always been partial to gray horses. And this filly 

was the finest in the bunch, Erin felt. She didn't look tall because she was thick 

with muscles, but she would mature into a very large and powerful mare. In the 

bright moonlight, the filly’s gray hair looked white and the dark gray on the fronts 

of her legs and in her mane looked coal-black.  

Mrs. Burgess moved to the corral fence and spoke in soft, loving tones.  

The mare extended her neck to within a few inches of Mrs. Burgess' face and 

stood breathing deeply. The exchanging of breath with a person was a sign of 

acceptance and bonding, Erin had learned from Julio and Jaime. It didn't usually 

happen so quickly between a person and a horse.  

Mrs. Burgess lifted her hand toward the filly's neck but stopped. For long 

seconds she remained with hand extended but not in contact. The filly waited for 

the contact, edged a few inches closer.  

"Go on. Touch her," Erin silently willed her mother.  

But instead, Mrs. Burgess turned on her heel and walked away from the 
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pen. She walked to the now empty corral which had held "her pretty ladies" and 

leaned on the rails.  It seemed to Erin that every inch of her mother drooped 

sadly.  

Finally, Erin approached her mother. Mrs. Burgess gave no sign that she 

heard Erin until she spoke.   

"No need to worry about me," she said. "Dr. Currie tells me to exercise 

every day."  

"I doubt he meant at midnight," Erin responded. She tried to sound playful 

but could hear worry in her voice.   

"These fillies are beautiful but training them is going to be up to you," Mrs. 

Burgess said with a touch of sadness. She put her arm around Erin and leaned 

on her as she walked toward the house. "I don't feel up to starting over with a 

new bunch." 
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                                                         Chapter Ten 

 

 "But they're still nearby. I can locate them nearly any day."  Erin's voice 

rose as she argued. Her hands gestured stiffly as she cut her eyes toward her 

father. She knew he didn't believe they should give up trying to recapture the 

horses, either. He leaned against the wall on the other side of the room where 

Mrs. Burgess couldn't see him. He shook his head from side to side. He didn't 

want her to argue with her mother.  

"No!" Mrs. Burgess declared emphatically. "We've been extremely 

fortunate none of you have been more seriously injured or..."  She stopped in 

mid-sentence. Her mouth remained open. He eyes grew larger. She stepped 

backwards a half step and appeared set to flee.  

Erin was puzzled by her mother's actions. She looked toward her father 

and saw his eyes riveted on the door behind her back. She whirled.    

The sight made her start, also. Against the bright sunlight rectangle of the 

screen door, stood what looked like the kind of stick figure a young child would 

draw. He wore a huge hat with hair sticking straight out wildly in every direction.  

One stick arm moved. Fingers at the end of the stick-man's arm looked like 

talons as they reached to the hat and swept it aside. Hair formerly contained 

underneath the hat spread out like a spring with the pressure released.  

"Mr. Terry!"  Erin exclaimed. She took his arm and directed him toward her 

mother. As he stepped out of line with the bright light, it was like he came into 

focus.  

Erin glanced at her mother and saw that she seemed no less frightened 
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than before. Here within their house, he looked even more wild than the first time 

she'd seen him.    

"Mother, this is Mr. Terry," she quickly explained. She gestured toward her 

mother.   

"My mother," she told Mr. Terry.  

Erin had never seen her mother at a loss for words when meeting 

someone, but now she stood in stunned silence.  

Mr. Terry's face broke into a broad smile. His perfect white teeth seemed 

to gleam against his ebony skin. He extended his hand toward Mrs. Burgess.

 She moved as if in a dream, extending her hand toward his. Although Mrs. 

Burgess had long fingers for a lady, her hand was engulfed by Mr. Terry's. Erin 

remembered his leathery skin and realized what her mother was feeling. Mr. 

Terry bowed gracefully as he took her hand.   

"Senora Burgess," he said, his voice soft yet strong, "it is a pleasure to 

meet the mother of my new best friends." He swept his hat toward Fred, Erin and 

Jaime.  

He sounded like he had been practicing his English, Erin thought. And his 

bow and gestures reminded Erin of some fine gentleman in the English novels 

her mother liked to read. She had hardly expected a hermit to seem so 

comfortable meeting new people, but Mr. Terry seemed to be an endless source 

of surprises.  

"I'm Erin's father," Dr. Burgess said as he extended his hand toward the 

old man.  

"El Doctor," Wild Man replied. They shook hands warmly.  

"My parents," Jaime added. Julio shook hands. Lupe nodded in response 

to his polite bow, but her eyes said she was withholding her judgment of the wild 

looking man. 
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Erin started to speak, but Mr. Terry held his palm outward to stop her.   

He took her head gently in his hands and turned it back and forth, up and 

down. He gazed intently into her eyes from different angles. Softly he brushed his 

fingers across the remnants of the discolored knot where her head had hit a rock 

when bounced along by Big Red.   

To Erin it seemed years ago rather than a couple of weeks since he had 

lassoed Big Red to save her.  

Mr. Terry nodded his approval of Erin’s appearance. "Si. Nina heals well."  

He shook his finger playfully toward her then toward Fred and Jaime. "From now 

on, all of you need to stay on top of your horses - - not the other way around."  

Erin felt a warm inner glow when she saw her parents' obvious approval of 

her new friend.  

"I don't know how we can ever thank you for saving Erin," Mrs. Burgess 

told him. "If you hadn't come forward and lassoed Big Red ..."   

She stopped. Her words stuck. Tears glistened in her eyes. When no 

more words would come, she stepped forward and hugged the old man tightly.  

Mr. Terry seemed surprised but pleased at her action.   

"I have watched since the loss of your horses," he told her.  

That surprised Erin. "You were watching when the horses went up that 

slope."  

"Si."  

"Did you know they could climb that slope?" Dr. Burgess asked.  

"I was as surprised as you," he responded.   

"I wanted to help," he continued, "but I did not want to..." He paused, 

apparently looking for the word in English..."interfere."  

"Now," he rubbed his hands briskly together, "it is time to plan the 

recapture of your pretty ladies." He looked at Mrs. Burgess as he referred to the 
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mares as "your pretty ladies."  

"No!" she said, shaking her head from side to side. "I appreciate what you 

did for Erin, but no more."   

She continued to shake her head. "The children are never to chase wild 

horses again!"  

"Si," Mr. Terry agreed with Mrs. Burgess.   

"Si. Never again should they chase wild horses."  

Everyone in the room looked at him, surprised.  

"It is much too dangerous. And it only makes the horses wilder," he added.  

"Only I will ride with el caballos...the horses."  

He had everyone's attention. "This is how we will do it..." 
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                                                          Chapter Eleven 

 

 "They were so small they were like ants," Jaime said. Disappointment 

showed on his face. "It didn't appear that all the horses are still there. I'm afraid 

someone else has captured our mares," he added.  

They hadn't realized Mrs. Burgess had entered the room while they talked.  

When she heard Jaime, her face fell. She turned and left the room without a 

word. With every disappointment in the attempts to recapture the horses, she 

seemed less well.  

"We have to find the mares," Erin said to herself as much as to the others. 

 

                                                                   * * *  

 

 To improve their chances of finding the horses, they had split into three 

pairs and worked in different areas. Dr. Burgess rode with Fred, Julio with Jaime 

and Mr. Terry with Erin. The previous day Erin and Mr. Terry had found sign that 

the horses were frequently feeding and watering in a particularly rough area of 

deep canyons and hard-to-reach valleys. Erin had never been to the area, but 

Mr. Terry told her he had captured mustangs here years before.   

They had left their horses and walked several miles into a very dry and 

rugged area where they had settled in a group of broken, jumbled rocks slightly 

elevated above a large flat area.  Mr. Terry said the area was called Huisache 

Flat, named after a scraggly shrub that grew in abundance there.  

Erin sipped water from her canteen. Even in the shade and with some 
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breeze it was uncomfortably hot to her. Then she almost choked. A large 

rattlesnake lay in the shade of the same rock as they, no further than ten feet 

away. As she choked, the snake jerked into a coil, his head pointed toward Erin.  

His rattles sang their chilling song. Trying not to make any unnecessary noise, 

she started to scramble backwards.    

Mr. Terry laid his hand gently on her shoulder to stop her. "Still, Nina," he 

told her quietly. "He just needs the shade to cool, the same as us."  

Erin didn't like staying that near the snake, but she trusted Mr. Terry 

enough to do as he said. In a few seconds the snake’s rattles stopped. She 

shivered every time the snake flicked its tongue in their direction.  

As had happened so often during their hunts for the horses, Mr. Terry 

seemed to know what she was thinking even before she said anything. "His 

tongue serves as his eyes and nose," he told her. "He sees little with his eyes.  

His tongue tells him much."  

"He coiled. That means he's ready to attack, doesn't it?" she asked.  

"He coiled because you threatened him," Mr. Terry told her with a smile.

 "Threatened?" she asked sharply. "He coiled as I saw him."  

"Si," the old man agreed. "He lay there peacefully until you saw him. He 

senses heat. When you saw him, your body heat changed. He sensed that and 

prepared in case you attacked."  

It made sense when Mr. Terry said it.   

"He will relax again before long," Mr. Terry assured her. He turned his 

eyes away from the snake and gazed into the big flat. Sure enough, in a few 

minutes the snake relaxed his coils and laid his head out on the shady rock.  Erin 

gasped again as the snake yawned. Its mouth opened much wider than she 

could have imagined it able.  

Mr. Terry chuckled.   
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"He reminds me of Gokliyah."  

"Who?"  Erin asked?  

"Gokliyah. Geronimo to you," he responded. "His people called him 

Gokliyah - - The Yawner. He had a huge mouth. It seemed to open as widely as 

a rattler. He would open his mouth and stretch it. It reminded the people of a 

rattlesnake yawning.  

"You knew Geronimo?" she asked.  

"Si," he acknowledged.  

"But he was the enemy."  

Mr. Terry nodded.  

"But you spent time with him?"  

"We hunted wild horses together and talked much," Mr. Terry added.   

At Erin's puzzled look, he continued. "He was a warrior. I was a warrior.  

That is what we did." He nodded nonchalantly.  

"But you're so much more than a warrior," Erin told him.  

"Si," the old man said. "But so was he."   

His eyes took on a dreamy look as if they were looking into the past.  

"Gokliyah was a religious leader. A..." He struggled with a word. "A shaman.  

That is what your Dr. Currie called him, a shaman. The government never 

understood that about him." 

 "I saw him once," Erin told Mr. Terry. "We were all in Washington when 

President Roosevelt was inaugurated. Geronimo rode in his parade. He looked 

smal..."  

She stopped instantly as Mr. Terry held up the palm of his hand toward 

her. Her eyes followed his. So far away that they looked like toys, horses grazed 

out onto the edge of Huisache Flat.  

Moving very slowly, Mr. Terry curled his fingers on each hand into small 
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tubes and held them to his eyes like a pair of binoculars. She tried the same and 

was surprised to see the horses come into sharper focus. For what seemed a 

long time, she watched, growing more and more excited. She could make out 

several of the foxtrotter mares among them.  
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                                              Chapter Twelve 

 

 Erin reached out and touched Fred as she spotted Mr. Terry on his gray 

mare, Mouse, riding into the same large basin as the wild horses.  From the side 

of Paisano Mountain, several thousand feet above, the horses looked as small as 

toys. Mr. Terry looked like a part of his horse, his leather clothing almost 

indistinguishable in color from his gray mare. He slouched like a motionless lump 

on Mouse's back. Even through the powerful binoculars, Mr. Terry's black skin 

and white hair seemed to blend in as part of the horse and the landscape.  

Fred took the glasses for a minute and then passed them to Jaime. At this 

distance, no sounds from the horses reached the three watchers. But the 

threesome knew that the horses would be blowing. Some would be nickering 

curiously at the strange horse.    

Mr. Terry turned his horse so that he wasn't headed toward the wild herd.  

Instead he allowed her to graze randomly on the brown bunch grass scattered 

across the big flat. The wild horses watched warily. He lay along Mouse’s neck 

and remained still. After a few minutes they resumed grazing, although they 

continued to keep watchful eyes on the new horse.  

Eventually the wild horses began to move away. First, they drifted slowly, 

but began to move more quickly. Mr. Terry had his horse follow the lead of the 

other horses. He and Mouse appeared to follow the same patterns of movement 

as the others. At first, they slowed from time to time to crop a mouthful from a 

bunch of grama grass. Gradually they began to walk faster and more 

purposefully. Erin wondered if Mr. Terry had fallen asleep. He still lay in the same 
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position along Mouse’s neck; she hadn’t seen him move at all.  

The three watchers kept their vigil for most of the day, moving to different 

parts of the mountain to keep the horses in sight. Mr. Terry stayed in the saddle 

all day, allowing his horse to graze and drift with the others, careful not to move 

directly toward them. The crucial test would come when the herd went to water.  

About four o'clock in the afternoon the stallion whinnied several times and 

began moving toward a gap in the nearest stone wall. This gap was the opening 

to a large canyon several miles long. Inside that canyon were two small seeps at 

which the horses frequently watered.  

The watchers knew that the touchy point had come when the horses 

approached the gap into the canyon. The roan mare led the way as usual with 

the stallion bringing up the rear. Mr. Terry had kept Mouse moving along on a 

path parallel to that of the other horses.   

Until now he had kept some distance between himself and the wild 

horses. Now the narrow canyon opening would force Mr. Terry and Mouse to 

move in closer to the other animals.  

Erin watched tensely as Mr. Terry and Mouse veered closer and closer to 

the other horses. She remembered what Mr. Terry had told her about working 

into a herd. 

 "You have to think like a horse. Quit people thoughts. Keep your mind 

blank except watching for feed or possible enemies. Let your horse kind of drift.  

Feel her rhythms and let them become yours. Horses are social animals. They 

will get over their nervousness and want the new horse to become a part of the 

herd. And the stallion always likes a new girlfriend."        

 Erin watched Mr. Terry and Mouse ease closer to the other horses.  

Through the binoculars, she could see that Mr. Terry kept his eyes turned away 

from the other horses. "Horses don't like to be stared at," he had told Erin. 
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 Finally, it was just Mr. Terry and the stallion. The stallion threw his head 

up and sniffed the wind while watching the strange looking new horse. After a 

nervous minute, the stallion went on about his business, almost like he was 

signaling his approval of the new mare. Just before he and Mouse turned the first 

crook in the canyon where they would disappear from the watchers' sight Mr. 

Terry removed his old, brown hat.  He slowly raised it above his head and waved 

it gently side to side.  

Erin, Fred and Jaime jumped up from the bare stone on which they had 

been lying and cheered, though they did so in quiet tones. Mr. Terry and Mouse 

had been accepted as a part of the herd. The plan was in progress. 
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                                                          Chapter Thirteen 

 

 He didn’t used to get so tired. Now, several times a day, he had to find a 

way to get Mouse separated far enough from the other horses that they wouldn’t 

see him dismount. Even in this rough country, there often wasn’t much cover 

from rocks or shrubs. This was complicated by the wild horses’ habit of staying 

away from such cover, which could conceal their two main predators: cougars 

and humans. Several times a day, he would have Mouse graze gradually away 

from the others until he felt he could get down onto the ground.   

 He stretched his arms and bent at the waist until the tips of his fingers 

touched the ground. Gradually he stretched further and further until the palms of 

his hands were flat on the ground. He glanced underneath Mouse’s belly and 

was shocked to see another pair of eyes looking back at him.   

The colt. It was Erin’s colt. Andrew Terry’s mind raced, trying to think of 

the colt’s name and translate it to English. His English had gotten better, but he 

couldn’t think in English yet.   

Sugarfoot!  The colt had been working its way closer and closer to Mouse 

as the day had gone along. He wondered how he had missed the colt’s nearness 

when he decided to get off Mouse. If he spooked the colt, all his time and work to 

get accepted into the band would probably be wasted. He knew he couldn’t work 

his way into it again. He remained locked in the same position while he thought. 

 Sugarfoot’s eyes remained fixed on Andrew Terry. Her nostrils flared and 

twitched. Her ears pointed forward. The colt had been a pet, but animals 

suddenly removed from their accustomed surroundings and habits could rapidly 

become completely wild. It was curiosity, rather than fear, he decided, in the 

colt’s eyes. Did he dare speak to the colt? Would a human voice remind her that 
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she liked people? Should he hold his hand out for her to sniff, as he often did 

with new horses? 

 He almost laughed out loud as he thought how he must look with his 

hands to the ground, his bottom stuck up in the air, and staring underneath his 

horse.  Very slowly, careful to make no sudden movements, he bent his legs and 

squatted.   

“Hello, Sugarfoot,” he said very softly. 

 The colt’s ears twitched. She turned her ears first to one side, then the 

other, and finally back toward Andrew Terry. 

 The old man slowly took a piece of venison jerky and a corn tortilla from 

the big pocket on the side of his shirt and began to eat.   He took his eyes from 

Sugarfoot and slowly scanned the flat, careful to make no sudden movement with 

his eyes. He thought of his home in its hidden valley, his favorite spot on earth, 

and his other two horses. In his mind, he could hear the pleasant call of the 

meadowlark. He let himself drift back to the time when Mouse had been a colt.  

Mouse had been solid black as a colt. Her mother had been caught by mustang 

hunters and Mouse left on her own.   

 

 He sat working a deer hide back and forth across a smooth piece of a 

cottonwood log to soften it. A movement at the gap through which the trail from 

below opened into his valley caused him to freeze. He had to watch for only a 

moment before a black mustang colt, so young that it still appeared unsteady on 

its spindly legs, appeared. She surveyed the valley until her eyes settled on 

Colorado, his red mare with a young colt.  The strange colt strolled past him, 

paying no more attention than she paid to the mesquite and rocks, although she 

obviously saw him, straight to Colorado. Without the least hesitation, the colt 

began to nurse. He hadn’t known whether to be more surprised at the 
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unexpected appearance and boldness of the colt, or by Colorado’s immediate 

and total acceptance of the youngster. By the third day, Mouse had followed him 

around like a puppy. 

 

 Sugarfoot’s actions had raised again the question with which he’d been 

wrestling. Should he spend more time near the foxtrotters in the hopes of 

awakening their familiarity with and fondness for people?  If he were able to do 

so, perhaps he could lead at least some of them away, rather than attempt to 

capture all. An attempt to capture the entire band carried the risk of losing all.  

Again, he decided against this. Horses were such creatures of habit that a 

change of behavior might frighten all away. 

 This situation was unusual, anyway, because combining the foxtrotter 

mares with the eight mustang mares already in the band had created a much 

larger group than was common among wild horses in this area. Counting colts 

and yearlings, there were now forty head in this herd. The increased numbers 

would soon have a big effect on the grazing in their range. The effect on the 

water supply would be even more severe. It was only a matter of time before part 

of the group would split and move to different range. 

 Mouse moved forward to other clumps of grass. Mr. Terry was about to 

move to keep Mouse between himself and the other horses when Sugarfoot 

approached him. He remained stationary and kept his eyes turned away. 

 Sugarfoot stretched her neck and sniffed at the old man’s elbow. Andrew 

Terry, pretending to be unaware of her presence, closed his eyes as if dozing.  

He felt the colt’s breath on his neck, followed by tickling as the longest hairs on 

her muzzle brushed his ears. He still didn’t move.  

 Sugarfoot proceeded to give the man a thorough exploration, sniffing and 

snuffling him from toe to head.  Finally, he felt her breath as she sniffed his arm 
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and on down toward the corn tortilla in his left hand. He opened his eyes. Her lips 

brushed the tortilla.   

 Very carefully, he rotated his hand and offered the tortilla to Sugarfoot. He 

would bet that Erin had hand fed her tidbits from the kitchen. 

 The colt took the tortilla gently in her lips. He had seen some horses that 

could do anything with their lips that he could do with his fingers. Mouse could 

untie any knot he tied in a rope. The red colt swallowed the tortilla and nuzzled 

Terry for another. He pulled his big pocket open and let her pull the last tortilla 

out. He knew he had made a friend. 

 

 Andrew Terry could feel the nervousness of the horses rather than see the 

outward signs. For a while he feared they had finally sensed his presence as an 

intruder, but none of the nervousness seemed to increase as he passed near the 

other mares or colts. In early afternoon, Sugarfoot went to her mother, but 

returned to graze near Mouse. It was Sugarfoot rather than one of the mustangs 

that first drew his attention to the intruder. She blew lightly and stepped closer to 

Mouse as if for protection. Her ears flipped around searching for the exact source 

of some sound. Then she stared. Her interest seemed to alert Mouse, who stared 

in the same direction and stamped her feet lightly. The sound of a horse trotting 

came to Andrew Terry’s ears. He leaned forward to be less conspicuous. The 

deep chest rumbling of the stallion became audible to Terry. The big stallion 

trotted past Andrew Terry without paying him any attention, sniffed Sugarfoot in 

passing, and continued for some distance before stopping. 

 Andrew Terry saw the strange horse. His mottled gray coat was so near 

the color of the soil and the dried grasses that he blended almost perfectly into 

the background. He walked tentatively forward and whinnied. His voice seemed 

more inquisitive than challenging.   
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 The brown stallion of the mustang herd walked forward, a bit more stiff-

legged than normal, but with his ears pointed inquisitively forward rather than laid 

back in a warning manner. 

 Andrew Terry recognized this new horse. He was a young stallion, about 

three years old, he would guess, which he had seen running with a wild herd on 

the Mexican side of the Rio Grande. He had watched him off and on from the 

time he was a young colt and had thought of trying to capture him at some future 

time. Si, he told himself silently, the big stallion ran you off. The stallion in a wild 

herd would chase males off when they became almost old enough to challenge 

for leadership. The banished stallions would usually wander by themselves or in 

small groups until old and strong enough to challenge the stallion of another herd 

for control. This gray was at that awkward stage when he was too old to be 

tolerated by the herd stallion but not mature and strong enough to defeat a 

mature stallion in charge of a herd.   

 Andrew Terry felt sorry for the gray. Horses were very social animals; very 

few like to live alone. Yet there was only room for one mature stallion in a herd. 

 The gray advanced to meet the older stallion. He was clearly nervous, 

sending alternate and conflicting signs with his ears and body language. 

 The brown stallion stopped and waited for him like a king granting an 

audience to a subject. The two stood a short distance apart, stared for a moment, 

then stretched their necks to sniff. The older stallion flattened his ears against his 

head. The youngster popped his head more straight up and stared as if trying to 

decide what to do. Finally, he laid his own ears back, although he didn’t seem 

quite certain what to do. 

 The older stallion turned into a whirling dervish of action.  Most 

confrontations between rival stallions consist mostly of posturing and noise, but 

the brown stallion didn’t fool around with such. He bit viciously at the youngster’s 



Moore, Old Wild Man Terry                                                                                        83 

 

neck, then spun and launched powerful blows with both hind legs. The thuds of 

hooves striking the youngster carried clearly to Andrew Terry. 

 The youngster retreated unceremoniously. Andrew Terry admired the 

quickness of the young stallion. The older horse chased briefly, before he 

stopped. The youngster continued a little further and halted. He turned back and 

shook his head angrily, stamped his feet and bugled. The brown stallion 

immediately accepted this challenge and charged again. The youngster spun and 

fled again, this time not stopping until he was out of sight. 

 Andrew Terry chuckled. The youngster wanted to challenge the older 

stallion but just wasn’t up to it yet. Then he sobered. This herd was too large for 

one stallion. While this youngster hadn’t been mature enough to pose a serious 

challenge, there would be others, probably soon. The events today made him 

conscious that he didn’t have as long as he would have wished to prepare this 

herd for capture. 

 The day after tomorrow, he was to meet Erin. He thought he could take 

the lead from the roan mare by then, but he wasn’t certain; he didn’t have time to 

do this more slowly. 

 

 It was too soon for this, but he didn’t have time to go more slowly. Most 

people think of the stallion as the leader of the wild horse band, because there is 

only one. The real leader, however, is a mare, usually an older one. In this band 

it was obvious that the roan mare was the leader. Her graying muzzle, her more 

prominent hip and rib bones, and the difficulty with which she got back to her feet 

after rolling in the dust indicated that she was getting old. Hopefully she wasn’t as 

capable as meeting a challenge as she had been when younger. 

 It was almost time for them to move to water. Andrew Terry knew the path 

to the nearest water. The horses hadn’t watered there while he and Mouse had 
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been with the band. As the afternoon advanced, he gradually eased Mouse 

nearer to the first pass through which they must travel to leave this flat. When the 

roan mare knickered and started toward the pass, he also started Mouse for that 

spot. As they neared the roan mare, she glared at Mouse. With gentle knee 

pressure, Andre Terry kept Mouse from turning away. Next the roan laid her ears 

back and bobbed her head angrily. Mouse laid her ears back in return and 

continued. I’ll be in a mess if she charges us, Andrew Terry thought. But he 

believed the roan was a bluffer; she was past the age for fighting. As he did when 

he was near the other horses, Andrew Terry rode with his body lying forward on 

Mouse’s neck to merge his silhouette with that of his mount. 

 The two mares passed side by side through the narrow gap between 

stone cliffs, so close that Andrew Terry’s legs almost brushed the roan. The roan 

kept her ears back against her head and snorted. Fortunately for Andrew Terry, 

she didn’t follow through on her threats. As they neared the spot where they 

normally veered right toward the spring at which they had watered the two 

previous nights, the old man touched his heels to Mouse’s flanks.  She pushed 

forward and swung left toward the natural rainwater tank Andrew Terry knew 

about.   

The roan blew. Sugarfoot trotted to catch up and follow Mouse. Dolly 

hurried to follow her colt. The other horses followed. In a moment the roan fell 

back into the group well back from the front. Andrew Terry glanced back and felt 

sympathy for the bruised pride of the roan mare. 
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                                                   Chapter Fourteen 

 

 Erin, Fred and Jaime had their first opportunity to resupply Mr. Terry with 

food. Once again, the horses were on Huisache Flat where Mr. Terry and Mouse 

had first joined the herd. Mouse grazed among the animals near the front of the 

herd.  Mr. Terry looked like he was asleep in the saddle.  He slouched, hardly 

moving.  

Finally, the grazing animals were turned so that Mr. Terry faced the kids.  

Erin doubted if Mr. Terry was going to see them even when she raised her hand 

and waved her red bandanna slowly back and forth.  

For a moment there was no response. Then Mouse began to drift slowly in 

their direction.   

"You think he saw us?"  Erin asked.  

"Si."  Jaime grinned admiringly. "Your Wild Man sees. Watch."  

Erin’s biggest surprise was when she saw Sugarfoot following close 

behind Mouse. As she and Mr. Terry drifted toward them, Sugarfoot mirrored all 

their moves.   

 As she watched Mouse, Erin almost believed that the gray mare was 

simply moving from one choice bit of grazing to another. Perhaps it was mere 

chance that most of her movements happened to be in the direction of the 

watchers. Occasionally she would drift back away from the watchers. Each time 

this happened Erin's spirits sagged as she decided that Mouse and Mr. Terry 

were coming no closer.   

Finally, Mr. Terry straightened slightly from his slouch and looked around 
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carefully at the other horses.   

"Hang the bags on that tree," he called, pointing to one old mesquite. He 

spoke barely above a whisper, just loud enough to be heard. "Quietly," he added 

as they started forward. "Just Erin."   

Erin rode the brown mare they had captured from the wild horses the day 

she had first met Mr. Terry. She reasoned that the mare's smell would be familiar 

to the other horses. Quietly she rode to the tree and hung two cloth bags filled 

with corn tortillas and jerked beef, the only food Mr. Terry wanted as well as a 

couple of water bags.  

She looked around to find that Mouse was apparently grazing away from 

her. Finally, Mouse turned back and grazed toward the tree. She took what 

seemed to Erin to be an eternity to work her way toward the tree. 

 Gently, Mr. Terry waved Erin away. 

 She remainded where she was and looked back and forth between Mr. 

Terry and Sugarfoot. If Sugarfoot would come to her, she could put the rope on 

the colt and take her back to the ranch. Sugarfoot would be home no matter what 

happened in the attempt to capture the herd. 

 Sugarfoot lifted her head and started toward Erin. Here Sugarfoot. Come 

here, baby, she silently willed. The colt’s eyes were locked on Erin. She started 

toward Erin as if drawn by a magnet. It took every ounce of Erin’s will power to 

keep from whistling the way she called Sugarfoot at the ranch. She just knew 

Sugarfoot would come. She turned her eyes to Mr. Terry. 

 He looked behind him and saw Sugarfoot. He looked back at Erin. She 

could see in his eyes that he sensed her longing to call Sugarfoot and throw her 

arms around her. Her desire was so strong!  She could almost feel Sugarfoot’s 

slick hair over smooth muscle, the way she would smell, the softness of her 

breath on her face as she lay her chin on Erin’s chest. She looked back at Mr. 
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Terry. 

 He shook his head gently from side to side.  It could ruin all the work he 

had done to work his way into the herd. Erin knew that. But she wanted so badly 

to get her hands on Sugarfoot - - right now. But she also saw, in her mind, her 

mother as she looked now, so pale and fragile. Erin backed away about fifty feet 

until she was deep in the shadow of a rock cliff.   

 Mr. Terry rode to the tree, removed the food and transferred it into the big 

pockets of his leather saddle bags.  "They're used to the smell of my bags," he 

explained, speaking just loudly enough for Erin to hear.   

She watched the other horses. A couple raised their heads and looked 

toward Mouse with some interest but soon resumed their grazing. The horses 

were scattered widely across the dry flat, some as much as two or three hundred 

yards from another horse. The actions of the foxtrotter mares seemed no 

different than those of the other horses. In a few short weeks they had become 

as wild as the mustangs. Her eyes returned lovingly to Sugarfoot.  

"It is going well," Mr. Terry told her, his wrinkled face split by a big smile.  

"Mouse and I are leading the herd," he continued.  

"Do you ever get off of Mouse?" Erin asked.  

"Si, but mostly at night," he answered. "What day your Papa be home?"

 Erin thought for a moment. "Friday," she finally answered.  

She could see no sign of moisture on the old man, although he sat in the 

hot sun while Erin perspired freely while sitting in the shade. He took a drink from 

the deerskin water bag she had hung with his food. “Muy bueno,” he said as he 

drank more water. “Filling my water bag while on horseback is the hardest part,” 

he told her. 

 Erin was very pleased that she had brought an extra water bag in addition 

to the one he had given her. It was hard for her to imagine how dry he must 
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become if they stayed in this hot sun all day with no water to drink.  

 He pulled a piece of dried beef jerky and began to chew. "What is today?"

 "Tuesday," Erin replied, realizing how little the days of the week must 

normally mean to the old man.  

He chewed slowly for a minute, appearing to be deep in thought.  "Bueno," 

he finally answered and nodded thoughtfully. "It is good. We will catch the horses 

that day if the wind is right."  

Erin almost cheered out loud before she contained herself.    

"This is how we will do it," Mr. Terry began and described his plan. He 

paused several times to see if she understood directions to the old horse trap he 

had used a few years earlier.  "We will have to trust that the fences are still 

strong," he told her.  "Do not go to check it until the morning of the capture. Your 

smell might linger and warn the horses away."   

These were long speeches for the old warrior, Erin had learned. "Adios, 

amigo," she told him so softly that she was surprised when he waved back at her 

words. Soon Mouse was drifting back toward the other horses.   

 Sugarfoot didn’t move with Mouse. She continued to stare at Erin. “Go on, 

you ole buckethead,” Erin told Sugarfoot firmly, though quietly. Sugarfoot 

watched for another moment, before she turned and trotted to Mouse’s side. 

 It was going to be a longest three days of her life, Erin knew. 
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                                                         Chapter Fifteen 

 

 Mrs. Burgess was already looking perkier since she had learned that Old 

Wild Man Terry had become part of the wild herd and was to lead in their 

capture. She bustled around in the yellow light of two kerosene lamps as busily 

as Lupe as they got breakfast on the table for the horse catchers.  

Julio and Dr. Burgess were as excited as the three youngsters. Lupe 

slipped extra biscuits and bacon into the big pockets of Erin's thin, cotton duster.  

"Be careful," she told Erin several times. This time the horse catchers could only 

wait to see whether Mr. Terry was going to be able to lead the horses into the 

trap. The idea was similar to the first time they had tried to capture the horses.  

They were using an old trap Mr. Terry had built years earlier. "Seems sturdy 

enough," Dr. Burgess said as he used his binoculars to run his eyes 

systematically along the fence made of wooden rails.   

"Si," Julio replied. "Strong enough if we do our part. Not strong enough if 

we don't."   

Erin didn’t express her doubts, but she remembered the corral at the 

ranch collapsing under the pressure of their foxtrotters. Today the number of 

horses penned would be even greater. 

 "I don't like not being able to see," Jaime complained. "Be patient, Nino," 

Julio replied calmly and laid his hand on his shoulder. "You will be seeing plenty 

of horses if this goes as planned."   

Erin couldn’t help but wish she’d taken Sugarfoot three days earlier when 

she’d had the chance. 
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 Only Fred was situated where he could see the horses' approach to the 

trap. He was surprised to discover that Mouse was already in sight, slipping 

down the canyon. Mr. Terry appeared to be part of the horse. Sugarfoot was 

close behind Mouse.    

Fred stood. The large gray rock blocked him from the view of all of the 

horses behind Mouse and Sugarfoot. Mr. Terry nodded calmly without looking 

toward Fred and rode on. Fred squatted before any of the other horses could see 

him. Mouse raised her head as if she heard or smelled something and began to 

walk faster. She turned her head nervously from side to side. Soon the other 

horses were doing the same. They pointed their ears one way and another, trying 

to discover whatever Mouse had detected. Sugarfoot scampered closer to 

Mouse. Dolly followed. The other horses began to reduce the gaps between 

themselves. The stallion snorted nervously and pressed the last horses to move 

faster.   

Fred wondered how Mr. Terry got Mouse to behave so nervously. He 

hoped he would remember later to ask.  The stallion pranced about, ready to do 

battle with whatever enemy was lurking about, but he couldn't decide which 

direction to turn to meet the danger. He nickered deep within his chest. The 

sound wasn't loud but would carry easily to the other horses. A red, one-year-old 

mustang colt started to turn out to the side from the herd, but quickly fell back 

into line when Dolly laid her ears back at him.   

Mouse threw her head into the air and began to trot, gradually increasing 

her pace. Again, Sugarfoot was the first to follow Mouse’s lead. A cloud of dust 

began to rise around the horses. It drifted into the air, blocking the herd from 

Fred's view. As the horses approached to within a half mile of the walls of the 

trap, Mouse picked up the pace to a canter, then a full gallop. The stallion 
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followed the herd, nipping at the rumps of the last mares. A nervous filly weaved 

back and forth across the herd until one of the older mares bit her angrily on the 

flank. At each side of the canyon were rail fences with scatterings of brush to 

break the outline. In their beginning, the fences ran along the side of the canyon.  

Like a funnel they narrowed from a hundred feet in width to no more than twenty 

where they merged with a round corral.    

Mouse began to move faster and faster.  The other horses did the same.  

By the time the horses were to the trap, they were running in a full panic.  Erin 

could see little except Mouse running hard with Mr. Terry on her back, followed 

by a cloud of dust. She could make out only three or four horses but could hear 

the thundering hooves of dozens of others concealed in the cloud of dust. Her 

heart leaped when she recognized Sugarfoot running right beside Mouse and 

Dolly immediately behind.   

Mr. Terry swept through the opening of the corral and raced across it 

without slowing. The other terrified horses were almost on Mouse's heels.

 Suddenly Erin wished she had a different job in the capture. She stood 

with her hands grasping the top rail of a small gate in the side of the fence. Mr. 

Terry swerved and dashed toward Erin. She stood frozen as he and Mouse 

charged toward her. She willed her hands to move and open the gate, but 

nothing happened. Just before Mouse crashed into the gate, Erin snatched it 

open. Mouse thundered through the opening so close to Erin that Mr. Terry’s leg 

swept her hat from her head. The old man didn't slow Mouse until she was 

outside.   

Erin slammed the gate shut and quickly tried to tie it in place with strips of 

rawhide. Her hands seemed to rebel. She frantically twisted rawhide strips but 

couldn't form a knot. Panic seized her. What if she failed and the whole bunch of 

horses escaped out her gate?  
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Two long, black hands grasped the rawhide and helped her tie strong 

knots to fasten the gate. Seemingly without stopping, the hands swept up and 

waved his old, brown hat toward the horses that tried to follow out the gate.

 Mr. Terry grinned at Erin and nodded his head. “Sugarfoot,” he said over 

the noise. Erin didn’t have time to do more than look. This pen was sturdy 

despite its age, she saw. But to hold all these horses, they would have to keep 

them from charging full speed against the rails. No corral she’d ever seen would 

stand up to three dozen terrified horses slamming again and again against the 

walls.   

 She grabbed a red saddle blanket and began to flap it toward the horses 

pressing against the fence.  She could feel the rails of the fence shake as horses 

pressed powerful chests against the wood. Others banged into the fence as they 

twisted and circled around in the pen. The whole fence vibrated.   

The stallion bugled a loud challenge. Horses' eyes rolled in fear. Feet 

stamped angrily; some nickered softly; others whinnied loudly. Thick dust rose 

over the swirling mass of horses, obscuring the individual horses into moving, 

indistinct blobs of color. Briefly a horse would emerge from the dust near enough 

to be seen distinctly. Then that horse would merge back into the whirling dervish 

of dust and bodies. The swirl of color in the fog of dust gave an unreal caste to 

the chaotic scene. The odor of horse sweat mingled with that of dust and the dry 

desert grass now crushed in the bottom of the pen. Erin's heart raced. 

 "E-E-E-YI-YI!"    

Erin dropped the blanket she was waving and stumbled a couple of steps 

away before she could stop herself.  The blood curdling yell that she realized 

must be the Seminole war cry startled her more than it did the horses.  

For a moment Sugarfoot was against the fence right in front of Erin.  Her 

eyes rolled in terror, something Erin had never seen in her. She laid her hand on 
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Sugrfoot’s neck. The colt seemed to be quivering all over. She looked at Erin but 

showed no sign of recognition. Then she was back into the mix of bodies. Erin 

didn’t have time to look for her any more. 

 Jaime waved a blanket and yelled across the pen. Through the dust, Erin 

could barely see her father and Julio riding up to the gate. They added their 

shouts to the confusion and waved their arms at the horses that had fallen 

behind. Both men bounded from their excited mounts. They seemed to be 

closing and tying the gate at the same time they waved their hats. The press of 

the last horses pushed the others closer to the rail fence in front of Erin. A half-

grown filly crashed into the fence in front of her and reared in fright. Her sleek, 

black back leaned against the fence. Without thinking, Erin jumped forward and 

pushed against the horse, trying to keep her from coming down on the fence and 

crushing the top rails.    

A powerful hand yanked her away from the horse. To her relief, the horse 

came down inside the pen. The fence remained unbroken. It took a moment to 

realize that Mr. Terry had grabbed her collar and dragged her away from possible 

danger. Fred now appeared with a saddle blanket, flapping it and yelling at the 

top of his lungs.  

"Keep them moving around in the middle so they won't run against the 

fence," Dr. Burgess yelled, although the instructions seemed unnecessary. Erin 

doubted if they could be heard by those further away, anyway. She didn't 

remember ever seeing her father so excited. His face was split by a big grin. His 

eyes glowed with a brighter intensity than she had ever seen.     

Gradually the swirl of horses began to slow. Soon, most of the animals 

huddled in a confused mass in the center of the corral. Most quivered; some 

stamped their feet nervously; others turned first one way, then another. They 

looked desperately for a way out but found nothing. The foxtrotter mares 
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continued to behave as wildly as the true mustangs. Erin expected them to calm 

before the mustangs, but that didn't happen. Finally, she spotted Sugarfoot 

hugging tight against Dolly on the other side of the pen.  

The brown stallion broke from the bunch and ran toward the fence. Julio 

waved a blanket and turned the stallion back. Next, it charged toward Erin, his 

big eyes white with fear. His mouth gaped open as he looked for an enemy into 

which he could sink his teeth.  

Erin raised her blanket to wave at the stallion but was shocked to see the 

gate start to swing open. She jumped forward to try to beat the stallion to the 

gate but stopped when she saw Mr. Terry's hands on the top rail of the gate.  

She realized that he was swinging the gate open rather than shutting it.    

The stallion hesitated for the slightest moment before he exploded through 

the open gate. Erin felt the heat of the stallion's muscular body and smelled 

sweat as he rushed by. A deep rumbling like a growl resonated from deep within 

his chest. Mr. Terry slammed the gate immediately behind the stallion and yelled, 

turning back several mares that had seen and tried to follow. Erin sensed her 

father beside her.    

"The stallion?" he asked.  

"Si," Mr. Terry responded. "He is too free. Never stop fighting. Without 

him, the mares will begin to calm."  

Dr. Burgess' dark eyes flashed. Erin prepared for a furious outburst.  Her 

father stood very tense, but then relaxed. His eyes softened. "A magnificent 

animal," Dr. Burgess replied.  

As they spoke of him, the stallion surged back into sight. He had tried to 

leave the canyon as he had entered but had run into the fences closing off the 

other end of the canyon.  Now he charged, mane and tail streaming out in the air, 

toward the open end of the canyon. His trumpeting resounded off the canyon 



Moore, Old Wild Man Terry                                                                                        95 

 

walls as he disappeared.  

Suddenly, Dr. Burgess caught the loops on the rawhide holding the gate.  

He yanked at them, untying Mr. Terry's slip knot. He swung the gate open. Three 

of the mustang mares leaped forward and raced out of the gate following in the 

direction of the stallion's escape. Dr. Burgess then slammed the gate back before 

other horses could follow. He watched the released mares until they were out of 

sight down the canyon, a satisfied look on his face. He became aware of the 

other horse catchers as they watched him rather than the mares.  

"The start of a new herd," Dr. Burgess explained and smiled happily. "Let 

the old boy go with some of his pride."  

Erin had never felt prouder of her father. Old Wild Man Terry said nothing, 

but Erin saw the look of approval in the seamed face under the wild, wild hair. 
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                                                       Chapter Sixteen 

 

 Three weeks after the capture of the horses, all of the Burgess family, 

Julio, Lupe, Jaime, Dr. Currie and Mr. Terry watched Mrs. Burgess as she 

worked with the two weeks old colt of a red foxtrotter mare and Big Red. Mrs. 

Burgess patiently led the colt, which seemed mostly legs, around the corral 

accustoming it to halter and lead line.  

Sugarfoot had the run of the place again, whenever Erin was outside. She 

stood beside Erin watching Mrs. Burgess and the colt just as the people did. If 

Erin went too long without paying attention to her, Sugarfoot would nudge her 

with her nose. 

 When the foxtrotter mares had been returned to the ranch and handled by 

the Burgesses, Julio and Jaime, they quickly became the same gentle mares 

they had been before their "capture" by wild horses. They snapped back to 

themselves like a person overcoming temporary amnesia. The wild mares 

gentled quickly with the handling by Julio. Mr. Terry helped when he came to 

visit.  

Dr. Currie watched Mrs. Burgess' smiles.  Her color was much improved 

and her step springier as she worked the colt. He turned to Mr. Terry and placed 

his hand fondly on the old man's shoulder. "You and these young'uns saved that 

woman's life, just as surely as you saved mine from Geronimo thirty years ago, 

Terry."  

The old man smiled warmly but seemed a bit uncomfortable with the 

praise.  
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A few minutes later, Erin turned to ask Mr. Terry if he had seen the wild 

stallion since they released him, but he wasn't at the corral.    

"Where did Mr. Terry go?" she asked.  

Dr. Currie pointed toward the old man and Mouse moving rapidly away 

down the valley, kicking up puffs of dust. 

"He didn't even say goodbye," she exclaimed. She tried to sound angry 

but failed. "Now why did he take off like that?"  

Dr. Currie pointed toward a cloud of dust in the direction of Marathon.  

"One of those newfangled horseless carriages," he added.  

"Horseless carriages! Who in the world would want one?" Mrs. Burgess 

commented as she leaned against the fence and scratched Sugarfoot behind the 

ears.  

As the unidentified visitor approached the ranch, Dr. Currie spoke to Erin.  

"Andrew Terry doesn't want to be around other people." He paused and spoke to 

the whole group together. "If you want to do Andrew Terry a favor, tell no one 

else of this as long as he's alive."  

Mrs. Burgess nodded thoughtfully.  

Erin smiled. "Old Wild Man Terry! Who would believe it, anyway?" 

 

                                                         THE END      
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                                               Epilogue 

 

 All of the characters and events in "Old Wild Man Terry" are fictitious.  

(Actually the dog Vern remembered by Erin is based very closely upon our 

neighbor dog Vern in Pearland, Texas, although Vern only bit me once.)  

However, Old Wild Man Terry's method of capturing the mustangs in this story 

was used by the legendary, but very real, Texas mustanger, Bob Lemmons, also 

a former slave.  

 The Black Seminoles were, and are, a real group.  Most of the Seminoles, 

black and red, were unhappy with reservation life when they were forcibly moved 

from Florida to Indian Territory, now Oklahoma. Some accepted land from the 

Mexican government in return for protecting the border from raids by 

Comanches, Kiowas, and Lipan Apaches.  After the U.S. Civil War, the U.S. 

Army recruited and organized a regiment of Black Seminoles for scouting duty 

with the frontier army. The regiment served with distinction before being early in 

the next century; two members were awarded the Medal of Honor. Many 

descendants of the members of this regiment now live near Bracketville, Texas, 

as well as in northern Mexico.  
 
 


