
THE IDMELY COWBOY o

1

At the turn of the century a cowboy was keeping watch and ward over about

a thousand head of ca.ttle on a 10neso:11e cattle ranch so-, e 20 miles from

Jordan, the town that is II one hundred miles from Miles ll • Once a !"uoilth

he' ride into Jordan for grub and tobacco. The only attractions in the

female line in the little town were a waitress in the restaurant and

the daughter of the hotel proprietor. They SI)Urned his advances and fi-

nally, after trying to " make" each one one day, was informed that he

was IT too homely" and that no woman could possibly sta d for such

an lUlattractive person.

As he rode home, he meditated. That night he slept but little.

In the morning he got out of bed. He had made up his mind to act. He

glanced at himself in the little mirror of the w·::.sh room and said:

II You s. b you'd too homely to live. You should commit suicide and

get off this earth. II

He strode to the corr , thinking on the way: IT It11 saddle up old

Buck and ride to that buffalo cliff and both Buck and I will le p off and

end it all~ He bad f/tI#,'.:WJ# another horse he called old Maud. He was still

thinking deeply of the ':'mportant step he was about to take when he saddled

up and rode out on his way to the cliff. Arriving at the cliff, he paused to

take a farewell look over the range he loved so well.

II Just as he W8S about to make the fatal leap, a fairy appeared before

him. " Don't take the leap, cowboy," she pleaded. " If you'll promise me that

y..Ju will not take your own life, I dll give you two wi ses."

He considered and finally blurted out: II Will they come true?1I

She assured him that they would.

II All right", he replied, II here goes. First I wish that I looked

..tfGt-
fJ1ilJ.i1i John Barrymore, and. second I wish I was bung lb:e my horse."



-2-

The :>air y aVvd goodbye and is per into th~ eti1er. He

turled hiu horse and g lloped to his cabin. H~ "is.lounte L hasti y w.:thout

unsad ing, m he ashro' and lool'Cec in thr mirror. ure

enough, he ,~a John B rrymore. ten he thou ht, n' re clled _01' the fly of

hiu Jver Is, nbuttoned ann rv8ch d in. A loo~ of dismay spre~d over his

Bar_ ;ore-l·J.{e fe tu es•. fy" a d, e .L..4u.. mered, "I l1.ust at been ridi11' old r , e


	2336-001-003-045
	2336-001-003-046

