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COWBOYS  Are  NO ANGELS

� . . . c o w p u n c h e r s  w h o  h a d  f o r m e r l y  b e e n  a b l e  t o  m a k e  a n  h o n e s t  l i v i n g
d o i n g  a n  h o n e s t  d a y � s  w o r k  b e g a n  t o  d r i f t  t o  H o l l y w o o d  t o  p l a y  t h e i r
f o r m e r  s e l v e s . . . .   M a d e  h i s t o r i c a l l y  s u p e r f l u o u s  b y  t h e  a d v e n t  o f  b a r b e d
w i r e  a n d  r a i l r o a d s ,  w h i c h  m a d e  r o u n d - u p s  a n d  c a t t l e  d r i v e s  u n n e c e s s a r y ,
t h e y  f l o c k e d  t o  t h e  H o l l y w o o d  m o v i e s  w h e r e  t h e y  c o u l d  s e l l  t h e i r  i m a g e
i f  n o t  t h e i r  r e a l  a b i l i t i e s .   T h e  h i p p i e s  o f  t o d a y ,  d r i f t i n g  i n  f r o m  N e w
M e x i c o  a n d  e l s e w h e r e  t o  a p p e a r  i n  t h e  s o - c a l l e d  d o c u m e n t a r i e s ,  a r e  a l l
t o o  s i m i l a r . �

- T h o m a s  K i n g  F o r c a d e :   C a r a v a n  o f  L o v e  a n d  M o n e y
(New York:   New American L ibrary,  1972)
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WHAT  W OULD  CUSTER  D O ?

Model  your  l i fe  on  that  of  the  Great  Paleface  Leader.  B efore
taking any ac t ion, ask  yoursel f :  What would George Armstrong
Custer  have done in  this  s i tuation?   Here  are  your  choices:

1)   Attack.

2)   Fe ign an  attack.

3)   S end for  re inforcements .  B ecome impat ient  wait ing.  Attack
before  they  arr ive.

4)   Attack.   Become impat ient  with  progress  of  attack.   Break  of f
attack.   B lame resultant  debacle  on your  subordinates.   Demand
an invest igat ion.

5)   When that  doesn’t  work, b lame your  boss’ re lat ives .  D emand
another  invest igat ion.

6)   When that  doesn’t  work, get  a  new hairst y le.

7)   Commit  su ic ide  in  a  spec tacular  fashion which  mental ly-
def ic ient  boys  wi l l  regard  as  heroic .

-Steve Conliff

C o p y r i g h t  2 0 0 4  b y  S t e v e n  E .  C o n l i f f .   P r o m o t i o n a l
d o w n l o a d  a v a i l a b l e  f r e e  a t  w w w . s t e v e n c o n l i f f . c o m

With  th i s  ad  s t i l l  $25  ppd .
S. Conliff

1483 Pember ton  Dr.
Columbus ,  OH  43221
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COWBOYS  Are  NO ANGELS
by  S t e v e  Con l i f f

1 .

The  Cowboy  shook  h i s
head at the proffered cigarette.
�Wha t  I  wan t � s  answe r s . �

�Sure you do,�  sa id  the man
behind the desk, showing even
rows of  piano-key teeth.   �And
you � r e  a s  l i k e l y  t o  g e t  t h em
f r om me  a s  anybody . �

�That � s  what  I  counted  on. �   The
Cowboy  sa t .

�But you may not like these answers.�
T h e  m a n  b e h i n d  t h e  d e s k  l i t  h i s
c i ga r e t t e ,  d r ew  and  exha l ed  tw in
s t r e am s  f r om  h i s  no s t r i l s .

� C o o k  s o m e t h i n g  u p .   I f  I  d o n � t
l i k e  t h e  t a s t e ,  I � l l  s e n d  i t  b a c k . �

�What makes you think I �d change
t h e  m e n u  f o r  y o u ?   I  c a n  b e  a
s t u b b o r n  g u y . �

�I know that.  You�re what happens
w h e n  a  h o r s e  g e t s  m i x e d  u p  w i t h
an  ass . �

He gr inned.   �You mean a mule?�
�No .   A  ho r s e � s  a s s . �
T h e  C o w b o y  w a l k e d  o u t .   � Y o u

shouldn�t ought�� was all he heard.
T h e  C o w b o y  g o t  i n t o  h i s  j a l o p y

a n d  l e f t  t h e  l o t .   H e  d r o v e  t o  a
certain tavern off Vine Street, where
h e  k n e w  t w o  o r  t h r e e  d o z e n  o f
the boys were l ikel iest  to  be,  broke
a n d  n u r s i n g  b e e r s .   T h e y  w e r e
a r t i f i c i a l l y  happy  t o  s e e  h im ,  bu t
h e  f e l t  b l u e  e n o u g h  t o  s e t  t h e m
a l l  up .   �Be t t e r  g i ve  But t  one  w i th
a good head on it.  He needs something
to  he lp  h im th ink. �   The bartender
l e d  t h e  g u f f a w  c h o r u s .

B u t t   g r i n n e d   s h e e p i s h l y ,   n o t
u s u a l l y   s o   e n d e a r i n g   a   t r a i t
i n   c a t t l e   c o u n t r y .     � Y a k   w a s
in   h e r e   a   wh i l e   b a ck   l o ok in �
f o r  y o u .    G e e � �

�Wha t � d  Yak  wan t ? �
� O h ,  h e  w a n t e d  t o  s h o w  y o u  a

v a r i a t i o n  h e  w o r k e d  o u t  o n  t h e
s tage  coach  c raw l . �

T h e  C o w b o y  g r i n n e d  b r o a d l y ,
t h e  f i r s t  a i r i n g  o u t  h i s  t e e t h  h a d
g o t t e n  t h a t  d a y .   � Y a k � s  t o o  o l d

t o  r o l l  a r ound  in  the  s t age  dus t . �
� Y o u  t r y  t e l l i n g  Y a k  t h a t .   H e

s a y s  h i s  g r e a t  g r a n d  p a p p y  w a s
s t i l l��

�Aw,  he � s  pu l l in �  your  l eg ,  But t .
I �d  do  i t  some too  i f  I  wasn � t  p lumb
wore out l istening to that sumbitch
a t  t h e  s tud i o . �

� W h a t � s  h o l d i n �  t h i n g s  u p ? �
�They  are , �  put  in  Shor t l y  S l im.

� H o l d i n �  u s  u p ,  I  m e a n . �
�They � r e  through  w i th  us  there ,

boys,� the Cowboy announced.  �We�re
on  ou r  own  now . �

The  Cowboy  dropped  But t  home
last, as usual, so as not to embarrass
h i m  w i t h  c r i t i q u e s  o f  h i s  h o r s e
sense.  Truth was, Butt knew mules,
b u t  t h e r e � s  n o  j a c k p o t s  i n  m u l e -
rac ing .   None  f o r  h im a t  the  horse
t r a c k  e i t h e r ,  b u t  B u t t  h a d  h e a r d
i t  a l l  b e f o r e  and  b rushed  i t  a s i d e
w i th  good  humor .   � They � l l  phone
in  the  morn ing ,  and  eve ry th ing � l l
be all right,� he proclaimed foolishly.

�O f  course  we  shot  h im, �  she
was confessing peevishly.  �We
took turns shooting him, then
we f lew out  that  window,  over
the wall, and hid out all evening
in  the  Phan tom Emp i r e "
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� Thanks  f o r  t h e  l o an .   I � l l� �   The
C o w b o y  s a l u t e d  a n d  p i l o t e d  t h e
jalopy home.  The phone was already
r i n g i n g .

I t  was  the  G i r l .   � You  be t t e r  g e t
over here to the studio fast.  Somebody
just killed a certain sumbitch whose
las t  schedu led  mee t ing  was  you . �

�Who  ca r e s?   I  was  we t  nu r s ing
thirty unemployed stunt cowhands.
I � m  t h r o u g h  c o m i n g  t o  t h e m . �

�We l l , �  sa id  Br i gh t  Eyes ,  � I  jus t
figured you�d want your six-shooter
back . �

2.

�O f  c o u r s e  w e  s h o t  h i m , �  s h e
w a s  c o n f e s s i n g  p e e v i s h l y .   � We
took  turns  shoo t ing  h im,  then  we
f l e w  o u t  t h a t  w i n d o w ,  o v e r  t h e
w a l l ,  a n d  h i d  o u t  a l l  e v e n i n g  i n
t h e  P h a n t o m  E m p i r e .   A f t e r  t h a t
I  s h o t  P r e s i d e n t  M c K i n l e y ,  a n d
G e � �

�Hel lo ,  L ieutenant , �  the  Cowboy
sa id  p leasant ly  to  the  act ing  ch ie f
d e t e c t i v e .   � I s  m y  h i s t r i o n i c  c o -
s t a r  m a k i n g  y o u r  j o b  t o u g h ? �

� I  d o n � t  m i n d  l o o k i n g  a t  h e r, �
t h e  d e t e c t i v e  c h i e f  r e p l i e d .   � B u t
at home I can turn the sound down.�

� O n  t h e  s e t  w e  u s e  e a r  p l u g s .
Only take �em out for the shootin � . �
A l l  t h e  p o l i c e m e n  l a u g h e d ,  a n d
o n e  s a i d :

�Thanks  fo r  the  new squadcars ,

G � �   B u t  t h e  C o w b o y  w a v e d  h i m
o f f .

� We  k n o w  y o u  d o n � t  c a r r y  y o u r
s i x - shoo t e r  o f f  t h e  l o t , �  t h e  ch i e f
detective said.  �We figured someone
f i l ched  i t  f r om the  p rop  room and
did the world�s worst job of framing
you . �

� S u r e ,  b u t  w h y ?   H e � s  t h e  o n l y
o n e  l o s i n g  i f  m y  o u t f i t  h i t s  t h e
sundown  t r a i l . �

�You�d really leave, G�� the loquacious
o f f i c e r  b e g a n ,  b u t  t h e  G i r l  c u t
h im  o f f  w i th  assurances  he  cou ld
w a g e r  h i s  h i n d  q u a r t e r s  o n  i t .
T h e  C o w b o y  g r i n n e d .

� S h e  t a l k e d  l i k e  t h a t  w h e n  I
m e t  h e r.   F i r s t  c r i t t e r  I  c o u l d n � t
b r e a k . �   E v e r y b o d y  l a u g h e d .

T h e  C o w b o y  w a s  g e t t i n g  t i r e d
o f  l a u g h t e r.   I t  o n l y  a m u s e d  h i m
w h e n  B u t t  w a s  a r o u n d .   H e  l i k e d
Br i gh t  Eyes  because  she  l aughed
a t  h i m ,  n o t  w i t h  h i m .   H e  w a s
s o r e  a b o u t  n o t  g e t t i n g  t o  c o n k
his head on the pi l low,  and started
t o  f e e l  t h e  r e t i c e n c e  s e t t l i n g  i n .
No t  a  good  f e e l ing  t o  have  a round
d e t e c t i v e s  a n d  a  b o d y .

Fortunate ly ,  they were  wheel ing
the dead sumbitch out now.  �Boyd
was  in  jus t  b e f o r e  you , �  the  ch i e f
r e m a r k e d .

� F r a m i n g  B o y d  u p  i s n � t  s u c h  a
f u n n y  i d e a . �   T h e  C o w b o y � s  e y e s
s l i t t e d .

�That Rambler imposture oughta
b e  h o r s e w h i p p e d ,  t h e n  s h o t  i n
the head and dumped in an unmarked

g ra v e , �  s t a t ed  B r i gh t  Eye s .
�Aw, that�s your solution for everything,�

t h e  Cowboy  c omp la in ed .   �Be t t e r
lock her up now, Lieutenant, before
s h e  k i l l s  a g a i n . �

�With a s ix year-old home thinks
she  shoo ts  ou t  ra t s �  e yes  f o r  fun?
N o t  f o r n i c a t i n g  l i k e l y . �

� B e f o r e  B o y d  w a s  D o d d , �  s a i d
the loquacious policeman, consulting
a  l i s t .

� T h a t   k i d  w o u l d  n e v e r  l e a v e
Walt��  The chief detective gestured
t h e  C o w b o y � s  o b j e c t i o n  a s i d e .

� We  k n o w  t h a t .   T h a t � s  w h y  w e
f i g u r e ,  m a y b e  h i m .   M a y b e  Wa l t
ordered him hit.   Hell ,  who knows?�

�Walt�s too cheap to have anybody
h i t .   G u e s s  s o m e  m o r e . �

�I�m still liking the Red puppetmaster
f o r  i t , �  p e r s i s t e d  t h e  l o q u a c i o u s
cop .   I t  t o ok  a  s tup id  r emark  l i k e
t h a t  f o r  t h e  C o w b o y  t o  d e m o t e  a
po l i c e  o f f i c e r  tha t  f a r,  e ven  in  h i s
m i n d .

� A  t h o u g h t  l i k e  t h a t  c o u l d  g e t
y o u  a  S u p r e m e  C o u r t  s e a t  w h e n
fr iend Ronnie becomes President.�
T h a t  c r a c k  b r o k e  u p  t h e  r o o m ,
and the loquacious cop slank away.

�Lieutenant, we have a supermarket
o p e n i n g  o u t  i n  T o p a n g a  t e n  A . M .
O . K .  w i t h  y o u  i f  w e  g o  g e t  s o m e
s l e e p  f i r s t ? �

� I  w o n � t  l o s e  a n y  m y s e l f  o v e r
th is ,  Cowboy .   Thanks  for  a l l  your
h e l p . �   T h e  C o w b o y  s a l u t e d  a n d
pu l l ed  Br i gh t  Eyes  away .
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3 .

�And  d id  you  r emember  Swee t
Be tsy  f r om  P ike ,
Who  c r ossed  the  w ide  �Sou r i
W i th  he r  l o ve r  I ke ,
�N  two  yoke  o f  oxen  and  a  b i g
S p e c k l e d  h o g ,
A  r oos te r ,  t h ree  ch i cks  and  a
O l d  y e l l e r  d o g . . . �

The Girl  f l ipped away the cigarette
she �d  taken  two  pu f f s  o f ,  f ingered
h e r  h a i r  i n  t h e  s e a  b r e e z e  a n d
comp la ined :   � Tha t � s  a lways  your
so lut ion.   You � l l  s ing  another  tune
when the headl ines come out �Exec
Who Cal led Westerns Dead Is  Shot
W i th  S t a r � s  S i x -Gun . � �

� T h e r e  a r e n � t  g o i n g  t o  b e  a n y
h e a d l i n e s . �

�There  wi l l  be  when every  studio
in  t own  backs  o f f  us .   Wh i ch  they
w i l l  a f t e r  t h i s . �   S h e  f u m b l e d  i n
h e r  p u r s e .

�Don�t  smoke those things.   They
stain your teeth and our new company
won� t  be able  to  a f ford the f lour ide
t rea tments . �   The  Cowboy  showed
h e r  h i s  t e e t h .

�P l ay  i t  f o r  the  boys ,  boss .   The
bankers  won � t  be  g i v ing  you  the i r
s y m p a t h i e s  e i t h e r. �

� We l l ,  t h e y  w i l l  a f t e r  w e  c a t c h
the kil ler and hush this whole thing
up.   Now l i s t en  here ,  Br ight  Eyes .
You sk ip  Topanga and ca l l  around

y o u r  f r i e n d s .   F i n d  o u t  w h o  w a s
doing what with the late lamented.�

�See who�s not lamenting enough,
y o u  m e a n . �

�That�s right.  Who was that private
e y e  y o u  g o t  t o  c l e a n  u p  B u t t � s
l i t t l e  r a m p a g e  i n  T i a j u a n a ? �

� C o r n a d o  d e  l a  C r u z .   H e � s  a
grand-nephew-in-law or  something
o f  Yak � s . �

� E v e r y b o d y  d o w n  t h e r e � s  s o m e
r e l a t i v e  o f  h i s .   H i r e  d e  l a  C r u z
to  f ind  out  every  indescre t i on  our
boy ever committed there.  Somebody
o n  t h a t  l i s t  w i l l  h a v e  a  c o u s i n  a t
t h e  s t u d i o . �

�What makes you think this involves
a  g i r l ,  s w e e t i e ? �

� I  d i dn � t  say  i t  d i d  o r  i t  d i dn � t . �
� B u t  y o u � r e  p l a n n i n g  o n  s o m e

f i s h i n g  a n d  n e e d  b a i t . �
�You�ll be a great star in Westerns,

lady, once you learn not to question
t h e  C o w b o y . �

� H a v e n � t  y o u  h e a r d ,  C o w b o y ?
T h e  We s t e r n  i s  d e a d . �

� N o ,  i t � s  n o t .   I t � s  j u s t  p l a y i n g
possum. �

4.

B i f f !   B a f f !   B u f f !
The Cowboy hi t  the Champ three

m o r e  t i m e s .   T h e n  h e  c o c k e d  h i s
wr i s t ,  and�

P l i n k !
The Champ f l i cked his  hand and

knocked  the  Cowboy  down  aga in .
�The wrist ,  the wrist !   Don�t  cock

t h e  d a m n  w r i s t ! �
The Cowboy shook away the stars.

� B u t  i t  l o o k s  s o  g o o d  o n  s c r e e n . �
The Champ extended a g love and

p u l l e d  t h e  C o w b o y  t o  h i s  f e e t .
�Te legram�s cheaper.   �Two-oh-f ive
round  s ix  I �m  send ing  a  l azy  r i gh t
t o  y o u r  j a w .   S e e  i f  y o u  c a n  b e
t h e r e . � �

The Cowboy danced.   Butt  s tuck
his head between the ropes.  �There�s
an  i n su rance  i n v e s t i g a t o r  a sk in �
ques t i ons  o ve r  a t  O �Ma l l e y s .   Pu t
y o u r  m o u t h p i e c e  i n . �

� O h ,  h e � s  n o t  i n t e r e s t e d  i n  m y
d e n t a l  p l a n .   T h a t � s  o n e  o f  t h e
host  work ing  the  Sumbi tch  case . �
T h e  C o w b o y  f e i n t e d  h i s  h e a d  a
few t imes and socked the  Champ�s
jaw harmlessly.  The Champ tapped
h i m  b a c k  o n t o  t h e  r o p e s .

� I t � s  a n  i n t e r e s t i n g  t r i p  w e s t
f o r  me ,  anyway , �  t h e  Champ  sa id
as he worked his shoulder muscles
around.  �Next time you�re on Broadway
I � l l  s t a g e  a  m u r d e r  i n v e s t i g a t i o n
f o r  yo u . �

� T h a n k s ,  I � l l  r e m e m b e r. �
�I �m surprised you�ve kept it  from

t h e  p a p e r s . �
�So  f a r. �
� Wa n n a  g e t  h i t  s o m e  m o r e ? �
�Tha t � s  wha t  we � r e  he r e  f o r. �
The Champ af fect ionately hit  the

C o w b o y  a  f e w  m o r e  t i m e s ,  t h e n
s h o w e d  h i m  a  c u t e  t r i c k  w i t h  h i s
h e a d .   T h e  C o w b o y  s h o w e d  h i s
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appreciation with a quick undercut
to  the  gu t .   The  Champ �s  s tomach
h u r t  h i s  f i s t .

�So the cops are gett ing nowhere
w i t h  M r s .  S u m b i t c h ,  t h e y  s a y . �
The  Champ b i cyc l ed  f o r  p rac t i c e .

� T h e y  t e l l  y o u  m o r e  t h a n  t h e y
t e l l  m e . �

�Everyone tel ls the barkeep their
troubles,� said the Champ, displaying
a  s l i c k  s l e i g h t  o f  h a n d  i n  t h r e e -
q u a r t e r s  s p e e d ,  t h e n  r e p e a t i n g
i t .   �They  say  Mrs .  Sumbi tch knew
all about the bambino in T iajuana.�

� T h e r e  w e r e  t h r e e  o f  t h e m . �
� R e a l l y ? �   T h e  C h a m p  m a d e  a

f a c e  a n d  d i s t r a c t e d  t h e  C o w b o y
w i t h  h i s  e y e s .   � D i d n � t  t h i n k  t h e
s q u i r t  h a d  i t  i n  h i m . �   H e  h i t  t h e
dazed Cowboy harder than he meant
to ,  and  shook  h i s  head  tha t  c l a ss
w a s  o v e r  w h e n  h e  s a w  t h e  g l a z e .
� Yo u  w a n t  t o  g e t  t h a t  g l a s s  j a w
l ooked  a t . �

�Can�t  hear you.   Got caul i f lower
i n  m y  e a r s . �

�Let �s go buy the Homicide squad
lunch,� suggested the Champ.  �Maybe
w e  c a n  f i n d  a  j o i n t  t o  w r e c k . �

� Yo u � l l  s t o p  w h e n  y o u r s  i s  t h e
only  bar  in  the  wor ld ,  eh  Champ?�

�No,  I  l ike  T ia juana just  the  way
i t  i s . �

� I � ve  got  a  bet ter  idea then.   Why
don�t we head south and pay a social
call on the second Senora Sumbitch?�

�Yeah.  Chile Poblano sounds about
r ight  a f ter  that  be l ly -massage  you
g imme. �

5 .

�A l l  three  were  born  here  in  th is
room,� the young senora said proudly.
� M a m a  i s  a  cu randera . �

�Accurate-ero at what?� wondered
B u t t .   � C o u n t i n � ? �

�A  curada �s  a  w i t c h ,  B u t t , �  t h e
Champ to ld  h im,  th row ing  a  w ink
a t  t h e  C o w b o y .

� M i d w i f e  i s  m o r e  l i k e  i t , �  s a i d
t h e  C o w b o y .   � A n d  I  t h i n k  i t � s
c u r a n d e r a . �

� M i d w i f e ,  h i g h  w i f e ,  l o w  w i f e ,
w e  p a y  t h e m  � c a u s e  w e  l o v e  � e m ,
r i g h t  C h a m p ? �

� T h a t  a n d  w e  c a n � t  l e a v e  � e m
a l o n e . �

�Senora, did he seem particularly
u p s e t  a b o u t  a n y t h i n g  o r  a n y o n e
l a s t  t i m e  y o u  s a w  h i m ? �

� S i ,  S e n o r  C o w b o y .   Yo u . �
� J u s t  m e ? �
�You  and  Seno r  Hopa l ong . �
The three year-old bambino pointed

h i s  c a p  p i s t o l  a t  t h e  C o w b o y  a n d
m a d e  n o i s e s  i n  h i s  t h r o a t .   T h e
C o w b o y  c l u t c h e d  h i s  b r e a s t  a n d
d ied .   �Now you done  i t ,  pardner, �
complained Butt .   �You done ki l led

the Cowboy with a Hoppy six-gun.�
The three  year-o ld  g igg led and ran
to  punch  the  two  yea r - o ld .

Then  the  r ea l  shoo t ing  s ta r t ed .
T h r e e  q u i c k  s h o t s  s p l i t  t h e  a i r,
a n d  a  r i c o c h e t  s h a t t e r e d  a  l a m p .

The Cowboy jumped up and grabbed
t h e  b o y � s  c a p g u n .   H e  r a n  t o  t h e
d o o r  a n d  r o l l e d  t h r o u g h  i t .   O n e
m o r e  s h o t  s e e m e d  t o  s o u n d .   A
dif ferent cal ibre!  was the Cowboy�s
f i rs t  thought ,  but  then he recal led
the hint  of  a  stutter.   Sure enough,
f a r  u p  t h e  w i n d i n g  r o a d ,  a  c a r
b a c k f i r e d  a  s e c o n d  t i m e  b e f o r e
s c r e e c h i n g  a r o u n d  a  c u r v e  a n d
out  o f  s i gh t .   The re  we re  no  o the r
cars  on  the  s t r ee t ,  more  o f  a  back
a l l e y  r e a l l y ,  s o  t h e  C o w b o y  k n e w
i t  w a s  t h e  g e t a w a y  v e h i c l e .

The Champ had his elbow, hoisting
h im upr igh t .   �What ,  you  p lanned
h i t t i n �  h i m  o n  t h e  n o o d l e  w i t h
t h a t  n o i s e m a k e r ? �

� H e  w o u l d n � t  k n o w  i f  I  c o u l d
f i r e  i t ,  a n d  t h e  k i d � s  h a n d  w a s
no place for  i t  r ight  then.   Besides,
i f  I  l i k e  i t ,  I  m i gh t  have  � em  make
me up some.�   He turned i t  around
in his hand and admired the longhorn
o n  t h e  g r i p .   � B o y d  g e t s  t h r e e
c e n t s  e a c h  o n  t h e s e .   I  t h i n k  I
c a n  g e t  f i v e . �

6.

�G r a c e  w a s  h e r e , �  a n n o u n c e d

Three  qu i ck  sho t s  sp l i t
the  a i r,  and  a  r i c o che t
sha t t e r ed  a  l amp .

The Cowboy jumped up....
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Bright Eyes, holding her needlework
u p  b o t h  t o  e x a m i n e  h e r  p r o g r e s s
and  b lock  the  sunse t  g la r e  o f f  the
ocean .

� A n d  h o w  i s  M r s .  H o p a l o n g ? �
wondered the Cowboy, without looking
u p  f r o m  t h e  b o x s c o r e s .

� N o  m o r e  d i s t r a u g h t  t h a n  t h e
rest of us, considering Bill�s propensity
f o r  b e i n g  m i s u n d e r s t o o d . �

� A n d  h e r  h i s  a l i b i .   A s  u s u a l . �
� T o d a y  t h a t  s t u p i d  l i e u t e n a n t

t o l d  h e r  t h ey  th ink  she  m a y  h a v e
d o n e  i t . �

� H e � s  j u s t  p l a y i n g  o u t  h i s  r o l e ,
d e a r.   D i M a g g i o � s  o u t  s i x  w e e k s ,
t h e y  s a y . �

�Oh .   And  de  l a  C ruz  t r a c ed  the
s lug . �

� We l l ,  w h y  d i d n � t  y o u  s a y  s o ! �
D o w n  c a m e  t h e  n e w s p a p e r.

S h e  s m i l e d  a l l  d i m p l y .   � J u s t
to  see  that  sweet  look o f  confusion
c o m e  o v e r  y o u r  m u g . �

�Well, don�t keep me in suspense.�
� I t � s  one o f  Bugsy Cohen �s  guns.

D e  l a  C r u z  i s  t a k i n g  a n  e x t e n d e d
c r u i s e  d o w n  t o  T i e r r a  d e l  F u e g o
and chang ing  h is  name to  Mi l l e r. �

�I � l l  go f ly over to Vegas tomorrow
and  see  Bugsy . �

� O h ,  y o u � r e  a  p i p .   C a n  I  c o m e
a l o n g  a n d  w a t c h  y o u  b e a t  i t  o u t
o f  the  Mob?�

�Bugsy and I are old friends.  Violence
won � t  be  a t  a l l  necessa ry . �

�It �s never necessary,� said Bright
E y e s .   � J u s t  a d d s  a  t a n g  i s  a l l . �

� T h e y  s a y  i t � s  c a r t i l a g e . �
�Wha t � s  c a r t i l a g e? �
� In  D iMagg i o � s  knee . �
� We l l .   I  n e v e r  k n e w  y o u  t o  b e

so  in t e r es t ed  in  ana tomy . �
� I t  w a s  t h o s e  l e s s o n s  y o u  g a v e

m e .   T h e y  w e r e  s w e l l . �
� I  wouldn � t  touch that  l ine , �  she

growled, �with Butt �s  f ishing pole.�

7 .

�Y o u  h o n o r  m y  e s t a b l i s h m e n t
wi th  your  presence ,  Mr.  A .   I  don � t
s u p p o s e  I  c o u l d  p u r s u a d e  y o u  t o
g o  u p  o n  s t a g e  f o r  f i v e  m i n u t e s
a round  n ine?   I  g o t  t o  book  a  l a s t
minute replacement for that Lenny
B r u c e  b a s t a r d ,  g o t  b u s t e d  a g a i n
b a c k  e a s t ,  t h e  l i t t l e  p r � �

� S u r e ,  B u g s .   Yo u  s i n g  f o r  m e ,
and  I � l l  s ing  f o r  you . �

� T h e s e  a r e  v e r y  f i n e  H a v a n a s ,
M r.  A . , �  t h e  m o b s t e r  t o l d  h i m ,
as  he  sa t  i n  a  p lush  cha i r  b eh ind
h i s  d e s k  a n d  p u s h e d  a  h u m i d o r
a t  h i m .

�Thanks,� said the Cowboy, pocketing
two .   � I � l l  sn i f f  one  w i th  Bu t t  and
t h e  C h a m p  l a t e r. �

� H o w  i s  t h e  C h a m p ? �
�He  doesn � t  l i k e  be ing  sho t  a t . �
� F ew  o f  u s  do .   Those  o f  u s  who

have been assassinated and dumped
in the desert l ike it less than most.�

� I  d o n � t  l i k e  i t  w h e n  y o u  s h o o t

i n t o  r o o m s  f u l l  o f  k i d s .   Y o u  h i t
o n e  o f  m y  f a n s ,  a n d  y o u � l l  r e a l l y
p iss  me  o f f . �

�Wel l ,  i t � s  k ind o f  embarrass ing,
M r.  A .   T h e  t r u t h  i s ,  i t  w a s  a l l  a
big  misunderstanding.   The moron
thought he was shooting at Rogers.�

�That  would  be  O.K. ,  but  Rogers
has fans too.  You can�t  be shooting
a t  k i d s ,  B u g s .   N o  m a t t e r  w h o s e
f ans  they  a r e . �

�Wel l ,  I  took i t  out of  the moron�s
p a y ,  a n d  I  c a n  s l a p  h i m  a r o u n d
i f  you l ike .   But  rea l ly ,  why should
y o u  o r  R o g e r s  c a r e  w h o  I  d o r k
d o w n  i n  S p i c v i l l e ? �

�You want  to  watch your  mouth,
Bugsy . �

� Ye a h ,  I  k n o w .   B u t  w h y ? �
�It �s  going to be fascinating news

t o  t h e  L a p  D o g s  w h e n  I  t e l l  t h e m
you shared a lady fr iend with their
f a vo r i t e  murde r  v i c t im . �

� T h e  L A P D  c o u l d n � t  f i n d  a  t u r d
w i t h  t o i l e t  p a p e r.   Yo u  w a n t  m e
t o  f i n d  o u t  f o r  y o u  w h o  c r o a k e d
h i m ? �

� I � l l  d o  t e n  m i n u t e s  i f  y o u  d o . �
� S e v e n � l l  b e  p l e n t y  f o r  m e ,  b u t

I�d love to catch �Back in the Saddle.�
M y  k i d s  l o v e  t h a t  t u n e . �

�Everybody�s do,� said the Cowboy
m o d e s t l y .

- The  End -
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