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Pecos Bill Becomes a Cowboy

When Pecos Bill was a small boy, he bounced out of his family’s covered wagon. The Pecos River took him deep into the heart of West Texas. Lucky for Bill, a coyote mother found him and raised him up as her own pup. Bill learned to run and eat and sing like a coyote. 

One day, Pecos Bill saw a cowboy filling his canteen at the river. The cowboy greeted Bill. “Howdy, partner. How come you don’t have a horse?”
 “Coyotes don’t ride horses,” Bill answered. “Shucks, you’re a man. You aren’t a coyote. Where’s your tail?” asked the cowboy.

Bill turned around ten times and didn’t see his tail once. “Well, tie me up and call me a gopher,” Bill said. “I must be a man after all.” 

From that day, Bill decided to be a cowboy. “If you’re going to be a cowboy, you’d better get a horse,” the cowboy said. Bill noticed a silver mustang out in the sagebrush. “I like that one,” he said.

“That horse is called Widow Maker because no one can ride him,” warned the cowboy. “He eats gunpowder for breakfast and fireworks for lunch.”
 “That’s my kind of horse,” Bill said. Bill let out a yip-yahoo and ran to catch Widow Maker. 

[image: ]The silver horse galloped away, faster than the wind. Bill and Widow Maker ran neck and neck across the tall grass prairie. They ran clear to the North Pole and back without breaking a sweat. “You are the fastest cowboy in the West,” Widow Maker said. “We should be partners.” And from that day on, they were. 
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