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Chapter One

We sat out on the front porch, enjoying the light rain along
with the relief from the heat of the day.
“Time, it seems to go by so fast,” Amara said. I detected a
touch of sadness in her voice; obviously, she’s thinking about Chuckie
because we both miss him a great deal.
“Yes, too fast at times, I’m afraid,” I replied.
“Hard for me to believe Chuckie was with us four years; of
course, Mel was walking and talking when Chuckie died, so it shouldn’t
be such a surprise to me.”
“His spirit will always be with us, Amara, I know it’s not the
same as having him here with us,” I said as I was taking her hand in
mine.
“I know, I just wish we would have had a little more time
with him,” she said as she finished the last of her tea. I kissed her and
told her I better get back to my chores, Amara stayed in the chair a bit
longer, I suppose she’s reminiscing. As I walked off the porch, I took
note that The Rat never sleeps out on the front porch anymore, I guess
she misses her sleeping partner.
[DIVIDER]
Watching Con walk out to the barn gave me an overwhelming
sense of joy, even though I was having a case of the blues over losing
Chuckie. A lot of men wouldn’t put up with a woman with a drinking
problem, never mind the tendency to take in so many stray animals.
Conway is faithful to his people; Cherokee men cannot divorce their
wives as easily as white men can. A marriage faithful to Cherokee
heritage cannot separate man and wife without his tribe’s approval.
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While I haven’t been unfaithful to Con, he could theoretically speaking,
ask to end our marriage because of incompatibility as I’ll admit to being
a difficult person to live with. He never mentions the strain I put on our
marriage at times. A lot of people don’t realize that Cherokee women
are the warriors and authorities in traditional marriages. With me being
a non-Cherokee wife, Con has more freedom when it comes to leaving
me. Unlike the way the other Cherokee men are. Yet, he treats me in
a way that reinforces our love for each other.
Now and then, one of us will discover something Chuckie
played with during his stay with us. Chuckie wasn’t much like our
other dogs because toys didn’t seem to interest him in the least bit.
Same with food, I tried several brands out on him to see if he had
a preference, yet he seemed to like them all equally. What Chuckie
enjoyed the most was being out of his kennel so he could run. Chuckie
ran with a uninhibitedness and joy that made me happy just watching
him. The way he ran reminds me of a motorcycle racer with their knees
almost touching the ground. Chuckie has fallen over a few times from
his exploits as a runner. Watching Chuckie run with his mouth open,
tongue hanging out, and his one good ear flapping in the wind was
always a joy to anyone watching him.
Training dogs is usually a rewarding time for me. Training
an ex-fighter dog required tact and a truckload of patience. Before
Chuckie came to live with us, I studied up on pit bulls and the myths
and lies about them. I don’t claim to be an expert on the various pit
bull breeds, yet I understand them a lot better than I did before. The
violence the media claims is inbred in a pit bull simply does not exist.
During the training, Chuckie made great strides in his transition from
a fighter. Was he a perfect dog? No, and neither are our other dogs for
that matter. Harshness is not a preferred method of training any breed
of dog, much less one exposed to the dark underworld of dogfighting.
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While Con was off doing his chores, I kind of took it easy for
the afternoon, hoping the black dog of depression would go away and
leave me alone. Here it is fifteen-years after Chuckie’s death, and I still
miss him something fierce. We have adopted, trained, or retrained and
rehomed several dozen abused dogs since Chuckie. Most of the dogs
being ex-fighters or bait animals, some of which were in such appalling
a person could well lose faith in the human race.
Our daughter, Melanie, is off at school at Oklahoma State
University, studying veterinarian medicine of all things. She graduates
next month, and Con is so proud of her, there’s strain enough on a
biracial marriage, but the children sometimes endure more than the
parents do. Of course, I’m proud of her too, she was my best, and
only, helper over the years, and it’s good to see her making a career
decision for it.
Chuckie’s girlfriend, Mary Ann, had two more litters before
she was drug off by a coyote. Con wondered if the coyote belonged to
the female Chuckie killed years ago. Mary Ann’s family has some of
the pups from Chuckie’s union with Mary Ann, all fully grown dogs
by now and quite up in the years in canine terms.
My pastor passed away about five years back from a heart
attack; his wife lives close by and is a pit bull activist. She’s also one of
my staunchest supporters. She’s also one of my go-to people when a
particular urge comes over me.
We have a new sheriff, not the friendliest fellow, a great deal like
the last one who’s now serving time for various crimes he committed
during his short term in office. Our animal control department is vacant
now, the office that is. Jean, my former pastor’s wife, and I have put
together a group of volunteers to attend to the needs of the animals
until the new staff is found and put into place.
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Chapter Two
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I know a lot of people think of me as just another dumb Indian
who has a few head of cattle and a pretty white wife. While I don’t
claim to be the smartest man in the world, I do have more than a few
head of cattle, and I sure do have a pretty wife, although her race is
irrelevant. Our area seems to be growing, yet it isn’t the kind of growth
most of us long-time residents of the area want to see. Our little slice
of Oklahoma isn’t much of an area for starting a new business or for
putting up a bunch of new homes. We’re all set in our ways. Most of us,
that is, most of us feel the area is doing just fine as it is. The area has a
lot of rural sites along with some clusters of homes, no apartments, but
we do have a hotel in town people use for long-term stays in the area.
Change is inevitable, and I know it, deep down. The problem
is I feel as if some change is unwelcome in the area where we live. The
change being brought in by the people moving here from California,
Cali Refugees as I call them, is fueling most of the unwanted change.
These new people refer to us locals as rubes and country bumpkins while
calling themselves progressives as if that’s some sort of a badge of honor
they need to wear. Little do they know of the various celebrities we have
living in our town, one of which is a Nobel Prize-winning economist.
To me, politics is always a nasty business, no matter what state
or branch of the government. The Cali Refugees miss their old state
so much so that they want to turn Oklahoma into another version of
the very state they left behind. Senseless to me, but I’m just a country
bumpkin, a Cherokee bumpkin at that.
As for the political craziness in local politics, the Cali Refugees
got involved in the election for our county sheriff, a position my Dad
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held before his death. We elected another sheriff only to learn that he
was involved in covering up specific criminal investigations. To our
surprise, Amara’s and mine; he ran with some people making moonshine
in the same place where Chuckie used to fight. The guy found himself
unemployed as sheriff, and Ric became acting sheriff until this past
election came up about a month ago. Ric was in the running for the
position, and his opponent is a new man to the area and, of course,
being a Cali Refugee, the darling of the local Democrat group. Our
neighbor to the far east of us was instrumental in getting the man
elected over Ric, even though Ric has more experience in the county.
I had to chuckle at the arrogance of this man, and he had the nerve to
ask me how ‘you people’ vote. The term ‘you people’ must be on page
one of the racist’s handbook.
This one day, I went into town to vote on some county issues
important to long-time residents and many of the cattle farmers in the
area. It wasn’t a major election, except for replacing a state senator who
passed away. There I sat waiting on my turn at using one of the four
voting machines used in our little voting poll. Imagine my luck, or lack
thereof, when I met up with my new neighbor after he saw me sitting
next to an empty chair. I tried to avoid him, but he made a beeline for
the chair next to me. The mouthy Californian is one of those people
who feel as if everyone in a crowded room needs to hear every word of
wisdom coming out of their mouths.
“Hey pal, how do you people vote?” he asked with more than a
bit of sarcasm in his voice. Several people handing in their ballots gave
him a dirty look, including the Oklahoma State Patrolman handling
the door to the voting poll.
“How do we vote? Oh, with our hands the same as you moons
do, you ignoramus,” I replied as calmly as I could before turning away
from him. As for him, he stomped out of the building without saying
another word. Without voting, I might add. After casting my vote,
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I caught a smile on the face of the Highway Patrolman as I walked
passed him.
Our Town Council is now fifty-percent Cali Refugee, and these
people have decided they want to beautify our little old town. No one
who’s lived here for any length of time will say the town compares to
the big cities in Oklahoma or any other state for that matter. We have
some empty buildings here and there, that’s our town and our business.
To us, the town is what we like to call – comfortable. People wave to
you, they stop and talk to you if they have the time, and they never
use the term – you people.
A week later, on a Monday afternoon, just after a much-needed
rain shower, I went into town to pick up some medication for one of
our new-born calves. Without realizing it, today turned out to be the
day I met our new, Democratic Party supported sheriff, Amos Harris,
in the flesh. It wasn’t as if I wanted to meet the man, yet there he stood
at the truck blocking my access to the driver’s side door.
“Excuse me,” I said as politely as possible, considering the
smirk on his chubby face.
“I need to talk to you, pal, police business, you know,” he said,
using his official sheriff’s department voice.
People know me, and my people, to be easy going as long as
things aren’t said or done to rile us up. One way to get on my nerves
in an instant is to use certain words, made famous by Hollywood, to
describe Native-Americans. Stuff like injun, red skin, breed, you people,
and so forth. Another seemingly innocent word that I despise is for
someone to refer to me as their pal. It’s not as if I don’t have any friends,
and I realize the word is supposed to signify some form of friendship
when, in reality, it’s a slap in the face aimed at the recipient.
“I didn’t know we knew each other so well,” I said, grinning
at the sheriff.
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“A wise guy, always one around when you don’t need them,”
he said, obviously unhappy with my little barb aimed at him.
“What is it you need from me? I have a sick calf at my place
and don’t have time for chit-chat.”
“You open-carry all the time?” the sheriff asked, pointing and
the firearm on my hip.
“What makes you think I do?” I asked, growing tired of his
harassment.
“Look here; we can do this here or down at the station.”
“Sorry, sheriff, has someone complained about my firearm?”
I asked.
“Yes. Me, I don’t like open-carry, I don’t like concealed carry.
I don’t like people walking around my county with firearms on their
persons,” he said, the drool running down his puffy bottom lip. Another
totalitarianism loving idiot, with a badge as well.
“Well sheriff, welcome to Oklahoma, this isn’t California, yes
I know where you come from originally. One would think the county
sheriff would be aware of the laws of the county he serves. Oklahoma
has been open-carry as long as I can remember; if you check county
and state regulations, you’ll find Oklahomans don’t need a license for
concealed weapons. Nor do we need a license for open carry either.
Now, I repeat myself, have you had anyone complain about me or my
firearm? If not, I need to get back to my sick calf.”
“Well I guess everything is in order, I don’t see your name on
the red-flag list I carry with me…”
“Red-flag list? Oklahoma doesn’t have any red-flag laws in
effect,” I said, my anger starting to show a bit. Harassment from police
is one thing, harassment because of my race makes it twice as annoying.
“No? Well, I’m working on my list, strictly for my records, you
see. The people who elected me don’t want people walking around with
guns on their hip like this is the OK Corral.
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“I’ll need you to come by the office and fill out some forms to
register your guns…”
“Hold it right there; you aren’t in California anymore. Let me
clue you in on something; we have a woman in this county who is a
well-known second-amendment attorney. She’s no slouch, my liberal
friend, because she’s argued before the Supreme Court, both state and
national. Oh, and uh pal, she’s Kiowa Tribe of Oklahoma as well,” I
said, not bothering to hide my anger now.
“I can see you’re going to be a problem for me,” the sheriff said,
his fleshy jowls shaking in anger as he raised his voice at me.
“No, sir, I’m not going to be a problem. I already am a problem
because I can tell you have an issue with Cherokees. This conversation
is nothing more than harassment.”
“Harassment? Asking for proof of ownership of a firearm is
harassment now is it?” he asked.
“Now it’s proof of ownership? You asked for a license or permit
earlier. Now you intend to file some non-existent red-flag laws against
me? Just so you know, I have a pretty good attorney, he isn’t Cherokee,
yet he fights for us like he is. For the last time, move away from the
truck so that I can get this medicine home.”
That must have shrunk in through his thick skull because he
threw up his hands and walked away, muttering something about thinskinned Indians.
8
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Chapter Three

We said good-bye to Bailey and Jenny, who flew in from out of
state to see their little sister graduate. The three of them, always close as
youngsters, seem to be closer together now that they’re all adults. After
Amara and I left, Bailey and Jenny went to the airport in the same taxi,
Bailey headed home to his business back in San Antonio, Jenny, back
to her husband in Arizona.
We left Mel back at Oklahoma State University, Stillwater, to
gather up her things, what little she hadn’t already sold off. She had
some accounts to settle at school, a few small bills to pay off. There
were some people she wanted to say good-bye to local folks who she
knew from her years at college. Amara felt such a sense of pride at Mel
choosing the field of veterinarian medicine as a career. At first, Amara
thought Mel decided to be a veterinarian just to make her mother proud
of her. After a lengthy discussion between the two of them, Mel told
Amara she settled on being a veterinarian back in junior high school,
seeing Mel graduate became a bittersweet feeling for me. On the one
hand, I’m proud of her success, yet I also realize it will mean she’ll soon
be going out on her own.
After waiting a few minutes for Amara to compose herself, she
wiped her face with a tissue I held out to her. Although I felt the same
sadness, I held back on it—no use in both of us sitting here blubbering
because our children are all grown up now.
“I’m silly to feel this way,” Amara said.
“No, you’re a mother,” I said to correct her.
“I love you, Con,” she said, her glistening eyes made me want
to hold her, but that would be hard to do inside a Camaro.
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“And I love you, we ready to get home?”
“You bet,” she said as she fired up the powerful car and jerked it
in gear, causing the rear tires to chirp. I looked behind us in the mirror
to make sure none of the local police heard us. As we drove through the
school parking lot, I noticed young people turning their heads. Guess
the sound of the Camaro’s throaty exhaust and the whine coming from
the supercharger go their attention. Once on the highway, Amara looked
for a place to gas up and get some traveling snacks.
A short distance down the street from the school, Amara pulled
into a little place before we headed home to Bos Taurus Acres. Of
course, I grew anxious to get back even knowing our extended family
of animals being watched over by a couple of my friends. I get kidded
a lot about Amara’s car; I tell these folks I don’t drive the car because
it’s her car, and she can keep it. This one day, she kept picking at me
to drive, so I took it out for a spin, with spin being the correct word.
We were on our way home from some furniture shopping, and I went
down this one road leading out of town. After coming to a full stop, and
checking for police, I stomped on the gas pedal of her Camaro. Now I
know what bronc riders experience after that car turned me every way
but loose. Amara drives it like a pro, I’ve been with her when rags out
people who drive import cars, she can handle the car like she handles
Rickles. After we got gas and our stuff to snack on, Amara headed
south on Interstate 35. It looks like traffic is pretty light, so we should
be home in a few hours at the most.
Amara had the cruise-control set on eighty-five, and traffic was
light, the day’s activities and the drone of the Camaro’s throaty exhaust
lulled me to sleep. What happened after that changed the rest of my life.
[DIVIDER]
“How much do you remember?” Doctor Heydrich asked as she
injected something into the IV drip feeding into my left hand.
10
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“Nothing much, bright headlights and those stupid light bars
people like to put on their vehicles,” I replied, a bit annoyed at the
open-ended questions they kept asking me.
“You can be sure of one thing, Amara is a good driver, and the
exhaust on the car kinda put me to sleep. After all the day’s activity,
as tired as I already was, as I said, the drone of the exhaust on the car
finally did me in. The car’s horn blared me awake, and I heard Amara
cursing as the lights coming at me jarred me fully awake. The impact
flipped the car over, and I have no idea how many times it rolled over.
I felt the car stop and could tell we landed upside down, and I guess
I sort of passed out.”
“Any idea how fast your wife was going at the time,” Doctor
Heydrich asked as she was entering something in the computer she held.
“I don’t know, ask Amara. Where is she anyway? I’m good for
now, I want to see my wife,” I said without noticing the grave look on
the faces of the two doctors in the room.
The older doctor, a bit older than Doctor Heydrich, spoke next
in a soft southern voice, “Sir, I have some bad news for you and a bit
of good news to go with it.”
My mind in a fog from the crash and the medication, I realized
the bad news meant Amara’s injuries from the collision must be severe.
“The bad news, sir, is that your wife did not survive the crash.
The good news is, as far as I can determine, is that her death was
instantaneous. While I know what I just told you doesn’t lessen your
loss, yet I do hope it brings you some relief to know that her suffering
was very brief. I am sorry for your loss,” Doctor Jennings said.
I tried to sit up in bed, but someone standing to my right
pushed my shoulder down with her hand.
“Dad, no, she’s gone.”
[DIVIDER]
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After our parents left, Bailey, Jenny, and I hung out a while,
waiting for the taxi to arrive.
“You guys, thanks for taking time out of your lives to come
to see me graduate.”
“Wouldn’t have missed it for the world, Sis,” Bailey said as he
hugged me.
“I’m so proud of you, Mel. Imagine having a doctor in the
family,” Jenny said as she finished her Coke.
“Well, a veterinarian,” I said, still getting used to being called
a doctor.
“No matter, still a doctor,” Jenny said; she’s always been so
sweet to me.
“You going to start a vet place of your own?” Bailey asked.
“I dunno about that, starting a business takes money, as you
both know, plus I have about thirty-five thousand in student loans yet
to deal with.”
“What will you do?” Jenny asked.
“Going home, spend some time with Mom & Dad. Clear my
head and see what’s next in my life,” I replied.
“That’s pretty much what I did after graduation, took me about
three months to come up with a plan I thought would work for me,”
Bailey said, his trademark grin on his face.
“You’ve done well for yourself, you and your wife running your
business and all,” I said.
“I’ll admit, the coronavirus winding down left a lot of doors
of opportunity open for us. The wife runs the books, and I run the
shop. A one-man, one-woman operation, but we’re paying the bills.
We can’t complain.”
About that time their taxi arrived, the three of us did our wellknown group hug while the driver loaded their stuff in the trunk. After
they left, I spent about an hour loading up my stuff. Before I left for
12
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home, I made sure to pay a last visit to an elderly woman who I became
friends with during my time at school. As I walked back through her
yard to the SUV I rented for a week, my phone rang, Uncle Ric.
“Hey Uncle Ric, long time no see but gonna see you pretty
soon,” I said, happy to hear his voice again.
“Hey, gal…Yeah, we’ll see each other soon enough. I… Uh…
I got something I need to tell you,” Ric said, he sounded so serious
which is not the way he usually talks.
“Um… Sorry gal, it’s been rough for me,” Uncle Ric said, I
heard his voice breaking with emotion.
“Uncle Ric,” I said.
“On their way home. Ah… damn. Uh, Amara and Conway
were in a traffic accident.”
“What! How bad? They’re okay, aren’t they?” I asked through
the tears beginning to flow.
“No honey, Conway is busted up pretty bad, real bad,” Ric said.
“And Mom?” I asked as a blur of images covering our time
together flashed through my unbelieving mind.
His silence shattered my soul. I felt the words cut deep even
before I heard Uncle Ric say them.
“No, Mel, your Momma didn’t survive the crash,” Ric said,
crying unashamedly.
Despite my loss, I wanted to be there with my family to grieve
with them.
Never before had I felt pain in my spirit like I do now. Losing
Chuckie was terrible when I was a kid, but this is so much more painful.
I will need all the courage from my Cherokee lineage to get through this
ordeal. And what of Dad’s and Uncle Ric’s feelings? And my Aunt Allie?
“How? What happened? Mom wasn’t speeding again, was she?”
I asked.
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“No, she wasn’t speeding. I heard from the investigators on the
scene about someone in a Jeep traveling the opposite direction. The
driver was fooling with his cell phone. He dropped the stupid thing,
and then he fumbled around on the floor trying to find it. He was
speeding, lost control, and veered across the median on I35.”
“Did he survive?” I asked, angry at the man who turned my
life upside down with his carelessness.
“Yes, he did, eyewitnesses stopped on both sides of I35 and
said he went airborne as he crossed the median. His Jeep hit the driver’s
door of your Momma’s Camaro. They told the highway patrol officer
I spoke to the car barrel-rolled off the side of the roadway. Amara’s car
landed up against a sign upright, which almost came crashing down
on the traffic passing under it.”
“Where, where are they?” I asked, fighting back at the sobs
trying to escape my spirit.
“Hillcrest Hospital Cushing, I’m on my way there now. Driving
my cruiser with the lights on, no siren,” Ric replied
“Okay, uh, I’ll meet you there,” I said as calmly as possible,
given the circumstances.
“Are you sure? I can come and get you.”
“No, I’m loaded to come home from school. I had just said
good-bye to a few friends when you called. Need to turn in my keys,
and I’ll be on my way, I’ll see you there, Uncle Ric.”
After checking the time on my phone I got into the SUV, I
was fine until I saw the picture of Momma and Chuckie with me in
between them on top of one of the boxes on the passenger side seat. At
the time I was three or four-years-old, the memories flooded over me,
and I wept openly. This situation brought to mind one of my Dad’s
Cherokee Proverbs he taught me as a child: The Soul would have no
Rainbow if the eyes had no tears.
14
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It was good thing traffic was light, and the police were light
as well because I ran hammer down as Momma used to call it. I didn’t
drive crazy, but I made it to the hospital in about thirty-five minutes.
As I walked into Hillcrest Hospital Cushing, I saw Uncle Ric’s cruiser
parked off with the other law enforcement vehicles.
Once inside, I found the team that took care of Momma when
the EMTs brought her in. Of all the problematic things I’ve done in
my life, this rated as the most difficult when I asked to see her body.
Dad wasn’t able to leave his room, Bailey and Jenny were now on their
way back after I called them from the road. That left me to go into the
morgue and take a last look at the woman who brought me into the
world. The room was cold, not chilly, freezing. It seems like death and
cold go together for some unknown reason.
Strengthening myself, I stood next to the stainless-steel table
holding my Momma’s body, preparing myself for the worst. The outlines
of her lifeless body underneath the white shroud made me want to lie
down there beside her to hold her close one last time. The attending
physician pulled the white sheet back, revealing the bruised face that
always wore a smile around me. The hospital staff had stitched a couple
of lacerations near her hairline, and her hair still damp after being
washed down during the autopsy. Even though Momma lay there in a
cold room surrounded by death, she is still the most beautiful woman
in the world to me.
After that ordeal was over, I made my way up to Dad’s room,
to my surprise, I saw my Uncle Ric outside the doorway. We hugged,
sobbing silently, so we didn’t upset Dad. When I entered the room,
Dad was understandably upset at the answers the doctors were giving
him about Momma. He tried to get up out of bed, but I laid my hand
on his shoulder and whispered, “Dad, no, she’s gone.”
[DIVIDER]
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Bailey and Jenny arrived about an hour after I got there; Uncle
Ric was able to contact them before they boarded their planes, so they
were able to grab a taxi to the hospital. Uncle Ric and I sat in Dad’s
room, waiting for some x-ray results to come back for Dad’s injuries.
The room was almost suffocating with tension from the loss of Momma
and the possible permanent damage done to Dad’s spine. Uncle Ric is,
for lack of a better word, a giant of a man. Yet here he sat sympathizing
with us, eyes red over the loss of his sister and my mother. I decided
I’d try to break the pressure in the hospital room.
“This may sound obvious, but I’m going to miss Momma. Yes,
she’s my mother, yet she was more than that for me. She was a friend,
the kind of friend who stood by your side during the good and the bad
times. A friend who didn’t mind telling me when I was wrong without
raking me over the coals,” I said in hopes of getting the others in the
room to open up and let the grief flow out of their souls.
“Will I miss her?” Dad asked. “Take a leg or both legs off and
then see how much I will miss her. Amara was more Cherokee than
some of the pure blood, and she was proud of her family, proud of her
marriage. She completed me; without her, I will be incomplete.”
“Amen,” Ric said, wiping his eyes.
“How… How did you guys ever meet?” I asked. “I’ve asked
Momma several times, yet she always told me to ask you.”
“Why didn’t you ask me?” Dad asked while raising his bed.
“I dunno, afraid you might think I was too nosy,” I replied.
Dad sat silent for a bit; I felt like I’d gone too far this soon after losing
Momma. He spoke about the first night he met her at a local hangout.
This one night I went to a local dance, they held them at some hole in
the wall place in town. Nothing else to do, it was the Saturday night
kind of thing in a small town like ours. Course, you’d understand, I
didn’t go into town on the weekends being from the Nation and all.
There have always been racial tensions on both sides when it comes
16
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to the Cherokee and European peoples. I usually got around those
problems by avoiding places where trouble might be lurking.
“I looked over at her, standing there alone by the table drinking
her Corona beer. She didn’t come alone, but her date was nowhere
around, so I decided nothing ventured nothing gained. The girl made
eye contact with me as I worked my over to where she was. Not being
much of a lady’s man, I couldn’t quite make out her thoughts. One
good thing I noticed is she didn’t turn and walk off to another part of
the room. After I got to her side, I stood there, gathering the courage
to ask her to dance. Without overthinking it, I opened my mouth.
“You mind a dance, Amara?” I said, realizing I sounded as bad
as a thirteen-year-old boy asking for his first date.
“With you?” she asked, a silly smirk on her lovely face.
“No, I been out looking for dances for my brother in case he
shows up tonight,” I said, trying to act as calm as can be.
She was no slouch when it came to being funny either, and
she laid it on me.
“Your brother? Your brother is off dancing with someone else,
so you’ll have to dance with me,” she said without so much as moving
her head in my direction.
“In that case, shall we?” I asked.
About that time, the cover band broke out in their rendition of
Gone Country by Alan Jackson, so we danced the Cowboy Cha Cha to
the music. The group did a great job with the music while I did a so-so
job on the Cowboy Cha Cha, yet she didn’t seem to care. Right as the
song ended, three white dudes were at her side. I knew them, went to
school with them and avoided them for obvious reasons. I wasn’t afraid
of them but knew that being anywhere around them meant trouble
would begin to brew after a while.
“Hey Tonto, how’s the Lone Ranger?” the shorter of the three
said. Of course, the other two snickered.
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My father always taught me that trouble runs in a pack because
they have no strength of their own.
“Not now, man,” I said, realizing I was a tad outnumbered.
“Hey kemosabe, you were dancing with my girl in case you
didn’t know it,” the leader Mister Short Man said.
“Well, first off, you might want to know the word kemosabe
means trusted friend, of which we are neither. It’s also an Algonquian
word, and surely by now, even you’re smart enough to know I’m
Cherokee,” I replied, trying to keep things from getting out of hand.
“Well, what do you know fellows, what we got here is a real,
live school teacher,” Mister Short Man said as he reached for Amara.
His girl, or so he thought.
“Keep your paws off me,” she said as she jerked free of his grip.
About that time, another man showed up at my side, and the three
intruders took a step back when he gave Amara a peck on her cheek.
“Conway, my man, how goes it? Sis, everything alright here?”
he asked.
“This son of…” Amara said.
“She came with me, Ric. Ain’t right, she comes with me, and
she’s laying out with this breed,” Mister Short Man said, interrupting
Amara.
I made a move toward the little fellow, and Ric put his hand
on my chest to stop me. You have to understand that Ric is the closest
a white man could be to being a Cherokee without having Cherokee
blood in his family line. He’s also the closest I’ll ever get to anyone
that looks like Arnold Schwarzenegger. I’ve seen big guys before, our
high school had big guys on the wrestling team, but Ric is just huge.
Something else, more important, Ric is in control. Calm. Peaceful,
nahwatoeleeahta in our native tongue. Ric gave those boys the word
to put them in their place if you know what I mean.
18
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“I’m going to let that slide because we’re here at my new boss’s
party, you know my boss? He’s the new County Sheriff.”
“Ric man, it ain’t right, she came with me, and I ain’t letting
her go off with this breed,” said Mister Little Man.
So, Ric here gave it to Clay Austin Johansen, the little man who
the rest of us nicknamed Mister Little Man in junior high.
“Let me tell you three something Clay, you keep disrespecting
my sister here, and I just might take my hand off Conway and trust
me, you’ll soon learn what Indian fighting is all about. Then, of course,
there’s me to deal with if you’d rather.”
“Ric, man, this just ain’t right,” Clay Austin complained
repeatedly.
“Listen, Clay; you need to go get into your jacked-up pick-up
and haul your butts out of here. My boss, and Conway’s father, is headed
this way, and you won’t be happy if he has to break this up during the
celebration of his election.”
As my father made his way over to where we all stood, the three
Mouseketeers, as Ric called them when we were still in school, made
their way to the door. Leaving Amara without a ride home, which left
me with a great opportunity to offer her a ride.
“I turned to ask her about a ride, and I couldn’t talk, her
mesmerizing eyes held me in their grip. It must have made her feel
special because she gave me the cutest smile I’d ever seen before.”
“I’ll be needing a ride home,” she said as if we were old-time
friends.
“There are a thousand things I’ll miss about Amara, but her
eyes did something to me I can’t explain for the life of me,” Dad said
as he wiped his eyes with the corner of the hospital sheet covering him.
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“Will there be any problems, Dad?” I asked concerned about
the possibility of problems with people attending Momma’s funeral. As
a rule, our local population of mixed races doesn’t have issues come up
in regards to race. Our newest residents from California seem to have
brought their racial outlooks along with them.
“What kind of problems are you anticipating?” Dad asked his
eyes told me his spirit was elsewhere.
“You know,” I replied as I took his hand in mine.
“No,” Uncle Ric said. “There will be no problems today.”
“What of my people?” Dad asked, the possibility of racial
problems on his mind.
“The ones with concealed weapons or the others?” Ric asked.
“So, you warned them?” Dad asked.
“No, they warned me. People told me they came to honor your
wife, my sister, and the mother to your children. More than a few told
me of Amara helping them with their animals, so she holds a sacred
spot in their hearts.”
“Good, I don’t need to tell you…” Dad started to say.
“No, you don’t, so let’s leave it as it is,” Ric said.
Momma’s church is like thousands of other churches in rural
areas across America. Her pastor doesn’t wear thousand-dollar suits,
drive an expensive German car, or own a private aircraft. Truth be
known, Momma’s pastor’s idea of dressing up is a long-sleeved shirt on
Sunday. Instead of a fancy European car, he drives an old Dodge pickup that needs a new muffler in the worst way. He’s been asked by the
church if he would like for them to buy him a new truck, and he said
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no because he never knew when he might have to haul some hay or
bags of feed for one of his flock. He calls the church members his flock,
I don’t understand the significance of calling them a flock, but they
seem to love it. Momma loved it, so that’s just fine with me. One day
a reporter asked him at the county fair why he always flew commercial
instead of having his own plane, and he told the man he couldn’t very
well share Jesus with people if he flew around in his private airplane.
The church is a simple one. I remember Sunday School there
in the heat of summer with fudgesicles melting onto my dresses.
Momma never worried about clothes or my playing in The Big Pond
with Chuckie and the rest of the dogs, and a few ducks as well. She
rarely fussed over her three children coming in the house hot, sweaty,
and dirty. Momma loved us unconditionally.
Dad’s people have done an excellent job on Momma’s casket;
I saw it when the funeral home rolled it in earlier. Having a funeral
home close by that’s sensitive to Cherokee culture is a blessing; having
a pastor who will allow the Cherokee observance in their church is also
great. The casket, handmade by the Gadugi, is stunning in colors and
quality. The eastern redcedar woodgrain is a popular wood used by the
Gadugi when they make a casket. The Gadugi are local people from
the various tribes who create these masterpieces. The word Gadugi is
a Cherokee word meaning to work together, which they do regardless
of the tribe or clan.
After situating the casket, the Gadugi assembled to complete
the preparations of the ceremonial casket. When they opened the casket,
the aroma of lavender oil filled the church; the Cherokee belief in
lavender oil because it acts to cleanse the body of impurities. They also
believe death is not final but a transition process, so the women of the
Gadugi prepared Momma’s body earlier, finalized the preparation by
wrapping her body in a white cotton sheet before placing her into the
casket.
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The Gadugi stood to one side while we walked up to see
Momma for the last time.
Bailey, Jenny and me walked up hand in hand, Dad came
behind us with Ric pushing Dad’s wheelchair. Aunt Allie walked on the
other side of Dad’s chair for moral support. Gathered around Momma’s
casket, we waited for the shaman to come and complete the supplication
over her body. After he arrived, he stood at the center of Momma’s
casket and spoke a few soft words in Cherokee as he pointed to Dad.
The shaman remained at Momma’s casket holding a beautiful Eagle’s
feather, a sacred bird to the Cherokee and other Native-Americans as
well. He then spoke to us in perfect English.
“It is with great sorrow that we are here today gathered at the
sunset of our sister Amara Oconostota, the wife of our brother Conway
Oconostota. Before we close Sister Amara’s casket and cover it I wish to
read a poem for those gathered here, the name of this poem is I Give
You This One Thought.
After he finished reciting the poem, he turned and placed the
Eagle feather into Momma’s left hand and stood aside so Dad could
spend his final minutes with the only woman he’s ever loved. I heard
him whisper one of his Cherokee proverbs that Momma used many
times, “Always remember that a smile is something sacred, to be shared.”
The members of the Gadugi walked over, closing and covering
Momma’s casket with a simple black cloth before walking to the seats in
the church reserved for them. The beauty and reverence of the Gadugi
in the way they treated my Momma caused a catch in my throat, and I
felt the tears dripping onto my arms. Bailey and Jenny held my hands
fast as they too shed tears over the ceremony. Everyone sat down, and
we made our way to the seats at the front of the church as the pastor
made his way to the podium.
I got up to greet a few friends from my high school days, real
friends. The kind of friends who didn’t concern themselves about my
22
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Dad being of Cherokee blood. They stood by me, a few of the boys
even helped with a few of the knuckleheads who tried to bully me.
I sat down between Dad and Uncle Ric, the frown on my face must
have been obvious.
“What’s wrong?” Dad asked.
“Company just pulled into the driveway,” I replied, growing
angry.
“Company? What company are you talking about?” Dad asked,
knowing something got to me.
“Company as in Grandma and that husband of hers,” I refuse
to call Skip a relative after learning of his abusive ways with Momma.
“Are they sober?” Dad asked before I could reply, Uncle Ric
chimed in.
“I’m on it,” Uncle Ric said as he walked toward the door.
[DIVIDER]
I headed out through the glass doors to Amara’s church, leading
to the parking lot. I’ll be the first to admit that I’m not the ideal sonin-law, yet that hardly matters considering the way my in-laws act.
This is all my family needs is my uncaring mother-in-law and
her alcoholic husband at my sister-in-law’s funeral. I haven’t seen either
of them in three years or so. And, as far as I’m concerned, I could go a
while longer without seeing her troublesome self. Never mind Skip, her
drunk of a husband; I don’t know how the man doesn’t have sclerosis
of the liver by now. Skip is also a regular visitor at the county lock-up
for drunk and disorderly or a growing problem of sexual harassment
of female bar patrons.
While approaching their SUV, I could tell they were bickering;
it must be their preferred method of communication. They must bicker
from the time they get up until they collapse back into bed at night.
After pulling open the passenger side door, I sensed the odor
of alcohol.
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Nothing unusual there because Skip is either drinking alcohol
or throwing it back up.
“What are you two doing here?” I asked while holding the
door for her.
“Well, Ric, Amara was my daughter,” Maggie blurted out.
“Yeah, and uh, Officer Ric, she was my step-daughter,” Skip
said, popping a breath mint into his mouth as if that would take away
the stench of cigarettes and booze.
“Is he okay to drive?” I asked, if it weren’t for Amara’s family
I’d conduct a field sobriety test on Skip on the spot.
“He’s fine, he only had a beer or two on our way over,” Maggie
said as she tried pushing her way past me.
“Let me make one thing clear, you two will conduct yourselves
properly inside, or there will be hell to pay. If either of you creates any
problems inside, or afterward, I will find a reason to lock you both
up. Got that?” I asked, growing more annoyed at the smell of alcohol.
“Yes, yes, may we go in now?” Maggie asked.
By that time, Skip had walked around to the passenger side up
close to me, and the smell of alcohol was way more than a couple of
beers will produce. You learn these things fast on traffic stops.
“Lemme, ask you, Ric, are there a bunch of Indians…”
At that last word, I grabbed Skip by his neck and pulled him
around to the driver’s side of the SUV. After jerking the door open, I
shoved Skip into the driver’s seat. I yanked the shoulder harness around
his beer belly and slammed it into the latch and got in his unshaven face.
“Get out. You aren’t a part of this family, you never were. You’ll
never be one either. You’re drunk, you know it, and I know it. You have
two choices, go home, or I’ll take you to jail. Make your decision,” I
said, the anger on my face must have let Skip know he crossed a line
he shouldn’t have crossed. The angry look on his face let me know I got
through the haze of alcohol. Without saying a word, Skip slammed the
24
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door and drove off, never giving a thought about how Maggie would
get home.
As we walked to the door to the church, Maggie scolded me
for sending Skip home.
“Was that necessary, what if someone saw you attacking Skip?”
“Simple, I’d tell them I found an intoxicated man, so I sent
him home. I did not attack him or arrest him on the spot, citing the
funeral of my beloved sister-in-law as the reason. I don’t care if anyone
saw me, he’s drunk, and you know it. He should be in jail, but I’ll not
make this day any more difficult for the family than it already is. As for
you, you will sit in the back because you reek of booze and cigarettes.”
Maggie opened her mouth to protest, but the look on my face
warned her not to.
We entered the church from a side door to keep from attracting
any attention to Maggie. After finding her a seat in the back, I made
my way up front to sit with Conway and Mel. Conway looked at me,
and he knew. I could tell by the tight muscles in his jaws that he knew
something went on with his in-laws. The place was pretty full; it thrilled
me that many of Conway’s people showed up for the funeral. The pastor
motioned for everyone to be seated so services could start.
“Thank you all for coming today, on this one of the sad parts of
being the pastor of a church. Today, we celebrate the life of Amara Jean
Oconostota. Our visitors today believe as we do, death is a transition
and not the final resting place. Shall we pray?”
Those in the church stood, Amara’s pastor signaled for the
shaman to stand with him. I caught a sound from Conway as he
struggled to keep his emotions under control.
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The last of the people left our house after the funeral. My
Cherokee family and friends being the last to leave. They were a
tremendous emotional and spiritual comfort to me. They remarked
about the warm reception they and the Gadugi received at Amara’s
church. I have many friends of different races, my business, which is Bos
Taurus Acres, brings me into contact with many people. When you do
business with folks in the cattle game, you tend to become friends with
them because you wind up helping each other in one way or another.
Race rarely came up during interactions with other cattlemen. If they
did, it usually came from some outsider.
After the last of them left, I rolled my wheelchair up the ramp
on the front porch, the ramp a gift from a man who used to shoe
Amara’s horses. He’s a big man of African-American skin and a heart for
the God that he worships, yet he understands the Cherokee concept of
The Creator, which I worship. Mel was in the kitchen, busying herself
with the dishes, once she finished, she came into the front room with
some cold drinks for us. I knew right off something troubled her mind.
I saw the tracks of the tears she shed for her unitsi, my Amara.
We worked on our cold drinks until we both ran out of
whatever she poured into the glasses earlier. It tasted like lemonade,
but it didn’t much matter because we both shared the silence of our
grief. I lost a soul-mate, my spirit suffering the loss of love and her spirit.
Mel lost her unitsi, a mother, unlike any other woman on the planet.
Mel is part-Cherokee by my blood, so she carries with her the same
sacred beliefs which she learned as a child. A lot of people don’t realize
it, but Cherokee women are warriors. They possess wisdom, beauty,
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and a quiet strength that only a Cherokee woman has. It’s easy to see
the traces of my people in Melanie’s face. The bone structure and her
eyes remind me a great deal of my unitsi who passed away when she
bore me. A fleeting thought passed through my mind as I set my glass
on a nearby table; Amara, Mel, and Chuckie. They all possess the same
strength inner strength, which I credited to The Creator.
“So, what now?” I asked, being the first to break our mutual
silence.
“In regards to what?” Mel asked after setting her glass down
next to mine.
“Well, I plan on selling off some of our livestock because I’m
unable to work with them like I used to due to my current physical
condition. I just can’t handle a hundred and fifty head of cattle any more
even though I’d love to. We own everything on Bos Taurus Acres, so
there’s no real overhead other than taxes, utilities, feed and veterinarian
fees. Course the vet fees won’t be as bad with you living here,” I said
to Mel.
“Sounds like a good plan, I hoped you weren’t thinking of
selling the place.”
“Not likely, and what about you? What are your plans for
your life?”
“Well, I’d like to stay around you if possible. While I realize
you don’t need or want someone to look after you, it doesn’t mean I
wouldn’t like to do so. Plus, it helps to have someone close to talk to
when it’s needed,” Mel said, choking up with emotion.
“So, you wish to stay here on Bos Taurus Acres?” I asked.
“If you’ll have me,” she replied.
“I hope you already know the answer to that.”
“Something else? Tell me your thoughts, Mel.”
“Momma’s non-profit Bos Taurus Animal Services, what’s going
to happen to that?”
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“That’s pretty much a question for you,” I replied.
“For me?” she asked.
“Yes, you see, Amara knew someone would have to take over
for her once… Well, you know. So, she left everything pertaining to
Bos Taurus Animal Services to you in her will.”
“What does that mean, exactly? I mean, I know what inheritance
is and all that, but what’s that mean for me?”
“The animals, the bank accounts, there’s a few bills I’m sorry to
say, and the business structure is all yours because you’ve been on the Bos
Taurus Animal Services paperwork from the start of it. Amara always
hoped you would come alongside her once you got licensed. She never
asked you because she didn’t want to be an influence on you in case you
had other plans. You, as the only member of the non-profit, have free
rein to do as you wish with it, even up to selling it if you so desire.”
“No way, I’d never sell Momma’s dream. Do you think I can
make a go of it?” Mel asked, a look of uncertainty on her face.
“Amara always spoke of you taking it over, and taking it even
farther than she did. She rejoiced when you told you of your decision
to become a vet. You went through the education process, and now
you have an opportunity to make your mark in your field. With
Amara’s established business and your Cherokee influenced reverence
for animals, I can only say I see you becoming a great success, and I’m
not saying that because you’re my daughter.
Mel hugged my neck silently for a good long time. Her tears of
joy and grief intertwined onto a spot on my shirt. Although I’d rather
have Amara back, I wouldn’t trade anything for these tender moments
we shared.
Once we got our emotions under control, we sat at the kitchen
table to discuss plans and possibilities, as Amara used to say about our
plans for Bos Taurus Acres. The scene in the kitchen was so surreal I
felt as if Chuckie was there in the room with us.
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“So, Dad, what plans do you have, if any?”
“Me? Well, first off, I need to get out of this wheelchair and
back to work. A man’s worth escapes him when he doesn’t work to
support himself and his family. As I mentioned before, I’ll need to sell
off some of the stock. No need to sell too many of them; just enough
to pare down the herd itself to a more manageable size.”
“I meant to ask you about that earlier, why do you want to
sell them off?” Mel asked.
“Too much work for a guy in a wheelchair, and I can’t afford
to pay people enough to do the work for me.”
“But I thought your people were going to help you,” she said.
“They’ll see to the feed and water, but there’s more to raising
cattle than that. Besides, you’ll need some working capital for your
business,” I said as I touched Mel’s hand.
“The property and buildings for Bos Taurus Acres are paid for
from way back when Chuckie died. The taxes are manageable because
of the livestock I raise on site. The feed bill gets a bit high around the
birthing season, but the calves more than make up for that. The vet
services are unpredictable even with you helping because some of the
medication can be pricey. So tell me, what are your needs?” I asked.
“Not much for me, I can move back into my old room, and I
won’t need a car because I’ll be working on site. I’ll need some things
for the medical end of the practice, but that’s not necessary just yet.”
“Whoa, yeah, you’ll need something to get around in when you
make house calls or farm calls whatever you vets call it. The money is
in the house calls, trust me, I’ve paid for enough of them,” I said with
a smile on my face.
Melanie grinned at me, after which then her face turned sad.
“What’s wrong?” I asked.
“I’ve been thinking about Chuckie, and if it’s at all possible, I
want to remember Chuckie and Momma in this new venture.”
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“I don’t have a problem with that,” I said. “Listen, this is to
be your vet practice, so you run it, and run it however you feel led to
do. As for Chuckie, you and Amara were part owners of the little guy,
so you’re free to use your memories of him as well.”
“There’s a friend of mine from high school who runs his own
graphics company in town now. I’ll see if I can get him to help with
the graphics and stuff like that.”
“Sounds good to me,” I said, confident that Mel would make
an excellent vet in our area. Especially when you consider the only one
we currently have displayed such hatred of pit bulls.
[DIVIDER]
The last couple of weeks turned into a blur. As if the schooling
I went through to become a vet weren’t enough, I had all the licensing
procedures to wade through as well. There’s a requirement of notarized
proof of a passing score on the Oklahoma State Examination followed
by a notarized Applicant Affirmation document proving my ‘verification
of lawful presence in the United States.’ That last one is odd, seeing
as how they have a copy, notarized, of my birth certificate. Some
recommendation forms and a notarized copy of my diploma to prove
I did graduate from college. This tedious application process took place
over several days, along with some trips to various state agencies inside
and outside the county. In the long run, Dad was right when he said
I’d need something to drive around in. After driving his old pickup
truck, without air conditioning, I might add, around the area getting
all these documents notarized and presented, and I soon realized Dad’s
wisdom about buying a better ride for myself.
Dad knew a friend of my Grandfather’s, who owns a huge
car dealership in the next county over. Before I left to check out the
place, Dad told me I was to speak to the owner only, and not to listen
to any of the hired help as he called the sales staff. On the way there,
I put together a list of things I wanted, and needed, both for myself
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and my career needs. When I left college, I rented a Chevrolet SUV,
I forget the model of it, but I remember what it looked like, so that’s
what I’m hoping to find.
One thing about it, Dad was right when he said the place
was vast, thirty-three acres from what I learned while one of the hired
help walked around with me. I tried to avoid any of them, but she
out-maneuvered me on the lot. After the road test and haggling over
the price was over, she tried her best to get me into the finance office,
but I resisted. Dad would be so proud of me. I told the saleswoman I
needed to see the owner. She must have thought she’d done something
wrong, but I assured her nothing was wrong. A few minutes later, she
came back out with a tall African-American right behind her.
“How can I help you, miss?” he asked.
“I’m Doctor Melanie Oconostota. First off, I wanted to tell
you how good your saleswoman has treated me. I didn’t want to upset
her, but my Dad said I was to speak with you and no one else. He said
you knew my Grandfather, who was a sheriff back where I’m from.”
“Oconostota? Your Grandpap was Sheriff Oconostota?”
“Yes sir, although I never got to meet him before he died.”
“Yeah, I remember back then—rough times for us to be sure.
Let’s us three make a trip up to the office here, you sure this is the
vehicle you want? We have nicer ones available, you know?”
“This one is sort of the one I’ve had my heart set on,” I said as
we walked into the showroom.
“All right then, alright, then that’s the one you’ll get,” he said
before turning to the finance manager.
“This woman is a friend of mine, do up the paperwork,
including tax, tag, pre-fees, and delivery to the address she gives you.
By truck, don’t let anyone drive Doctor Oconostota’s new ride. Credit
the sale to our salesperson here and then write it off as an advertisement
for the dealership.”
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The look on my face must have given the man cause for concern
because he placed his hand on my shoulder and spoke to me.
“Are you alright, Doctor Oconostota?” he asked.
“You’re giving… Wait, you can’t just give me this SUV,” I said.
“Why not? It’s my SUV and my dealership so I can give it to
you with my blessings,” he said. The saleswoman and finance manager
took some unseen signal from somewhere because they both disappeared
from the finance office.
“Why would you? I’m at a loss for words,” I said.
“Doctor Oconostota, many years; decades ago actually. A black
kid was pulled over by a cop, back in the day of serious race problems
in the country, way worse than they are today. The cop rolled up on
the kid, and he’s doing well over a hundred miles-per-hour. The cop, a
big man, walked up to the window, and he smells pot right off coming
out of the driver’s side window. The driver is alone, so there’s no one
else to blame for the drugs. Now, back then, the pot wasn’t treated as
casually as it is today. Not by a long shot.”
“Did the officer arrest the driver?” I asked.
“Yep… Well, not really. The cop put the boy in his cruiser,
called for a wrecker to get the boy’s car—an old clunker. The cop told
the wrecker driver to follow him. Bet you can’t guess where the cop
took the boy and his car.”
“To the jail, I would guess,” I said.
“No, took the boy down to his house. The black part of town
and here’s this big Cherokee cop with lights going down the streets.
You gotta know the whole neighborhood is awake by the time this cop
walks up with the boy in cuffs. Bangs on the door, the boy’s mother
comes to the door. As long as I live, I’ll never forget what he said to
the woman, my Momma, by the way.”
“Your Momma? They knew one other?”
It didn’t take long to realize he spoke of my Grandfather.
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“I do believe this belongs to you,” the cop says as he slaps my
kid brother upside the back of his head. Now, my kid brother was a
wise-ass, excuse my language. What the cop did was nothing compared
to what my Dad did when he came home from working third-shift at
the plant. See, my Dad believed in us but also thought we would make
our future, and no son or daughter of his would be a drug addict. Long
story short, the cop, your Grandpap saved my little brother’s life by
hauling him home instead of taking him to jail like was common in
those days.
“So you see, Doctor Oconostota, I owe your family for without
your Grandpap my kid brother would likely have traveled the wrong
path in life. Who knows where he’d be now? So please allow me the
opportunity to honor your Grandpap and your family by making this
little gift to you.”
“I certainly will, and I don’t know how to say thanks,” I said,
shaking his hand.
“Well, there’s one thing you can do,” he said.
“Name it,” I replied.
“Take a walkout back here for a few minutes while they
complete your paperwork.”
“Lead the way,” I said. He took me out to the back of the
dealership, where they work on the cars and trucks. We walked through
the noisy shop to an office with glass walls and a glass door to it. On
the door, I saw the words Service Sales Manager spelled out in gold leaf.
Opening the door, he turned to me and introduced me to the Service
Manager.
“Doctor Oconostota, I’d like you to meet my kid brother.”
[DIVIDER]
Some veterinary equipment became available a couple of
counties over, so I hopped into my shiny new SUV to look at the
equipment. Some of the items set aside for other buyers. Of the
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remaining equipment, I found some things I wouldn’t mind having.
The items I wanted and needed were veterinary anesthesia machines,
surgical lights, cages, and crates to house animals such as dogs and cats.
Several scales consisting of counter mounted scales up to floor-mounted
scales, vital signs monitors, EKG & ECG monitors, and some much
needed veterinary tables. The person handling the sales told me he
would throw in the veterinary software free, which in itself was nearly
twenty-five hundred dollars.
This same man told me the equipment is used but is like new
because the former owner bought most of it only three weeks before he
died of a massive heart attack. The sales figures gave me hope because I
had some money left over from a student loan which I could press into
service to buy this equipment. I thought of this without considering
that I was still paying off my student loans. I had some money in my
checking account, yet I didn’t want to drain it because I might have
other needs. I excused myself so that I could check my accounts on my
phone, and when the account balance came up on my phone, I was
speechless. Dad told me he sold some cows and would put some money
in my account on the way home from the sale for me because I was so
busy getting everything ready. Instead of my bank account being tenthousand dollars higher like we planned, it is now one-hundred-sixty
thousand dollars higher. The man handling the equipment sale must
have seen the look on my face because he asked me if everything is okay.
“Huh? Oh, everything is fine. I wanted to make sure a recent
transfer to my checking account went through,” I said as I stammered
while trying to figure out where in the world all that money came from.
“And?” the man asked with a bit of apprehension in his voice.
“Oh, we’re good. Can you deliver the stuff I want to buy?”
“For a fee,” he said because he knew I don’t live down the street.
“Good, my Dad owns a pickup truck, but I don’t think all this
stuff would fit in it,” I said.
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“To be honest, with this type of equipment, it’s best to let the
professional movers handle it.”
It took about an hour for us to go over everything I wanted to
buy and get the paperwork completed. Then the delivery date, time,
and location had to be ironed out. On the way home, I intended to
go by the bank to see where all the money came from, but I changed
my mind when I checked the time on my phone. The bank closed
thirty minutes ago, so I made myself a mental note to give them a call
tomorrow morning.
The sun was going down when I made the turn onto the road
leading up to Bos Taurus Acres. I noticed a Jeep parked out in front of
the house, so Dad’s therapist must still be here. Dad and the man have
become good friends during this trying time in his life. Before they
sent someone out to Bos Taurus Acres, I met with the company reps to
discuss who they send out to work with Dad. After I told them of Dad
being a Cherokee, so they needed to refrain from making insensitive
remarks while they’re around Dad. The therapist wanted to know if it
was a Cherokee thing or just the way Dad is.
“No, to both questions, it would be best not to say anything
about Dad’s race. He isn’t one of these hypersensitive, thin-skinned
people, yet, given the cultural differences, you never know when you’ve
said something offensive.
“No, it isn’t my Dad as much as it is my Momma. She died
in the same accident Dad was injured in. To say my parents were close
would be one of those classic understatements people always talk about.”
“Ah, so he still misses his wife?” the therapist Joey asked.
“Yes, it hasn’t been that long ago, so I’d appreciate it if you
use another physical therapist that you let them know about him being
Cherokee.”
[DIVIDER]
“How was your breakfast?” Mel asked.
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“Pretty good, I felt like a teenager again,” Dad said with a
touch of sarcasm.
“He still eats like a little kid,” Janice said, teasing Dad before
heading out back to feed the dogs.
“It’s nice of Janice to move in for a while so you can recuperate,”
I said.
“I dunno about that, she still treats me like I’m a teenager,”
Dad said.
“Well, maybe she’ll help you get out of the wheelchair.”
“You’re right, guess it can’t hurt to give it a try,” he said, dejected
at the thought of spending the rest of his life in a wheelchair.
“There’s one other thing I wanted to talk to you about before
I head out to the barn,” I said.
“Okay, let’s hear it,” Dad said with a sheepish look on his face.
He already knows what I’m about to ask him.
“You already know,” I said.
“I have an idea,” he said.
“So, what gives?” I asked I knew he had something to do with
the extra funds in my bank account. How he got it in there without
knowing any of my account information is beyond me. He took his
time in answering, one thing about my Dad, and he never rushes into
anything.
“Mel, you know that your mother and I worked hard the years
we had together. I will like to say that you, Bailey, and Jenny have
followed our work ethics, something Amara, and I became proud of.
We may not have told you about it verbally, but there were other ways.
In the long run, Amara and I did pretty well with Bos Taurus Acres,
and I will say it paid us back many times over. Years ago, back when
Chuckie lived with us, Amara decided she wanted to set up some life
insurance policies. She wanted to give you, Bailey and Jenny something
to carry you on in your mid-life years.
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“So, we had our insurance company set up some policies to
fit Amara’s ideas in case something happened to one or both of us.”
“Okay, I’m still not understanding,” I said.
“The policy idea was Amara’s, and we have matching policies.
The money you found in your bank account is a combination of the sale
of the cattle and your share of Amara’s life insurance policy. The money
from her policy is something I have no interest in; for one thing, I don’t
need it and… I’m sure you understand. The dollar amount on Amara’s
policy was six-hundred thousand dollars. She had instructions for me
to give you, Baily and Jenny one-hundred and fifty thousand dollars
each. The remaining funds will go to our people to build education
facilities for young ones, like daycare centers but only for Cherokee
families and children.”
“But you’ll need money to get you through this recovery
process, and Bos Taurus Acres will surely…”
“No, now listen to me. The government didn’t imprint your
mother’s memory on a dollar bill or an insurance policy. Our life
together is forever a part of my heart, and money will never take her
place there.”
“I see, and I can’t come up with the words to thank you,” I
said, I felt myself tearing up. We hugged, and the tears fell once more.
“One last thing,” I said.
“What is it?” Dad asked.
“How did you manage to get all that money into my bank
account without knowing any of my account information?” I asked.
My Dad must have been naughty when he was younger because
he still is, and it shows on his weathered face.
“Easy enough, the branch manager wanted to throw a big deal
for his youngest daughter’s wedding, and I’m proud to say that Bos
Taurus Acres provided the meat for the wedding dinner via one of the
batch I set up for an auction a few years ago. The bank manager vowed
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to pay me back one day, so I collected by asking him to help me fatten
up your bank account.”
“Amazing, you’ve kept it so quiet all this time,” I said.
“I can keep secrets, something I learned from my grandparents.
Say, how’s about you driving us into town for an ice cream cone?” Dad
asked.
“Only if I can get two scoops, and I pay,” I said.
“Deal, let me get a clean shirt on,” he said as he wheeled his
chair toward his room.
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Chapter Six

The day the equipment for Okie Veterinarian Group came
should have been like Christmas for me, yet it turned into another day
of the blues for me. I guess I wasn’t as ready to get things going as I first
thought even though Dad has gone out of his way to see that things go
smoothly despite being a wheelchair user. Some of Dad’s friends come
over to close in the corner of the barn for my office. To me, just having
a place to work was exceptional. Not for Dad though, he’s having them
run electricity, water, a separate office and, whoo hoo a restroom.
On one wall of my office, Dad put up an eleven-by-seventeen
picture of Momma and Chuckie out by the pond. I sure miss the two
of them. To be sure, I miss Momma the most. When the Chuckie and
I were together, I felt safe. Bos Taurus Acres is pretty safe being we’re
a long way outside of town. You could tell when someone was coming
before they reached the house. Chuckie always sat near me when I
played; he preferred sitting on me or somehow touching me no matter
what the weather was like, cold or hot. After my thirteenth birthday,
my friend Cheryl’s parents called Momma to complain about their
daughter being exposed to a vicious pit bull as she called Chuckie. To
set the mother’s mind at ease, Momma sent her a short video of all my
friends, including her daughter, and me swimming in the pond, with
Chuckie right in the middle of us. Chuckie was protective of me, Bailey
and Jenny, although he favored me. Mean is not a word I would use
to describe Chuckie. Now and then he would detect a snake nearby
and dispatch it, Momma was always finding dead or near dead snakes
around the house. To me, Chuckie was a friend of mine and a member
of our family.
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In the morning, over breakfast is Dad’s favorite time to go
over things. It doesn’t matter what the subject is; it could be family,
Bos Taurus Acres, or anything else. This morning I intended to get his
thoughts on my trying to connect up Okie Veterinarian Group with the
local animal control department. Kind of like being on call for them if
they need a local vet, other than the one we already have if you want
to call him that.
“Do you mean The Department?” Dad asked with his usual
grin on his face.
“What’s The Department, some kind of good-old-boy club?”
“Nothing like that, it’s what the people who used to work there
called it. Saying The Department made them feel macho, utlvquodi in
our language. One day one of their officers, as they like to be known as,
gave me a hard time over us owning Chuckie because he was a fighter
at one time. I knew the truth about their little department, and I let
him know I did.”
“What was the truth? Did they abuse the animals or what?” I
asked, growing angry at the thought of people abusing animals.
“Worse than that, Mel. It involved animals which they
supposedly euthanized because the animals were unadoptable, sickly,
or too mean to control.”
“They sold them, didn’t they?” I asked. Anger isn’t something I
often display, and I take after Dad in that department, yet it was getting
harder not to lose my temper.
“That’s the word around town, and there are no records of the
sales, of course. The euthanasian reports covered up the fact that the
employees, along with management, were selling the animals to rollers.”
“Are you kidding me? Selling animals so others can kill them?”
“No Mel, that was yet another reason our former town manager
went in and fired every last one of them while you were away at school.
One of them being the same guy who gave me a hard time over Chuckie.
40

A Pit Bull’s Life - Chuckie’s Legacy
41
They had some sort of idea about a uniform and a badge granting them
some form of authority. This guy in charge of animal control gave the
town manager a hassle but had it handed right back to him.”
“What happened to the guy?” I asked.
“The town manager said termination or arrest, his choice.”
“So they left? All of them?”
“They left their job, and I understand one or two of them are
still living in the area. On the other side of the county, in fact.”
“I wonder what they’re into,” I asked.
“Probably no good, you headed out?”
“Well, out of the house and down to the barn,” I replied.
“Okay, then, I’ll catch you in a bit. Have some phone calls
to make.”
[DIVIDER]
The next day I drove into town to see if I could get together
with the new animal control officer. A woman at the counter asked me
if she could help me, yet the tone of her voice was more like ‘what do
you want’ instead.
“Hello, I’m Doctor Melanie Oconostota, I wonder if Gene is
in and if he has time to meet with me?”
“What’s this about?” the rotund woman asked.
“It’s not about anything in particular, it’s about me meeting
professionally with your supervisor,” I said while trying to keep my
anger in check.
“Oh, it’s just that you people seem to have issues when you
come in here about your pets. Gene, he’s the boss, don’t like you people
coming in here and giving his employees a hard time,” she said while
raising her voice an octave while saying ‘hard time.’
“Excuse me? Did you just accuse me of giving you a hard
time?” I asked her. This woman is lucky I take after my easy-going
father instead of my mother.
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Momma would likely have bitch-slapped her solely because of
the ‘you people’ comments she made.
“I think you better leave, my boss…”
About that time, a heavy-set, middle-aged man came through
the door from the rear of the building. He took a longer than usual
look at me as he turned to speak to Miss Manners.
“It’s okay, Vivian. I’ll see the young lady, er, doctor,” as he
waved me around the open end of the counter. Now that Miss Manners
and I finished speaking, I realized how bad the reception area smelled.
Nothing worse than the smell of wet animals, urine, and fresh dog dung.
We walked into Gene’s office, and he closed the door before
sitting behind his cheap metal desk. He tried his best to act like a real
law enforcement officer but failed at it.
“Now, what ah… oh, coffee? He asked.
“No, thanks,” I replied.
“Now then, what is it that you need to see me about that my
employees couldn’t help you with?”
A little of my Momma’s temper rose within me at his snarky
remark, but I kept my cool.
“Well, as one professional to another, I thought I’d deal with
the policymaker instead of the underlings,” I said. The look on his face
when I called him the policymaker was priceless.
“Of course, please forgive the repetition. What can I help you
with?”
“Well, I am opening an animal rescue non-profit out on my
father’s farm. It’s the Bos Taurus Acres, maybe you’ve heard of it. My
veterinarian practice, I’m a state-licensed vet, will focus primarily on
the various breeds known as pit bulls. I will be specializing in rehoming
abused animals such as…”
“Can’t help you, miss,” he said dismissively, picking up some
papers.
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“I haven’t shared my plan yet,” I said.
“No need to waste your time, can’t help you. Sorry about
wasting your time coming from your daddy’s ranch.”
“What’s the issue here?” I asked.
“Because you asked, there are two issues—those people out at
Bos Taurus Acres and pit bulls. I have no use for either of them. Now,
if you don’t mind, I have a lot of work to do.”
“Careful now, I’m one of ‘those people’ you don’t like. What
will your boss think of your racist remarks?” I asked.
“But you don’t look like one of them,” he said just as serious as
can be. At that, it was time for me to leave before I let my anger show.
“That’s what’s wrong with people like you. Your racist views
on others and your utter ignorance prevent you from seeing what real
people are like.”
“Well, I, ah…”
“Don’t bother yourself. I can see this is a dead-end,” I said as I
got up, opened the door and walked out. I heard Gene saying something
rude about my appearance as I walked past Miss Manners at the front
desk. The smirk on her chubby face told me she somehow listened to
every word between her boss and me.
[DIVIDER]
I watched that snooty doctor woman leave after she met with
Gene, what an arrogant broad. And ooh, she’s a doctor, I guess I should
have bowed before her. After she left, Gene appeared at the door to his
office with his coffee cup in hand. I helped myself to another glazed
donut before Gene got his hands on them.
“That was interesting,” I said, pushing half of the donut into
my mouth.
“What I got rid of her didn’t I?” he asked before disappearing
back into his office, closing the door behind him
[DIVIDER]
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I fumed on the way home, and then I remembered one of my
Dad’s proverbs, don’t let yesterday use up too much of today. A sense
of calm came over me; I turned the CD player on and relaxed the rest
of the way home.
Dad was out on the front porch, and he must have been waiting
on me because he had a second glass sitting near a pitcher of ice tea. I
hugged him and sat down while he poured me a glass of tea.
“So, how did the meeting go?” Dad asked.
“Ever watch one of your bulls mount another bull?” I asked.
“Yep, pointless,” he replied, smirking because he knew I’d get
a hard time out of the Gene fellow.
“That pretty much describes the meeting, no, I take that back.
The guy in charge, Gene, is one of those ‘you people’ types who like to
point out a person’s heritage.”
“Did this Gene fellow disrespect you? I have friends who can
explain things to him so he can understand how to treat a lady.”
“No, he didn’t disrespect me in so many words, more like his
actions and attitude. One thing I learned about Gene, he doesn’t like
pit bulls and ‘you people’ though.
“Good, glad to hear things haven’t changed a bit down at The
Department.”
“Dad, a what on earth are rollers?”
“Dog fighters, how much do you know about dogfighting?”
Dad asked, finishing his tea.
“Enough to hate it,” I replied.
“Well, I’ve learned a lot after adopting Chuckie and a couple
of others. Let me run down the list of what terms I’ve learned about
dogfighting. As can be expected, these people use code words of sorts to
hide what they’re doing with the animals. A dog fight is called a show.
Believe it or not, a dog’s fighting career is called a campaign. There are
a couple of different ways they define a champion. The winner of three
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matches as a champion. They also use grand champion for winners of five
matches. By the way, Chuckie was a grand champion in his first year,
quite an accomplishment for a young dog. After winning nine matches,
the bust took place, giving Chuckie his freedom. Otherwise, he would
still be fighting, or worse. I’ve seen videos of Chuckie fighting back
when they called him Killer, and I saw him take on a coyote some years
ago here at Bos Taurus Acres, you wouldn’t want him to attack you.”
“Dad, I grew up with Chuckie by my side, and it’s hard for
me to understand him being a fighter.”
“Your mother, rest her soul, showed the boy the love and
kindness he deserved all along. He changed, not overnight, but change
he did because of Amara’s love for him. Here’s another word for you;
a prospect is, of course, a dog showing some aggression towards other
animals, dogs mostly. Along with prospect, they use gameness to decide if
the dog has the willingness and the tenacity to fight other dogs; without
it, they become bait animals.”
“Bait animals I know about,” I said.
“That’s the lowest of the low as far as I’m concerned, Mel. The
people who put on the fights are called dogmen or rollers. Some of these
dog fights are pretty big affairs, so big the call them conventions because
there are dogfighting and some other forms of entertainment such as
music, food, or other ways to separate people from their money. The
dog owners keep their dogs at the scratch lines where they start the fight
from. Last, of all, they call the training regimen for a future fight the
keep; again, don’t ask me where they get these names. Then again, no
one has ever said they were the brightest bunch of folks.”
“Where on earth did you get all that information? You know
any dogfighters?” I asked.
“I know some of them, not as a friend either. No, it was the
fellow that managed the sale where I bought Chuckie from.”
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Chapter Seven

I hung up the phone, my mind racing about what to do next.
About the same time, I heard Dad wheeling his way into the kitchen.
“What’s up, problem?” he asked while rummaging in the fridge
for something to snack on.
“Jennifer called, a coyote got hold of her dog after it attacked
the coyote running off with a chicken. Tore the dog up some, Jennifer
was able to shoot the dog with her firearm.”
“Sorry to hear that. What breed?” Dad asked.
“Pit bull,” I replied, that got his attention.
“You going to be able to help it?”
“I’ll try, not much I can do with the place still a mess,” I said.
“Yeah, I know, the electrical work still not done. That guy
is supposed to be an electrician, and I’ll fire him when he gets here
tomorrow.”
“Yeah, he’s sort of holding up the rest of work. I can’t complain,
I do appreciate everything you do for me, Dad. I’ll wait until Jennifer
gets here so I can see how badly it’s injured,” I said.
“Must have been a good-sized coyote to take down a pit bull.”
“I don’t know about the coyote; the pit bull is only ninemonths-old.”
“Still a pup,” Dad said as he finished his snack.
“Yep, and I’m hoping that will play a factor in its recovery.”
Fifteen to twenty minutes later, I heard a vehicle coming up
our road. It slid to a stop out front, Jennifer climbed out of the cab of
the pickup. I’ve known her all my life, and she was a close friend of
Mommas. Jennifer is a hard woman, tough as any man alive, yet she

A Pit Bull’s Life - Chuckie’s Legacy
47
shares the Cherokee’s reverence for animals of all types. Her son rode in
the back seat holding the dog still. The unfortunate thing had a variety
of wounds on its head and throat, the blood-soaked towel under its
head gave me some concern over its chances of survival.
“What happened here?” I asked after giving Jennifer a quick
hug.
“Coyote tried to carry off Blue, but he wouldn’t have any of
it. He fought the coyote off, yet he could not overpower the stronger
animal. Coyote tried to finish off Blue, but my boy shot it with his
.44 magnum.”
“A magnum? That should have made a mess of things.” I said.
“Ya think? Damn near blew its head off when the second shot
hit it in the neck. The first shot glanced off the skull, still split it open,
but, as I said, my boy took a second shot and nailed it big time.
“Your dog is in bad shape,” I said while looking at the wounds
with a flashlight.
“Yes, he is. My question for you is, can you help Blue?”
“As much as I would like to, I can’t do much. The equipment
just came in yesterday, plus I still don’t have any electricity in the office
or the exam rooms.”
“Still? That sumbitch needs to go if you ask me. I know you
didn’t ask me. Even so, I’d get another one. My ex is a good electrician,
ain’t got a license, but that won’t matter much in a barn if you get my
drift.”
“That’s good to know, I’ll talk to Dad about it and let you
know,” I said.
“Now, about Blue. Should I put her down? I hate to see an
animal suffer.”
“We could try the vet in town if we can get him on the phone,”
I said.
“Will you go with me?” Jennifer asked.
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“Sure thing, let me grab my purse and tell my Dad.”
[DIVIDER]
I watched the tail lights of Jennifer’s truck disappear as she
turned off the road leading to Bos Taurus Acres. Right about now would
be one of those times when I could sit down to talk with Momma.
What I wouldn’t give to have Chuckie around, he always seemed to
know when you needed one of his love licks as Momma called them.
With it being so late, I tried to sneak into the house without
waking up everyone. Imagine my surprise when the door came open
as I reached for the door, and there stood Janice.
“Osiyo, are you okay, Melanie?” she asked. Janice always
seemed to have a smile on her face.
“Osiyo Janice,” I said hello in my broken Cherokee. She hugged
me, and I told her I was going to bed. I heard her locking the front
door as I opened my bedroom door.
The next morning I went into the kitchen to make some coffee
only to find Janice setting my breakfast on the table.
“Janice, you don’t have to wait on me,” I said as I wrapped my
arm around her shoulders. She’s one of the few people shorter than I am.
“I know I don’t. I made your Dad’s, so I added a little because
I knew you would be hungry.”
“Wado, you spoil me,” I said. “Wado, is that right for thank
you?”
“Yes, it is, I heard what happened last night. My heart is with
you, child. Your Cherokee, it improves as you use it more,” Janice said,
her face beaming.
“I could kick myself for not learning it when I was younger so
I could retain it. Although I am trying,” I said.
After eating my breakfast, I looked for Dad, only to find him
out on the front porch petting that pesky cat that he affectionately
calls The Rat.
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“Is that a cat in your lap?” I asked as I kissed him on his cheek.
“Is it, in fact, a cat, or a hairy rat? I’m not sure either way to
be honest with you. She just jumped up in my lap and proceeded to
lie down in my lap as if she’s done it forever. She’s managed to keep me
company while you ate your breakfast. You did eat?”
“Yes I did, Janice was so nice, feeding me and all that. Janice
needn’t act like a servant.”
“She’s not trying to be our servant, that’s just the way Janice
is, and she’s been that way since before I was born.”
“Well, I won’t put her off if that’s the case,” I said.
“How did last night go?”
“Not all that great, the pit bull died,” I replied.
“Sorry to hear about that, always bad when an animal dies, no
matter who it belongs to.”
“That isn’t the worst of it; the new vet has a real thing against
pit bulls. And that’s not all, it seems he shares the same attitude the
new animal control man shares when it comes to Cherokees,” I said.
“Another stranger, another danger,” Dad said.
“What do you mean?” I asked.
“It’s been a long time since we’ve had these haters in the area,
I might add there are haters on both sides. Some of our people are
so anti-European it makes them sound as racist as those who dislike
Cherokees. Enough of that. So then, tell me what happened to the
injured pit bull.”
“The pup was in bad shape when Jennifer got here. Do you
know what I mean? We when arrived at the so-called vet’s place, he
was getting in the car to go home. It took me near ten minutes to talk
him into even looking at the pup in the back of the truck. It took even
longer for him to take a preliminary look at the dog’s injuries.
“By the time he opened the door and turned on the lights
so Jennifer and I could carry the poor dog inside, it died a couple of
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minutes after we placed its body on the exam table. Stupid vet barely
looked at the poor animal; basically, he waited until the dog was at
death’s door before he did anything. He just waited long enough to let
the poor thing die.”
“Bummer, the guy must be a sorry excuse of a vet if you ask
me,” Dad said.
“I know, almost had to pull Jennifer off him after he started
that ‘you people’ nonsense when he spoke to me.”
I saw the anger building in Dad’s eyes. Unlike Hollywood’s idea
of Native-Americans, Dad is one of the most mellow people I’ve ever
known. He’s had his share of racist remarks and jokes thrown at him.
Some people think their views toward us are acceptable because they’re
on the liberal side of the political spectrum. One way to push Dad in
the wrong direction is to use the ‘you people’ phrase in his presence or
when referring to his family or friends.
“I know some guys…”
“Dad…”
“Hey, you know? I can take it as well as the next guy, I have
taken it in the past and will take it in the future. When they start in
on my family, that’s a different story altogether. Know what I mean?”
Dad asked, cooling down a bit.
“I do know, and I had the ‘you look Indian’ or ‘are you a halfbreed’ remarks tossed at me in college. They say it jokingly, yet I wonder
what reaction I’d get out of them if I made rude remarks about their
heritage. It angers me, but I rely on my own culture to keep me from
becoming like them.”
“Well, let’s not let the ruin our morning together, you know?
I gotta cat purring here on my lap, and my daughter is home. Life is
good,” Dad said with a grin on his face.
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Chapter Eight

Having never done it before, I discovered how much work is
involved in setting up a business. Setting up a non-profit is even more
labor-intensive. Here I thought getting the permits, licenses, and bank
accounts set up would be the last of things. After the men unloaded
the things I bought, I felt a bit overwhelmed, yet once I got started and
hit the groove, I had a great time. That first day or I should say the first
night, Dad came out to the barn long after dark. He said he wanted to
make sure I wasn’t asleep on an exam table. I can always count on Dad’s
sense of humor but soon had a frown on his face after seeing extension
cords running from the other parts of the barn. I watched as he slowly
made his way around the barn without his wheelchair. I’ll be the first
to admit Dad isn’t ready to ride a horse and lasso cattle, but he isn’t in
a wheelchair 24/7 like he used to be.
Dad’s therapist has been making so much progress, especially
with a patient who likes to do everything for himself. Uncle Ric is also
a big help by sharing his weightlifting experience, and it helps Dad
psychologically. He feels stronger after the workouts with Uncle Ric, so
he feels better about his progress. No one is expecting Dad to get over
Momma, yet he’s experiencing fewer and fewer bouts of depression.
Dad’s doctor says Dad will never walk again. He doesn’t know the
strength of my Dad or Cherokee medicine.
One day I took a ride on Mister Rickles, Momma’s favorite
horse of all the horses she’d ever owned. He’s a bit older now, still a
lot of fun to ride. Dad told me the exercise would do both of us some
good, and I agreed with him. Guess my frustrations have been on
display around the homestead.
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“Sorry, Dad.”
“You should never say you’re sorry for being like your Mother,”

he said.
“Was she easily frustrated?” I asked.
“Amara frustrated? Yes, and I will say her younger years weren’t
kind to her. I take that back, her step-father wasn’t kind to her, and
unfortunately, she carried that into her adult life.”
“Was he the reason she…?” I asked.
“Drank so much? I think so. To be fair though, Skip didn’t
cause her to start drinking. Our generation seemed to gravitate to the
idea of disobedience. Thirteen, fourteen-year-old and up kids were
sneaking out of the house to drink the night away, while parents sat in
front of a television watching wishy-washy game shows. Living in the
small towns across Oklahoma didn’t help much with nothing else to
do but get into trouble.”
“Did you ever do it, drinking that is?” I asked.
“Me? No, no way. My older brother died in a car wreck this one
night. It tore our family up; the pain of losing him was indescribable.
When I saw my brother at the morgue, I swore I would never touch
a drop.”
“Did your brother cause the accident? Was he drinking?” I
asked, unsure if I was making Daddy unhappy with my questions.
“My brother drink? No. Not that I ever heard of anyways.
He was a track star at the high school. All he knew was training and
running. Unlike the Hollywood depiction of our people in the movies,
no one in our family consumed alcohol. I’m talking about four or five
generations back.”
“So, the other driver caused the accident, and he was drunk?”
“She was a drunk, a woman driver. She also got off on some
hokey technicality because the investigating officer somehow forgot to
read the drunken woman her rights. The cop said it was useless reading
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a drunk their rights. Course, the woman being a county judge, helped
his cause.”
“Did anyone ever file a complaint against the officer?” I asked.
“Are you kidding? A white cop versus a dead Cherokee? Never
happen back in those days. You might be too young to remember, but
this was the same guy who wanted to arrest Amara for shooting the
guy who killed Chuckie here on Bos Taurus Acres.”
“That was him? Didn’t he become the sheriff around here?”
I asked.
“He didn’t become sheriff until after my Dad, died of a heart
attack. Everyone knew someone was pulling strings to get this guy into
that position. Get this. It turned out to be the same judge who killed
my brother that night. Small world, I guess,” Dad said as he stared out
the window. I could tell his body was there in the room with me, but
his spirit was with Momma and an uncle I never got to meet.”
“So the judge paid him back for that so-called technicality so
many years earlier?” I asked.
“You got it,” Dad replied. “Now then, go ride Rickles because
he’ll love you for it.”
[DIVIDER]
Being out in the barn with Rickles turned out to be a sort
of a spiritual time for me. I guess the Cherokee in me causes these
spiritual connections with animals, and I love them. Being out here
with Rickles, touching things Momma used to touch put me in this
spiritual groove. As I put the gear on Rickles, his eyes locked on mine.
He knew, somehow, he knew Momma was gone. I saw the sadness
in his eyes, and it brought tears to my own as I lead him out of the
barn. A few minutes later, we were off on our adventure to nowhere in
particular on Bos Taurus Acres property. As I rode along, I could tell
Rickles wanted to take me somewhere special, so I relaxed the reins
letting the powerful horse run as hard as he wished.
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“Let’s go, boy,” I whispered into his ear, and he sped up. Soon
we reached a spot way out on Bos Taurus Acres. A place I’d never seen
before today, and I thought I’d been everywhere on the property. I
shivered as Rickles turned his head back toward me as he slowed his
pace. It was almost as if he was saying here’s the spot I wanted to show you.
The area was a bit overgrown, yet I could tell at one time
someone took care of it regularly. After I got down off of Rickles, I
realized what the area was, and who created it. My Dad created this
sacred area for those pets and unique animals we had on Bos Taurus
Acres all these years. As I walked around the various resting places,
I came across the names of pets belonging to my brother, sister, and
me. Even down to the hamster I had when I was six-years-old. When
I reached the end of the row of markers, I found one marker different
from the rest. I brushed away the overgrown grass and looked down on
Dad’s handiwork on the name, Chuckie – A Killer No More. I choked up
at the thought of Chuckie’s death as well as Momma almost dying at the
hands of the same man. I knelt at Chuckie’s marker, the tears flowing
down my shirt. Pain filled my heart, knowing Chuckie’s remains were
close by me. A few minutes later, I felt Rickles at my side. I looked up
at those piercing eyes, and peace came over me.
Rickles and I spent the afternoon there at the sacred area, him
munching grass while I tended to each of the memorials Dad created
over the years. Before I left, I lay my hand on Chuckie’s marker and
told him I’d be back soon, with a cracker for a treat. On the way home,
Rickles acted as if he wasn’t ready to go home. It was as if he knew
Chuckie was back there, and he wanted to stay with Chuckie.
After brushing Rickles down and feeding him, I turned on
the overhead fan before walking out of the barn and up the pathway
toward the house. Imagine my surprise at seeing my Dad standing by
himself there on the back porch. He was using his arm braces, but it was
progress being he was out of his wheelchair. The grin on his weathered
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face was a welcome sight when I stepped up onto the porch. I could
tell something was up his sleeve; he was always putting something over
on me.
“You knew, didn’t you?” I asked, making a face at him.
“Never underestimate the bond between people, animals, and
the Creator,” he said.
“Rickles… he took me there because I did not know about the
sacred place. I had no idea he was taking me somewhere so special.”
“Rickles knew you needed to decompress, I guess,” Dad said.
“Oh, Dad, it was…”
“Spiritual?” he asked.
“Yes, there’s no other word for it,” I replied, hugging him
tightly.
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Chapter Nine
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When I got home from the supermarket, Dad met me in the
kitchen with a message about an injured dog.
“While you were out, a woman called. Said she has a sick pup,
her words. I asked if you would please call her as soon as you got home.”
“An emergency?” I asked.
“Didn’t sound like it, but we didn’t talk long.”
“I’ll give her a call now; you need help getting into the other
room?” I asked.
“No, the therapist is on his way, so I’ll wait on him here. Maybe
Amara will stop by and visit me,” he said as if he believed it,
I looked at Dad with such respect; he loves Momma beyond
anything on earth. He always kids around with me about her stopping
by Bos Taurus Acres now and then. I guess it’s his way of dealing with
the loss of his only love.
The phone call I returned didn’t sound good at first. Once I
found out what happened to the dog, it became urgent to me. Jennifer’s
son-in-law gave her a nine-month-old pit bull mix pup to replace the
dog the careless vet let die. Jennifer said she came home from shopping
to find the puppy in her fenced back yard lying unconscious on the
ground. She was able to revive the pup before running into the house
to call me. Next, Jennifer checked her security system to see what went
on in the back yard while she was gone. Jennifer said she wanted to
punch the monitor when she saw some punk kid jump the fence and
worked the pup over with a baseball bat. This assault took place after
the pup walked over to the kid with his tail wagging. I waited out on
the front porch for her. Dad’s therapist arrived, so I opened the door
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and told him Dad was back in the kitchen.
Once Jennifer arrived, we carried the pup into the exam room
in the barn. The pup was in pretty bad shape, yet his tail wagged from
time to time as I tried to examine him. I discovered the majority of
the pup’s injuries were to its mouth, including almost all of its front
teeth. Canine dental work is a somewhat specialized field. A subject I
missed in college, leaving me at a loss about what to do for the pup.
Oral health is a maintenance issue; this pup needed someone with way
more experience than mine.
We went up to the house to use the phone because the
electricity still wasn’t on, the phone in my office was unusable. Before
we left, I sedated the pup until I could get it some medical attention. I
knew it would be fruitless to contact our local vet because he’d made it
clear that he wouldn’t treat pit bulls. Or Cherokees either, but I wasn’t
concerned about anything other than getting some help for the pup.
“Doctor Durkee, this is Doctor Melanie Oconostota, I’m sorry
to bother you this evening, but I have a nine-month-old pup with
injuries. A teenager used a baseball bat on the animal when he assaulted
it.”
“What types of injuries are we talking about, and why aren’t
you handling the animal?” he asked.
“I’ve stitched up some lacerations, and there are probably some
internal injuries as well. I still don’t have electricity in my place yet. The
main issue here is its front teeth are missing along with its canine teeth.
I’m calling for help because I have no experience with injuries of this
type, so I wanted to defer treatment to someone with more experience.”
“I see. I congratulate you for being honest about that. By the
way, what breed is the animal?” he asked.
I knew in my heart this man would bring up breeds, but I
answered him truthfully.
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“A pit bull mix, does that make a difference given the extent of
the injuries this animal suffered?” I asked while telling myself to keep
my temper under control.
“Well, Doctor, you already know my standing on administering
any sort of health care to any member of the pit bull breeds of dogs.
Have a good evening, Doctor…”
“Wait, please wait. Can you at least offer some suggestions of
other doctors in the area?”
“You people have some nerve. Okay, here’s what you can
do. Grab a hypodermic, fill it with air, inject it into the animal’s
bloodstream,” he said.
“But, that is sure to kill it,” I said, unaware of how simpleminded I must sound to him.
“Bingo, Doctor Oconostota, that will put the worthless mutt
out of its misery and out of my life. With that, I bid you goodnight,”
he said without so much as waiting on a reply. Good thing he hung-up,
I doubt he would have enjoyed the words I said to the disconnected
phone in my hand. This man’s attitude is one of those times when you’d
love to be able to pull them through the phone and knock some sense
into them. Dad walked in about that time, guess he knew I was upset
when he saw me wiping my face with a dishtowel.
“What’s wrong?” Dad asked, his therapist following close
behind him.
“This… This man, this you people man in town, told me I
should kill the dog with a shot of air into the pup’s bloodstream.”
“What a dirtbag, don’t let him hold your spirit captive. Turn
him loose, and the Creator will handle his kind.”
“Doctor Oconostota, may I say something? Maybe even offer
some help in this situation?” Joey, Dad’s therapist, asked.
“Do you have experience with these types of injuries? On a
canine?” I asked, regretting the harsh tone of my voice.
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“No, but my brother does, I’m sure of it,” Joey said.
“On canines? He’s not a dang dentist, is he?” I asked, by then,
Dad was looking at me with his eyes misting up. He always says I
remind him of Momma when I get angry.
“No, no. My brother, Jason, is a vet like you; only he specializes
in reconstructive surgery. Animal abuse cases, car wrecks, and even
some fight injuries.”
“He works with rollers?” Dad asked.
“No, he works against them. The local police will seek his help
if an animal is found in need of medical attention when they bust these
fight rings. A big problem in our state.”
“That’s good to know, where is he located,” I asked, trying to
tone down my mood.
“Jason lives in San Angelo, Texas,” Joey said as if it was right
next door.
“Well, that isn’t going to help much, Joey. This animal would
never survive the trip because I have to keep sedating him to keep him
calm.”
“Do you mind if I give him a call?” Joey asked.
“Sure, go ahead and call him. I don’t know what good it will
do, but, sure, go ahead and call,” I said. I felt obligated to Joey because
of the rude way I’d spoken to him earlier.
Dad and Joey went into the other room to make the call, which
gave me time to settle down. A few minutes later, Joey came to speak
to me, still holding his cell phone to his ear.
“My brother can be here in thirty-five to forty-five minutes,
depending on the weather of course,” Joey said.
“From Texas? What’s he going to do, fly?” I asked, my patience
was wearing thin again at what sounded like Joey’s attempt at being
funny.
“Yes,” Joey said.
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“Well, there’s no way I can cover the plane fare. Not even one
way,” I said.
“No need for you to cover anything. Jason owns his plane, and
he volunteered his help. Not to be antagonistic, but I wouldn’t look a
gift horse in the mouth. Know what I mean?”
“I do, I apologize, Joey. That guy in town has me on edge, and
I took it out on you. Sure, I’d welcome your brother’s help,” I said.
[DIVIDER]
True to his word, we heard an airplane fly low over the house as
he searched for a suitable place to land. A few minutes later, the sound
of the plane’s engine grew louder for a brief moment before going quiet
as he landed on the back end of Bos Taurus Acres. Joey drove out to
meet him in Dad’s old pickup truck to keep from getting stuck in the
little car he drives.
First impressions, they say, are supposed to be the lasting ones.
My first impression of Joey’s brother when he got out of the truck was
– typical Texan. Beat-up jeans, even more beat-up boots, cowboy longsleeved shirt topped by a hat that had to cost several hundred dollars.
Comparing the hat to the rest of his clothing made me wonder what
kind of veterinarian he was over in Texas. I’d say he resembled John
Wayne except for that lean frame of his. I couldn’t see how he could be
a vet and a pilot, and yet here he is, walking up the front porch steps.
He’s here, so I’d better make use of him without judging him further.
When Joey introduced him to me, I saw something familiar
in his eyes, and I couldn’t quite put my finger on it.
“Mel?” Jason asked with a puzzled look on his face.
“That’s me, were you expecting someone else?” I asked while still
holding onto his hand. One thing you learn when you shake someone’s
hand – do they work with their hands or their mouth. The feel of Jason’s
hands told me he worked hard with his hands. I embarrassed myself by
holding onto his hand, and he just smiled at me.
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“Well, all the people I know who go by the name of Mel are
men. So I guess I expected to see a man after hearing Joey telling me
about your problem with a pit bull.”
“Sorry to have disappointed you,” I get sick of the good old
boys who think a woman is only good for cooking and making babies.
“No, there’s no disappointment to me. If I would have known
I wouldn’t have shown up in my work clothes,” Jason said. I couldn’t
tell if I trusted him or not. Maybe Jason imagines himself to be a ladies
man and will sweep me right off my feet. Fat chance on that.
“Well Jason, tell me something, let’s talk about pit bull breeds,”
I said.
“Okay, what about them?” he asked, his eyes sparkling.
“Yeah or nay, like them or hate them?” I asked.
“Oh, okay, I get it. You want to know my feelings about the
most hated and misunderstood dog in America. I have four of them
back home, so I guess that puts me in the yeah category?”
My Dad started laughing, Joey joined in, and so did Jason.
Everyone had a good laugh except for the dog’s owner and me. Must be
some sort of man thing, say something silly to a woman, and everyone
gets a laugh out of it?
[DIVIDER]
While Jennifer and I prepped her pup for the flight, I took note
of how my Dad has taken a liking to a certain pit bull-owning-Texan.
This one time, I looked back at the three men standing and laughing
like a bunch of teenagers, and I realized what made Jason’s eyes so
interesting. His eyes have the same sparkle to them that my Dad has
in his. Mischievous was how Momma described Dad’s eyes.
“Will you be going along?” Jennifer asked. “I’m okay working
my livestock, but something like this is way different.”
“I, uh…,” I didn’t know what to say as I looked at my Dad,
concerned about leaving him alone.
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“Go with the man, the animal needs his help, and Jason will
need your help with the animal during the flight. Janice will be here
with me, don’t worry about me, I’m a big boy,” he said with that
mischievous grin of his.
[DIVIDER]
While I don’t consider myself to be a world traveler, I have been
outside of Oklahoma using various means of transportation, including
an airplane. When Jason taxied across parts of Bos Taurus Acres to where
he could take off, I felt like I was riding in a four-wheel drive. When he
took off, I didn’t know whether it was fear or total exhilaration I felt.
Flying in a plane of this size is nothing at all like flying in a commercial
airliner. The closeness to the noise and vibrations from the engine, plus
the wings, are right behind you, so the view is something else to see.
“So tell me, where is this place of yours?” I asked over the
headset he gave me to wear.
“Not far from the border, a little place called Childress, guess
we’re bumping the seven-thousand mark on the last census. A lot of
people don’t like small towns, you and your family must. The place
where you live doesn’t look all that big.”
“No, but there are so many people moving in from California
who are determined to turn it into a big city of some sort. To them,
these farms like ours are an eyesore; I guess no one has figured out where
their fancy cuts of meats originate. Can’t wait to see your layout,” I said
into the microphone of the headset.
“We aren’t going to my place,” Jason said.
“We aren’t?” I asked, one of my pet peeves is any kind of
surprises. Here we’re at least five-thousand feet up, and I have no idea
where I’m going. I have protection with me, though, and it isn’t a pack
of condoms either.
“No, I’m having the exam rooms upgraded and having a Pet
Intensive Care Unit installed. It runs on 220volts, so I need to have the
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wiring upgraded. I find it hard to find electricians willing to work out
in the boonies as they call my place. Hold on a second or two; we’re
almost on approach. Give me a few minutes to set it down.”
“Well, we have something in common with the electrician’s
issue, my place is about half-completed. It’s the electrical work holding
up everything.”
Maybe I should relax and give Jason the benefit of the doubt.
It isn’t like he’s trying to kidnap me or anything like that.
We landed at a small airport, which thankfully had a rental car
agency there so we could have local transportation. When I went to
the counter to pay for the rental, Jason pulled out his Chase Sapphire
Visa credit card. A card with a six-digit credit limit.
“Let me catch this if you don’t mind,” he said as he slid his
card over to the agent.
I looked at him, unsure about his intentions, but one look at
that Chase Sapphire Visa, and I knew the man is more than a Texan
in beat-up clothes.
“Thank you, Jason, I seem to be getting deeper and deeper in
debt to you. Do you want to drive?” I asked.
“No, I’d like a little rest if you don’t mind driving in an
unfamiliar area. As far as I can figure, we’re about an hour away from
my friend’s place. By the way, do you always carry?” he asked as he held
the driver’s door open for me.
“Always, how did you know?”
“You tend to rest your right arm on it; your jacket has a worn
spot there. Just a warning, be careful carrying in airports these days. The
TSA is rather ah, vigorous in their inspections. Not too much in these
smaller airports, but you get the point. Me, I carry a version of 1911
called an Ed Brown Special Forces Carry. Pricey but great to shoot,
maybe we could go shooting one day after all this is over,” Jason said.
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He opened the back door so we could put the sedated pup on
the back seat.
It seems like we have something else in common, Jason might
be surprised that I’m also carrying a 1911. He climbed in the passenger
side and punched the location of his friend’s place into the GPS so I
wouldn’t get turned around on the way. He’s surprisingly easy to talk
to; I will say it’s nice having a conversation without being hit on.
“So, what got you into the field of veterinary medicine, if you
don’t mind me asking?” he asked.
“My Momma, she took in strays of most any kind. Or she
would help people with their sick or injured animals. Momma did
all these things without much in the way of medical education. This
one night, before I was born even, Daddy brought home a beat-up
American Pit Bull Terrier, which he bought from a sale sponsored by
a friend of his.”
“That’s cool; I got all mine from a shelter. Not all at once, just
from the same shelter. The dogs were all spayed or neutered, all their
shots. Pretty good deal,” Jason said.
“The one my Dad brought home was an ex-fighter,” I said, I
wanted to see what Jason’s opinion was on retraining ex-fighters. A lot
of vets I’ve talked with are prejudiced so much against the pit bulls they
never think they can learn to lead normal, healthy lives.
“Whoa, they can be a handful, I treated a few for so-called
unknown causes of injuries to animals.”
“Well, Momma retrained the dog, they named him Chuckie,
and he turned a full one-hundred and eighty degrees from his old life.
When I was around three or four-years-old, these two men trespassed
on our farm, trying to steal Chuckie away to put him back in a pit as
a fighter.”
“Sorry to hear that, all the dog-fighters I’ve had the sorry
pleasure of dealing with never want to give up. Then when you expose
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their hypocrisy, they act as if they don’t know what you’re talking about
when they’re trying to shut you up. Got to where I put a notice at our
service counter that all suspicious wounds to dogs, cats, or rabbits abuse
report go to the authorities,” Jason said with a big yawn. Imagine my
surprise when he apologized, I think I’m beginning to like this guy
after all.
“One of those guys shot Chuckie several times, and then after
that, he made a fatal mistake when he took a shot at my Momma. My
Dad trained all of us on the use and skill of operating a firearm. He
told us we might never use the skills he taught us, but they would be
there when needed. Momma hit the man five times before he dropped
to the ground. Even the coroner remarked at how close together the
entry points were in the man’s chest.”
“Holy cow, remind me to never get on the bad side of your
mother,” Jason said.
“You won’t have to worry. Momma passed away in a car wreck
the day I graduated from college.”
“Bummer, sorry to hear that. I lost my parents while I was
overseas.”
The abrupt end to that led me to believe Jason didn’t want to
talk further about his parents, so I tried changing the subject.
“What about you? What do you occupy your time with when
you aren’t flying injured dogs around the southwest?”
“Me? You’re going to laugh,” he said with a chuckle.
“Why on earth would I laugh? Are you ashamed of it?”
“Let’s see. I do have some cattle, of course, I wouldn’t be much
of a Texan without them; I beta-test video games.”
When I didn’t respond right away, he spoke again.
“Video games… you know…”
“I know what video games are silly. I live on a farm, not a cave.
How did you ever get into that?”
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“Well, long story short, my daddy was a crop duster back home,
and he made sure I didn’t follow in his footsteps. I did a lot of flying
as a kid, and I helped in his crop-dusting business in my early teens.
Computers have always been something that came naturally to me, kind
of like your momma and animals. Dad enrolled me at the University of
Texas with an admonishment to come home smarter than I was when I
left. I honored Dad’s wish and came home with a Bachelor’s Degree in
Computer Science. I made a few dollars on some specialized web sites
I created back then. A major player in their field purchased one of the
web sites. They insisted on an NDA, so I can’t say who they are, but I
can say they’re a household name.”
“NDA?” I asked.
“Non-disclosure agreement which covers the sale and all details
therein.”
“So, you’re…”
“Comfortable,” he replied.
“Comfortable is good, isn’t it?” I asked.
“After 9/11, I joined the United States Air Force. They took
note of my flying experience. Next thing I know, I’m flying a Warthog
over…”
“Warthog?” I asked, not trying to act silly.
“It’s a fighter, technically known as the Fairchild Republic A-10
Thunderbolt II. A single-seat plane used for CAS, or close air support
of troops on the ground. Its claim to fame is the 30-millimeter rotary
cannon that fires depleted uranium rounds and is lethal to armored
vehicles such as tanks and so forth. The Warthog’s specialty is clearing
out insurgent infested areas. It carries Maverick air-to-surface missiles
along with cluster bombs and other nasties. As lethal as it is, the
Warthog is not one of the best looking planes, so that’s where the
nickname came from.”
“So, I guess you have a love for flying,” I asked.
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“Not to brag, but I probably owned more planes than most
people have owned cars.”
“You have more than one plane?” I asked, curious as to how
much this Texan is worth.
“Presently, I have three, the puddle jumper here as I call it, and
I have two executive type planes.”
“So, you fly for money or fun?”
“Sometimes for both, depends on the situation and the people
involved. If it’s a corporation of some substance, then I’ll invoice them.
I don’t kill them on the price because it obligates them to return favors
similar to then ones I give. I like it when people owe me favors, that’s
better than cash as far as I’m concerned.”
“So, what you’re trying to say is that you’re pricey,” I said,
ribbing him a bit.
“That’s a fair assumption,” he said.
“Does this look like your friend’s place,” I asked, turning onto
a winding driveway. The GPS said we were in the right place, but I’ve
been lost before because of a GPS unit.
“This is it, let me go in first, and I’ll bring him out to meet
you and look at the dog.”
“He’s just going to look at the dog?” I asked, growing a little
agitated.
“No, he’ll help your pup, but he’s one of these preppers, so
you have to be careful when you walk into his place. Once he gets to
know you, it will be okay, trust me.”
Jason disappeared into the worn-out looking house, in a few
moments, he came out followed by one of the largest men I’ve ever
seen before. My Uncle Ric is a big man, muscular from all that working
out. But this man was just big; when Jason introduced us, my hand is
tiny compared to his. I will say one thing though, that mountain of a
man was ever so gentle with the pit bull. He talked to the pup while
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carrying him inside his house. When we got inside, I was shocked at
the place because it was nothing like the outside. Everything was clean
and orderly, and then I remember Jason saying the man is a prepper,
so he probably made the outside look uninviting to throw people off.
By the time he put the pup down on the examination table,
the pup was starting to come out of the last bit of sedation I gave it.
At first, there was some resistance, but after hearing the man’s soothing
voice, it settled down and let him examine the damage. Once the man
completed his examination, he turned to us to explain the dog’s injuries
and our options.
“You can help the pup though?” I asked, still a bit apprehensive.
“Now darlin’, Jason would have never brought him here if
he didn’t think I could help your animal. Now, this is going to take a
while, three to four hours, at least. Why don’t y’all run into town, grab
something to eat, and maybe some shuteye? I know Jason here is tired,
and you want your pilot to be good and rested for the return trip.”
Jason turned to me and said, “He’s right, let’s grab some food,
and you gotta be tired as well.”
I had to agree, the tension and traveling have made me both
hungry, and a bit strained.
[DIVIDER]
We came upon a small restaurant open for business, so I pulled
in without asking, food is food when you’re traveling and tired. The
food was simple and pretty good, reminded me of Momma’s cooking
to some extent. When we got back into the rental, I asked him where
he wanted to go. We’ve only been gone from his friend’s place a little
over an hour or so. I sort of expected his next statement.
“Hey, you gotta be tired. Let’s us grab a room at that motel
down the street and get some rest. I’m kinda tired,” Jason said.
Well, there it is, I thought. The real Jason is coming out now.
First, he volunteers to fly my patient out here. Now he wants to… Well,
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none of that’s going down. I put the car in gear and drove down to the
motel and stopped at the office out front.
“You park, and I’ll go take care of the room,” he said while
opening the door.
After Jason got out of the car, I drove down a way to find a
parking place, somewhere near a light. In my mind, I cobbled up an
excuse to keep this Texas video game from getting frisky with me.
I walked up to the office where Jason waited for me when I got
closer all I could see were those eyes of his. With my best, I don’t sleep
around speech ready, I started to say something, but he interrupted me.
“I don’t mean to interrupt you, but all that coffee I’ve been
drinking is raising the call of nature if you know what I mean. Here’s
your key to your room, mine is two doors down, hope that’s agreeable
with you. I told the front desk to wake me in two hours, so maybe we
can grab something to eat again before heading back to my buddy’s
place and your pup. “
“Well, Jason, you’ve got everything planned, so I think I’ll go
lay down for a bit to rest up. I’ll be glad to pay…”
“No, Mel, it’s not a big deal. I’m glad to help, and I gotta go.
See you in a few hours,” he said as he trotted off to the men’s room.
I watched the big galoot hurrying off, realizing I wasn’t going
to need my best I don’t sleep around speech after all. I made my way to
my room and climbed into the lumpy bed, clothes and all.
[DIVIDER]
By the time I slept a bit and showered, I felt like a new gal, a
hungry one at that. The blinking message light on the phone let me
know I must have slept through the ringing. I must have been a bit more
tired than I realized it. The message was from Jason, and he wanted me
to call his room when I woke up.
“Hey, it’s me,” I said as I gathered up my things.
“I’m great; how did you sleep?”
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“Pretty good considering it was a short nap, sorry I missed
your message.”
“The inter-room messages are quiet in this motel, I’ve been here
before. I slept okay, woke up with a crick in the neck.”
“An old sports injury paying you a visit?” I asked.
“More like something I brought back from the war,” Jason said.
“Hungry?” I asked to change the subject because I can sense
Jason doesn’t like to talk about his military service.
“Yes, I didn’t make any plans. They have two places close by,
Mexican and comfort food, or home cooking whatever you call it.
Thought I’d let you decide because I’ve kind of hogged all the decision
making so far.”
Jason surprised me so much I let air get into the conversation.
“Mel?”
“Sorry, I’m such a dimwit, I love Mexican if it’s okay with you.”
“Podría comerme un caballo yo mismo, senorita,” he said.
“Uh, my Spanish is a bit rusty; did you just say you could eat
a horse?”
“I did say that, and I think I could eat a horse, as long as it’s
cooked medium-rare. I’ll meet you in the lobby.”
When I was close to the lobby, I saw Jason already there waiting
for me. I slowed up because I’d become a bit annoyed at him. It bothered
me that he couldn’t come to my room and walk to the lobby with me.
I don’t know why it annoyed me, but it did.
By the time I got to the lobby, he was at the check-out counter.
I calmed down, yet I still had some nagging reservations about Jason.
“All set,” he said as he put the folded room receipts into his
wallet.
“Oh, before we go eat, I wanted to tell I came to the lobby first
so no one could get any of the wrong ideas about us. You never know
who you’ll run into at a hotel or motel. They see you together and…”
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“Automatically, they assume the people spent the night
together,” I said, finishing his sentence for him.
“You and I are both doctors, so we don’t need to attract
controversy. Everyone these days has a cellphone and a YouTube
account.”
“I understand, and thanks, Jason, for your concern. Let’s eat,”
I said.
Right about the time we got ready to order, a call came in
from Jason’s buddy telling him the dog was up, around, and ready to
be picked up. We grabbed some food to go, and I headed back to pick
up the dog. The dog lay there on the floor next to a good-size housecat,
guess the cat was playing as the man’s nurse. I tried to pay him, but he
wouldn’t hear of it, as big as he is the last thing I’d ever want to do is
make him angry.
Jason and I put the pup in the back and headed off to the
airport for our trip back home. When we got to the airport, I drove
up to the right side of Jason’s plane so we could load the dog into the
back of the aircraft. While I prepped the pup for the flight home, Jason
drove the car back to the rental place to turn it in. One of the agents
was courteous enough to drive him back to the plane, and we were off.
The trip home in the daylight was even better than the one
we took the previous evening. It was similar to being out on a cruise
ship out on the ocean. Only we were thousands of feet up in the air.
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Chapter Ten

Floyd Larck

When I got home, Jason landed on an outer section of Bos
Taurus Acres to where he could turn around and take off. Janice had
driven Dad’s pickup out to meet me. Jason helped me get the dog into
the back of Dad’s truck, and he shook my hand goodbye. I don’t know
how I’ll ever be able to repay him and his friend who did the surgery
on the pup for me. I tossed my backpack into the bed of the truck and
climbed into the cab. She looked at me through the haze of cigarette
smoke while Jason walked back to his plane.
“What?” I asked her, knowing full well what was running
through her mind.
“Nothing,” she said, yet I knew her mind was working overtime.
“I saw that look. For your information, nothing went on. It
was a trip to get the dog’s injuries tended to, nothing more.”
“Yeah, nothing happened this trip. But what about the next
one?” Janice asked as she lit up yet another cigarette before pulling the
truck into gear.
“Janice, the last thing I need on my mind right now is a man
in my life. With my Dad being disabled and Okie Veterinarian Group,
there’s no time for a relationship,” I said while listening to Jason’s plane
going overhead.
“Your father is disabled?” Janice asked. “Coulda fooled the hell
outta me,” she said as she tossed her cigarette butt out the window of
the truck.
“Well, he’s coming along but still a long way from where he
was before the wreck. Besides that, why else would you be helping out
around the house?” I asked.
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“Dedication, respect, honor to the Oconostotas. One other
thing, I love Conway as if he is my son. I’m not really Conway’s aunt,
but he’s always felt as if I was, so why change a good thing? His mother
and father, your grandparents, and I were life-long friends. Cherokee
or not, never forget a friend.”
We were at the house by then, and I carried my backpack into
the house in search of my Dad. The pup was fast asleep in the back of
the pickup, so I let him stay there for a while. I heard some noise in
the kitchen, so I went in to find Janice starting on lunch.
“Have you seen my Dad?”
“That disabled guy?” Janice asked as she reached for her pack
of cigarettes.
“Don’t be silly; where is he?”
“Did you think of checking in the barn?” she said as she headed
out the kitchen door for a smoke. She held up her hands in surrender as
she closed the door, so I made my way down to the barn. Sure enough,
he was there brushing down Rickles while speaking to Momma’s horse
in his native language.
“Dad, whatever are you doing down here?”
“Brushing down your Momma’s pony. How was your trip, and
what about the dog?”
“Aren’t you afraid of falling?”
“Darling, falling doesn’t hurt near as much as the landing,” he
said with a smirk on his face.
“You know what I mean, silly.”
Joey says I should move around more; loosen things up so they
can heal. I’m to move slowly but more movement. He warned me that
I shouldn’t expect too much, too soon. He’s a good man, might not be
Cherokee, yet he knows the Creator designed our bodies so that they
will heal themselves.”
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“Okay, I guess. Do you want me to hang around in case you
need help?”
“No Mel, JR is here, and my chair is around the corner, I’ll
be fine.”
JR, Dad, likes calling his dog JR because he’s a great-grandson
of Chuckie. There’s a dog that has had an impact on my life. I grew up
with Chuckie around; he never bit me or growled at me.
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Chapter Eleven

Jennifer came over a couple of hours after Jason took off from
Bos Taurus Acres on his way back to Texas. She was thrilled to see the
pup after his surgery. His tail began wagging just after she came into
my exam room. I still didn’t have all the electrical issues taken care of
yet, but the new electrician, Janice’s son-in-law, has been getting things
done little by little.
Jennifer loved on her pup. I grew misty-eyed, watching the two
of them interact. People who have never owned a pit bull don’t realize
what they’re missing when it comes to a dog that’s intelligent, loyal, and
a lot of fun to be around. Momma introduced a lot of people to pit
bulls, Jennifer being one of them. There’s a growing group of activists
across the land working to dispel the myths and outright lies put out
by the media and so-called victim awareness groups.
Along with these, groups are pushing local governments into
passing breed-specific legislation barring ownership of certain breeds of
dogs. Almost always, these BSL policies target at people owning dogs
that fall into the pit bull classification of breeds. Many people new to
the breeds are surprised when they first learn there is no breed of dog by
the name of pit bull. At the same time, there are breeds by the name of
American Pit Bull Terrier, American Staffordshire Terrier, Staffordshire
Bull Terrier, American Bulldog, and the Bull Terrier.
“Can I talk to you, personal for a few minutes?”
“Sure thing,” I said, expecting her to ask for some help with
the payment for the work on her dog.
“Could you find it in your heart to take him off my hands?”
she asked, clutching him close to her.
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“Why would you ask? If it’s about the costs, I can tell you that
everyone, including me, has done this pro bono for the dog’s sake?”
“No, it isn’t the money, although I do appreciate all you’ve
done for the dog, and me as well. One of my neighbors went to the
HOA and pulled some strings with their buddies on the HOA board.
They now tell me the boy is a danger to the community, and I’m not
allowed to keep him any longer. They wouldn’t even consider watching
the video from my security system, showing the young man jumping
over my fence and assaulting the poor animal.”
“Even though the kid almost beat the dog to death?” I asked.
“Mel, you know as well as I do, these people are anti-everything
no matter what it involves. There’s a rumor going around that some
folks a few blocks over from me sold their house, packed up their things
and moved into a more rural area.”
“HOA has something to do with it?” I asked.
“You bet, someone complained about the husband bringing
home his company car and parking in their driveway.”
“Let me guess, someone didn’t like the signs or whatever was
on the vehicle?” I asked.
“Bingo, you named that right,” Jennifer said.
“So, what on his vehicle that triggered the neighbors?”
“Oklahoma Highway Patrol,” she said.
“You have got to be kidding me, anyone would love having
OHP in their neighborhood,” I said.
“No, and now I have to rehome him, and you know how it is
with these dogfighters always looking for dogs,” she said as she played
with the dog.
“Pit bulls, no matter what breed, always get the short end of
the stick,” I said.
“So, what about you?”
76

A Pit Bull’s Life - Chuckie’s Legacy
77
“Me? I don’t know if I’ve ever gotten the short end of the stick,”
I said to bring her spirits up.
Jennifer laughed at that, “No, I thought about maybe you
keeping him here with you, JR, and the rest of your menagerie?”
“Are you kidding me? I’d love to have him, and you can come
to visit any time you want.”
“Fine, well, I’ll…uh just leave him here. I can’t bring myself
to say goodbye. I’ll bring over his things later this week,” she said as
she hugged the boy close.
“Well, don’t say goodbye, instead say, see you later because you’ll
be coming by from time to time, right?”
“Yeah, yeah, you’re right. You know, Mel, you’re just like your
mother,” Jennifer said as she hugged me.
When I went into the house, Dad was reading the paper and
the new pup ran over to greet him, bandages and all.
“Well, what’re your thoughts about one more pit bull at Bos
Taurus Acres?”
“Is this the same dog you and Jason flew up to wherever?” Dad
asked while rubbing the dog’s ears.
“Yes, he’s probably happy he’s not medicated anymore. That
stuff wears you out when you’re on it as long as he was.”
“So, why doesn’t the woman want the boy now that he’s on
his way to good health?”
“Oh, Jennifer wants him, but some neighbor complained to the
HOA where she lives, and they told her to get rid of the dog,” I said.
“You don’t have to say anything else. HOA is explanation
enough for their crazy ideas,” Dad said.
“As for the dog staying here, you know my love for animals,
and we both know your mother would have taken him in. Besides,
Bos Taurus Acres is your home too. If you want the dog, then keep it.
What are you gonna call it?”
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“Dad, you’re the best,” I said.
“No, Amara was the best, and I’m thankful some of it rubbed
off on me. So, what’s his name?” he asked again.
“Well, I’m thinking about Elvis?” I said, curious if the mention
of Momma’s favorite singer would bother Dad.
“Well, Elvis,” he said as he picked the pup up, “welcome to
Bos Taurus Acres, and our family as well.”
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Chapter Twelve

Sometimes it’s nice to have the house to myself, a bit of peace
if you can consider a cattle farm to be quiet. Jason was at an airport
somewhere in Texas, having one of the planes serviced. Janice took the
day off, a rare occurrence for her, to say the least, seeing as how she’s
here in the house more than the rest of us are. Dad has a meeting to
attend at the Nation, something to do with taxes and financial stuff. I
have a cow here ready to calve, so I brought her into the barn where I
can keep an eye on her and still get some other work done around the
place. Working with the cow may eat most of the day and part of the
night, yet I’ll make it count.
I checked in on the cow once more before going up to the
house to make some lunch, Elvis, by my side the whole way. JR and
the other dogs were hanging out together over near where our fish pond
is. Usually, the dogs would be in the water along with the ducks and
anything else that enjoys the cool pond water. Elvis always hangs with
me because I’m a soft touch for doggie snacks, and he knows it. After
lunch, I sat out on the front porch with Elvis, enjoying my sweet tea
while he ate his doggie snack. Elvis doesn’t resemble Chuckie all that
much, Elvis is a mix of Staffordshire Bull Terrier and something else
while Chuckie was American Pit Bull Terrier. One thing Elvis has in
common with Chuckie is a particular spot on the front porch when it
comes time for a nap. All we need now is another cat to take the place
of the one that hung around Chuckie. Dad called it The Rat because
of its appearance, and he buried her near her buddy Chuckie after she
finally passed away. Guess all those mysterious trips out to Chuckie’s
gravesite got the best of her.
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When I finished my sweet tea, I took the glass inside and
cleaned up the lunch dishes. No use leaving dirty dishes around just
because Janice isn’t here. When I went out to the front porch, all the
dogs gathered at the entrance to the barn. Some time ago, Dad and I
set up a four-foot fence to keep the critters out of the way while I’m
working. Anxious about their behavior, I went down to see why they
were hanging around at the gate to the barn. Or maybe some mischief
they were about to commit.
“What’s wrong, guys, you bored or what?” I asked as I knelt by
them. None of the three of them paid any attention to me, choosing
instead to watching the doorway to the barn. By then, I knew something
was wrong because these dogs were always jumping on me or wanting to
play somehow. I told Elvis to stay there with the others while I walked
inside the barn to see if I could find out what was spooking the dogs.
After going into the barn, I walked around to where we keep
the horses and any larger animals for observation. Entering Rickles’ stall,
I looked around but found nothing out of place. As I turned to leave,
I came face to face with a man I’d never seen before. He stood there,
glaring at me. By then, the dogs were jumping at the gate to the barn
entrance. I turned back into the stall in an attempt to get away from
the guy. He lunged at me, grabbing me by my hair, pulling me back
to him. I soon felt his arm around my neck, causing me to go from
light-headed to passing out for a brief moment. He shook me until I
came back around; I smelt the cigarette smoke on his clothes and the
alcohol on his breath.
“Well, well, well, Missy. Been a long time since I been here on
your damn cow farm. Last time I was here, I lost a lifelong friend after
your mother shot him over some mutt of a dog. Missy, your momma
is dead, so now I’m here to collect for my buddy’s life, and the years I
was locked up for afterward.
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“I’m collecting from the red man what owns the place, your
Daddy from my understanding,” he said as he started pummeling my
face with his fists.
I cried out for Elvis even though I knew none of the dogs could
get over the gate at the barn entrance. The man held my head by my
hair and proceeded to hit me in the face and head with his other hand.
Growing more light-headed with every blow, I tried fighting him off,
but he was too strong for me. Seconds before I passed out again, I heard
this deep, guttural growl before everything went black.
Time passed; how long I lay on the floor of the barn is a
mystery to me. All I know was when I came to I heard Elvis barking
non-stop. My head hurt like crazy, and his barking wasn’t helping it.
Elvis must have run the guy off, seeing as to how I wasn’t being used as
a punching bag anymore. Once I could focus my eyes, I tried to quiet
Elvis’ relentless barking. As soon as he figured out I was awake again,
he stopped barking and came closer to me. That’s when I saw blood all
over his mouth and face.
“Oh, Elvis, whatever did that man do to you?” I asked as if I
expected him to answer me.
Getting up was a struggle; trust me. I pulled myself up by the
boards of the horse stall and got my bearings somewhat. Once I got
steady on my feet, I saw the man wasn’t scared off after all because there
he lay on the floor a few feet from where I stood. Walking over to see
if he was okay, I saw bloody wounds on his hands, his tattooed arms,
and a pool of blood had formed underneath one of his legs. I almost
passed out again because of all the blood. I may be a veterinarian, yet
I was pretty sure the man was dead. And I’m pretty sure Elvis was the
one who killed him. From what I saw, it looked like most of the blood
came from the guy’s femoral artery area of his leg. Elvis must have
fought the man considering the small wounds on the dog’s legs and
flanks. Somehow during the man-versus-dog, Elvis must have sunk
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his teeth into the man’s leg, rupturing the femoral, which is a lifethreatening wound if not attended to in a few short minutes after the
artery ruptures. In this case, the man bled out while I lay unconscious
on the barn floor. In a roundabout way, he caused his own death. If
only I’d been conscious, I might have at least kept Elvis off of him. I
knew enough from watching crime shows to leave everything alone,
although I did check the fellow for a pulse. Finding no pulse, I called
Jason and then my Uncle Ric to tell him what went on.
[DIVIDER]
Hours later, the authorities left Bos Taurus Acres. The EMT’s
took care of my wounds, which were mostly bruises and small lacerations
from the dead man punching me. Right behind the ambulance was the
coroner’s van carrying the body of the deceased man in to determine
the cause of death. Behind the coroner was my Uncle Ric in his cruiser
and the Animal Control vehicle with Elvis secured in the back. Uncle
Ric said it would be best if Elvis visited animal control to make sure
he didn’t attack the man without provocation. I permitted Uncle Ric
to take the security recorder out of my office so they could try to see
what went on during the commotion.
Not long after everyone left I heard the whine of a jet engine as
it passed over the house followed by the WHUP WHUP WHUP of a
helicopter landing in our front yard. My first thought was a news station
had sent a reporter out to cover the man’s death, yet I was surprised to
see Jason get out of the sleek looking aircraft. Where he got such a toy
would be the subject of a conversation some other time. Right now, I
wanted to feel his arms around me.
“Baby, are you alright?” he asked as he looked my face over.
He didn’t try to hide the anger building within, so I stepped into his
arms and held tight.
“Well, I now know what being kicked by a mule feels like,” I
said, trying to crack a joke to subdue his anger.
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“So, what’s the deal with this guy?”
“Do you remember my telling you about Momma killing a
man here because of Chuckie? It seems that this man was that guy’s
buddy. He told me he was also here that same day, but Momma’s dogs
ran him off out by the pond. He got himself caught in Arkansas when
they put him together with the man Momma killed because they had
a dog theft ring running across three states.
“And?”
“My guess is he decided to punish me once he found out
Momma was gone, and Daddy wasn’t on the property.”
“Does he know about her death?”
“He must have known because the guy kept saying he wanted
to punish Dad because of what happened to his friend, and him, as he
kept punching me in the face.”
“So, what happened? How did he wind up dead?”
“He beat me until I passed out, I passed out twice. During
the beating, I must have called out for Elvis because I heard the most
unholy growl right before I passed out for the second time. When I
woke up, Elvis stood nearby, wagging his stubby little tail, his smiling
face covered in blood, which I assumed was his at first. A minute or
so later, I saw the body and realized Elvis killed the guy. I didn’t touch
anything, called my Uncle Ric, and he took care of everything else. He
called the EMT for me, and the coroner for the man’s body. Uncle Ric
suggested I let Animal Control take Elvis in to make sure there weren’t
any behavioral issues with him.
“So, tell me the truth, how are you feeling?” Jason asked.
“Honestly? I’ve been a whole bunch better, yet I’ll be fine after
I get some of Daddy’s herbs. So, where did the fancy ride come from,
new toy?”
“Mine? No way. I borrowed it from a friend there at the airport
where the plane was getting serviced. It’s nice and all, but I like to have
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wings holding my up in the air in case something goes wrong. Know
what I mean?” he said with that gleam in his eye that’s so like to my
Dad’s.
“You got here fast, and I didn’t know you could fly helicopters.”
“It’s pretty fast; I’ll give it that. Putting aside my humility, I’ll
say that I can fly almost anything. Any time. Anywhere.”
“I love the humility part, uh oh…”
“What?”
“Here comes Dad and JR, and Elvis is gone. I’ll go ahead and
apologize for anything he says that might offend you.”
Dad walked up to us, all but ignoring Jason, he looked at my
face and told me to tell him what went on. After a few minutes of
repeating the story, Dad pulled out his phone and punched in a number.
Jason didn’t know what was going on, but I did.
“Hello, Ric? Yeah, I know all about it. Where the hell is my
dog? Oh yeah? Sure, that’s nice. Now listen here, you tell your boss
there and also that clown that’s running Animal Control they have one
hour, not one minute more, to return my dog. What? No, I didn’t take
the dog into town, and you people can rest assured I am not coming to
town to bring him home. Ric, you know me, if I come to town some
people are going to be unhappy.
“Ric, Ric, Ric, you saw her face, and the dog did what I trained
him to do. Get it handled for me. Thank you, brother.”
Dad looked at me, apologized to Jason for his rudeness, and
hugged me tightly.
“My boy will be here in an hour, call me when Ric here gets
here with Elvis.”
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Chapter Thirteen

A commotion outside woke me up out of fitful sleep. I glanced
over at the subtle blue digits of the clock. Three. Thirty. Three. In the
morning, no less. The dogs were making quite the racket, so an intruder,
man or beast, must be on the property. I pulled my firearm out of the
nightstand drawer after grabbing my robe. When I walked into the
living room, Dad was making his way to the front door, in his hand,
a fifty-caliber Desert Eagle. Momma gave him the powerful gun for
their twentieth wedding anniversary. Dad had the words Snake Killer
engraved on it as a joke, I shot the powerful weapon once, and that was
enough for this gal. My wrist hurt for days afterward, I pity anything
that gets shot by Snake Killer.
“What do you think?” I asked.
“Elvis, JR, and the others are raising a ruckus down at the barn.
You go in the north door, and I’ll go in the front door.”
The planting moon lit up the barnyard and the surrounding
area. The security lights were on as well, so flashlights were unnecessary.
One dog ran up to me as if to tell me something was going on in the
barn. The other dogs were at the front door, making as much noise as
they could. I knelt to quiet Elvis as I watched Dad walk into the front
of the barn. Walking through the north door, I saw Dad cautiously
walking in the barn, with Snake Killer held waist-high. He quieted the
dogs before calling out to me.
“It’s okay, it’s… ah, damn, its Rickles. He’s down.”
I walked up to Dad, who was stooped down, petting JR
whimpering at his side. There on the ground in his stall lay Rickles,
Momma’s faithful friend. Dad pulled a blanket off the shelf and covered
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Rickles’ head. He then knelt over Rickles speaking in his native tongue. I
was able to pick up enough of the words to realize Dad spoke of Rickles
crossing over, which refers to a person’s or animal’s spirit passing from
earth to the spirit world. The Transition. Dad stood up and placed his
hand on my shoulder to comfort me, for I loved Rickles also.
“He has crossed over now, no more pain. He is with Amara
and his buddy Chuckie boy now.”
“What happened to him, sickness?” I asked, forgetting I’m
supposed to be a vet and never realizing the age of the horse.
“No hon, life happened to him. His time came, the Creator
called, and Rickles rode to his side. He has no pain, and, as I said, he’s
with your Momma and his best friend, Chuckie.”
“Do you think the ride out we took last week was too much
for him?”
“What I think doesn’t matter all that much because my
thoughts will not bring him back. You did him a service by taking
him to see where his spirit will rest,” Dad said.
With that, Dad walked off into the light of the planting moon
singing one of his soulful Cherokee songs. There’s something spiritual
about Cherokee singing, even if you don’t understand the Cherokee
language. Dad stood there under the planting moon with his arms
lifted to the Creator, singing a song of mourning. As I turned back to
turn out the light in the barn, I saw Elvis licking Rickles on the neck.
I’ve always marveled at how animals of different breeds can love each
other, yet humans can’t. Standing there watching this touching scene,
I could almost see my pal Chuckie standing there next to the body of
his beloved friend.
[DIVIDER]
That next morning, I heard a truck of some sort coming up the
road to the house, I got out of bed and went into the kitchen where I
found my Dad finishing off a cup of coffee.
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“What’s up with the wrecker?” I asked while popping a bagel
into the toaster. Janice came into the kitchen, looking as if still asleep.
“Sanale unvdi gudi?” she asked while rooting around in the
pantry for something.
“No breakfast for me,” I said as the bagel popped up in the
aging toaster.
Dad and Janice held a short conversation before he headed out
the door to meet the wrecker driver. He then stuck his head back in to
tell me why he sent for a wrecker.
“The wrecker is for Rickles, Mel. Gonna bury him out with
his buddy, Chuckie. Back in a few hours,” he said as the screen door
closed behind him.
I munched on the bagel as I watched the long-haired driver get
into the cab of the truck to back it into the barn. I didn’t know the man
yet he’s Cherokee so Dad must know him from somewhere. Dad knows
so many people and has so many friends, yet he never brags about it.
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Chapter Fourteen

The day after Dad buried Rickles came in the fierce morning
rain, some of which made its way through my open window. Jumping
out of bed, I pulled the window shut, nearly catching a face full of rain.
Looking out over where we park our vehicles, I saw my SUV sitting
there in the rain all by itself. It’s too early for Janice, and it looks as if
Dad left out early because his truck was gone.
I spent the rest of the day working on equipment, getting
things ready to open up for business in a few days. The medical software
I purchased has a bit of a learning curve to it, so I started work on that.
After some hours at the computer, my stomach began to complain, so I
decided to break for lunch. When I walked into the kitchen, the clock
on the wall showed it past 1:30 and no sign of Dad. He must be over
at the Nation, where he tends to lose track of time. He’s getting around
much better, to the point where Joey only comes once a week to work
with him. As he’s told me on many an occasion, he’s a big boy and can
take care of himself. I finished my lunch and went back to work with
on teaching myself the software.
Hour by hour passed by, several times I went out to see if Dad
had come home yet. After I learned more about the software, I sort of
lost touch with time, until my stomach started up again. Before I knew
it, dinner came and went. I only knew because it was dark out when
I went to feed the dogs. While I sat there on the back porch watching
them eat, I heard Dad’s truck coming up the road. I went inside before
he got home, so he doesn’t think I’m checking up on him.
“Where have you been all day?” I asked, acting more like a
parent than a child of my Father.
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“Ai-yi-yi, we are married now?” Dad said as he bellyached about
my nagging as he likes to call it.
“Sorry, I didn’t know you were going out this morning, and
here it is near seven.”
“Okay, it’s okay. Did you need something or what?” Dad said.
I had to admit, this is a side of my Dad I’d never seen before, and I
didn’t much care for it.
“Well, Janice took the night off so I can fix you some dinner,
if you like,” I offered, yet I knew Dad didn’t like my cooking. Unlike
Momma, I have a hard time whipping up meals like she used to do.
“No, I’m not hungry, and I saw Janice at the meeting tonight,
so I grabbed a burger on the way home.”
“Oh, you had a meeting? Everything okay?” I asked, realizing
I’d stepped on his feelings a bit.
“Yeah, sure, things are good. Listen, I’m gonna ride out to the
herd and look things over and then turn in when I get back. You gonna
be up when I get back?”
“No, I’m bushed. Are you going out there in the dark? You
look tired, think you should take the night off?”
“Mel, Bos Taurus Acres doesn’t take nights off. Animals needed
attention, and fences need checking and so forth. I’ll be fine,” he said
as he walked down off the porch. I watched him limp toward his fourwheeler when he got to the tired old machine; he turned to look back
at the house to see if I was watching him. Good thing for me I was
standing behind the kitchen curtains where he couldn’t see inside the
house. He fired up the tired ATV, turned on the lights, and disappeared
off into the night. I stood there until I could no longer hear the noisy
exhaust of the ATV. Once everything grew quiet, I went to bed to wait
on Jason to call from Texas when he touches down. We have a cow about
to give birth, so he wanted to be there on-site in case any problems
came up because a cow isn’t always in the barn when they give birth.
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[DIVIDER]
The next morning I called to check on Jason to see how the
new addition to the herd is doing. Everything is good so far, time will
tell. The birth didn’t go as smoothly as they usually do. Then again,
there’s no set routine for giving birth in humans or the animal world,
yet some of the time, things can get a bit out of kilter as Dad tells me.
Janice came into the kitchen to start on breakfast, and I was still curious
about the meeting that took place yesterday. I don’t get into Dad’s tribal
affairs because some of his people are kind of old-fashioned about him
marrying a white woman. Even so, I thought I’d poke around a bit.
“Good morning,” I said, unsure if she would answer me.
Sometimes she seems a bit standoffish, so I just let her be in those
situations.
“Mel,” she said.
“How did the meeting go?” I asked, not expecting a truthful
answer from Janice. Sometimes she can be a tad on the rude side even
though she’s usually a loving person.
“Meeting? Where?” she replied, reaching for her cigarettes,
which is her usual way of avoiding talking about something.
“Dad told me he went to a meeting there at the Nation and
saw you there at one point.”
“No meeting, no Conway. If your father went to meeting at
the Nation, you must realize they are private,” Janice said as she walked
out the door to the back porch with me right behind her.
“You’re going to pull that racial nonsense on me?”
“Racial nonsense?” she asked, knowing her habit of answering
a question with the same question annoyed the daylights out of me.
“Just because Momma was white and I’m half-white we get
different treatment? And white people are singled out as being racist,
give me a frigging break.”
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Janice stood there, unmoving except for the cigarette between
her lips. The smoke curled its way to the ceiling, once I stopped my
rant, she spoke up.
“I look upon the exogamous marriages, such as the one between
Conway and your late mother, the marriage of those outside one’s clan
the same as my brothers and sisters do. Intermarriage with Europeans
took place for hundreds of years. Most of the time, no problems
encountered. Intermarriages improved our relationships with those
living among us. Now that I’ve put the racist comment to bed, you
should talk to your father to find out why the meeting was private.”
Janice tossed her cigarette butt away and walked back into
the kitchen, trying her best to ignore me. Realizing I pushed a little
too hard, I followed Janice inside to apologize for being so annoying.
“I’m sorry for the rant, I…”
“Don’t think anything of it. One thing for you to remember
– we’re family regardless of race.”
Janice hugged me tightly before ordering me out of the kitchen
so she could clean the floor. Somehow I was going to sweet-talk the
information out of Dad; I just needed to find the right opportunity to
do it. I know it wouldn’t be easy to do considering how snappish he’s
been lately. I had some things to do in the barn, so I made my way down
there and got busy setting up some of the diagnostic equipment. The
phone started ringing; I didn’t recognize the number, and my hands were
full of equipment, so I let the phone go to the recorder. Jason enjoys
interacting with salespeople, so I’ll let him handle it when he gets here.
Another call came in, and this one was Jason at ten-thousand
feet telling me he’d be landing in a couple of hours on the back of the
property. He and Dad threw together a makeshift airport our on the far
corner of Bos Taurus Acres. Dad and Jason have become increasingly
closer these past few weeks, and that isn’t an issue for me, I’m grateful
they’re getting along so well.
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Hearing Dad’s four-wheeler outside, I went outside to see if I
could pry any information out of him.
“How’s the cow?” I asked.
“She’s ready, just not ready enough to give up the calf.”
“Should we bring her into the barn?” I asked.
“Maybe a good thing. You might want to ride out later to
check on the cow.”
“You going to rest?” I asked, regretting the question as soon as
I saw the frown forming on Dad’s face.
“If it will get you off my back, then I will rest.”
“I’m not on your back; I’m on your side. You were out there
all night, Dad.”
“Are you forgetting my heritage? Your heritage?”
“No, I realize the connection with the earth.”
“Well, how about giving the Creator some credit for looking
out for me?”
“You win,” I said, holding up my hands in defeat.
“That’s my girl. How’re things going for you?” he asked,
grabbing a bottle of water from the fridge.
“Fine, I think next Wednesday will be opening day for Okie
Veterinarian Group.”
“Good, good.”
“Dad?”
“Uh oh, I know that tone of voice,” he said.
“No, silly, I was just wondering about your meeting at the
Nation,” I said, knowing I’d touched on a nerve, yet I also noticed his
face soften.
“A preparation meeting,” he said while wrapping a powerful
arm around my shoulder. We walked toward the barn, and I never felt
closer to him than at that one special moment.
“Preparation meeting?” I asked.
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“Yes, preparation for my transition.”
The word transition pierced my heart. Now I realized why
Dad’s behavior has grown so sour recently. After taking a better look at
him, I realized, for the first time, his age has caught up to him. Being
without Momma hasn’t helped either. Married couples who’ve lived
together for long periods have a difficult time adjusting to life without
the other person in their life.
“Ah, you know it’s coming. Age is a thief who wears you down
so it can claim your spirit before the Creator comes for you. Not gonna
happen with me, age is gonna go back without carrying away my spirit.”
“So, the meeting was…”
“We went through this with Amara, Mel. Only mine will be
a bit more focused because I’m a member of the Nation and all that.”
“How do you know? Did a doctor tell you or what?”
“Our people know, Mel. Although I have taught you many
things about our people, our spirits differ. Mine is Cherokee, of course,
while yours contains two cultures. It doesn’t mean you’re inferior; it
means our spirits are different even though we will both go through
the transition.”
“Will yours be the same as Momma’s or different?” I asked.
“It will be different, a little more extended than Amara’s was.
Or as yours will be, because, unlike with Amara’s, you have Cherokee
blood flowing through your spirit.”
“So, getting back to the meeting,” I said, unsure of why I
needed to know so much about something sure to cause me much
sadness.
“I met with the shaman and our leader to tell them of the
disposition of my worldly goods.”
“Your property and such?”
“No, what you mention is covered in my will. My worldly
goods are Cherokee things, souvenirs, or keepsakes as you might call
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them. These are items such as the skin of my first deer, my first tobacco,
and the blindfold I wore the night I spent alone when I became a man.
There are a few other things, personal things at that.”
“A blindfold?”
“For a Cherokee boy to become a man, he must spend a night
out in a forest. Not just any forest but one of his father’s choosing.
Alone. No matter what, he cannot cry out or take off the blindfold. It
is a test of one’s manhood, to fail it is to dishonor yourself, your family,
and your clan.”
“How does anyone know if you did as you were supposed to,”
I asked.
“Well, my father took me out. Over the years, I have come to
think he found the loneliest, coldest forest he could find. Father took
me there blindfolded; he never helped me. If I fell, I could expect no
help from him. When we got to the place where I was to spend the
night, he pushed me down onto a scraggly log before walking away.
From my training, I knew I was to remain there all night, without
standing and without crying out.
“The forest at night can be a terrifying place to a young boy
with the sounds of the trees swaying as the winds travel through them.
Animals scurried around in the underbrush. Several times I knew
something big and dangerous was nearby, yet I never cried out. Once the
forest quieted, it was the worst of it. Your mind plays games with your
spirit by forming animals near you that aren’t there at all. After hours
of sitting, my body numb from the pain, I felt the sun on my face as it
came up over the horizon. I knew it was morning, and I knew I made
it through the process. But I waited for someone to come for me to let
me know I passed and was now a man. No one came, nature called,
but I willed my mind to ignore it, telling my body it was not yet time.
“Sweat formed on my body as the sun rose higher, the salty
sweat ran into my eyes. The burning of my eyes was to be my final test
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for I tore it off my face and wiped the sweat from my eyes. Imagine the
look on my face when I looked across the way after I cleared my eyes.”
“Animals?” I asked.
“Nothing that ferocious, just my father was sitting there on
another log not twenty feet from me. I asked him when he came up
and did I pass the test of manhood. He smiled and told me he, I passed,
and he was there all night long, close by me without my knowing about
it. Never leaving my side as he said he would always be by my side
even after he transitions. My father also turned out to be the ‘big and
dangerous’ moving about in the dark, which I heard earlier in the night.”
“I see,” I said, saddened at the items our people find treasurable
because of the worth they carry to those who hold them. In the world
outside a Cherokee clan, people would ridicule items these items which
my father holds dear. Cherokee people are faithful to the Creator, even
as death approaches. Material things such as Dad mentioned, valuable
in life, are worthless in the spirit world, so they must go to someone else
after Dad’s transition. Some of Dad’s worldly goods are items entrusted
to him by others in the Nation passed from one generation to the next.
“So, we good?” Dad asked, knowing full-well we weren’t yet
hoping things would improve.
“Yep,” was all I could muster without blubbering.
“Okay then, let’s us put this behind us and move on down
the road.”
“One thing, before we do,” I said, noting the exasperated look
on his weathered face.
“What is it?”
“Can you explain the rituals, so I know what to expect? I don’t
want to bring dishonor with an improper reaction.”
“Fair enough, because you’ll be my only survivor so that the
attention will rest on you. You need to prepare yourself for it, okay?
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“The shaman, whom you already know, will be a big help to
you, so pay close attention to what he asks you to do.”
[DIVIDER]
The next couple of days were hectic here at Bos Taurus Acres
after some sort of bovine illness found its way into our herd. After
calling me several days ago, Jason told me he planned on staying in Texas
to monitor his herds there for any illness. It wasn’t a serious condition,
yet it was fairly contagious. After several days and long nights, the virus
just disappeared like magic. Both properties became virus-free, although
we never discovered the source at either location. Dad said it was likely
something airborne, which is better than something in the water or feed.
I talked to Jason for a while when he was still in Texas, and
I told him I was going to hit the sack even though it was just past 5
PM. He asked me to call him when I woke up. Before I crashed, I
went looking for Dad to see if he was going to rest. Janice told me Dad
grabbed a lunch kit of food and drinks before heading back out among
the herd. Being too tired to fuss over it, I went to bed.
When I awoke, my face resented the bright sunshine coming
through the window in my room. While my eyes adjusted to the light,
my mind told me I couldn’t breathe! Choking as I rose from the bed,
I tried to get my breath back. After regaining my breath, I was glad
Jason wasn’t around to see me fighting with my clothes.
The house was quiet as I made my way into the kitchen, the
clock hands resting on noon let me know I’d pretty much slept most
away most of the day. Janice must be late coming in today, and Dad
must be out with the pregnant cow. I fixed myself a bagel and a cup of
tea before going out on the back porch to see what was going on around
the back yard. When I walked out onto the back porch, I saw Janice’s
little car but not Dad’s tired old pickup truck or even his four-wheeler.
I sat my breakfast down onto the table on the porch and walked down
to see if Janice’s car was still warm. There beside her car were tire marks
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in the dusty surface leading out to the direction of the herd. Puzzled, I
saddled up one of Dad’s workhorses and followed the tire tracks in the
damp grass of the pasture land.
I rode some ten-minutes out into the pasture land, soon I heard
a commotion up ahead. Stopping the horse, I climbed down off of it
while listening to someone crying out in the Cherokee tongue. Slowly
I walked forward until I came upon a scene that will forever remain in
my memory. There before me, I saw Janice kneeling over Dad’s prone
body. Grief, silent grief wrapped itself around me. Tears rolled down
my face as I listened to Janice mourn over my Dad’s lifeless body. Once
she finished the mournful prayer, she stood and walked over where I
stood. Hugging me tight for some minutes without speaking, she stood
back and told me of her morning.
“A good man lies before us; while he has transitioned, we have
our peace knowing that one day we shall join him. Mel, as I drove up
to the house this morning, spiritual darkness came over my spirit. A
coldness captured my spirit, holding me captive as it pierced my bones
with a feeling of deep sorrow. Soon I felt the spirit of death laughing
at me because it knew what had taken place earlier. I parked my car
where I always do, right beside Conway’s truck. The Creator sent a
shooting star across the early morning sky for me, telling me where
Conway was. I knew then he was gone, yet I went looking for him
after getting into his truck. You know my little car would have never
made it going out through the pasture land. When I came upon his
little camp, I found momma cow and her new calf about twenty feet
away. There on the ground, still in his sleeping bag, I found your father.
The Creator took him as he slept, knowing it to be time for Conway
to join his bride, Amara. May their spirits be joyous now that they are
together once more. May your sadness be short because you should be
at peace with the Creator’s decision to bring your parents together for
now and all eternity.”
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Janice hugged me tight again before making her way back
to Dad’s truck, lighting a cigarette as she walked. I watched as she
climbed into the truck, the door squeaking in protest as she pulled it
closed. Janice gave me a wave of her hand over the steering wheel before
backing away and driving off toward the house. Watching the truck
until it disappeared, I turned toward my father there on the ground.
Words formed in my mouth that Dad taught me over the years.
Mournful words I never before understood from the language of the
Cherokee Nation. Dad’s people, and my people as well. Kneeling before
him as Janice did, I let my spirit say goodbye to Dad’s spirit. Knowing
he was gone brought great sadness, yet, as Janice said earlier, knowing
that he and Momma together again became a salve that soothed my
sorrowful spirit.
I placed my hand on his weathered face and said goodbye for
the last time, tears running unashamedly down my face. I called Jason
and told him what happened, and he said he’d be here before I knew it.
I told him to have a safe flight, for I knew he’d rush to my side. After
that, I called Ric so that the process of confirming the cause of death
and removing Dad’s body could take place.
Remembering the horse, I left standing off a way I went out and
walked it into the little camp. Imagine the joy in my face as I looked out
some fifty to a hundred feet from the camp to where two deer stood.
The buck was a majestic specimen with a rack that any hunter would
be proud of owning. His mate, smaller than him yet more substantial
than most does, stood close by him.
They watched me for some minutes before they turned in
unison and ran off to the north. Overhead I heard the sound of an
airplane and headed out to the little airport to wait on Jason to land.
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Chapter Fifteen

“You have got to be kidding me,” I said after reading the papers
in my hand.
“Look, lady, I’m just a process server. Nothing more. I can’t and
won’t offer you any legal advice because I’m not an attorney.”
“Well, I only asked a rhetorical question. I realize you’re just a
process server, a rude one at that. It was only a question,” I said to the
rude man standing before me with his official ID badge and wearing
mirrored aviator glasses despite it being an overcast day.
“Look, lady…” he said, stepping closer to me.
“Okay, my friend,” Jason said, holding up his hands. “You’ve
served your papers, so now you need to vacate the property.”
“Hey buddy, you can’t tell me what to do, I’m serving papers
here.”
“The thing is buddy, you’ve served your papers. She has the
papers in her hands. Now you are trespassing, so it’s past time for you
to leave,” Jason said while pulling out his cell phone. It was then that
I saw his other hand resting on his holster. The process server swore
before making his way back to his vehicle.
I looked at Jason, realizing how my mother must have felt
being married to my Dad. Some of my feminist friends from college
wouldn’t like a man standing up for them as Jason did a few moments
ago. As for me, I found it kind of cute.
“Don’t even bother reading that stuff,” Jason said, turning to
me after he was sure the process server was off our property.
“Why not?” I asked as I stepped into his arms.
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“Because it’ll only anger you more than you are, so let the
attorney handle it.”
[DIVIDER]
One of the many things I am thankful for my living in a small
town is the friendships one can build over the years. My Dad and his
dad also made a lot of friends over the years our family has lived on
Bos Taurus Acres. Dad and Grand Dad’s friends are also close friends.
Some are powerful men and women who live according to the motto
of doing for others. Today I was able to get an appointment with an
attorney who has been friends with the Oconostota family for four
decades. This man who is married to a sweet Cherokee told me he could
meet with Jason and me this afternoon. You won’t get that in the big
cities. Jason was relieved to hear the news about an early appointment
because he knew I was about to explode over the papers. We went into
town for lunch and then went across the street to the attorney’s office.
After introductions and chit-chat, I gave my attorney the papers
from the process server. I watched as he flipped through the documents,
snickering here and there at something he read. When he finished
reading them, he tossed the papers on his desk before he spoke.
“What a load of drivel,”
Jason and I couldn’t help but chuckle along with this seventyyear-old man who doesn’t look a day over fifty.
“Well, this characterless HOA is upset with the, how did they
put it? Oh yes, the noise and pollution coming from Bos Taurus Acres,”
Bill said.
“Noise and pollution?” Jason asked.
“They are claiming the sound and smell of your cattle is
bringing down property values in the area.”
“After all these years?” Jason asked, getting a little perturbed
himself.
“Fifty years to my recollection,” I said.
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“That long? Okay, fill me with a little history on your farm,”
Bill said.
“Well, originally Bos Taurus Acres was named Hundred Acres
Farm, which was named something else earlier but no one recalls what
the original name was. My parents put a lot of money and effort into
Bos Taurus Acres. The work was the hardest part because Hundred
Acres Farm was pretty run down,” I said.
“So, what you’re telling me is that Hundred Acres Farm was
zoned agricultural, and no rezoning took place when your parents
created Bos Taurus Acres.”
“Hundred Acres Farm was the second; the first farm was from
the late 1800s, but I’ve never known if it even had a name,” I said.
“One would guess a search of the public records which will
determine the first landowner or possibly your parents have some
paperwork we could use.”
“My Dad told me about some papers in his things before he
passed away. I’ll have to comb through them.”
“That will be a tremendous help. Now, this area the HOA
covers, has it always been zoned residential?”
“No, that area belonged to another family, their name escapes
me. They sold their property, and I think it was like ten acres, the new
owner divided the property into four, two-point-five acre plots before
developing them for the current residents. Why do you ask?”
“Of course, I’m not up on things with your father’s people,
but I was under the impression this area belonged to the Cherokee
Nation. Don’t quote me on that. I’ll need to dig deep and visit a couple
of friends of mine in the Nation to be sure.”
“Will that make any kind of difference with my case?” I asked.
“Not sure how much it will mean, but it should prove to the
judge that this area never had a residential zoning status, even back to
when it was tribal land. While certain areas around here have been re-
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zoned as residential, that should not mean they can displace existing
zoning of the surrounding areas.”
“That should be a big help,” Jason said as he shook Bill’s hand.
After we left Bill’s office, Jason came back in with a stern look
on his sun-tanned face.
“What is it?” I asked.
“I don’t know any of these folks you’re dealing with, and I hope
they will come through for you,” Jason said.
“They’re good people, Jason. Most are Dad’s friends; many were
also Momma’s friends. I’m concerned about Bos Taurus Animal Service,
yet I know Momma had it started legally. Both of my parents spend
many hours and a lot of money to get Bos Taurus Acres up to speed.
After that, Momma started her non-profit with the help of a second
attorney. I know it was done right, Momma’s second attorney died a
few years before Momma did so maybe Bill can find some information
from the law firm that took over the other attorney’s clients.”
With Dad gone Jason and I had a lot of meetings to attend to
get Dad’s will to take care of, the deed to Bos Taurus Acres transferred
along with the bank accounts. The funeral that Dad’s people put on
for him even brought Jason to tears. Janice said she’d like to continue
working for me if I’d have her. I told her I’d have it no other way.
Knowing I needed to refocus Jason said we needed to get back to our
lives, no disrespect meant, but Dad and Momma both would want it
this way. And he was right, so we went to the barn, and I took care
of some cleaning needs after asking Jason if he would look into the
messages on the telephone. After thirty minutes or so, he came out
with a list of people I should contact, those that he reached, and he
put them on a separate listing. One entry on my list made me curious.
“What’s this place?” I asked, pointing one cryptic entry.
“Oh, yes. That one is a West Coast Cryogenics, and you’re not
going to believe what this company does.”
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Cultural Appropriation

Defined: the unacknowledged or inappropriate adoption of the
customs, practices, ideas, etc. of one person or society by members of another
and typically more dominant people or society.
When the manuscript for A Pit Bull’s Life started coming
together, Conway was just another man. He was a cattle rancher, married
to Amara, and he supported her work with abused animals. Abused dogs
in particular. In my mind, I wanted Conway to be somehow different,
so I explored Cherokee customs and how they revere animals. Because
Chuckie was used and abused by evil men, I wanted Conway and Amara
to be the ones to bring him out of a lifestyle of violence.
One thing I did not want was to portray Conway in the
same way Hollywood does. You’ve seen their work before, and they
use loin skin clothing for white people who play Native-Americans
in the movies. Male Native-Americans in the movies grunt instead of
talking, no matter what language they use. Another common theme that
Hollywood perpetuates is that Native-Americans will drink anything
and everything they can get their hands on.
In the book, Conway is a successful businessman, his father, the
sheriff of the county where this story takes place. He talks like everyone
else speaks even though his primary language is Tsalagi (Cherokee).
Conway doesn’t drink, yet his wife Amara has a drinking problem.
References to his people are short and singling out no particular
Cherokee people. There’s a slur that Native-Americans use on each
other when they call a Native-American out for being too close to
others. Particularly those of European origin.
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The slur is apple, which means red on the outside and white
on the inside. Conway Oconostota is not an apple in A Pit Bull’s Life!
For accuracy’s sake, I joined a Facebook page dedicated to the
Cherokee nation, yet they allow others to join so they can learn of the
Cherokee culture. It was a blessing and a curse all at once. Several people
were supportive of A Pit Bull’s Life, while others perceived it as some
sort of cultural appropriation. One poster claimed I wanted to write
a book, get the Cherokees to help write it so I can claim credit for it,
and then get paid for ‘their’ work. Of course, nothing could be farther
from the truth. I told this poster if I only wanted to make money and
get the book done, then I wouldn’t have asked anyone of Cherokee
lineage their opinions. I started to rewrite Conway as something other
than Cherokee and decided against it. Instead, I’ll leave it to the readers
of A Pit Bull’s Life – Chuckie’s Past to decide if Conway is portrayed
correctly or not.
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Why A Book About Pit Bulls?

Unless you’ve owned a pit bull, you would never realize how
special the “pit bull” is. If you’ve listened to the media in their drive
to eradicate a breed of dogs, then you likely have read the wrong
information. To begin with, the term “pit bull” is a generalization of a
breed of dogs in the same manner that “pickup truck” is a generalization
of a vehicle produced by various manufacturers. Defining a “pickup
truck” as a Chevrolet, Dodge, Ford, Toyota, and so forth is usually not
done when mentioning the ownership of these vehicles. The same goes
for the term “pit bulls” because owners refer to them as the animal’s
breed, or any shortened version of the breed, because of the way
uninformed people and the anti-pit bull media portrays the dogs. The
breeds encompassed by the term “pit bull” are as follows: American Pit
Bull Terrier (APBT), American Staffordshire Terrier (Amstaff), American
Bulldog, Staffordshire Bull Terrier.
One of the better explanations of the term “pit bull” is this
information found on Wikipedia.org:
Pit bull is the common name for a type of dog descended from
bulldogs and terriers. The pit bull-type is particularly ambiguous, as it
encompasses a range of pedigree breeds, informal types, and appearances that
cannot be reliably identified. Formal breeds often considered to be of the
pit bull-type include the American Pit Bull Terrier, American Staffordshire
Terrier, American Bully, and Staffordshire Bull Terrier. The American
Bulldog is also sometimes included. Mixed-breed dogs that physically
resemble these breeds often get labeled as “pit bulls” by shelters. Many of
these breeds were originally developed as fighting dogs from crossbreeding
bull-baiting dogs (used to hold the faces and heads of larger animals such
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as bulls) and terriers. After the use of dogs in blood sports was banned,
such dogs were used as catch dogs in the United States for semi-wild cattle
and hogs, to hunt and drive livestock, and as family companions. Despite
dog fighting now being illegal in the United States, it still exists as an
underground activity, and pit bulls are a common type used. [1]
Have people been injured or killed by pit bulls? Yes, yet let’s
examine the root cause of the animal’s behavior. One of the first things
a new dog owner does will be to train a dog to do certain things.
Housebreaking, to ensure they ‘do their business’ outside instead of
all over your floors or carpeting. Dog owners should train their dogs
so that they will get along with other members of the household. This
training should include four-legged members such as dogs and cats
and maybe even a bunny or piggy. Dog owners have responsibilities to
the animals and people who come into contact with them. Dogs are
surprisingly intelligent, yet they need education on the issue. Think of
having a baby and then ignoring the educational processes needed to
turn the child into a contributing member of society. Come to think
of it, name someone who you know who isn’t the sharpest knife in the
drawer and then look at their upbringing. Dogs are no different.
There’s another issue in today’s society that invokes more hatred
and misinformation than that of the pit bull: the AR-15 rifle. One could
fill an oil tanker with the misinformation the left has promoted about
this one gun. I don’t think the media is misinformed about the AR-15,
I think they intentionally post the most outrageous lies to earn clicks
on web sites, likes and retweets on social media and ratings on network
news outlets. People are like sheep and will follow anything that makes
them feel good. When these sheeple see or come in contact, with an
AR-15 style rifle, the first thing into their minds is the programming
by the left: “that’s an assault weapon.” You don’t have to be a computer
genius these days to locate facts on the AR-15, not the noise the media
spouts but the truth behind the term: “AR-15” which is from Wikipedia:
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“AR-15 style rifles come in many sizes and have many options,
depending on the manufacturer. An AR-15 style rifle is a lightweight
semi-automatic rifle based on the ArmaLite AR-15 design. ArmaLite
sold the patent and trademarks to Colt’s Manufacturing Company in
1959. After Colt’s patents expired in 1977, Colt retained the trademark
and is the exclusive owner of “AR-15” designation. The Public Safety
and Recreational Firearms Use Protection Act restricted the Colt AR15 and derivatives from 1994 to 2004, although it did not affect rifles
with fewer features.
After the term modern sporting rifles was coined in 2009
by the US National Shooting Sports Foundation, a firearms industry
trade association, the trade association, and some manufacturers quickly
adopted it. An expanded marketplace emerged, with many manufacturers
producing their version of the AR-15 design for commercial sale.
In the 2010s, AR-15 style rifles have become one of the “most
beloved and most vilified rifles” in the United States, according to The
New York Times. The rifle has been promoted as “America’s rifle” by
the National Rifle Association. Steadily increasing popularity in part
is due to “the amount of attention through politics and media that is
devoted to banning or restricting AR pattern rifles. They use them in
mass shootings in the United States.”
And yes, the AR-15 style rifles have been used by criminals.
Ask yourself, did the gun commit the crime, or did the human? People
get triggered by the appearance of the “scary looking” AR-15. Looking
down the wrong end of a 12 gauge shotgun or 44 calibers hand-gun
should invoke the same fear, but it doesn’t. The lies about the AR-15
are just as nutty as the ones about pit bulls:
AR-15 rifles shoot 800 rounds a minute – pit bull dogs can
lock their jaws
AR-15 rifles shoot 50 caliber ammo – pit bulls have the
strongest bite of all dogs
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AR-15 rifles are assault weapons – a pit will attack any other

dog
AR-15 rifles are only good for killing people – pit bulls are
only good for dogfighting
When a person or group of people are harmed or killed, who
is to blame? When someone dies from a gunshot, what fired the shot?
The gun or the finger on the trigger? When someone is attacked by a
dog, what triggered the animal? Was the dog untrained or molested by
the victim? What about people who use cars as a weapon? James Alex
Fields, Jr. drove his Dodge Challenger into a crowd of protesters, killing
Heather Heyer. Does this mean everyone driving a Dodge Challenger
is driving a dangerous weapon? Should Dodge Challengers be limited
or done away with completely? That’s about as ridiculous as blaming
an untrained animal or inanimate object such as the AR-15 rifle for
someone’s death.
One of the biggest problems with dog attacks is the mixed
breeds that ignorant people allow to breed and then run free only to
breed with other strays. These dogs have a touch of the appearance
of a pit bull breed in them, so people erroneously assume they are a
“pit bull.” Mixed breed dogs that look like pit bulls are not “pit bulls”
because they’re just mutts. A cockapoo is not a cocker spaniel or a
poodle, it’s a designer dog, but it’s neither of the breeds used to create it.
When you hear these people making these outrageous claims
about pit bull breeds or even an AR-15, challenge them on their remarks.
Don’t let them use ridiculous media information, hold their feet to the
fire, and demand verifiable facts. One of the most weapons of the antipit bull, and ant-gun, the crowd is the sowing of misinformation to
support their views. Don’t let them trigger you with their lies, challenge
them to prove their views with cold, hard facts.
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(https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-sa/3.0/)
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would appreciate it if you would return to where you bought your
copy of A Pit Bull’s Life #2 - Chuckie’s Legacy where you can leave
a positive review of it for others to read. Most purchasers of books
base their decisions on the reviews others have left about the book
they are interested in.
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