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1 ! Fe called him Old Yeller, The name had a
sort of double meaning. One part meant
that his short hair was a dingy yellow, a color
that we called “yeller” in those days, The other
meant that when he opened his head. the sound
he let out came closer to being a vell than a bark.
I remember like yesterday how he strayed in
out af nowhere 1o our log cabin on Birdsong
Creek. He made me so mad at first that T wanted
to kill him. Then, later, when [ had to kill him, it
was like having to shoot some of my own folks.
Thats how much I'd come to think of the l':lig
veller dog.



He came in the late 18605, the besi T remem-
ber. Anyhow. it was the year that Papa and a
bunch of ather Salt Licks settlers formed a “pool
herd” of their little separate bunches af steers
and trailed them to the new cattle market at
Abilene, Kansas,

This was te get “cash money.” a thing that all
Texans were short of in those years right after the
Civil War. We lived then in a new country and a
good one. As Papa pointed out the day the men
talked over making the drive, we had plenty of
grass, wood, and water. We had wild game for the
killing, fertile ground for growing bread corn,
and the Indians had been put onto reservations
with the return of U.5. soldiers to the Texas forts.

"In fact,” Papa wound up, “all we lack having
a tight tail-holt on the world is a little cash
money. And we can get that at Ahilene.”

Well, the idea sounded good, but some of the
men still hesitated. Abilene was betrer than six
hundred miles north of the Texas hill country we
bved in. It would take months for the men to
make the drive and ride back home. And all that
time the womenfolks and children of Salt Licks
would be left in a wild frontier sertlement to



make out the best they could.

Still, they needed money, and they realized
that whatever a man does, he’s bound to take
some risks. So they talked it over with each other
and with their women and decided it was the
thing to do. They told their folks what to do in
case the Indians came off the reservation or the
coons got to eating the corn or the bears got to
killing too many hogs. Then they gathered their
cattle, burned a trail brand on their hips, and
pulled out on the long trail to Kansas.

I remember how it was the day Papa left. |
remember his standing in front of the cabin with
his horse saddled, his gun in his scabbard, and
his bedroll tied on back of the cantle. I remember
how tall and straight and handsome he looked,
with his high-crowned hat and his black mus-
taches drooping in cow-horn curves past the cor-
ners of his mouth. And I remember how Mama
was trying to keep from crying because he was
leaving and how Little Arliss, who was only five
and didn't know much, wasn't trying to keep
from crying at all. In fact, he was howling his
head off; not because Papa was leaving, but

because he couldn't go, too.



At firat, Travis couldn't stand the il af
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he stray dog was ugly, and a thieving rascal.

1oo. But he sure was clever, and a smart dog

coukl be a big help on the wild Texas frontier,

especially with Papa away on a long caitle drive
up to Abilene.

Strong and courageous, Old Yeller proved that

he could protect Travis’s family from any sort of

d-na'u_r. But can Travis do the same for Old Yeller?

*The combination of excellem writing
and the sensitivity to human emotions places it
on i shell with the classics in juvende literature.”
—Sajurdlay Reveew of Lileratore
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