
been wounded, shot i n  the  shoulder, o r  I would have *made him walk, 

with the  r e s t  of b i s  people, Us it was, I did  not even shackle him. But 

I watched him constantly,  and so  did  Tauelclyee. Our caravan made camp 

f o r  t he  night a t  Ewe11 Springs i n  t he  f o o t h i l l s  of Dos Cabezas lounta'ins. 

When it came time t o  go t o  s leep ,  our prisoner presented a groblem. What 

t o  do with him? F ina l ly ,  we spread a l a r g e  blanket on t h e  ground and 

to ld  Pionsenay t o  l i e  down i n  t he  center.  Then we spread another l a rge  

blanket over him. Tauelclyee l a i d  down on one s ide  of Pionsenay and I 

on the other ,  s o  t h a t  we were on t op  of t h e  blanket t ha t  was  over Pionsenay. 

Then we pulled another p a i r  of blanlrets over t h e  t h r e e  of us ,  and we a l l  

s l e p t  peacefully t h o u &  the night. fJovel way t o  confine a pr isoner ,  but 

ef fect ive .  Perhaps I had one eye open during the  night ,  a t  t ha t ,  

'The main caravan was i n  motion at  daybreak, f o r  t h e  next cmping 

groun, with water, was a t  Point-of-Mountain s tage s t a t i o n ,  t h i r t y  miles 

d i s t an t  across Sulphur Spring Valley, wi th  its long s t re tches  of a l k a l i  

shimmering under the  blaze of t h e  June sun. Having seen the  last of 

the  Chiricahuas on t h e i r  way, I harnessed up my four-in-hand, adjusted 

Yionsenay on t h e  s e a t  beside me, and headed westward, with Tauelclyee 

brineing up t he  rear .  We had had a strenuous week, and I w a s  a b i t  

weary. After  a dozen miles i n  t h e  June heat and a l k a l i  dust ,  I became 

drowsy, and, f o r  an i n s t an t ,  my eyes closed. F:'hen I opened them, Pionsenay 

was glar ing a t  me. Without appearing t o  heed h i s  gaze, I purposely allowed 

my head t o  nod a couple of times, and closed my eyes again, almost. 

Pionsenay turned slowly in h i s  sea t  u n t i l  he w a s  f ac ing  me. H i s  f l a sh ing  

eyes bespoke t he  in tense  exeitenent he s t rove t o  control .  He had no 

weapons. Was he hoping f o r  a chance t o  snatch one from my b e l t ,  my 

knife ,  my six-shooter? I never knew. I opened my eyes wide, m e t  Pionsenayls 

gaze. He was  embarrassed, caught i n  t h e  a c t ,  a s  it were. Slowly he 


