The Birth of Pecos Bill
retold by S. E. Schlosser

Pecos Bill was born in the usual way to a real nice rancher and his wife who were journeying west with their eighteen children. Bill's mom knew right from the start that he was something else. He started talking before he was a month old and rode his first horse as soon as he learned to sit up on his own. When he started to crawl, Pecos Bill would slither out of the wagon while his Mama was cooking supper and wrestle with the bear cubs and other wild animals that roamed the prairies. 

Yep, the whole family was expecting great things of little Bill; until they lost him...

The family was taking the wagons over the Pecos River while young Bill was taking a nap.  He was bounced out of the back and swept downstream afore anyone missed him. If he hadn't taught himself to swim, he would have been a goner! 

Right about the time Pecos Bill was drying out and trying to figure out where he was, a Mama Coyote came along and decided to adopt the poor baby and raise him with the rest of her pups. So Pecos Bill spent the first fifteen years of his life running around with the coyote pack, howling to the moon, chasing prey across the prairies, and having the time of his life. 

Pecos Bill plumb forgot all about his real family, until the day he turned sixteen and his older brother came along. His brother was herding long-horn cattle near the Pecos River. He took one look at Pecos Bill and knew he'd found his long-lost brother.

"See here, ain't you Pecos Bill, my little brother?" demanded the rancher.  

"Don't think so," said Pecos Bill. "I'm a coyote! Listen to me howl!" Pecos Bill let out a horrendous shout and scampered about the field on all fours. He scared the herd so bad that the long horns almost stampeded. 

"You stop that!" Bill's brother shouted after he got the cattle calmed down. "So, why don’t you have a long tail like a coyote?” 

That was a tricky question. Pecos Bill thought about it for a long time. 

"I had fleas," he answered. "And I howl at the moon!" 

“That isn’t an excuse," said his big brother. "Any how, why can you walk upright and talk?  I’ve never seen a real coyote do that before.”

"I guess you're right," said Pecos Bill. 

"Of course I'm right. I'm your big brother and I outta know," snapped the Bill’s brother. "It's about time you stopped fooling around on the prairie and became a cowboy like all the rest of us." 

That made good sense to Pecos Bill. So he bid farewell to the coyote pack and went out west with his brother to learn to be a cowboy

Pecos learned to by a great cowboy.  Whenever Pecos Bill saw a cow misbehaving, he'd jump on its back and ride it until it had bucked and kicked itself into behaving better. 

Pecos Bill's brother was proud of him. "Not bad for a kid raised by coyotes," he told his baby brother. "In another couple of years, you'll be the toughest cowboy in the world." 
