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HIYU TIME AT HOGAN’S 
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Author of “Golden Saddle,” etc. 

 
OU couldn’t quite call young Lin 
Brennan a tramp. Happy-go-
lucky, devil-may-care, Lin just 

hadn’t yet found out that there was 
anything serious connected with the 
business of living. He had a battered old 
guitar that had come into his possession 
when he was a button. He could really 
play, his singing was not half bad. It made 
him a welcome visitor at any ranch and 
sometimes he stayed for a week. 

When he had to have money, he 
worked a little. 

Old Norman Sayler, owner of the 
Slashed S, paid Lin for a month’s riding 
and proceeded to give him a lecture gratis. 
While that was going on, Brennan tied his 
bedroll to the back of his saddle, got 
aboard his cow pony and slung the guitar 
behind his shoulders on its faded satin 
ribbon. Cowboy Tupper Hogan was 
quitting that same day. Sayler was short of 
range help and shorter of temper. 

But he had cooled when he came to 
this: 

“Look here, Lin. I’ve never seen a 
finer cow hand than you, unless it was 
your daddy, who happened to be one of 
my best friends. Well, I’m close to 
seventy, and got no kinfolks to speak of, 
and I’d been thinking that if you was to 

give me that damned guitar and settle 
down here, I might leave you this ranch 
when I’m gone. Well, what about it?” 

Brennan grinned. “Give you this 
guitar, Norm? What’d you do with it?”  

‘‘I’d bust hell right square out of it, 
that’s what. It’s made you a sorta no-
’count music sot, nearly ruint you. Well, 
you taking me up, or not?”  

“No, I ain’t,” Brennan answered 
without a moment’s hesitation. “This here 
instrument has growed into me and I’ve 
growed into it, like it was somethin’ 
human, y’know. Thanks though, a heap. 
So long, Norm, and good luck!”  

Turning in his saddle to wave a hand, 
he saw Tupper Hogan ride up to Sayler for 
his pay. 

Ten minutes afterward, Tupper Hogan 
overtook Lin Brennan on the county road. 
Hogan, too, was young and slim. He 
belonged to a wild cow set over next to the 
badlands. 

“You headed for home, Tup?” Lin 
said, making talk. 

“Yeah,” Tup said. “M’daddy needs 
range help now bad as Norm Sayler does. 
Not a big outfit though. Which way you 
headed, Lin?”  

“I thought,” Lin said, ‘‘I’d cross the 
badlands and see what’s over there. I 
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could spend tonight at your pa’s 
ranchhouse, Tup, couldn’t I?”  

“Why, sure,” young Hogan said. 
“M’daddy likes music, and he’d be 
powerful tickled to have you. Fact is, Lin, 
I’d been thinkin’ I ort to invite you over.”  

They rode on together. 
The sun was low when the two reined 

in at a horse corral behind a rambling, 
ramshackle ranchhouse. Old Pop Hogan, 
tall and gaunt and bearded, came out to 
welcome the cowboy minstrel as warmly 
as though he’d been a dignitary of some 
kind. A little later, Tup’s three stalwart 
brothers rode in from the range. These 
were followed by three other cowboys 
who were equally stalwart and equally 
wild. 

“Say, Pop,” suddenly cried young Tup, 
with his eyes full of twinkles, “s’posen we 
let the bars down here tonight—I mean, 
send for us some jugs o’ bug juice and that 
there Mex fiddler at San Saba, and have us 
a plumb hiyu time—huh?” 

 
LD POP’S eyes, also, were twinkling. 
“It’s mucho bueno with me.” He 

turned to Brennan. “Okay with you, Lin?”  
“Sure,” Lin said. 
It wasn’t, though. Brennan didn’t 

cotton to bug juice, just naturally disliked 
bug juice. But this was hospitality, and 
who was he to turn hospitality down or 
throw cold water on it? He could see a 
hiyu time, all right. No woman here to put 
a damper on anything. Seemed that he’d 
heard of a Hogan celebration that had 
netted two men shot up, another cut badly, 
and still another with his head sort of 
calamitized from collision with a close-
bracketed Alabama banjo, wickedest of 
clubs. 

Not only the Mexican fiddler and half 
a dozen jugs came up from San Saba that 
night. Seven border-jumping hombres 
trailed along. Supper was over, and every 

oil lamp and tallowdip on the place shed 
its saffron light in the big, rough living 
room— 

It really was a hiyu time— 
Linster Brennan woke in the chill 

mauve dawn with his head pounding like a 
steam hammer. He lay flat on his back on 
the ground, near the front steps. Funny 
about that pounding head. There was no 
whiskey on his breath. He swore aloud. A 
gaunt, bearded figure sat up in the gray 
dimness beside him. 

“That you, Pop?”  
“Lin, howdy. Yeah, it’s me. Or, what 

they is left of me.” Old Hogan’s voice had 
a sicklish ring. “Lin, I betcha I drunk half 
a gallon last night. Say, I’m sorry about 
hittin’ you with a chair that way. Didn’t 
mean to. I’d hit at one o’ them jumpers 
and he ducked, and you ketched the lick 
smack on the head. I recollect carryin’ you 
outa the ruckus, and that’s the last I do 
recollect. Sure am a heap sorry, Lin.” 

“It’s all right,” Lin said. He snapped to 
his feet. “Say, where’s my guitar?”  

“Too bad about that, Lin,” Old Pop 
said. 

“Anything happen to my guitar?” 
gasped the cowboy minstrel. 

 
“Why, yeah,” old Hagar said, ‘‘I’m 

afeared so. Somebody set down on it 
endurin’ the ruckus, and plumb mashed it 
to splinters. 

Brennan wanted to shoot somebody. 
But it wouldn’t do any good. He still had 
Norm Sayler’s forty dollars in his pocket, 
and he could buy another guitar with a 
fourth of that. 

So he rode to San Saba, to Yellow 
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Creek and to Hartsville, trying to find a 
guitar that pleased him. There wasn’t one. 
He realized that he’d spoken truly when 
he’d told Norm Sayler that the battered old 
instrument had grown into him—like 
something human. The child who throws 
away her expensive Parisian bisque and 
weeps for her old rag doll would 
understand that. 

 
T THE end of three guitarless, 
songless days, Lin Brennan appeared 

at the Sayler Slashed S. The aged 
cattleman sat on the front gallery with a 
stockmen’s journal in his hands. 

“Hi, Lin. You thought my proposition 
over any more?” 

Brennan hooked a knee over the 
saddlehorn and let the rein fall to his 
pony’s neck. He said: 

“About me settlin’ down here with 
you, Norm? Yeah, I’ve been thinkin’ it 

over, and have decided to take you up—
awful good of you, sure. Y’see, the only 
guitar in the world is gone now. I want to 
be a cowman and amount to somethin’. Is 
the offer still open?” 

“Yeah. Get dinner, then hit the range.”  
Lin hadn’t been gone for an hour when 

Tupper Hogan bobbed up. He was 
grinning. He said, “Well, Norm, I see it 
worked. You was right when you told me 
that Lin wouldn’t have no other guitar. So 
you can give me the fifty you promised me 
the other day when I left here, if somethin’ 
happened to the insterment.”  

Sayler, also, was grinning. “How’d 
you manage that, Tup, and not get killed?”  

“Easy,” Tup said. “All I had to do was 
organize a hiyu time. Wouldn’t expect a 
insterment as flimsy as a guitar to come 
through a hiyu time at Hogan’s in anything 
but splinters, would you?” 
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