
The Back Trail: Trail Bits ôn Piecesé.by Barbara Cuneo alias Sierra Rose 

The California Range Riders held two, one day matches during the  Smokinô in the Oaks BBQ cook 

off, June 6th & 7th.  

Those of us who circled the wagons on Friday evening were treated to a 

complimentary BBQ dinner of mouth watering ribs, steak and the ñworksò 

for dinner and a live band.  The Myers gang could be found out on the dance 

floor shaking off our work week and dancing into our Cowboy World along 

with Frisco Bob, Scarlet Angel and many others, while Tumbleweed helped 

Jared and other children build a fort out of straw bales.  

Saturday 6 a.m.ï The aroma of Bronco Codyôs coffee drifted into our camp. 

Scarlet rolled out of her sleeping bag mumbling something about getting 

her horse fed & Bob was already on his way to the corrals. I didnôt have to 

worry óbout feeding so I got to sleep in a bit longer. When I rolled out of the 

sleeping bag I could hear the laughter coming from where Scarlet, Tumble-

weed, Frisco Bob, Mustang Bobby, Mark and others had joined Bob around his camp (Well we were 

all camped in a circle).  The Penn Valley Smokinô in the Oaks BBQ cook off and Mounted Shooterôs 

High Noon II & III match was on its way!  

The folks in Penn Valley sure knew how to treat the mounted shooters. Those of us who could mount 

our horses after an evening of eating and dancing followed by a complimentary Saturday morning 

breakfast of lick dog, bacon, eggs  and more, put on a great venue for the spectators filling the arena 

with lots of smoke from .45ôs,  rifles and a lot of fast horses. This and mingling smell of smokinô bbq--

-What more could a Cowboy ask for? 

The weather was pleasant for this time of year and there was a 

grove of trees to stand under while riders waited their turn.   Our 

balloon setters did an outstanding job quickly resetting the stages. 

Other volunteers pitched in to do the arduous job of course setting, 

moving barrels and props to keep the show rolling. 

Kid Koncho could be seen wearing his Red Bandana-ñOut to rob 

Bronco Cody and a train along the way.ò We were joined by Mike 

Salmina,  who we have not seen in some time (nice ta see ya cow-

boy). Our newer riders, Cecil MacDonald (Cecil the Kid), and Jon 

Fix (Tumbleweed), are ever improving their mounted shooting 

skills! Good job Fellas!  

We all had a heart felt moment to honor our dear friend Tim Foster as we listened to Steve Holland 

pay a touching tribute,  while watching the flag draped horse with empty saddle being led by  Mike 
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Salmina, circle the arena escorted by the Range Rid-

ers---Our CRR Cowboy farewell for M.H. Brumley, 

Texas Ranger, a True Cowboy in every sense.  

There were two rifle stages each day and a great 

ñWild Westò demonstration  from our President, Old 

Buckaroo. Two guns a blazinô and Snakipoo runninô, 

gun smoke and dead balloons everywhere. 

The spectators were full of questions and took the 

opportunity to speak with our friendly riders.  

John Myers (Barbwire) beat Jerry Bestpitch 

(Expressman) for the overall on Saturday by a mere 

3.457 seconds.  He wore that hard earned grin all weekend and is itching to do it again!  

Congratulations to J.T. Myers (Kid Koncho), & Steve Holland (Old Buckaroo) for shooting clean on 

Saturday, seems there were a few outlaw balloons left by everyone on Sunday! 

Saturdayôs top 10: 1) John Myers 2) Jerry Bestpitch 3) Mike Salmina 4) J.T. Myers 5) Judy Stewart 6) 

Steve Holland 7) Dan Millikin 8) Jerry Kurtz 9) Bob Leggitt 10) Barbara Godfrey  

While the smoke settled in the arena, the band started up for Saturday evening where I found Old 

Buckaroo & California Girl ñcutting a rugò, Mustang Bobby & Mark ñkickinô up their heels and 

Johnny Longknife swinging Scarlet across the dance floor. I think Lone Star Kidôs feet were on fire! 

What a way to end the day. As M.H. Brumley would say, ñWe were livinô large & havinô a fine time!ò 

The band quieted and the card games gave way as camp buttoned up for the night. 

Sunday a.m. The rooster crowed, the sun dawned 

over the horizon and the aroma of fresh coffee drifted 

on the gentle breeze from  Bronco Codyôs camp. Bob 

Leggitt (Bronco Cody) strolled around camp enjoying 

the early morning, sipping from his cup of fresh 

brew. Noticing a couple of sleeping bags with bodies 

still snoozing (only 6:15 a.m.) ï ñHey you guys, if 

youôre going to shoot you better roll out and feed your 

horses!ò 

ñAre yôall ready?! Saddle up!ò Cowboys & Cowgirls put down the coffee cups and gathered their 

horses, mounted up and made their way towards the arena. 

Time for me to get to the announcers booth to keep score. Steve 

Holland could be seen setting up the stage with help from other 

riders. Another new adventure was on the horizon! 

Bronco Cody lit up his cigar, looked around and announced, 

ñLetôs get this show on the road!ò  He could be seen sending up 

smoke singles from his cigar as he R.O.ed, keeping a watchful 

eye to make sure the arena was clear of balloon setter, dropped 
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