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`
Foreword by Award Winning 

and Best Selling Western 
Author WR Benton  

R E T U R N  T O  C A L L E R ’ S  S P R I N G ,  the continu-
ing saga of the Reese family, is a book that will capture 
your interest immediately. A contemporary Christian 
western, situated in Wyoming, it will reveal that the 
powerful cowboy spirit and strong belief in the Lord, 
as well as the Spirit of God, is still very much alive.  As 
a Christian, I think master wordsmith Jim Burnett, has 
a powerful, yet simple message in his latest work, and 
he does a great job telling it, too.  We can do anything 
with the help of God and when His hand touches us, 
things begin to happen.  I also think country folks and 
cowboy families have strong Christian ties with the 
Lord and they always have had. 



vi

R E T U R N  T O  C A L L E R ’ S  S P R I N G  R A N C H

As a cowboy and author of forty books, dozens of 
which are cowboy books, many of them were Amazon 
best sellers.  I lack the religious knowledge and writing 
skills that Jim displays in his work, but I consider him 
a  “Christian story teller.”  I give praise to God that my 
work has done so well, because it is His hand that has 
made my writing a success, not me.  While I have writ-
ten children’s books with religious messages, hoping to 
teach my young readers about God and the importance 
of living a Christian life, by following the Ten Com-
mandments, I lack Jim’s polished skills.  While we both 
are active in pushing God through our work, we each 
do it a different way.   Most of my books, even adult 
books, have at least a discussion about religion, which I 
feel is important.  Some of my readers have complained 
about my reference to God and his will.  But, they’d 
better get used to hearing about religion in my books, 
because that will never change. 

My Westerns are historical westerns, so as such, I do 
a great deal of research and I’ve found God mentioned 
countless times in old manuscripts, letters, diaries, or 
newspaper clipping, something you’ll not find so much 
these days.  It’s important to remember that in the 
1800’s there was a very strong belief in the Lord, most 
folks had at least a family Bible, and churches were very 
active.  A church was more than a place of worship, 
it was a meeting place for folks of all ages.  Suppers 
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were held there, ice cream socials, and programs were 
established to let the youth meet each other, and share 
the glory of God.  More than one young man met his 
future wife in church. 

As a child, I attended church three nights a week 
and then Sunday school on Sunday mornings and then 
services that ended at 11 am.  We’d be back again by 7 
pm on Sunday to attend evening service.  I strongly feel 
that more people need to accept God into their lives 
and turn to watching good clean television shows or 
reading more books like Jim’s, which is entertainment 
for the soul.  Our children being raised today know 
very little about God, because He’s been taken from 
our homes, schools, and government.  Attendance at 
churches, the last I read has dropped over the last few 
years.  This is due, in my opinion, to folks losing touch 
with who and what they are, and feeling they don’t 
need God.  If they live long enough and learn about the 
good Lord, they’ll soon wonder how they lived without 
Him.  

Jim’s story of the Paint Rock Cowboy Recovery 
Center was what eventually grew out of the desires of 
many folks, but the real motivated individuals behind 
it were the Reese’s, who’d lived on the same large ranch 
for generations, and were convinced that God wanted 
them to establish the center.  Through many failures 
and difficulties, many people today would have given 
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up and moved on with their lives.  The Reeses did not 
quit and they turned to God with their problems, as 
they did most things in life.  While not an easy task, the 
story clearly shows, we can do all things through Christ 
who strengthens us, if we have faith and truly believe.  
If it is God’s will, things start to happen, as in this story 
and the outcome leaves no doubt the Lord was behind 
it from the start. 

Jim has done an excellent job of delivering an en-
tertaining Christian cowboy tale of faith and courage.  
To simply tell a tall cowboy tale is hard enough, he 
also delivers a powerful message, and it’s one all Chris-
tians today often need reminding of.  So, I suggest 
you get his book, take it home, and get comfortable 
as you read.  Once you start the story, it will hook you 
so strongly, you’ll want to continue reading until you 
finish.  Hopefully, Jim will soon have another Reese 
Family book out. May God bless all of you,

W. R. Benton 
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Introduction

T H E  R E E S E  FA M I LY  H A D  raised cattle on their 
3,000-acre Wyoming homestead for six generations. 
During their 200-plus years of living in the west, God 
had used them as deep channels of blessings upon 
those who knew them and those who came in contact 
with them. Since changing the ranch’s name from Re-
ese and Reese Enterprises to Caller’s Spring Ranch and 
dedicating its existence to the Lord, Jeb Reese and his 
extended family had seen the hand of God in motion 
continuously over the last decade and a half. 

Through Cowboy Recovery, which had become a 
signature ministry of the family’s ranch, Colt’s horse-
manship clinics and Sam McCoy’s highly successful 
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and innovative bovine enterprises, God was afoot, us-
ing this family to profoundly impact thousands of peo-
ple. This is not surprising when you survey the history 
of the Reeses and their migration from Wales to Amer-
ica. You readily see an inimitable pattern: generation 
after generation, this family was serving the purpose 
of God for their lifetime. They were doing that which 
God had put them on earth to do. 

A tenacious bunch was the Reeses. The pioneers of 
the family risked life and limb to settle the American 
frontier. But their bravery was not wasted. In fact, they, 
and many others of their kind, inspired countless num-
bers of people to follow behind their bootprints and 
wagon tracks. Few traces exist today of these dreamers’ 
physical migration, other than ruts and historic land-
marks, as they forded rivers, traversed valleys, crossed 
over mountain ranges, and traveled over the plains and 
prairies to reach their destinations. But nonetheless, 
their spirit and influence is very much alive in the gen-
erations who followed and who continue to live there 
today. 

Some can only dream of living in the rugged west 
where raising cattle and horses and soaking in the pan-
oramic views of snow-capped mountain ranges and 
smelling the unmistakable fragrance of sage growing 
wild on the plains is a common daily experience. All of 
this and more make the western heritage lover’s heart 
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race and his mind swirl with wistfulness. It even leaves 
some wishing that that they had been born in the ear-
lier centuries when America was just an infant. Many 
can only imagine such a life, but for the Reese family, 
it’s been a reality lived out over a century and a half. 

Like the biblical characters in antiquity who traced 
their lineage and genealogies back to their patriarchs 
and matriarchs, the Reeses did the same. They knew 
well their roots and celebrated their rich history. The 
family’s American legacy began when young Mihan-
gel Augustus Reese and wife Aileen Reese left Wales in 
the late 1790s on a schooner bound for the Americas. 
They landed on Roanoke Island, North Carolina two 
months later. From there they traveled to the eastern 
valley of Tennessee where they carved out a life and a 
homestead. Two decades later, their first son Jedidiah 
and his wife Sadie, along with some other family mem-
bers and friends, migrated westward to help settle the 
Wyoming frontier. Thus, the Reese clan, as a whole, 
made a deep imprint on the virgin soils of America. 

Augustus (Gus) Reese, the son of Jedidiah and Sa-
die, was perhaps the most flamboyant of them all as he 
played a crucial role in helping to civilize the Wyoming 
territory in the mid-1800s. Gus was a man of many 
talents. Even as a young boy, he was an excellent wheel-
wright and master woodsmith who learned his trades 
at the feet of his father. The dad and son duo used their 
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skills to repair the wagons of settlers and the tools of 
miners and trappers who passed by The Horse Creek 
Trading Post, which they owned and operated. The 
Reeses also supplied travelers with dry goods such as 
grains, sugar, flour, coffee as well as implements need-
ed to homestead. With each service rendered and with 
every supply sold, this family presented a godly witness 
to those who crossed their path. Without the Reeses’ 
trading post and what it offered to those who visited, 
many of the traveling pioneers would have been forced 
to stop short of their desired destinations. 

In 1860, at the age of fifteen, Gus was hired on by 
the Pony Express that ran a station out of Fort Laramie, 
not far from Horse Creek, Wyoming. This delivery sys-
tem, aback of a horse, was the fastest of its kind to link 
communications with the east and west, and served as 
a precursor to the telegraph. Gus was a gutsy, wiry fel-
low who had exceptional riding skills. Thus, he fit the 
bill for what the Pony Express was looking for in their 
employees. At the reluctance of his God-fearing moth-
er, Sadie, Gus, along with 157 other youth elite riders, 
pledged the life of his horse and himself to deliver his 
cargo between mail stations. The services rendered by 
the Pony Express and its employees paved the way for 
the telegraph and railroad to be built across the fron-
tier. 
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Gus’s contribution to the west did not end there, 
however, not by a long shot. This young man had 
come to love and appreciate the Native American In-
dians who populated the hills, mountains, prairies, 
and plains of Wyoming that surrounded his family’s 
homestead. He was troubled by the constant hostility 
and tension that existed between the Indians and the 
white man, which often led, unfortunately, to war and 
bloodshed. Gus never once fired his Pony Express req-
uisitioned colt at a hostile Indian, when riding his mail 
route, even when they were often in hot pursuit of his 
scalp. He had nothing but admiration and respect for 
the Native Americans. Thus, at the age of twenty-two, 
he became a powerful advocate of peace between the 
government and the Plains Indians, brokering the Trea-
ty of Fort Laramie in 1868. 

Consequently, Gus was known among the Lakota, 
Cheyenne, Arapaho, and Sioux tribes to be a man of 
big medicine, or in English, a man of great influence. 
He was sympathetic to the Indians who were having 
their lands snatched up acre by acre by miners and land 
hungry settlers. Because of that, Reese was one of few 
among the “white eyes,” a description given by the In-
dian tribes for the white men, who could ride into Na-
tive American camps across Southern Wyoming with-
out fear of stopping an arrow. 
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Another accomplishment that Gus had under his 
saddle was the fact that he was one of the first cattle 
ranchers on the Wyoming frontier to successfully raise 
Texas Longhorns. In 1866, right after the Civil War 
ended, he and a small band of vaqueros trailed the herd 
of 300 up from the Texas Panhandle to his family’s 
homestead. The Longhorns thrived on the open-range 
grama grasses of the prairie and plains as they fed along 
with the buffalo that sadly were dwindling.

To be sure, Gus Reese was a colorful character 
that made his mark on the west. He was a legend of 
the Great Plains and a man who proudly floated his 
stick with God. And although the old cowboy walked 
through his last gate in 1910 at the age of sixty-five, 
his legacy was very much alive in his descendants who 
followed. 
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Coffee on Eagle Pass

O N  A N  E A R LY  F R O S T Y  Saturday morning in Oc-
tober of 2016, in Horse Creek, Wyoming, Rita Reese 
woke up as it was getting light. Peeking out her bay 
window in the kitchen toward the barn, she saw the 
silhouette of a cowboy saddling his horse. He was get-
ting ready to make the half-mile trek toward the big 
cottonwood on the hill. This was no new thing, given 
Jeb Reese, the great-grandson of Augustus (Gus) Reese 
and Rita’s other half, had made this ride every Saturday 
morning over the last year. Other than Caller’s Spring, 
the sacred cave on the backside of the homestead that 
had come to mean so much to the Reeses over the 
years, Eagle Pass was Jeb Reese’s favorite place to visit. 
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Rita often wondered what went across the mind 
of her husband as he sat in his saddle, looking over 
the ranch from the summit he had fondly named Eagle 
Pass. This particular morning curiosity got the best of 
her, so she decided to join Jeb on the ridge and find 
out for herself. Hoping he wouldn’t feel intruded upon, 
Rita quickly filled a thermos with coffee, grabbed two 
cups, and rushed to the barn where she saddled up Kit-
ty, her old chestnut sorrel mare, and cantered toward 
the overlook. As horse and rider arrived at the vertical 
incline, Rita leaned forward in her saddle, positioning 
her weight over the front shoulders of her mare. With 
one hand holding the split reins and the other grip-
ping the saddle horn, she clucked at Kitty and gently 
bumped her belly with her boot heels. Without hesitat-
ing, the mare lunged forward, aggressively digging into 
the dirt and limestone hill with her hooves. Jeb had 
spotted Rita riding his way, long before she arrived. He 
was hoping that all was well. 

“Is everything okay, babe?” asked Jeb as Rita 
reached the top. 

“Everything is fine darling,” she responded as she 
laughingly continued, “but Kitty may not think so.” 

The old mare was winded from traversing the steep 
grade, so Rita dismounted to give her a breather. Jeb 
stepped down off Dillon, his buckskin gelding, and 
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joined his wife as they sat against the base of the huge 
cottonwood. 

“I hope I’m not crowding you, Jeb, by coming up 
here, but I thought you might like some coffee.” 

Chuckling, Jeb replied, “You know I can always 
drink a cup of your coffee, honey.” 

“Well, help me up, and I’ll get you some. The ther-
mos is in my saddle bag along with two cups,” said 
Rita. 

Jeb rose to his feet, quickly locating the stainless 
Stanley thermos which he handed to Rita. She spun 
the top off and began pouring the steaming black liq-
uid into the cups Jeb had retrieved and was holding in 
his hands. He had never had coffee delivered to him at 
Eagle Pass and didn’t want to rush the experience. 

“Hold this, babe,” Jeb said to Rita as he handed her 
his coffee. Then he briskly walked over and loosened 
the cinches of Dillon and Kitty and pulled their bri-
dles off, hanging them on the saddle horns so they each 
could graze along the hillside. As Jeb turned to walk 
back toward Rita, he rubbed his hands together, rid-
ding them of the loose horsehair clinging to his fingers 
from handling Dillon and Kitty. Each of the horses was 
sporting their newly grown winter coats, which made 
them very hairy. 

“Now, let’s sit a while,” said Jeb, “and enjoy our 
java.” Rita smiled and handed Jeb his cup. 
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Jeb raised it to his nose, breathed in and out, and 
said, “Wow, there’s nothing like enjoying a good cup 
of cowboy coffee, perched on my favorite hill, with the 
love of my life.” 

“Now Jeb,” said Rita, “that kind of talk will get you 
just about anything you want.” 

They both laughed and gave each other a hug and 
then Rita remembered what brought her to the summit 
this morning in the first place. 

“Honey,” asked Rita, “what draws you to this place? 
Why do you ride up here every Saturday morning?” 

“You mean other than it making me feel like John 
Wayne in the movie Chisholm?” Jeb said with a big 
smile and his laughing eyes. 

Giggling and bumping Jeb with her elbow, Rita re-
plied, “Yeah, other than that.”

“Well, Rita,” said Jeb with a little pause, “this is 
where I come to pray for my family, each one of them 
by name. I pray for my boys, Sam and Colt, that they 
would always be men of God and love their wives the 
way Christ loves his church. I pray for my daughters, 
Caroline and Jenny (although they were legally just 
his daughters-in-law), that they would always feel 
loved and appreciated by their husbands. I pray for my 
grandchildren, Jake, Nathan, Ali, and Emily that they 
would personally know the Lord and live for his glory. 
And I pray for you, Rita,” Jeb said with a pause, “that 



19

Coffee on Eagle Pass

you will know how precious you are to me and what 
a wonderful wife, mother, and grandmother you are. 
That’s why I come up here.” 

As Jeb turned toward Rita, his eyes were leaking, 
but he was not alone. Rita’s were also filled with tears. 
Some might say that this cowboy, who once was a hard 
twist, who once was stoic and showed little emotion 
no matter what the circumstances, who once rode to 
glory on the backs of the rankest broncs that ever came 
out of chutes, had mellowed over the years. But Rita 
would disagree and tell you that Jeb Reese, with God’s 
grace, had just simply aged to perfection. He, now, was 
not just a man’s man among the cowboy and ranch-
ing community, he was God’s man, dressed from head 
to toe with the character and love of Christ. And this 
was exactly what his dad, Jake, had aspired for him as 
recorded in a letter given to Jeb at Caller’s Spring cave 
more than three decades ago, a letter written only a 
couple of days before Jake’s and Jenny’s tragic vehicle 
fatality. 

Jeb and Rita Reese spent over an hour on Eagle 
Pass this morning talking, laughing, and cuddling be-
fore they decided to ride for home. Jeb caught and bri-
dled the horses and tightened their cinches while Rita 
repacked the thermos and cups into her saddlebags. As 
they climbed up on their mounts, gathered their reins 
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in their hands, and sunk their boots into their stirrups, 
Rita looked at Jeb and asked, “You ready honey?” 

“Yes, I am,” said Jeb. 
Rita pointed Kitty toward home and gave her a 

squeeze with her legs. Dillon, without any prompting, 
followed his old stable mate toward home. 

“Hold up, honey,” said Jeb as he pulled back on 
Dillon’s reins. “There’s another reason for my coming 
to this place that I didn’t tell you about.” 

Rita pressed the left rein to Kitty’s neck and the 
mare wheeled around to the right. Now facing Jeb and 
Dillon, Rita replied, “What’s that, Jeb?” 

“On this hill, I’m reminded of another hill: the hill 
of Calvary. Often, as I’m up here, I think about Je-
sus dying on that cross for me. Just as the bald eagles 
pass over this ridge daily and land in the trees, God’s 
judgment passed over me and landed on Jesus. I think 
about all the suffering and pain he went through and I 
am grateful. I’m grateful that he forgave my past. And 
I’m grateful that he has given our family an amazing 
future.”

“Rita, we have been blessed beyond words. Just 
think about how God has used our ranch and our fam-
ily to bring himself glory. Think about how Cowboy 
Recovery (CR) has spread across the country and how 
God has used our ranch, Caller’s Spring, as a watering 
hole and recovery center for so many. Great-Grandpa 
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Gus was spot on when he named this place Caller’s 
Spring from Judges 15:19. It has certainly been a spir-
itual watering hole where many people have come for 
a drink.” 

As Rita listened to Jeb recount the blessings of God 
on their marriage, their family, and their ranch, from 
atop of Eagle Pass, she became overwhelmed with joy 
and gratitude. Right there astraddle Kitty, Rita lifted 
her hands in praise to God and offered up a prayer. 
At the end of her prayer, Jeb said, “Amen, and now, I 
believe we can go home.” 

God had indeed used the Reese family for his pur-
poses. From the moment they changed their ranch’s 
name from Reese and Reese Enterprise to Caller’s 
Spring Ranch, the Lord’s favor came to rest upon them. 
But the Lord was not finished. 


