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ASSISTING ANANIAS

by W. C. Tuttle

Author of “Precedents in Piperock,” “Shepherds for Science,” etc.



“Chuck” Warner is the biggest liar on earth. There may be liars who can figure out a whopper of a lie once in a while, and then lay back and let her go as she lies, but Chuck never lays back. No, sir. That hombre never lays down on the job.

Chuck has a Roman-nosed sort of a face, and a pair of “so-help-me-grandma” eyes that would bunco an angel. He’s got a pair of flexible ears, like a burro, which he wiggles a heap when contemplating.

Me and Chuck and “Magpie” Simpkins sets on the top pole of a corral at the Cross J, while Magpie seems to dig deep-like into a sheet of newspaper. Magpie is so long that he can hook his spurs into the lower pole of that fence, and I can tell by the way his tired mustache seems to wiggle that he’s interested.

“I’m ambitious,” states Chuck. “I don’t want to be no forty-a-month puncher all my life. That’s the reason I consults you fellers. You’ve got to open the door when Opportunity shows up, ain’t you?”

“Yeah,” nods Magpie. “It’s reasonable reasoning, Chuck. Where did you get this here paper?”

“Henderson’s barber-shop. What do you think of her, Magpie?”

“Chuck—” Magpie backs against a post and crosses his long legs—“Chuck, you may be the realest liar in the West, but this here proposition will take something bigger than a danged lie. You can’t walk right up to the door of that million-dollar teepee and say, ‘Papa, look at your long lost Ashburton.’

“You’ve got to prove things, Chuck. You’ve got to show ’em the bullet-hole, as it were. They ain’t going to hand you no ten million dollars just because you wiggles your ears at ’em and says, ‘I’m him.’ Them folks back there will hanker for something beside your word, Chuck.”

“I reckon you’re right, Magpie.”

Chuck sighs deep-like and chaws on his chin-strap.

“It could be me, though. Ashburton is described as being small for his age and blue-eyed. He runs away to fight Injuns twenty years ago, and his folks wouldn’t know him now. I left home about the same time, but it’s a cinch my name wasn’t De Puyster.

“But, Magpie, it’s a big pot to play for, and a feller can’t win unless he draws cards, can he? Think of ten million dollars! I figured her all out. At forty a month it would take me twenty thousand, eight hundred and thirty-three years and four months to amass that much, if I didn’t spend a cent.”

“Miserable outlook,” agrees Magpie sympathetic-like. “What do you think, Ike?”

“He’d never amass that much,” says I. “Chuck ain’t steady enough. Let me see the paper.”

Said paper was published somewhere on Sunday. One side of her tells the virtues of some kinda baking-powder that, according to the obituary, would raise big on two small pair; but on the other side is a whole page devoted to Ashburton De Puyster, the missing heir.

According to the legend, little Ashburton hopped the home corral when he was about twelve, and ain’t peeped publicly since. Since he left home his pa has piled up shekels until he’s lousy with wealth, and little Ashburton has about ten million coming when he gets back.

They’ve had detectives prowling around for years, but all they ever turned in was expense accounts. The deduction is that little Ashburton traileth around somewhere in the West, likely with a Injun tribe.

There’s a big picture of a milk-fed baby in the middle of the page, and around it is a lot of pictures which shows little Ashburton living with a tribe of Injuns, which I don’t sabe by their dress; and another shows him traveling alongside of the moon, setting on a travois, smoking a calumet pipe. I hands the paper back to Magpie.

“What do you think, Ike?” asks Chuck.

“Looks like a cross between Siwash, Piegans and Navaho,” says I.

“Which is?”

“The Injuns he lives with.”

“You’re more observing than intelligent,” opines Chuck. “I mean, what do you think my chances are to be little Ashburton De Puyster?”

“It’s all right with me, but I’d advise caution, Chuck. That town is beyond the Dakota border, and any time you gets beyond that there’s a heap of danger. I don’t trust the United States after I gets beyond where they blaze trails.”

Magpie sort of nods, and snaps his cigaret into the corral.

“Ike’s right—for once,” he observes. “She’s a long shot, Chuck, but as you say, it’s a hi-yu stake. A million is a lot of money.”

“Ten million,” corrects Chuck.

“Originally, Chuck. My idea is that you gets eight million and me and Ike split the other two. Eight is enough for you, ain’t it?”

“Talk about it,” says Chuck. “I want to know what I’m giving away all that money for.”

“To get help to prove one of your danged lies. Come up to my cabin tonight, and we’ll see what we can figure out.”

Chuck wiggles his ears some more, and we all shakes hands. Me and Magpie gets our broncs and goes home, and then Magpie goes into a trance.

He sets down in a chair, puts his feet on a shelf and settles down on the back of his neck. From the restful attitude of him I’d say that his remote ancestors were bats.

I has to shoot twice under his chair to call him to supper, and he eats in silence. Along about dark Chuck rides up and comes in.

“How’s the idea coming, Magpie?” he inquires.

“How much money you got, Chuck?”

“About two hundred I’ve saved for a rainy day.”

“The wet season is at hand,” proclaims Magpie. “It can’t deluge much on two hundred, but it will make a little dampness. Me and Ike have got three broncs, six burros, which ought to be worth a little, and we’ve still got a few hundred left in the bank. Maybe we can rustle about a thousand between us to sweeten the pot; eh, Ike?”

“Deal me a hole-card, at least,” says I.

“She’s a million-dollar stake, Ike.”

“Uh-huh,” says I. “I know, but I want to see what I’ve got to beat.”



Magpie puts his feet back on the shelf, lights a cigaret and peers at the ceiling.

“Thusly she appears to old man Simpkins’ favorite child: The De Puyster family wouldn’t know Ashburton from one of Hank Padden’s Seven-A calves, ’cause he’s changed a heap in twenty years. They opines that little Ashburton hived up in the West.

“In reality, little Ashburton comes into cactus lands, and is captured by a fierce tribe of Injuns. Thereupon he becomes a blood-brother in the tribe, the same of which ranges beyond where the roads are cut out. He still clings to the family name, the same of which is uncommon. Later on he becomes tired of scalping and falls in with a old prospector.

“Comes a time when the call of blood whispers thusly, ‘Go home and see what the old wickiup looks like.’ Ashburton listens to the call like a coyote to the cackle of a hen, and then he decides to go East.

“He discloses the idea to his old chief and to the old prospector. They holds a council, and decides to sell a few feet of wampum and take the pilgrimage with him.

“We ain’t seen no paper. Sabe? We’re innocent of all wrong. We’ve all got a part to play in the drama. See the idea?”

“What is my part?” I asks.

“You’ll be the child’s Injun papa, Ike—his adopted papa.”

“Like —— I will. Me? A papa to Chuck Warner? Not any, thank you!”

“You will!” snaps Magpie. “You adopted him, and you can’t renege.”

“I did not!”

“You say you won’t?”

Magpie drops his feet back on the floor, and squints at me.

“You say you won’t, Ike?”

“Well,” say I, “all I can say is this: I showed danged poor taste.”

“I’m the old prospector,” says Magpie. “I’ll be knowed as—as—what would be a good name to call me?”

“I know,” says I. “But it wouldn’t never get into print. You couldn’t pick a worse one than you’ve got.”

“You’ll be knowed as Black Hawk, Ike—chief of the Cactus tribe.”

“Symbolic,” says I, “’cause somebody is going to get stuck.”

“I ought to have a Injun name,” says Chuck. “Naturally I’d have one in the tribe.”

“We’ll call you Sa-in-Ana,” says I. “Spell it backwards and make any translation you like.”

Thus ended the council. Our livestock, saddles, ropes and so forth brought up two hundred and twenty-five dollars, and with what we’ve got in the bank brings the ante to a little over nine hundred. Piperock is naturally inquisitive as to our pilgrimage.

“Brazil,” says Magpie. “I have cornered the nut supply of South America.”

“And of Yaller Rock County, too, Magpie,” admits “Buck” Masterson.

“Pshaw!” grins Magpie. “I’m taking these along for seed.”

Piperock hated to see us go. When Art Miller managed to get his four stage horses under control I found a hole in my new hat, and Chuck had two buttons shot off his vest. Magpie and Art had sense enough to drop into the bottom of the stage until we’re out of sight.

It sure is fine to have a send-off like that. They wouldn’t hurt us for the world, but they lets their feelings get the best of them, and they forgets where they’re shooting.

“Three tickets to Burlingame,” says Magpie.

“Burlingame what?” asks the depot agent at Paradise.

“You got more than one?” asks Magpie.

“It’s in Ohio,” says Chuck, “I remember that much.”

“Takes a good memory to know where you’re going,” says the feller, and then he proceeds to make out tickets which are as long as a Summer day in Yuma.

“Train leaves in an hour,” says he.

“That gives us plenty of time,” says Magpie as we went outside.

“Plenty of time to do what?” I asks.

“Get you shaved smooth, Ike. You never seen a Injun with whiskers.”

And right then, for the first time in years and years, Ike Harper saw himself as he really is. After the shave is over Magpie and Chuck hurries me over to a vacant shack near the depot.

“For what?” I asks.

Magpie unties that war-sack and dumps the contents out on the ground. Shades of Sitting Bull! Magpie must have robbed seven tribes to get that bunch of garments. There’s everything from a string of clamshells to a bow and arrows. Then he produces a small can and a brush.

“What you got there? I asks, and he holds it before me.

The epitaph proclaims it to be Henry’s Mahogany Stain—for interiors.

“I ain’t dry, Magpie,” says I. “Drink it yourself.”

“You’ve got to be a Injun color, Ike,” says Chuck, wiggling his ears. “We’ll only run her down to your collar-bone and from your finger ends to your shoulders. We’ve got some danged nice-smelling stuff for your hair.”

I don’t blame that train for whistling. I stood there on the platform and watched her roll in, and I wouldn’t blame that train if it had turned right around and went back.

“Look stoical like a Injun, Ike,” says Magpie. “Don’t grin.”

“Grin ——!” says I. “I can’t move my face. I’m beginning to set.”

I’ve sure got some regalia, if you asks me. On my purple locks I’ve got a moth-eaten Piegan war-bonnet, and around my neck I’ve got three strings of clam-shells. I’ve got on a low-necked buckskin shirt that was made for a twenty-eight chest, and the sleeves only come half-way from my elbows to my wrists.

I’ve got on flannel panties, which were made from the rainbow, the seat of which was never included by the maker, forcing me to wear a blanket around my waist to hide the fact. The moccasins were made for a sixteen foot and have holes in the sole. I’ve got a stone pipe about three feet long, decorated with chicken feathers, and a bow and arrows.

We makes a break for the train as soon as she stops, but before we could climb aboard a conductor heads us off.

“Pullman?” he asks.

“Burlingame,” says Magpie.

“Standard?” says he.

“Ohio,” says Chuck.

“Are you going to ride in the sleeper?” he snorts mean-like.

“Oh, sure,” says Magpie. “Let down the bars.”

“Is the Indian one of your party?” he asks.

“This ain’t no party,” says Chuck. “This is business. He’s with us.”

“Smoking-car for him,” says the conductor. “No Injuns in the Pullman. Aboo-o-o-o-ard!”

They wouldn’t let me in that car with Magpie and Chuck.

“Against the rules,” says the conductor. “No argument. Smoking-car is five cars ahead.”

“Papa, that’s hard luck,” says Chuck, looking at me sorrowful-like. “Your son feels that humiliation.”

“You Indian too?” asks the conductor.

“My name is De Puyster!” snaps Chuck, and him and Magpie went inside.

“Can you understand English?” asks the conductor.

“No, I can’t,” says I. “Lot of things I can’t understand, and one of ’em is this: Why can’t I ride in a sleeping-car?”

“Against the rules for Indians to ride there.”

“I wasn’t born a Injun.”

“I wasn’t born a conductor either,” says he. “But that wouldn’t keep me from being throwed out if I got into a place where they didn’t allow conductors.”

“Some day,” says I, “I’m going to have enough money to buy this road, and then I hope you strike me for a job.”

“All right,” says he. “I don’t care a whoop who I work for.”



I’ve got my money and ticket in my medicine-pouch, so I opens the door of that car, and starts off down the aisle. Everybody seems to get a heap interested in me.

That danged train seems to weave a heap, and I has a hard time hitting a straight trail. Pretty soon I has to grab the back of a seat.

A couple of ladies in the seat seem to get interested in my blanket, and one of ’em says:

“Marjorie, here is a real Indian! Just think of it!”

“How romantic!” gasps the other one, fingering my blanket. “Oh, I’d love to have that robe for my den. Sister Mary, did you ever see such gorgeous colors in your life?”

“Perhaps we can purchase it,” says Mary. “The Indian has little idea of value, and we might get a bargain.”

The train gives another roll, and I sets down with them.

“How much you take?” asks the sister Mary person, making sign-talk that nobody but herself could read. “You sellum blanket? You sabe trade?”

“Ma’am,” says I, “I’ll trade you even for a pair of pants.”

Bang! I got a wallop right across the varnish, and it knocked my war-bonnet down over one eye.

“The idea!” shrieks one of ’em. “The idea!”

“Well,” says I, “if you had on my clothes you’d see the idea different-like,” and then I ambled out of there.

I didn’t halt any more until I comes to a car where the smoke is thick. Then I sets down and arranges my bonnet. I’d say that sister Mary had some wallop, but she never busted the varnish crust, at that.

I’ve got a small bottle of hooch hid away inside of my seatless panties, and as soon as I gets settled I raises it to my lips.

“Here!” snaps a voice, and I gets yanked loose from my bottle. “No drinking on this train.”

It’s the conductor, and he glares at me like I’m something awful.

“Where did you get this liquor?” he asks. “Somebody give it to you?”

I’m so danged mad I can’t answer.

“I’d like to catch the man who would sell whisky to an Indian,” says he. “I’d fix ’im!”

And he pokes off down the car out of sight.

I knowed a feller who was scalped by Injuns, and I used to feel sorry for him, but right now my sympathy goes out to the Injun who done the deed; he ought to have taken the feller’s hide, too. They talk about the atrocities practised upon the whites by savage Injuns! Honest to grandma, I think the Injuns were too meek.

I didn’t want to get into no fights, ’cause I felt that if anybody hit me anywhere between the dandruff and the collar-bone I’d crack just like shellac. That blamed mahogany stuff has set until I’m glazed all over the face, and I hope nothing funny happens.

I can’t shut my eyes and can hardly open my mouth. I just sets there and thinks less of a million every minute. I’d give my share to be able to grin.

Along about dark Magpie and Chuck comes in.

“I asked ’em if they fed Injuns in the feed-car, but they said no,” states Magpie. “So me and Chuck swiped something for you.”

Chuck digs deep into his pocket, and then makes a fool face.

“Gee cripes! Here’s what’s left, Ike.”

He holds out an awful-looking mess in one hand.

“Originally what?” I asks.

“Peach-pie.”

“What did you bring, Magpie?” I asks.

“Knife and fork. I’d ’a’ got a spoon, Ike, but the waiter was looking.”

“Never mind,” says I sweet-like. “The knife and fork will do. I suppose tonight you’ll bring me a feather out of your pillow.”

“Nope; we’ve got a scheme, Ike. Me and Chuck and you owns both tiers of that bunk. Sabe? We’ll sleep down-stairs, and tonight when everybody is asleep, you sneak back there and crawl into the upper bunk. Nobody will know the difference.”

“Yes,” says I; “and one thing more: I want you to put that war-sack up there so I can get my own clothes. Sabe? I’m willing to be a Injun on land but not on a train.”

“All right,” agrees Chuck. “I reckon we can make a Injun out of you later on. We’ll leave your clothes in the bunk. Adiós.”

Cometh night. The lights are turned low and the snores turned high. Big Chief Black Hawk looketh for a place to hold up. Big chief goes in single file down the narrow cañon. He’d have a —— of a time going in anything but single file down that train.

I thought that somebody reached out to shake hands with me, but after shaking hands with it I finds it’s a foot. I’m halfway through the next car when a woman shoves her face out between the curtains and whispers hoarse-like—

“Good-night, honey!”

She looks right into my face, and subsides without a groan. Her hand flopped over the edge of the bunk, so I shook hands with her and put it back. I’ll bet she felt of her scalp when she awoke.

I counted four cars and then began to count numbers until I found the right one. I didn’t want to wake anybody up, but I’m no humming-bird. I’ve occupied one of them upper bunks before, and I’m wise to the fact that you need a ladder. I didn’t have any ladder with me, and I sure didn’t want to take no chances yelling for a partner, so I decided that I’d have to grow wings or hop high.

There’s so much snoring going on that I figures a little more noise won’t do any harm. I opens the curtains a little ways, walks back up the car, spits on my hands so my feet won’t slip, and then I gallops right down the narrow aisle.



I figured I could get a good run and then hop plumb inside. The idea was all right—like the trade I tried to make with my blanket.

I don’t take more than three strides when into the other end of the car comes a female person. She’s dressed in white, and her golden hair was hanging down her back.

It must ’a’ been a shock to her to see a wild Injun galloping down the aisle toward her, ’cause she lets out a yelp like a lost soul, and started going back.

I say “started going back” ’cause she don’t no more than get up a little speed when she meets that colored porter person. I hears a yell and a bump, and sees a pair of number seventeen soles in the air. Then I hears a agonized voice inquire:

“Law-w-w-w-dee! Law-w-w-w-w-dee! Whut’s gwine on? Whut’s gwine on?”

Black Hawk ain’t passing out information. He leans back, takes a good aim, and it was a good shot—under the circumstances. I hops high and handsome, and twists into that bunk like a chip in a whirlpool.

Zowie! Somebody rolls over me. I gets a glimpse of a white nightgown, as the wearer sailed out where I sailed in, and I hears feetsteps going away down the car.

“——!” says I, peering out. “I must ’a’ picked the wrong nest.”

“Ike!” I hears Magpie whisper. “Where are you?”

“Don’t ask fool questions!” I snaps. “Where are you?”

I hears several voices raised in argument, and the porter is telling about a “ghos’ whut come along.” I peers out again, and across the aisle is Chuck and Magpie peering out. I slithers out and dives in with them.

“You got into the wrong place, Ike,” says Magpie.

“You certainly do catch on to things quick, Magpie,” I replies, and then we pulls the curtains and snores industrious-like, ’cause a investigating committee is with us. They sure talked a lot.

“Injun?” asks the conductor. “I know him. We’ll search the train and put him off. I think he’s crazy. I took a bottle of whisky away from him today.”

“He’s either drunk or crazy,” says another voice.

“He’s crazy,” snores Chuck. “I hope they don’t smell the varnish.”

They searched every vacant berth in the train, but they didn’t find the Injun. I’d as soon be discovered as to try and sleep three in a bunk. ’Long about morning I crawled out, and Chuck boosted me into the upper bunk, and when morning came Ike Harper was himself, with the exception of an artificial poker-face.

There was a new conductor on the train and he didn’t pay any attention to me. He told Magpie that a Injun had jumped off the Overland last night, and that they were looking for the body.

I couldn’t get that varnish off. I scrubbed until my face is fairer than the beetlets of the fields, but she clings fast. I got enough cracked loose so I can carry on a conversation and wink one eye.

It is thus that we arrive at Burlingame. By that time the whiskers on my face has all decided that there ain’t no use trying to come out, so they all starts back in again. A barber got some varnish remover and cleaned me up pretty well, and then Chuck and Magpie opine that I’ve got to turn aboriginal again.

I backs into a corner and hauls my gun. I vetoes varnish now and evermore, but Magpie has some brown dye which won’t make me stiff in the face. It was hi-yu stuff, but it turned purple on the face in spots, which made me look like I’d had a awful fight lately; and when they gets me back into my regalia, all I need is to be hit in the face with a loose egg to be a Indian Summer sunset.

They fixes me all up in a old lodginghouse, and then we pilgrims straight for a prominent place to hang out, where the inquisitive may look upon us. Burlingame ain’t what I’d call a happy place to live in. There ain’t a kid or a dog in sight, and the inhabitants seem to ride behind closed doors, reserved-like. A policeman stops us and seems interested.

“Got a license?” he snaps.

“Dog, marriage or liquor?” asks Magpie.

“Medicine.”

“We ain’t sick,” says Chuck.

He looks us over mean-like, and asks—

“Where’s your outfit?”

“Cross J,” says Chuck. “Yaller Rock County, Montana.”

“Yeah?” says he mean-like. “Well, don’t try peddling any Injun pills around here. See? You fellers better hit something smaller than Burlingame. Get me?”

I expected it of Magpie Simpkins. He’s the suddenest person on earth, and I’m here to bet that when the policeman woke up he knowed he’d been hit. We propped him up against a lamp-post and put his hat over his eyes to shade his nose from the sun.

“You’ll get us in trouble, Magpie,” says I.

“He said to hit something, didn’t he?” asks Magpie. “Didn’t he say, ‘Get me’? Well, I got him. He talked too much.”

Pretty soon a feller comes along with one of them automobiles with windows, and pulls up beside of us.

“Want to ride?” he asks.

“Well,” says Magpie, “I’d tell a man.”

We all climbed in and sets down on them spongy seats.

“Where to?” he asks.

“Any place you’ve got,” says Magpie. “We’re strangers. I’m Magpie Simpkins, a old prospector. This thirty-two-year-old with the odd face is Ashburton De Puyster, in spite of it, and this old Cactus aborigine is Black Hawk, an ex-scalper. Any old place you takes us will suit us finer than frog-hair.”

“I was borned here,” says Chuck. “Town has changed in twenty years.”



That feller took us every place. We sure enjoyed that ride. Pretty soon I gets interested in a clocklike dingus on the side of the machine.

“That shows how far we’ve traveled,” says Magpie wise-like.

“Maybe you’re right,” says I, “but that’s the first one I ever seen that shows distance in dollars instead of miles.”

The feller sees us looking at it, so he turns.

“What kind of a way is that to show distance?” yells Magpie, and the car stops. “Have we rode thirty-two dollars?”

“That shows what you owe me,” says he, explaining-like.

“Oh,” says Magpie, “it does? Well, well! Now what you ought to have is another one what will show you what we’re going to pay you.”

“What do you mean?” he asks.

“You heard me talking, hombre! You invites us to ride, and then you turns the clock on us, eh? You opines we’re easy, I reckon. How does you turn them dollars back?”

“What do you mean?”

“It didn’t show anything when we got in, did it?”

“No, but——”

“Unwind it!” snaps Magpie, and shoves a gun into the feller’s ribs.

He turned her back.

“Fix her so she don’t add any more,” orders Magpie. “Now you may take us back where you picked us up, and the first nickel that thing shows means a bullet in your nervous system. Sabe?”

Gee cripes, but he was sore. I wanted to give him a quarter, but Magpie said there was nothing doing. It was worth that much, anyway, so I left it on the seat, but Chuck picked it up as he came out behind me.

He took our telescope and war-sack and pilgrimed to a hotel. Man, I’d stand up and announce that it was some hotel. There was a lot of folks in there, and they sure gave us an optical assay as we came in. From the way they stared I’d opine that strangers are fewer in that hotel than they are in Sam Holt’s place in Piperock.

A feller in a band uniform tries to take our baggage away from us, but we managed to hang on to it.

“You tell the boss we want to sleep here,” says Magpie, and the feller leads us up to a big counter where a slick-haired hombre stares at us.

“You the boss?” asks Magpie, and the feller fusses with his collar.

“¿Habla español?” asks Chuck, wiggling his ear.

“Kumtuks Chinook?” I asks, but he remains dumb.

“——!” snorts Magpie helpless-like. “That’s all the languages we know. Give him the Piegan sleep sign, Black Hawk.”

“You—you want a—a room?” he stammers.

“You deals in ’em, don’t you?” asks Magpie.

“Yes, we—er——”

“Big enough for three,” says Magpie. “We’re all together.”

“Detached for three will be twenty-five dollars a day,” says he. “With bath, thirty-five.”

“My gosh!” gasps Chuck. “It costs to get dirty in this village. Is there a horse-trough where we can wash our hands?”

The feller hands Magpie a pen.

“I’ll register for all of us,” says Magpie, and just about that time another wise-looking hombre saunters up behind the counter and looks at what Magpie writes.

“I—er—really don’t know about the Indian,” says he, “I—er—— Which one of you is Ashburton De Puyster?” he asks quick-like.

“I’m him,” says Chuck. “Guts, feathers and all. Who wants to know?”

“Well, well!” says he, peering at Chuck. “Well, well!”

“Baths ought to be cheaper with so many wells coming in,” grins Chuck.

The two behind the counter seems to talk in sign language, and then out comes two little jaspers, dressed like mounted policemen on parade, to show us where to hive up. Man, we got into a palace, if you asks me. We sets down and contemplates things, and Magpie observes:

“If we stay here I’m going to trade that war-sack for a red trunk. It looks like —— in here.”

We sets there and smokes a while, and all to once comes a knock at the door. We all yelps a welcome, and in comes two more slick lookers.

“I’m from the Ledger,” says the tallest one. “I would like to interview Mr. De Puyster.”

“Hop to it,” grins Chuck, and the other feller gets busy setting up a three-legged affair, which we decipher to be a photygraph outfit.

“We want first of all to know how you happened to come here?” says the feller. “Of course you know the detectives have been searching for you for years, don’t you?”

“What for?” asks Chuck.

“You know, don’t you?”

“I’ve been too busy killing Injuns to do much reading,” says Chuck, and the feller gets busy writing in a little book.

“How long have you been in the West? Do you remember your parents? Why did you run away? Have you been successful in the West? Are you going to live here? I want to know everything you can tell me.”

He shoots the questions at Chuck so fast that all he can do is suck on his cigaret and wiggle his ears.

“Twenty years—no—walking was too slow—I’m still alive—I hope not—you’d never believe me if I did,” answers Chuck slow-like, and the feller puts down all the answers.

We’re all setting on the sofy, and the photograph feller announces that he’s all ready.

“We’ll talk after the picture,” says the feller. “All ready?”

Bang! comes a flash and a report, like a shotgun shell with loose wads, and I loses my eyesight.

Bang! goes a gun beside me, and I slid off the sofy and crawled underneath. I waits a minute and then I crawls out the back and peers over.

There is that photygraft thing all doubled up among its spindling legs, and a bullet seems to have hit it square in the eye. Magpie is backed up against a door across the room, and Chuck is setting on the floor with his back against the sofy, and in his hands is his big Colt .45, from which smoke is still drifting.

“Quick work, Chuck,” applauds Magpie. “My gun stuck. Was it a bomb?”

“Where did you go, Ike?” asks Chuck. “Holed up immediate and soon,” says I. “Bow and arrow is too slow.”

Comes a gentle tap at the door, and Magpie yanks his gun.

“Come in!” he yelps.



The door opens and the head of the boss shows up. Behind him is two more fellers, who peer in careful-like. The boss seems to have trouble with his speech, and his fingers fuss with his vest pockets.

“Quit that!” yells Chuck. “Hands away from that vest pocket! Dog-gone me if anybody is going to slip a derringer on me!”

“I—I—we—assure you I—— What seems to be wrong, gentlemen?” he asks.

“One slick-ear tried to probe my past while his pal dynamites us,” says Chuck, fingering his gun. “But neither took so you’d notice it.”

“Pshaw!” says one of them. “It must have been the flash-light.”

“Meaning which?” asks Magpie.

“A charge of illuminating-powder exploded to sufficiently register the image on a sensitized photograph negative.”

“My ——!” grunts Magpie. “I thought that Noah Webster was dead!”

“Well,” says the boss, “I’m sorry it happened, but I guess it—er—— Well, nobody was hurt, so it’s all right.”

He picked up the busted outfit, and they all goes out.

“What’s the next move?” asks Chuck. “Do I go out and ask for that money now?”

“Chuck—” Magpie puts his feet on the table, and gets down on the back of his neck in the chair—“Chuck, you’re a natural-born hold-up. You ain’t got a gentle thought in your head. You let me think it out.”

“Think fast,” says Chuck. “This wickiup is costing us a dollar an hour. Sabe? One stack of whites every time the clock strikes.”

We sets there and smokes a while, and then comes another knock. Magpie puts his gun beside him and yells for the knocker to come in.

The door opens, and there it stands. He’s a skinny little hombre, with bunches of gray hair hanging to his cheek-bones, and he’s wearing a pair of specs that make him look like the granddaddy of he-owls. He’s dressed so slick that a fly would skid if it lit on him. He’s got a voice like “Scenery” Sims, and walks like a sage-hen with a cactus in its hip.

“Ah!” says he, rubbing his hands. “I am looking for the gentleman who calls himself Ashburton De Puyster.”

“Gee cripes!” wails Chuck. “They’ve had de-tectives on my trail for twenty years, and now they’re using bug-hunters! Mister, I give up. Welcome to our brier-patch.”

“You are he?”

“In spite of —— and high water,” admits Chuck. “Set down.”

“Ah!” says he, and parts the rear of his coat before he sets down.

“I am Willis Van Tweed,” says he.

“Well,” says Chuck when there don’t seem to be any applause, “you know best.”

“I am attorney for Milton De Puyster,” says he. “I have—er—been informed that you arrived today, and in order that there might be no mistakes I—er—you understand that this is a delicate proposition to—er——”

He rubs his nose and looks around.

“What proof have you to offer?”

“Of what?” asks Chuck.

“That you are named Ashburton De Puyster.”

“Them two,” says Chuck, pointing at me and Magpie. “That old coot is a prospector who has knowed me ever since the Sentinel Butte was a hole in the ground, and the old Injun was the one what stole me.”

“I see,” says he. “Go on.”

“I’m through,” says Chuck. “Take me or leave me.”

“Remarkable!” says he, and then he turns to Magpie.

“What do you know about him?” he asks.

“Well,” says Magpie, deliberate-like, “I first met him in 1890. He was punching cows for the Lazy Y outfit.”

“That was twenty years ago,” nods the old coot. “Was he a—er—capable man?”

“Old hand,” nods Magpie.

“Was he known as Ashburton De Puyster at that time?”

“Yeah. Long before that. I heard of the name five or six years before that. Jack Davis told me about a roper they had at the Circle C ranch about seven years before whose name was Ash——”

“My ——!” yelped Chuck. “Wait, Magpie! You must ’a’ got the calendar mixed. Remember I’m only thirty-two now.”

Magpie twists his mustache and squints at the ceiling.

“Does the Indian talk English?” asks the lawyer.

“Intermittently,” says Chuck. “He’s got to like you or he won’t.”

“Do you like me?” he asks.

“Well,” says I, “you get danged personal at first sight.”

“Have you knowed Ashburton De Puyster very long?”

“I stole him when he was twelve.”

“From whom?”

“From whom?” I asks. “Whom was it, Ashburton?”

“I was too young to know,” says Chuck sad-like. “Don’t you know?”

“Too long to remember,” says I.

“About how long?” asks Van Tweed.

“Well,” says I, “as far as I can remember it was about thirty years ago. I ain’t been on the war-path for twenty-nine years, and that was quite a while before I swore off.”

“It is quite evident that you didn’t agree on a story,” says Willie. “And your testimony doesn’t match to any extent.”

“I’m him!” snaps Chuck. “These two old ignorant pelicans don’t know the Civil War is over, and wouldn’t tell the truth if they did.”

“Well, I’m afraid you’ll have to present stronger proofs than this before you have a case,” says he. “I bid you good afternoon.”

“Whoa!” says Magpie soft-like, and Willie Van Tweed looked, likely for the first time in his life, into the muzzle of a Colt .45.

“Set down,” urges Magpie. “You ain’t stayed long enough to be convinced. I wonder if there is any way to get a little drink. There’s one of them telephones over there on the wall.”

“Not me,” says Chuck. “I don’t sabe ’em.”

I’ve seen ’em used, so I imitates.

“Office,” says a mocking-bird.

“Let me wau-wau with the bartender,” says I.

“Oh!” says she, and then I can hear somebody laughing.

Then she says—

“What do you wish?”

“If I get what I wish for,” says I, “I’d wish for a whole case of whisky instead of a bottle.”

“Anything else?”

“Corkscrew,” says I, and hung the thing back on the hook.

“I—I beg your pardon, but I’ve an appointment, and my—er—time is valuable,” says Willie nervous-like.

“So is ours—dollar an hour,” says Chuck. “Stick for the dampness.”

“I really must go,” he squeaks. “This is—er—really, I wish you’d lower that gun.”



Comes a knock at the door, and when we yells for ’em to come ahead the door opens and in comes two fellers carrying a box. One of ’em hands Magpie a paper and pencil, and another lays a corkscrew on the table.

“Just sign it, sir,” says the feller.

Magpie wrote something on the paper, and then turns to me.

“My gosh!” says he. “You must be dry, Ike. Seventy-two dollars’ worth of hooch. I hope you’re satisfied.”

“I expect to be,” says I, and then I procured four water-glasses. I measured out man-sized drinks, and handed one to Willie. He looks at it and shudders.

“Not any, thanks. My physician forbids it.”

“He diagnosed you wrong,” says Magpie. “Here’s a toast:



“Here’s hoping your cinch never busts.

Here’s hoping your guns never rust.

May you die in your shoes

With your skin full of booze

Far away from the alkali dust.





“We’re all going to drink,” says Magpie. “All of us. Sabe?”

When Magpie speaks like that the present company usually obeys. That long, lean, tired-looking hombre has a impressive way about him.

Willie choked to death three times over that drink. Chuck bounced him up and down in the chair a few times, and he’s as good as new. He takes a few deep breaths and picks up his cane.

“Not yet!” yells Chuck. “Gosh, man, this party is just starting. Fill ’em up, Black Hawk, and we’ll drink another toast. All set?



“Here’s to the land of chaps and quirt,

Where you may get killed but never hurt;

Where men wear hair on their pants and head,

And don’t die off till they’re killed plumb dead.”





“Ha, ha, ha!” explodes Willie, and takes his without a murmur.

We sets there for a minute and looks at Willie. He puffs like he had been in a race, and wipes the tears out of his eyes.

“Ah-h-h-h!” says he, and then he kicks his cane off the table. “That’s good! Ha, ha, ha! Hair on their trousers, eh? Ha, ha, ha! Don’t hurt, eh? Fillum up again. I know a—ha, ha, ha—good one:



“Here’s to the dodo, a beautiful bird,

Who sits all the time and don’t say a word.

Never worried or argued or fussed in its life;

Wish I owned a dodo instead of a wife.





“Ha, ha, ha! My wife’s a dodo with the reverse English. Ha, ha, ha! Sorry I didn’t meet you gentlemen sooner.”

“Couldn’t,” grins Chuck. “Didn’t have the road cut out. Think there’s any question about me being who I am?”

“Not any—nossir. I’ve sheen your picture when you was a baby, and you haven’t changed a bit. Could you—ha, ha, ha—wiggle your ears in infancy?”

“Nope. At that time the wiggle was all in my toes, but I got rheumatism in ’em from damp war-paths, and the wiggle went to my ears.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Anybody know any more toasts?”

“Whoa!” says Magpie awed-like. “You’re going to get your wheels off the grade if you don’t haw a little. You’ve had two half-pint drinks already.”

“What will your wife think?” asks Chuck.

“Wife?”

Willie sticks his nose into the air and whistles.

“Pshaw! What do I care what she thinks? Nossir. It’s what she says and does before she thinks. No judgment.”

“Looking at you, Willie, I’d say you told the truth,” opines Magpie.

“The question is: When do I collect?” says Chuck. “I need the money.”

“We’ll go up there now,” says Willie. “Father and mother are gran’ ol’ couple, but skeptical. Oh, awful skeptical. Don’t know you’re in town. Editor of Ledger called me up and told me about it. Mus’ thank him. Anybody know any more toasts?”

We had one more, and then I lost all my arrows on the way down. The number on our room was something over twelve hundred, and I reckon they numbers the rooms according to the number of steps it takes to get up to ’em.

I fell down steps until I figures that my future is going to be one continuous descent. Me and Willie runs a dead heat, but he got on the rail and slid the last fifty feet, and we entered that multitude all in a heap. There wasn’t any applause, I’d tell a man.

My buckskin shirt is split all the way up the back, and Willie’s pants-legs are split all the way up the sides. He’s got his hard hat jammed down over his nose, and half of his collar rears up the back of his neck.

Magpie and Chuck bumps down the last flight and joins us.

“Ah-h-h-h!” says Willie. “We should have taken the lift.”

“Holy hen-hawks!” wails Chuck. “Wasn’t we high enough to suit you?”

“Mister Van Tweed, I’m—er—sorry—— I—— What seems to be wrong?” stutters the boss of the place.

We squints around, and finds that we’re the center of an inquisitive herd of folks.

“Tha’s all ri’,” squeaks Willie. “Ha, ha, ha! Here’s where men wear hair on their pants. Whee-e-e-e! Tha’s all right; nobody got hurt.”

“Ain’t he a regular ring-tailed cross between a wolf and a whangdoodle?” asks Magpie admiringly, but the crowd don’t applaud.

“Willis Van Tweed!” shrieks a woman’s voice, and a decorated female busts into our midst. She’s got more sparklers on than “Faro” Fannie ever seen, and she stands there peering at Willie through a pair of specs on a handle.

“Woman,” says Willie dignified-like, “there is nothing wrong. I’m a cross between a whang and a wolfdoodle. May you die in your shoes with your shoes full of—er—— Let’s go; eh? What shay?”

The woman sets down hard on the sofy and drops her specs on the floor, but Willie don’t pay no attention and the three of us follers him out of the front door. There’s a automobile standing near the door, and on the sidewalk is a policeman, who salutes Willie.



“Taxi,” says Willie. “We would ride.”

“Got protection,” says Chuck as we rolls away. “Policeman riding with the driver.”

“Yep,” says Magpie. “And he ain’t doing it to save his hoofs, either.”

The machine seems to sort of slow down, and then Magpie pulls his gun, knocks out the little window on his side and shoves his gun into the policeman’s back.

“Straight ahead!” snaps Magpie. “We’ll tell you when to stop.”

“What’s the idea?” asks Chuck.

“Police station to the right,” says Magpie. “This is that anti-medicine policeman and that thirty-two-dollar hack we rode in this morning.”

“So?” says Chuck, wiggling his ears.

He knocks out the window on his side, and almost punched the driver off the seat with his gun. Then we sure had some ride. We went plumb out to where the moon shone on meadows bright and clear, and then we makes ’em stop.

The clock said it was fifteen-fifty, but time didn’t bother us. We set the driver and policeman on the fence in the moonlight, and then we all has another shot out of the bottle Chuck brought along. Them two on the fence objects, but their objection ain’t sustained by the four judges.

Willie wanted to throw a rock at ’em, but Chuck took the rock away from him.

“I’ll drive,” says Magpie. “I drove Scenery Sims’ machine once.”

“I’d admire to walk then,” says I. “I rode with you that time.”

Willie went to sleep during the argument, so we dumped him inside and climbed aboard.

“If you bust up that hack you’ll pay well for it,” says the driver.

“If we live,” says Magpie. “I reckon this is the same thing as taking a gun away from a burglar, so my conscience don’t pain me none.”

“Give her room,” says Chuck. “I can ride anything you can drive.”

He had a chance to prove it. It was all right as long as we had a straight road, but Magpie ain’t there when it comes to cutting them curves.

We lopes along for a few miles, and then we hits a down grade. That benzine bronc begins to gallop wild and free, sort of cavorting from one side to the other, and then cometh a curve.

Something seems to yank the road out from under us, and we went regardless. When we hit the road again there ain’t no top left on the hack, I’ve got a portion of picket fence around my neck and Chuck is reared back against the seat with a rooster in his hands.

Willie has lost his hat, and from the smell around there I’d say that we hit a setting of eggs that had lasted about halfway to the little chickens.

“Anybody pull leather yet?” yells Magpie.

“Hit ’em again!” yells Chuck. “Hit another hennery and we’ll have enough to pull off a cock-fight!”

That hack seems to limp a heap like she’d lost her wind, but we got her to rolling good again, and when we came to the next curve Magpie tried to make it, but the blasted thing changed ends on a wet spot and we stopped with our tail-gate against a tree.

Across the street from us is a big house, lit up like a church, and when Willie sees it he shakes his head a few times and squeaks:

“Tha’s the place. Tha’s your home, Ashburton. Welcome home.”

“You’re welcome,” says Chuck, standing up.

He takes off his hat and bows low.

“Ten million, I greets you.”

“I’ve got a good idea,” says Magpie. “Let Chuck go in alone and give ’em a real surprize.”

“Shuppose they don’ recognize him?” argues Willie.

“He can talk, can’t he?” I asks. “He was lost—not dumb.”

Chuck went. From where we sets we can see the door open, and pretty soon Chuck comes walking back, falling over flower-beds and talking to himself.

“Get the money?” I asks.

“Naw-w-w! Wrong place. Willie must be drunk.”

“Nossir,” says Willie. “Tha’s ri’ place—betcha. What happened?”

“I knocked at the door,” says Chuck sad-like. “Man came to door. I says, ‘Papa, I’ve come home to die,’ and I grabbed him around the neck.”

“Kiss him?” I asks.

“Uh-huh.”

“Then what?” asks Magpie.

“He hit me in the neck and knocked me among the flowers. Said his name was Butler.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” howls Willie. “You ki-kissed Perkins.”

“——!” snorts Chuck. “You know too many names, Willie. I’m through. I may have ten millions coming, but I don’t want it that bad. Cripes, that hombre bent me all up.”

“Aw ——!” grunts Magpie. “You’re too rough, Chuck. You better quit kissing strangers. We’ll all go in, and I’ll do the talking. Sabe?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” chuckles Willie. “Kissing Per——”

“E-nough!” howls Chuck. “Shut up or I’ll kiss you—you shrimp!”

A big hombre opens the door and scowls at us.

“Perkins,” says Willie dignified-like, “announce me to the De Puysters; I will vouch for my friends.”

“Very good, sir,” says he. “There’s a reception going on, sir.”

“The more the merrier, Perkins.”

We all walks in on a noiseless carpet, and I hears somebody playing on a piano.

“Mister Willis Van Tweed and friends,” announces Perkins, and we all pilgrims into a big room full of folks.

The light is so bright that we can’t see much, but I deciphers the female that yelped at Willie in the hotel. She slides right up and grabs him by the arm.

“Willis Van Tweed—you!” she wails low-like and folks look uncomfortable.

“What is the meaning of this?” asks a big hombre, who is wearing a shirt-front three feet across. “Who are these people?”



I looks around for Willie, and I gets a glimpse of his busted pant-legs going up-stairs beside the exasperated lady.

“I’m a old prospector,” says Magpie humble-like. “The buck Injun is old Black Hawk, chief of the long extinct Cactus tribe, and that wiggle-eared hombre over there is your lost son, Ashburton.”

“Queer,” says the feller, turning red, “but I never was married.”

“My ——!” explodes Chuck. “What will the neighbors say?”

“I am De Puyster,” states a bald-headed little coot about the same size as Willie, coming to the front. “Who did you say——”

“Papa, don’t you know me?” asks Chuck. “I am your little son.”

A hard-faced lady seems to appear out of the main herd, and she peers at Chuck and then at the De Puyster person.

“You say—— Who are you?” she asks, and her voice is tuned thin.

“The son of Milton De Puyster,” says Chuck weary-like.

“My dear,” says the little feller weak-like, “there’s some mistake. I—I never had a son; I swear it.”

Me and Chuck and Magpie looks foolish-like at each other.

“You—you say he’s your father?” asks the lady.

“Yes’m. I wouldn’t lie to you.”

“Is—that—your—father?” she asks deliberate-like, pointing at De Puyster.

“As natural as a flea on a pup,” states Chuck. “Older—that’s all.”

That assemblage grows as quiet as a graveyard. Then from the top of the stairs comes:



“Here’s hoping your cinch never busts.

Far away from the alkali dust.

Where hair grows on your pants,

And you’re dead when you die.

Wish I had a dodo instead of a wife. Amen.”





“Amen,” says Magpie pious-like.

“It—it must be a joke,” quavers De Puyster. “It—— I don’t like it.”

“But directions says take it,” says Chuck.

Crash! We hears glassware hit the floor.

“Heavens!” wails somebody. “He fell all the way down into the punch!”

Here comes Willie, pant-legs flapping and golden liquor is running off his whiskers. He don’t see nobody, Willie don’t. He points straight for the front door and disappears.

“I don’t know what to think,” says somebody awed-like. “Van Tweed of all persons on earth! Appearing in such a state and——”

Comes a lot of voices at the door, and we turns to see two policemen coming in, half-dragging poor Willie, who is protesting loud-like.

“What—what does this mean?” asks De Puyster.

“Stole a taxicab,” pants the officer. “Assaulted an officer. There were three—— Ah, there you are!” he whoops when he sees us. “We’ve been looking for you three.”

He starts for Magpie, who is backed up against the wall, right under a big picture. I expects Magpie to pull a gun, but he don’t.

He puts up both hands meek-like, and takes hold of the two corners of that frame, and before the policeman knows what the game is he gets crowned plentiful. It knocks him flat, and there he sets with his head through the canvas, and Magpie stands with both feet on the frame.

The other policeman yanks something out of his pocket, and the next second the whistle blew.

I didn’t know there was that many policemen in the world. They comes into that front door in a group, and every one has got a club in his hand.

“Pow-w-w-w-w-der Ri-i-i-i-i-ver!” yells Magpie, and shoots at the lights.

Man, I’d say there was something doing. Some wise man must ’a’ knowed what to do in a case like that, ’cause the lights went out. I gets hit in the neck and knocked under a table, and when I comes out the other side I grabs somebody by the neck and started to waltz.

“Ike!” hisses Magpie. “Let go my neck and take Willie by the feet!”

I reached down and grabbed a pair of limp legs, and follered Magpie. He sure knowed where to go. We bumped into a lot of folks, but kept on going until we hit the open. Chuck is right behind us. We trots across the yard, bumps into a fence and all fell down.

“Help boost him over the fence,” says Magpie.

The three of us swings the supine body over the top, and then climbs after it.

“Couldn’t let the police get the poor little devil,” pants Magpie. “Wish he could walk a little.”

Our little friend seems to get action back into his legs, and we went faster. We skids across a street, got our bearings by a engine-whistle, and pointed straight for a railroad yards. We crawled under a fence and pulled Willie after us.

There stands a freight-train with an engine on the west end, so we boosts our pal into a empty box-car and crawls in after him. As we shut the door the train moves out of Burlingame.

“I hung on to the bottle,” pants Chuck, and hands it to me in the dark.

“Good,” says I. “We’ll drink a toast to Willie Van Tweed; eh, Willie?”


  Transcriber’s Note
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