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Albitz/HOW THE WEST WAS LOST


Chapter 9--CLOSE ENCOUNTER WITH CAVALRY DUDE 


It was a typical hot afternoon, in the month of June, when a troop of soldiers rode into the small town of, Small Town. 

They were mounted on hefty government steeds, and rode in columns of two. The settlement was under the jurisdiction of Fort Malarkey and closely watched due to its proximity to the Mopache village, a days ride away. 


The sky was pail blue and void of clouds, except for one tiny little fellow who seemed to follow the detachment. This gave strength to the rumor their leader, Lieutenant Rancid, had a cloud over his head.


The young lieutenant lead his men directly to the town saloon, ordered them to halt, and commanded them to remain mounted. He dismounted and marched briskly to the swinging doors of the establishment. This was his first visit to Small Town since arriving at Fort Malarkey and he was anxious to show the civilians the extent of military occupation.


The saloon was alive with laughter, music, dancing, juggling, chug-a-lugging, and loud vulgarities. The town consisted of only a few buildings, yet there were almost a hundred people in the saloon. He wondered where they all came from?


"It's Happy Hour!" someone yelled, "And, I'm real happy!"


"Well, that explains it," the lieutenant thought to himself while ducking from a projectile that flew across the room and shattered against the wall behind him. It was obvious military order was desperately needed in the settlement that had yet to obtain a sheriff.


"AHEM!" he exclaimed as he stood before the unruly crowd. 

No acknowledgment of his presence was given.

"Attention!" he stated boldly. 

The result was the same, as the merriment continued.


Normal procedures did not seem to be working, so the lieutenant reached to his holster, unbuckled it's dustcover, removed his revolver, pulled back on the hammer, raised it above his head, and fired a shot into the ceiling.


The crowd came to an immediate freeze! 

Upstairs a woman screamed.


All eyes looked above as a huge buffalo hunter stormed from a room and stood on the balcony with a woman over his shoulder.


"Who fired that shot?" he yelled.


"He did!" they all replied, pointing at the lieutenant.


"What's the matter with you, Boy?" said the hunter as he lifted her skirt, exposing her behind, "You shot my girlfriend's butt!"


"Ah, I'm, ah, sorry, ah…it was an accident...I didn't mean to, ah...I just...Does she need a doctor?... we have good medical benefits."


"Nah! She's Ok! Don't worry about it, you said you're sorry. It's just a flesh wound."


"Ah, yes, and quite a nice piece of flesh I must say," said the officer in a feeble effort to say something intelligent.


"Yeah! Ha ha! That's what I like about her! Come on honey, let's git back to business."


"But, it hurts!" she said.


"Don't worry, I'll slap some buffalo grease on it, and it'll be good as new." He rubbed her bottom, carried her back into the room and slammed the door.


The lieutenant watched for a few moments until he was sure the buffalo hunter would not come back. When he felt safe he resumed his mission. 

"All right!" he said with renewed confidence, "Now listen up! My name is Lieutenant Rancid. This town is entirely too wild! I'm placing it under Martial Law."


"Are you a Marshal?" asked an old coot.


"No...I'm not a marshal."

"Then you can’t place it under Marshal law!"

"Yeah, that's right!" yelled the other patrons in agreement.

"Not Marshal Law... Martial Law!"  

"Sounds the same to me."

"Yeah, me too!" yelled another old timer. Then another, and another, until everyone was yelling in agreement.

"Quiet!" yelled the Lieutenant. He looked at the old timer who provoked him, "You’re a real troublemaker, you are! I’m making a note of your behavior, what’s your name?"

"Putnintam, Putnintam, ask me again and I’ll tell ya the same." 

The saloon roared with laughter. 

Rancid was not amused.

"I’m not amused…If I were you, I’d cooperate. This is Martial Law! That gives me the power to draft you into the military, and you’ll go straight to stable duty."

"Bullcrap!"

"No, horsecrap!"

"Why you young whipper-snapper!" said the old gentleman as he looked to his friends, "Can he do that?"

"I don’t know?" said one of them.

"Me either?" said another, "I’m new out here."

"I know the government takes horses?" said yet another. 

 "We take whatever we want!" said Rancid, "So, I’ll ask you once more, what’s your name?"

 "My name is, Hayes, Gabby Hayes."

"Hayes…Hayes?" Rancid had a funny look on his face as though he was thinking, "There's something familiar about that name?" he said. 

"Yeah, my whole family has it."

Everyone laughed…except Rancid.

Suddenly the lieutenant pulled out his revolver again as he said, "Now I know what it is!"

He aimed at Gabby and said, "I'm placing you under arrest!"

Gabby just laughed, "What's the charge, Sonny?"

"Desertion! I saw a poster on you. You used to be in the cavalry."

"Ha Ha! You are new around here!"

"What do you mean by that?"

"I'm not a deserter."

"You're Gabby Hayes, aren't you?"

"Sure, that's me! I used to be in the cavalry."

"Well, the poster says you're a deserter."

"That's an old poster, Sonny. Everyone here knows the story."

"That's right!" they all said in agreement.

"What story?" asked Rancid.

"Do you want the long version or the short version?"

"Make it brief."

"We we're out on patrol," said Gabby as he started the story, "My horse ran away. The Captain was mad, real mad. He said, "Go find your horse! And don't come back until you find it!"…I never found it!"

The entire saloon burst into laughter.

"So you see, Lieutenant, I'm not a deserter. I'm just following orders."

The saloon laughed again.

"I find that hard to believe?" said Rancid, "Can you prove it?"

"Sure, just check with the Captain. Captain Dickens, from Fort Pickens."

"I'll do that!" Rancid said as he wrote in his pad, "You say, Captain Dickens…"

"Yeah, from Fort Pickens. Say and while you're there, ask him about my back pay?"

"Back pay?"

"Sure! I'm officially still on the army payroll."

Once again Rancid got that look on his face like he was thinking, "Still on the payroll?" he said to himself.

"What?" asked Gabby.

"Ah, just exactly when did this episode with your horse take place?"

"Fifteen years ago."

"FIFTEEN YEARS AGO!" Rancid repeated in alarm.

"Yeah, I should have quite a hefty sum waiting for me!" Gabby said with a big smile.

"Ah, oh well…Ha, I'm sure the statute of limitations has run out by now. Anyway, I don't see any reason to carry this any further. As a matter of fact just forget this conversation ever took place."

"Ok, Sonny! You mean we're not under Marshal Law?"

"Yes! You're still under Martial Law."

"I still say you can’t place us under Marshall Law if you’re not a Marshall."

Rancid was finding it difficult to keep his cool, "Martial Law, Not Marshall Law…Martial Law is the term given when the military takes over a town to provide protection for the town and it's inhabitants therein."


"Provide protection?" said Gabby, "You just shot our best whore!"

The inhabitants therein laughed.


The lieutenant looked at him slyly and said, "I fail to see how that would affect you, Old Man."


"Why you young whipper-snapper!" yelled Gabby as he ran toward Rancid, "I'll tan yer hide!"


Several others grabbed him as he yelled, " Hold me back! Hold me back!"
"As I was saying," continued the lieutenant, "This town is under Martial Law, and under the jurisdiction of Fort Malarkey."


"That's a lot of malarkey!" Gabby declared.


"Be careful Old Man…I could have you shot for insubordination."


"Where, in the butt?"


Everyone laughed and the officer felt he was losing control, "Enough of this!" he yelled, "This is exactly the type of behavior I'm talking about."


"How long is this Martial Law going to last?" someone asked.


"Until you get some law and order, and start acting civilized. You, there! Have you no manners? Don't spit on the floor. Use the spittoon."


"Spittoon's full!" replied a man with no teeth as he spit again.


"Oh!" said Rancid somewhat embarrassed, "And what about you?" he asked another cowboy seated in a chair, "With your boots on the table!"


The cowboy stood up, and Rancid saw he was a mountain of a man. "What of it?" he said looking down at the lieutenant.


"Ah, well, ah...fortunately, it's not a federal offense. Ah, whoa, you must have a really big horse?"


"Matter of fact, I do…so what?"


"Oh...well, I..."


Suddenly, two Indians barged through the swinging doors. All eyes turned their way…Their eyes fell on the lieutenant.


They had been to the town on several occasions but had never seen anyone from the military there. They were surprised to see the lieutenant, but they also realized they'd seen him before.


"Cold Duck, don't we know that guy?" said one of the Indians.


The other one stared deeply in Rancid's direction for a few moments. He smiled a big smile as he recognized who he was, "Well what do you know! If it isn't, "Dances with Pigs"…remember him, Larry?"


"The guy from the farm…how could I forget?" 

He began to dance in a small circle mocking the lieutenant, "Come on you little piggies, dance with me! Dance with me!"


The lieutenant was caught off-guard. He didn’t know how to react, but knew he needed to change the subject, "What are you Indians doing here?"


"It's Happy Hour! We came in for a drink!" said Larry.


"Indians aren't allowed here."


"Since when?"


"Since I said so!"


"Well, who are you?"


"I only give my name on a "need to know" basis, and you don't need to know, so I’m not telling ya."


"Fine! We’ll just call you, Dances with pigs."


"Dances with what?" asked Gabby Hayes.


"Forget it!" said the lieutenant quickly, "I'm Lieutenant Rancid. You civilians pay no mind to these Injuns. I'll handle them."

He looked Cold Duck and Larry straight in the eyes with an evil glare as he said, "You two get out of here, now! I just placed this town under Martial Law."


"Are you a Marshal?" Larry asked.


"No, I'm not a marshal," said Rancid as he clenched his teeth, "It doesn't matter! Anyway you two are Indians, and as such you're not allowed any booze."


"Watch out," Larry said as he pointed defiantly at Rancid, "You seem to be losing your cool, Dances with…"


"Don't call me that!" Rancid uttered in reserved madness.


"Don't worry," said Cold Duck, "We don't drink booze."


"Heck no!" said Larry, "Firewater no good for Indian, make him drunk and act crazy like whiteguy."


The civilians howled with laughter. When they calmed down, Gabby Hayes smiled and said, "Those young bucks are getting the best of you, Lieutenant. You better quit while you're ahead!"


The civilians howled again. Rancid was feeling a bit humiliated but realized an opportunity to turn the tables, demonstrate his military clout, and get respect.


"All right!" he yelled, "Enough of this! I'm the law here! And, I say, NO INDIANS! So get out of this saloon. In fact, get out of town!"


"You mean all five buildings?" asked Larry in defiance.


"Yes! The entire town! Get out now!"


"Don't we get till sundown?" asked Cold Duck, "Whiteguys always get till Sundown."


"Now!" yelled Rancid as he kicked a foot at them, and followed them out the door, "And don't come back!"


Looking back into the saloon, he saw he had the full attention of everyone inside. It was a good moment for one last remark. 


"And let that be a lesson to you!" he yelled as he shook his finger at the departing Indians.


"Ooohhh…Lieutenant…that's not nice!" he heard a voice say.


He'd forgotten his men were still mounted in front of the saloon. He turned to see the sergeant shaking his head, "That's Conduct Unbecoming an Officer, Sir. I'll have to report that!"


"What the heck are you talking about, Sergeant?"


"You gave them, "The Finger", Sir."


"I DID NOT!"


"I'm afraid you did, Sir. We all saw you."


"That was my index finger!"


"Not from this angle, Sir."


"Well, it was! Anyway, it's my word against yours!"


"There are eleven of us, Sir."


"So what? I'm an Officer and a Gentleman! My word is better than all of yours put together!"


"You have me there, Sir."


"Good! I'm glad to see intelligence rules. You men stay there, I have to go behind the building for a few moments."


"There's a latrine down the street, Sir."


"Not that! I just need to be alone for awhile. You men stay alert."


"What if it rains, Sir?" asked the Sergeant, "The cloud above us is getting dark."


Rancid quickly looked above him, "Well then, I guess you'll have to break out your foul-weather gear."


"Should we do that now, Sir?"


"No...wait till it starts raining."


"If we wait till it starts raining, we'll get wet, Sir."


"Then Do It Now!"


"What if it doesn't rain, Sir?"


Rancid was annoyed by the idiotic jargon, "I'll tell you what, Sergeant, You decide what to do. I'm placing you in temporary command of the troop. The decision is yours. You're in charge!"


"I'm in charge, Sir?"


"That's right, Sergeant… you're in charge!"


"You mean I make the decisions?"


"That's right! Whatever you say goes!"


"So when I say something…"


"It's an order…they have to follow it!"


"In other words, I'm in charge?"


"That's right, you're in charge!"


"Very well, Sir! Thank you, Sir!" replied the sergeant with a smart salute. He sat up in his saddle, turned to the men and said, "Troop Dismissed!"


The men leaped from their horses and ran into the saloon. 

"There's still fifteen minutes of Happy Hour left, Sir," said the sergeant as he followed close behind.


"Well, I ah...." said the lieutenant at an obvious loss for words after being outsmarted by the crusty sergeant. He bit his lip, gnashed his teeth, and wiped a solitary tear from his eye. As he walked behind the saloon, he would have banged his head against the wall, however other things were on his mind.


"OH MY GOD!" he cried as he cradled his face in his hands, "They called me, Dances with Pigs. Those two stupid Indians saw me dancing with the farm animals. Oh, my God! What if they tell? Oh, the shame of it. I'll be the laughing stalk of the entire cavalry. My career will be over. I can't believe they saw me." 

The thought of banging his head against a wall did occur to him, and he began to do just that as he repeated, "They saw me…they saw me…they saw me!"


Suddenly, he heard voices, "We see you…we see you…we see you!"


He turned to see Cold Duck and Larry. They had not left town as he commanded but were in fact watching him from an upstairs porch on the next building. 

"AAAHHHHH!" he yelled uncontrollably as he ran in their direction.


In the blink of an eye the Indians vanished. Rancid was like a madman. He knew, that they knew, what he didn’t want anybody to know. Now they saw him banging his head against the wall. His reputation and his career were in their hands. He knew he had to silence them before they told. 

"I'm not through with you two." he yelled into the wind. 

"Oh, MY GOD! They saw me dancing with pigs."
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