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 HAVE been driving stages for over 
twenty years, man and boy, and I 
never met anyone human or animal 

who was quite as dumb as Andy Abbott. 
Yes, sir, when brains were being given out 
Andy sure wasn’t among those present. He 
wasn’t anywhere nearby. 

When I first met Andy Abbott I was 
working for Matt Carter who owned an 
independent stage line down in Texas. We 
had a route that went where the Overland 
and Wells Fargo companies just didn’t 
bother. I was just a young fellow in my 
early fifties in those days and right spry, if 
I do say so myself, since no one else ever 
would. 

“I’ve got good news for you, Elmer,” 
Matt Carter told me one morning. He was 
a man who looked on the bright side of 
things to such an extent that he even liked 
the way his bald head glistened in the 
sunlight. “I’m sure you will be delighted 
when you hear about it.” 

The way he said it made me wonder if 
they had changed the calendar around and 
were going to have Christmas in July from 

now on. Then I remembered that Matt got 
nearly as excited when some farmers he 
knew thirty miles north along the stage 
route shipped him some eggs on the coach. 
Sure is rough country up through that way. 
Those eggs made a fair to middling 
omelette, but they weren’t good for much 
else. 

“What’s the good news, Matt?” I 
asked, with that degree of caution that has 
stood Elmer Sharp in good stead in time of 
stress. “Let’s see how delighted I get.”  

“I’ve hired you an assistant and 
express guard,” Matt said like he was 
taking a rabbit out of a magician. “Fellow 
named Andy Abbott.” 

“Why?” I asked. “What do I want with 
an express guard?”  

“Well, you might need him,” Matt 
looked as petulant as a sour apple. “A 
stage should always have a shotgun guard. 
Suppose you should meet some Indians?”  

“I frequently do,” I said. “They wave 
and I wave and go on my way rejoicing.” 

“Outlaws?” said Matt hopefully. 
“No, just Indians. Oh, you mean 
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suppose the stage should run into some 
outlaws.” I drew myself up to my full six 
feet three with just a slight creaking of the 
joints. “In my younger days I was a 
caution to owlhoots, and I still have my 
impulsive moments when it comes to 
triggering a forty-five.”  

“All the same I’ve hired Andy 
Abbott,” Matt Carter said firmly. “So he 
rides stage with you from now on.” Matt 
motioned to a man who had been leaning 
against the front of the stage station staring 
at nothing with a remarkable lack of 
interest. “Andy, come here a minute.”  

“Me?” said Andy blankly, as though 
surprised to be signaled out among the 
many other Andys present. “You mean 
me?”  

“l do—come here!” Matt said it in the 
tone that makes most folks jump, 
including me, but Andy only ambled. 
“Hurry up.” 

 
NDY didn’t move any faster. He was 
almost as tall as I am and had a black 

mustache that drooped more in sorrow 
than adornment. He was dressed in 
Western clothes and carried a gun in his 
holster. 

“Want you to meet Elmer Sharp, my 
best stage driver,” Matt said. Which was 
rank flattery and pure prevarication. I was 
the only stage driver there was on the line. 

“Pleaseta meetcha,” Andy said, he 
raised his right hand and then lowered it as 
though the effort was just too exhausting. 
“A friend of a friend is a friend.”  

“Never considered it in that light 
before,” 1 said. “But you are right.”  

“That’s me,” Andy said wearily. 
“Snappy jokes and witty sayings. I’ve got 
a book.” He unbuttoned a button and 
fumbled inside his shirt. “At least I did 
have it. Guess I’ve lost it. Too bad, now I 
won’t be half so funny.”  

“There could be a reasonable amount 

of doubt about that,” I said. “You ever 
handle a four-horse team?”  

“No,” said Andy. “Why?”  
“Just thought you might spell me a 

little now and then with the driving on the 
runs,” I said. “Gets a bit tiring at times.”  

“Stage guards aren’t supposed to 
drive,” Matt said. 

“I know,” I said. “I just found that 
out.”  

From then on revelations came thick 
and fast. 1 took Andy with me on the 
south bound run from Willow Creek to 
Deer Ledge. We didn’t happen to be 
carrying any passengers, but I expected to 
pick up a few from Deer Ledge on south. 
Andy sat on the driver’s seat beside me, 
holding a rifle across his knees. 

He dropped the rifle twice before we 
had gone three miles and each time I had 
to stop the horses while he climbed down 
off the stage and got the Winchester. I was 
afraid the happiness brought me by my 
new-found companion wasn’t going to 
last. 

“Do you know why a chicken crosses 
the road?” Andy asked after we got going 
to the second time. 

“No,” I said. “Why?”  
“I don’t know,” Andy said. “I wish I 

hadn’t lost that book.”  
During the next few miles he began a 

few more jokes that he couldn’t finish. I 
was glad that my ancestors both on the 
Sharp and Flat side of the family were 
brave and stalwart people, yet I wondered. 
After all they had never met Andy. 

Two hours later when we reached Deer 
Ledge and stopped at the stage station to 
change horses, I found my assistant didn’t 
assist. The station stable keeper usually 
took care of changing the horses and 
sometimes I helped a little. Andy decided 
to render assistance in a way that was fatal 
to all concerned. 

Bill Lake, the stable keeper, was a sour 
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individual who was short on conversation 
and long on cuss words. Andy knew 
nothing about hitching or unhitching 
horses and twice as little about a four-
horse team.  Every time Lake got the 
horses hitched to the stage. Andy carefully 
unhitched them on the other side. 

“What the thundering tarnation are you 
trying to do?” Lake roared when he finally 
discovered Andy being a busy bee. As the 
stage driver, I also added a blistering 
string of profanity that made the horses 
jump. “Have you been unhitching these 
horses?”  

“Yes, sir,” Andy said meekly. “I was 
getting them ready so you could hitch the 
new team to the coach.”  

“I’ve got news for you,” Lake said, too 
dumbfounded to even cuss any more. 
“This is the new double team!” He looked 
at me pleadingly. “Take him away, please, 
Elmer. Take him somewhere far far away. 
Africa or China would be nice, anywhere. 
But take him away!”  

“I know a joke about a witch doctor in 
Africa,” Andy said. “At least I did know it. 
I sure wish I hadn’t lost that book.” 

From Bill Lake’s expression I could 
see it was time for me to save a life. I took 
Andy firmly by the arm and led him away. 
We went into the stage station. As we did 
so I glanced back over my shoulder. Lake 
had put down the big rock he had grabbed 
up and was again working on the horses. 

 
HERE was one passenger waiting to 
take the stage. He was a tall man 

dressed in the clothing of a professional 
gambler. I didn’t know him, but he took 
care of that as soon as he saw us. He 
strolled over to us, and nodded to Andy. 

“I understand you are the stage driver,” 
he said. 

“Am I?” said Andy with his usual 
brightness. “I didn’t know. I thought I was 
the guard.”  

“I’m the stage driver,” I said. “Elmer 
Sharp is the name.” I nodded to Andy. 
“He’s my assistant. Into each life some 
rain must fall.” 

“It isn’t raining now,” Andy said. 
The gambler nodded. “I’m beginning 

to see what you mean,” he said. “Orrin 
Rayburn is the name, and I sympathize 
with you, Mr. Sharp.”  

“Gosh, I didn’t know, Mr. Sharp,” 
Andy said, looking at me. “Was it sudden 
or lingering?”  

“What, Andy?” I asked with the 
resignation that I was sure was to become 
second nature with me. 

“The death in your family,” Andy said. 
“Mr. Rayburn just expressed his 
sympathy.” 

“And this is the express guard,” 
Rayburn said dryly. “I have a feeling our 
journey further southward will be an 
interesting trip.”  

“Talk to him, Mr. Rayburn,” I pleaded. 
“Tell him anything—but let me get away 
for just a little while. I need a little rest. 
Too much is enough.”  

I hurried away leaving Rayburn talking 
to Andy. When I stepped outside I found 
Lake and Ed Marshall, the station agent, 
loading some baggage on the top of the 
coach. 

“You’ll have to be on guard on the trip 
from here to Black Rock, Elmer,” 
Marshall told me. “You are carrying ten 
thousand in gold dust from the Pay Streak 
Mine to the bank in Black Rock. Good 
thing you have an express guard riding 
with you to protect the gold.”  

“You have no idea of the extent of my 
good fortune,” I said, suddenly haunted by 
a vision of Andy in action in time of 
stress. “Think there is danger of anyone 
trying to get the gold, Ed?”  

“Might be.” Marshall frowned. “An 
Overland stage was held up and robbed 
thirty miles east of here a week ago. Funny 

T 



TEXAS RANGERS 4

thing about that robbery, the driver and the 
guard were found unconscious with the 
stage halted at the side of a road. The 
express box had been opened and all the 
money it contained taken. When the driver 
and guard regained consciousness they 
couldn’t remember exactly what had 
happened.”  

“Which information has added 
materially to my happiness,” I said. 

“You’re getting to talk more and more 
like those books you are always reading in 
your spare time, Elmer,” Marshall said. 
“Time for the stage to get rolling.”  

Just about then Andy appeared lugging 
a small Saratoga trunk. I wasn’t unduly 
surprised. If he had shown up with a pet 
elephant I would have merely found a 
kindred bond of sympathy with the 
pachyderm. 

“I just bought me a trunk at the general 
store,” Andy said. 

“Why?” I asked, watching a group of 
horsemen ride out of town apparently in a 
hurry to get somewhere. Since Sheriff Jim 
Braden rode in the lead it was evidently a 
posse heading south. “Why did you buy a 
trunk, Andy?”  

“So I’ll have something to keep my 
clothes in when I buy some,” Andy said. 
“Help me get this up on top of the coach, 
will you please, Mr. Sharp?”  

He put down the trunk and climbed up 
on top of the coach. Marshall, Lake and 
Rayburn all stood watching as I handed 
the trunk up to Andy. It seemed pretty 
heavy for an empty trunk. 

“We’re starting in a few moments, Mr. 
Rayburn,” I said. “Better get in the coach.” 

“Thanks,” the gambler said. 
 

E CLIMBED into the stage. Andy 
was very busy up top arranging his 

trunk but no one paid any attention to him. 
I climbed up on the driver’s seat, picked 
up the double reins and the whip. It was 

early afternoon and a bright warm day. 
Unless we ran into trouble I knew we 
would reach Black Rock by night fall. 

Andy finished arranging his trunk, 
climbed over and picked up his rifle as he 
seated himself beside me. I started the 
horses and drove out of town with a shout 
and a crack of the long whip. I was a great 
believer in a spectacular departure to 
impress the local citizens. 

When we were three miles south of 
Deer Ledge and rolling through a stretch 
of wild, rocky country, Andy made a 
discovery. 

“Look!” he shouted, pointing. “A pair 
of boots there at the side of that big rock. 
Looks like there might be a wounded or 
dead man lying there half hidden by the 
brush. Hadn’t we better see?”  

I stopped the stage close to the rock. 
Never let it be said there was a time when 
Elmer Sharp was unwilling to play the 
good Samaritan. A friend in need was a 
friend in deed. 

I wrapped the reins around the brake at 
the side of the seat. The horses stood still, 
quite willing to have a little breather. 
Andy and I climbed down off the coach, 
and I noticed he had left his rifle on the 
seat. We walked over to the rock. There 
was a pair of boots there all right, the toes 
pointing to the sky.  

I examined and found the boots and 
the old levis that had been tucked into 
them were stuffed with dirt and sand. 

“A dummy,” Andy said in a strange 
sort of voice. “So that’s how it was 
worked.”  

I glanced back at the stage, puzzled by 
our passenger’s complete lack of interest 
in our investigation. On the opposite side 
of the coach Orrin Rayburn was departing 
in unseemly haste and carrying an object 
in one hand that appeared to be a heavy 
bag of gold. 

“Rayburn!” I shouted, grabbing for my 
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gun. “He’s stealing the gold!”  
“No, Elmer!” Andy snapped, grabbing 

my right arm as I was about to shoot. 
“Don’t do it. Let him go.” 

He spoiled my aim and when the gun 
roared the bullet plowed harmlessly into 
the ground. Before I could shoot again the 
gambler had disappeared behind some 
rocks at the side of the road. I thrust my 
gun back into the holster and glared at 
Andy. 

“Now why did you let him get away?” 
I demanded. 

“To select a few words from your 
dictionary,” Andy said. “I believe in 
letting nature take its course. Besides 
Rayburn hasn’t got the gold. That bag he 
is carrying is filled with sand. The gold is 
carefully locked up right in my nice new 
trunk.”  

From back among the rocks there 
came the sound of gunfire and a few 
minutes later Sheriff Braden and the posse 
appeared bringing with them a wounded 
and decidedly disgruntled gambler. 

“Nice work, Abbott,” said the sheriff 
as he reached us. “You sure figured it out 
slick as a whistle. He tried to work the 
same trick he must have used when he 
robbed the Overland .stage last week.”  

“Right,” said Andy. “Planted the 
dummy at the side of the road and then 
when the Overland driver and guard went 
to investigate he came up behind them and 
knocked them out. He didn’t even bother 
to do that with us. Guess he thought Elmer 
and I were too dumb to go to that much 
trouble.” 

I still say I never knew anyone as 
dumb as Andy Abbott. The idea of not 
even telling anyone with my brains and 
perspicacity that he was an undercover 
man working on the stage robbery for the 
Overland Company. Why it is an insult to 
my intelligence. There is one other thing 
that still worries me. I wonder if he ever 
found that book he lost? I would enjoy 
hearing the rest of those jokes. After all I 
am convinced that all work and no humor 
makes stage driving a dull job. 

 


