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By JOE ARCHIBALD 

 
Hattie Pringle brews a love potion out of weeds when 
Dr. Nostradamus T. Dillick, botanist, repays a debt! 

 
RS. HATTIE PRINGLE, leading 
citizen of Milldew, Montana, 
walked into Bige Fink’s 

drugstore one morning and took a swift 
gander at the bottles lining the shelf. 

“Mornin’,” she said. “Ain’t been as 
spry as I could be of late, Bige. Father 
Time an’ his posse are gettin’ too close. 
What’d you say was a good tonic, huh?”  

The druggist scratched his bald head. 

“Well, we got tansy an’ ippycack, 
pennyroyal an’ senna tea, Hattie. That 
tansy ain’t so bad. Nature wouldn’t of 
growed it if she didn’t figger we would 
drink it.” 

“Bushwash!” Hattie exclaimed. 
“Mebbe cactus is some good but I ain’t 
been usin’ it fer salad. Pennyroyal soun’s 
good.”  

“What is one hombre’s poison is 

M
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another’s sirloin steak.” Fink grinned. 
“Whicht reminds me, Cassie Entwhistle 
bought some strictnine awhile ago.” 

Hattie’s old hat hopped off her swiftly 
assembled coiffure and then sat down 
again, “Look, you don’t think she’d do 
nothin’ desperate, huh? Was she actin’ 
queer?”  

“Oh, I wouldn’t say she was, Hattie. 
Jus’ had her shirtwaist on inside out an’ 
two different kinds of shoes on. An’ carried 
a umbrella.”  

“The sun was never brighter,” Hattie 
sniffed, looking out through the open 
doorway. “She has got tired of waitin’ fer 
Oolie Torkle. I got t’ git over there good 
and fast, Bige.” 

“Oh, you know how slow Cassie is,” 
Bige said. “You know if anybody ever 
found they got land covered with yerbs that 
tonic could be made of, it’d be more 
valuable ‘n gold. Sure’d like t’ stumble 
over a field of quinine, huh?”  

“It grows on roots, you igoramus,” 
Hattie said, and hurried out. 

“Seen any strays come back t’ Milldew 
yet?” Bige yelled after her. 

“Not one,” Hattie flung back and got 
into her Model T.  

Going at full speed toward the 
Entwhistle place, she wondered if she had 
made a mistake when she suggested a 
certain day of celebration in Milldew, even 
though it had been tried in other places and 
had worked. Homecoming Day in Milldew. 
The day when strays came back to the 
home corral to renew old friendships and 
bask in places of nostalgia. The day was 
just two weeks off and not a maverick had 
returned. 

“Maybe jus’ the black sheeps’ll come 
back,” Hattie groaned. “T’see if the bank 
has got enough in it t’ make it worthwhile 
robbin’. The idea could backfire, yep. I 
wish I could keep me trap shut an’ not git 
so many ideas.”  

Hattie drove up to the Entwhistle 
residence, rolled out of the skitterbuggy 
and waddled up the steps, breathing hard,  

“Good signs so far,” she gasped. 
“Undertaker’s wagon ain’t here. Oh-h-h-h, 
Cassie!” 

“Here I am, Mrs. Pringle,” a listless 
voice said. 

Hattie pivoted sluggishly and saw 
Cassie reclining in a hammock, as limp as a 
faded cabbage leaf.  

“Thank gobs,” Hattie said and sat down 
in a wicker chair. “What you do with the 
strictnine?”  

“Oh, that? I put it on bread and baited a 
rathole,” the damsel said. 

Hattie fanned herself with her reticule. 
“Cripes, I thought I’d git here too late. 

How is Oolie?”  
“What does it matter?” Cassie nasaled. 

“He ain’t fer me. I been dreamin’ every 
night me an’ Oolie would be the ones to 
wed on Homecoming Day, Hattie. To show 
the ones went away that Milldew is bound 
t’ grow. Then I wake up an’ remember 
Oolie could never support a mouse in a 
church an’ that Pa hates him anyway.”  

“I said I’d lend Oolie the money on a 
piece of farmin’ land, didn’ I?” Hattie 
snapped. 

“No use, Hattie. Pa says he won’t take 
charity from nobody fer no son-in-law he 
don’t want. Oolie has got t’ start out on his 
own or git staked by his wife’s folks, 
nobody else. An’ I only got one pair of 
folks an’ they wouldn’t stake Oolie t’ a 
suspenders button, so—”  

“Hold it, Dearie,” Hattie sighed. “I’m a 
li’l mixed up. Uh—er—that skinflint of a 
father you got owns a piece of land an’ 
let’s it go t’ pot instead of helpin’ his only 
daughter’s great love git started out on—
why you have to pick Antioch fer a pa?”  

“I wouldn’t if I’d been here ‘fore he did 
pick me,” Cassie wailed. 

Hattie had to shake her head to clear it 
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once more. 
“The ol’ rip kinda cottons t’ Launcelot 

Hooper, don’t he?”  
“That know-it-all moo calf,” Cassie 

yelped. “He knows everythin’ since he 
went off to that college. If he don’t he 
makes out like he does, Hattie. I’d rather 
git courted by a billy goat.”  

“What’s goin’ on here?”  
Hattie’s head jerked around. 
“Speakin’ of old goats,” she said. 

“Mornin’, Antioch.”  
“What you puttin’ in my daughter’s 

head, you ol’ sniff snoot?”  
“There’d be room fer anythin’,” Hattie 

snapped. “Sincet when is it a crime t’ call 
in on neighbors an’ chin fer a while? I did 
say you was a skinflint, but wait’ll you hear 
what I ain’t said yet.”  

“Cassie ain’t exceptin’ charity from 
nobody,” Antioch howled. He was a short, 
fat man with bushy mustache, eyebrows 
and hair. There was very little of his head 
he had to wash. “One thing I don’t mind 
you givin’ that Torkle pauper, is that ten 
acres of rock an’ sand out by Gila Gap, if 
you want.” 

 
ATTIE winced. That parcel of real 
estate had been a millstone around 

her neck for almost ten years. A slick 
operator from the effete East who had 
professed to being a mineral expert had 
sold her the idea that there were signs of 
gypsum in it. She had made the mistake of 
doing business the day she had suffered a 
slight sunstroke. 

“Tootchay, you ol’ jassack,” Hattie 
said. “You’ll laff on the other side of your 
sassy face some day. Didn’ you ever hear 
of somethin’ called love?”  

“How you think I got married, you ol’ 
sage hen?”  

“It has always been a mystery,” Hattie 
retorted. 

“You git!” Antioch raged. “An’ don’t 

never come back, you—!”  
A little woman appeared in the 

doorway, skillet in hand. “Who you think 
you’re runnin’ a whizzer on, you bloated 
jaybird?” she fired at Antioch. “Set as long 
as you want, Hattie. An’ don’t ast me why I 
married him as you’ll have me stuck. Go 
an’ feed the hawgs, Antioch, an’ throw an 
ear of corn to one an’ don’t let go of it.”  

“I know where I ain’t wanted, Viola,” 
Hattie sniffed. “Any ways I got t’ hurry 
home an’ make me some pennyroyal. 
Don’t give up hope, Cassie. I got me 
dander up.”  

“You won’t never git the best of me, 
Fatty!” Antioch yelled from the corner of 
the house. 

“If I did, I’d find I had the worst,” 
Hattie yelled, and limped to her Model T. 

Hattie stopped at the Milldew House 
before she crossed over to her office to see 
if any of Milldew’s native sons or 
daughters had pilgrimed back to where 
they’d got their start. 

“First one come in,” the clerk told 
Hattie. “Anyways, he said he was an old 
stray. Name’s on the register here. Doctor 
Nostradamus T. Dillick, B.S. What is them 
initials, huh?” 

“Broncs Shod, maybe,” Hattie sniffed. 
“Maybe he is a veteranarian. Never heard 
of the banty.” 

“Don’t figger many of the ol’ timers’ll 
come back. Lot of ‘em lit out a few jumps 
ahead of a posse. Well, I got six rooms 
empty an’ preserved for ‘em. I’ll hold ‘em 
another couple days.” 

Hattie Pringle went over to her office, 
wondering if she hadn’t seen her best days. 
Her corns acted up worse than ever before 
and seven new bones began to ache. She 
took off her shoes and fell into her old 
chair, and wished the day was over. 

“Godfrey!” she sighed, “I don’t figger I 
could even lick Judge Tolliver t’day.” She 
looked up at the picture of her late 

H 
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husband, Poison Pete Pringle, ex-sheriff of 
the county. “Huh, you been in a bone 
orchard nearly fifteen years an’ you wa’n’t 
no yearlin’ when you fergot to duck, but 
still you look spryer than me, you ol’ 
stewbum.”  

Hattie got up from her chair. 
“Pennyroyal, me ol’ gran’ma’s bustle,” 

she said, and went to a closet and took a 
bottle off a shelf. “Pete, you sure knowed 
what was good, only too often, that was 
all.” 

She took a healthy swig, blinked her 
eyes, and felt her hat spin around on her 
head. She put the bottle back, turned 
around and then saw something over by the 
door. 

“Gobs!” she gulped. “I never figgered it 
was that strong. If I was a elephant I bet I’d 
be seein’ pink cowpokes. Go away, even if 
you are a nightmare!”  

The visitor wore a brown derby hat. 
Under that was a face with a little bluish 
nose, a pair of eyes peering quizzically 
through steel-rimmed lenses, and a chin 
tufted with white whiskers. His coat was 
swallow-tailed, of a green and rust color, 
and he wore black store pants tucked into 
his boots. 

“Mornin’, Ma’am. I am Doctor Dillick, 
Bachelor of Science.”  

“Huh? You would be a bachelor of 
anythin’ as no woman, even a Sioux 
squaw, would look at you twicet without 
screamin’. Even if I needed some science, I 
wouldn’t buy it offen you.”  

“Come back t’ my boyhood scenes,” 
Dillick said, and sat down. He took off his 
derby and mopped his shiny pate with a 
bandana. “You interested in flora?”  

“Never heard of the gal,” Hattie sniffed. 
“If you ask me about Cassie, I—”  

Dillick looked up quickly, stared at the 
picture hanging on the wall. 

“What or who is that?” he asked. 
“Seems like I—”  

“That is a chromo of my departed 
husband, Poison Pete Pringle,” Hattie 
snapped. “An if you want t’ leave this 
buildin’ without usin’ no stairs, just speak 
of him light, you ol’ buzzard.”  

Doctor Nostradamus Dillick lifted a leg 
and deposited it over the knee of his other 
one. He set an old pipe going and it 
smelled like fresh cowhides drying in the 
sun. 

“Got in las’ night, late, Ma’am. Went 
out an’ sat on the porch fer a couple hours 
an’ talked t’ two of the town’s 
representative citizens. Men can hear a lot 
in two hours. One of ‘em was named 
Tolliver.”  

“He don’t wag his tongue,” Hattie said. 
“His tongue wags him, the ol’ fraud.”  

“Heard all about why mos’ folks git 
married here,” Dillick said, grinning. “Even 
Dan Cupid takes orders from you, huh, 
Hattie?”  

“Don’t git personal, you ramblin’ 
wreck!”  

“Kinda stumped this time, though, yep? 
Lot of bets goin’ around you won’t never 
marry the Entwhistle gal to that Torkle 
younker. Heard about that land you got 
stuck with, too. That Judge Tolliver kin say 
a lot in two hours.” Dillick looked up at 
Poison Pete again. “So you was married t’ 
that gent, huh? Hee hee! You sure must of 
been desperate. Didn’ nothin’ ever scare 
you?”  

“Don’t say I didn’t warn you, you ol’ 
coot!” Hattie screeched. “One more 
interrogatory remark an’ I’ll throw that 
derby out the winder with your head in it!” 

“Hmph, I come here as a old settler,” 
Doctor Dillick said indignantly. “You’re 
some welcomin’ chairman, huh? I am a 
perfesser, a botanist, an’—”  

“You come t’ where we got only 
Baptists,” Hattie informed him. “We don’t 
change our religion t’ suit every freak that 
happens along.”  
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“Hee hee!” Dillick chuckled. “So that’s 
Poison Pete Pringle like he looked when he 
was runnin’ away from owlhooters, is it? 
Can’t git over it. Oncet—” 

 
HE reticule leaped to Hattie’s hand as 
if it had four legs. She threw it and hit 

Dillick just over the eyebrows and sent his 
derby flying out into the hall. The professor 
followed after it like a clump of 
tumbleweed kicked along by a high wind. 
He was on his hands and knees at the head 
of the stairs when Hattie let him have her 
boot. Dust flew from the seat of Dillick’s 
pants, and he rolled down the steps and out 
into the street. Judge Tolliver had to jump 
out of the way. 

“Mornin’, Judge,” Dillick sighed, and 
crawled up to the sidewalk and leaned 
against a post. “Just seen Hattie Pringle.” 
He began working the dents out of his 
derby. “Welcome back t’ Milldew! Ta-da-
da—dah-dah-da—a-a-a-a, dah-da-dar-h-h-
h!”  

“It is a outrage!” Tolliver yelped. “It is 
a disgrace t’ the fair name of this town! I’ll 
have her dragged out in the open an’ make 
her apologize an’—”  

“Look ou-u-u-u-ut, Judge!” Dillick 
squealed, and a plant pot plus geranium 
broke up against the post an inch from 
Tolliver’s head. “Help me outa here, 
Tolliver, before we git killed!”  

“How much you want t’ sue for, 
Perfesser?” the judge screeched. “Let’s go 
t’ my office.”  

“Le’s go t’ the bar,” Dillick said. “Oh, 
I’ll fix that ol’ buzzard, Judge! I stay in 
Milldew until I have deduced her t’ 
poverty, an’ laff fit t’ bust whilst she goes 
aroun’ beggin’ fer a crust of bread. I’ll 
hound her to the grave, that I will!”  

Hattie went away from the window and 
groped for her chair. “Now, I went an’ 
done it. Oh, I wasn’t myself. It was the 
demon rum drove me to it. I used that ol’ 

banty fer a chaser! Oh, that hombre means 
business awright. Me goose is as good as 
frickaseeded right now! I better git home 
an’ brew me some pennyroyal. An’ 
pronto.”  

Hattie drank some villainous-looking 
brew a half hour later. She had to follow it 
up with a slug of elderberry wine to get the 
taste of the bed of Goose Creek out of her 
mouth. The combination tossed her into the 
lap of Morpheus and when she awoke at 
dawn, her head was filled with Swiss bell 
ringers.  

“Pennyroyal, huh?” Hattie gulped. 
“Jus’ a new name fer opium. Well, it made 
me fergit fer awhile.”  

She was driving her Model T into the 
main street when she saw Oolie Torkle 
getting on a bony bronc in front of the 
grocery store. Oolie had a sack of 
provisions over his shoulder. There was a 
Winch in the saddleboot, and Oolie wore a 
pair of Colts. His straw-colored hair and 
owlish eyes did not fit into the picture 
Hattie suddenly built up in her noggin. She 
jammed on the brakes, and their squealing 
made the bronc jump. Oolie fell into the 
dust with a loud thump. 

“Where in Geehenna you think you’re 
goin’?” Hattie yelled. “There ain’t no more 
Injun wars.”  

“I’ve give up,” Oolie said, lifting 
himself to his feet. “Goin’ t’ be a outlaw. 
Only way I’ll fergit Cassie. Deep in the 
owlhoots I’ll try an’ git over my great love. 
Make my las’ stand agi’n the sheriff an’ 
when I die I’ll go out with her name on my 
lips, yep. Life is empty fer me.”  

“Your head is, Oolie,” Hattie scoffed. 
“You ain’t got senst enough t’ be a 
badman. You couldn’t hit the side of that 
buildin’ ofer there with a Colt!”  

“Oh, no?”  
Oolie Torkle drew. Hattie was sure she 

could have crocheted a doily while he 
worked the six-gun loose. Oolie fired. The 

T
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bronc cut loose and galloped down the 
street. There came a wild yell from a third 
floor window and Hattie saw Judge 
Tolliver lean out of it. 

“So you tried t’ kill me, you ol’ she-
devil!” he roared. “Hired a gunman, huh?”  

“Put your specks on, you ol’ dodo!” 
Hattie yelled back. “When I decide t’ kill 
you, it’ll be with me bare han’s. You run 
fer home, Oolie!” 

Driving along the street, Hattie looked 
toward the Milldew House and saw Doc 
Dillick sitting on the steps, peeling a 
banana. The old banty was keeping his 
counsel, and that worried Hattie, even if the 
lawyer was Judge Tolliver. 

“Got me on about eight counts,” she 
groaned. “They’ll fish more outa the books. 
Well, I’ll fight t’ the las’ cartridge.”  

The stage from New Eden brought two 
native sons and a daughter back to 
Milldew. One of the sons left three hours 
later with two hundred dollars he had won 
in a poker game. Too late, the mayor found 
the extra ace in the deck. Judge Tolliver, 
minus fifty dollars, reminded one and all 
that the homecoming idea had been Hattie 
Pringle’s. 

Twenty four hours later, Professor 
Dillick announced that he was going to 
start litigation against Hattie as soon as the 
legal wheels could be oiled and set in 
motion. He might even ask for damages up 
to ten thousand dollars. The Clarion came 
out in support of Dillick. 

Hattie took Poison Pete’s gunbelt off 
the wall, oiled the six-guns and made sure 
they were fully loaded. 

“They colleck them damages, Pete,” 
she snapped. “They’ll be so daggoned 
damaged they won’t never spend it. I’m a 
helpless woman, standin’ alone an’ 
defenseless, an’ I hope you’re satisfied, you 
ol’ rumdum!”  

Just a week after Nostradamus Dillick 
had arrived in Milldew, a citizen by the 

name of Albie Hoozer, who rode for 
Hattie’s T-Bone outfit, stomped into his 
boss’s office and told her something funny 
was going on. 

“I need a laff,” Hattie sniffed. “Put me 
in stitches, Albie.”  

“That perfesser with the swaller-tail,” 
Albie said. “Saw him out on that land of 
yourn by Gila Gap, snoopin’ around like he 
was lookin’ fer gold. Every oncet in awhile 
he’d stoop over an’ pick somethin’ up an’ 
look at it.” 

“Why, maybe there is gypsum out 
there, Albie.”  

“Nope. It was weeds he was pickin’ up, 
Ma’am. Maybe they was bots.”  

“Wha-a-a?”  
“Well, I heard he was a botanist,” Albie 

said. “So it is bots he hunts for, maybe.”  
“I got t’ think this’ one over, so git 

out!” Hattie snapped. “Home comer, huh? 
That ol’ jaybird never had no home here. 
He is up t’ some skulldigging.” 

 
HEN she was alone once more, 
Hattie tried to reason things out. She 

asked herself questions but got no answers, 
and came to the conclusion that the 
quickest way to find out what was going on 
was to wring it out of Dillick’s windpipe. 
She put on her shoes, adjusted her stays 
and went out to her Model T. 

“Maybe the ol’ fraud is still there,” she 
told herself. 

But when she got out of the building, 
she saw Dillick walking up the steps of the 
Milldew House. 

Hattie sauntered over. The professor 
dropped into a chair, folded his hands over 
his belt buckle, and eyed her warily. 

“What you been doin’ treshpassin’ on 
my land?” Hattie asked bluntly. “Now I kin 
sue you!” 

“I am a gent who likes t’ commune 
with nature,” Dillick said. “After seein’ so 
many ugly lookin’ specimens of the genius 

W
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homo and homesses, it soothes my soul, 
Ma’am. I have nothin’ t’ say to you until 
we git in court. Anyways you can’t prove I 
was trespassin’ unlest you got a photograft 
of me doin’ it.” 

“You keep off that land, you ol’ 
bottomist, or I’ll fill you full of bird shot,” 
Hattie warned, and turned and clumped 
down the steps. “Oh, gobs,” she sighed 
inwardly. “I thought maybe the 
homecomin’ idea would bring some of 
Pete’s ol’ frien’s who would reminish over 
ol’ times with a lonesome widder. But I 
ought t’ have knowed all of his ol’ frien’s 
are either in boothill or locked up in 
hoosegows. I’ll never git sedimental ag’in.” 

She stopped suddenly, and snapped her 
fingers together. She put on speed again 
and was practically gasping for the breath 
of life when she got to her office. 

“Gobs, I am loco. What is a dictionary 
fer?”  

After quite a search, Hattie came to the 
word she was looking for. Botany. A 
science that treats of plants with reference 
to their structure, functions, etc. She had 
no sooner closed the book when Doctor 
Nostradamus Dillick cleared his throat 
outside her open door. 

“Le’s have a truce, Hattie,” he said. 
“Got somethin’ to your advantage, yep. 
Might even fergit t’ sue you.”  

Hattie reached for a six-gun. 
“Come in, you ol’ crook!”  
Dillick lifted the tails of his coat and sat 

down. 
“Ahem, I might as well put my cards on 

the table now as forevermore, huh? Yep, I 
was trespassin’ on that land of yourn. 
Ready t’ offer you five thousan’ dollars for 
it.”  

The head of the old bird on Hattie’s hat 
snapped up. Hattie’s upper plate made a 
sharp clicking sound. 

“Generous offer, Ma’am,” Dillick said. 
“Might not be s’ much medicine on it as I 

figger fer the patent medicine trade. Some 
chicklejujube plants ain’t as perductive as 
others.”  

“Chickle—what?” Hattie choked out. 
“Valuable fer medicine. Used fer hives 

an’ hay fever,” Professor Dillick said. 
“Can’t offer more’n five thousan’. Ain’t 
sure of the yield an’ quality.” 

The little bird told Hattie to grab the 
offer. Another voice in her noodle told her 
to take advantage of the locoed medicine 
man. 

“Show me the long green,” Hattie 
yelped. “It is a deal.” 

“Got the money right here,” Professor 
Dillick said, and grinned up at the picture 
of Poison Pete Pringle. Hattie was too 
excited to notice. He planted a roll of bills 
in her cupped hands, and got up. 

“Write out the receipt, Hattie, an’ then 
we’ll git the deed transferred over at 
Tolliver’s. I’m actin’ fer a client of mine.”  

“Huh?” Hattie exploded, scenting a 
pack rat. 

“I never buy no property,” Dillick 
sniffed. “Just hunt fer specimens. Where 
would I git five thousan’ dollars? Of courst 
I get ten per cent for discoverin’ the 
chicklejujube plants.”  

Ten minutes later, Hattie was rid of the 
real estate out at Gila Gap. Twenty-four 
hours later, Antioch Entwhistle entered her 
office, grinning like a hyena sitting on a 
side of beef. 

“Congratulate me, Hattie. I own all that 
chicklejujube now. Stuff sells fer eighty 
dollars a ounce, the sirup that’s in it. The 
professor says it ought t’ pan out t’ about 
fifteen thousan’ dollars!”  

“I knowed I was gettin’ robbed,” Hattie 
yelped. “What did I know about bottomy, 
huh? How did I know he wa’n’t loco? 
Whoever elst heard of chicklejujubes?” 

“Launcelot Hopper,” Antioch said. 
“Knows about everythin.’ Went t’ college. 
I ast him an’ he said anybody with brains 
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knows the Injuns used it for a hun’red 
years. It is a healin’ herb. I never take no 
chances, nope.”  

Hattie’s head was buzzing. She was 
both dejected and lifted up and couldn’t 
figure why. 

“Well, Antioch, now you’ll be rich, 
you’ll see Cassie is made happy as a lark, 
won’t you? She an’ Oolie—” 

“Wha-a-a-at? I use my brains so’s 
somebody without none can git married t’ 
my own daughter? Never!”  

“Awright,” Hattie sighed. “I bet you 
got a heart that wouldn’t make a square 
meal fer a wood tick. Go away, before I 
start shootin’, Antioch!” 

“I said you’d never git the best of me,” 
Antioch mocked as he scuffled out. 

Hattie Pringle wished she could get 
something clear inside her tired old noodle. 
One minute she bemoaned the fact that she 
had been taken for a sucker, and the next 
she felt as if she’d knocked over 
somebody’s apple cart. 

“I wisht I could make up me mind t’ 
laugh, or cry,” she muttered. “One thing I 
kin be thankful for, homecomin’ week is 
over. It was sure a bust!” 

 
N HOUR later, Hattie, her mind still 
wrapped in flannel, got ready to close 

up for the day. Night was creeping in and 
with it came Professor Nostradamus 
Dillick. 

“P-s-s-s-s-s-st,” he warned, and slipped 
, in like a phantom. He carried a handbag. 

“Look, I’ve stood enough, you ol’—!”  
“Sh-h-h-h, fer Pete’s sake,” Dillick 

hissed. 
“Fer whose?” Hattie squeaked. 
“Only got a few minutes, Hattie,” 

Dillick said. “There ain’t no such a thing as 
chicklejujubes, an’ if there was, there ain’t 
none on that stretch of rock an’ sand we 
sold Entwhistle. I tol’ Pete I’d make up t’ 
him some day fer what he done for me.”  

Hattie fell in her chair. She watched 
Professor Dillick stare fondly up at Pete’s 
picture. 

“Nice t’ see you ag’in, Sheriff,” she 
heard him say. “I jus’ squared things with 
you, huh?”  

“Look,” Hattie forced out. “Before I 
gits t’ be a ravin’ maniac, start talkin’, 
Perfesser.”  

“Huh? Oh sure. There was one time I 
use t’ rustle cattle, Hattie. Because I started 
out as a nester an’ the cowpokes burnt me 
out of house an’ home. I got hunk by 
swipin’ their stock, an’ one night Pete 
caught up with me. I tol’ him my story in a 
shack in the hills—over a quart of Ol’ Run 
of the Brush. Pete shed tears it was so sad, 
Hattie.”  

“Go on,” Hattie said. “So far I believe 
it.”  

“Pete could of had me hung, Hattie, but 
he said he’d give me another chancet to go 
straight,” Dillick said. “Never stole another 
head of beef after, Hattie. Run some 
roulette wheels, sol’ minin’ stock, an’ 
impersonated gents I wa’n’t. Like a 
perfesser of botany, yep. Made a lot of 
dinero playin’ poker with these duds on. 
Whoever heard of a perfesser knowin’ card 
tricks? 

“Well, like I said, I reformed. An’ then 
I come here t’ Milldew an’ hear all about 
you an’ that Pete Pringle was your husban’. 
My prayers was answered. Maybe you 
could drive me out of town in the gas 
buggy, huh? To give me a good start. That 
Antioch Ent—” 

“Well, I’m a three-headed gopher!” 
Hattie gasped, then looked up at Pete. “You 
did have a friend, you ol’ stewpot.”  

“You can see how I had t’ make you 
mad at me when I got here,” Dillick 
grinned. “After hearin’ Tolliver braggin’ 
about what they was goin’ t’ do about 
fixin’ your apple wagon, I made a bee-line 
here. Insulted Pete on purpose. They would 
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of been suspicious if you an’ me had hit it 
off, Hattie. An’ anyways I didn’ want you 
t’ be accused of no crooked deal as soon as 
I left Milldew. An’ you’d never consented 
t’ usin’ such underhanded methods even if 
I’d—”  

“Of courst not!” Hattie sniffed. “Why t’ 
think you’d even hint I would, Perfesser. 
Are you kiddin’?” 

Hattie laughed and rolled in her chair. 
She got up and gave Dillick a big bear hug, 
and heard something rattle on the wall. 
“Oh, it is only plutonic, Pete. It is no way t’ 
act when a ol’ friend gets thanked fer 
helpin’ your helpless widder!”  

“Well, I better be goin’, Hattie,” Dillick 
said. 

“Awright, ol’ pal,” Hattie said. “You 
sneak down an’ crawl into the skitterbuggy 
an’ scootch down in back. Before we go, 
though, le’s have a snort together.”  

They lifted their glasses to Pete. 
“Don’t aggravate him too far, 

Perfesser,” Hattie said. “He’s liable t’ jump 
right out an’ grab it. Here’s t’ 
chicklejujubies! An’ Milldew’s homin’ 
pigeons. Somethin’ tells me, Perfesser, that 
there might be no cure in them weeds fer 
hives, but I’ll bet me camisole there is a 
love portion in ‘em!”  

Ten minutes later, the Model T ran 
slowly out of Milldew. Two hours later, 
Hattie took leave of Nostradamus Dillick, 
nee John Loomis, alias Bad Bill Twiggler, 
at the railroad junction near Three Falls. 

“Adios, ol’ friend,” Hattie said. “Give 
me best to that Flora.”  

“G’bye Hattie, darlin’,” Dillick said. 
“Tell Antioch t’ weed ‘em an’ weep, haw-
w-w-w!”  

Hattie arrived home just before 
midnight, singing Sweet Genevieve. 
Milldew was quiet as a mouse as she 
climbed into her bed. 

“The calm before the storm,” Hattie 
chuckled. “I wonder how Cassie’ll look 

wearin’ a veil. On backwards it would be 
stunnin’ on her. Oh, Jennyveeve, sw-e-et 
Jenny—on our golden wed-d-din’ da-a-a-
ay!” 

 
T NOON of the next day, Antioch 
Entwhistle appeared on the porch of 

the Milldew House wearing a store coat 
and a spotted necktie. He allowed to the 
chair takers there that if he was going to be 
a millionaire, he had better start acting like 
one. Oh, yes, he expected Cassie would 
marry one of her peers. Of course, 
Launcelot Hooper.  

“Soon as I get the report on the 
specimens the professor sent to the drug 
concern, I’ll know just about how rich I’ll 
be,” Antioch proclaimed, and bit the end 
off a fifteen cent cigar. “Chicklejujube 
plant, yep. More valuable than gold dust. A 
boon t’ mankind. Kin see the label on all 
the bottles now, folks. Entwhistle’s Elixir! 
One dollar a bottle. Maybe have my pitcher 
on it like the Smiths have on cough drops.” 

“Don’t forget who is your legal 
advisory,” Judge Tolliver said expansively. 
“Them big firms git into plenty of 
litergations, Antioch. Where’ll we build the 
factory?”  

“I’d like to have the chance to draw up 
the plans for the new building, Mr. 
Entwhistle,” Launcelot Hooper said loftily. 
“Been lookin’ over a book on architecture: 
Really nothing to it, you know. Good thing 
I was here to prove the professor knew 
what he was talking about. Medicinal 
plants abound in these regions. Perhaps 
we’ll call Dillick back to search for other 
varieties.”  

“Why don’t you go an’ call on Cassie 
now?” Antioch suggested, throwing away 
his cigar and igniting a fresh one. “Now, 
you’ll be rich along with me, she’ll—huh, 
here comes Hattie Pringle. Let her know 
who has got t’ be the leadin’ figger in this 
town.  Yep, we’ll put her in her place.”  
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“Well, if it ain’t the multiple 
millionaire in the flesh an’ lots of it,” 
Hattie sniffed. “They never did make a silk 
handbag out of no coyote’s ear.”  

“To who do you think you’re 
speakin’?” Antioch slid down the bridge of 
his nose. 

“It has always stumped me, you ol’ 
billy goat. I never could even find nothin’ 
like you in the natural history,” Hattie 
sniffed. “You got a necktie on, huh? It is 
like linin’ a swill wagon with mother-of-
pearl.”  

“You are just sour grapes is all,” Judge 
Tolliver snapped. “Wa’n’t smart enough t’ 
git rich yourself. You’d been more perlite t’ 
a native son like the perfesser, you’d 
maybe be in Antioch’s shoes.”  

“Ten million dollars wouldn’t git me 
into ‘em,” Hattie said, and walked into the 
Milldew House, after bumping Launcelot 
Hooper almost off the porch with a neat 
twist of a hip. 

“You’re off the roost now, you fat 
biddy!” the Judge yelled after her. 

The reticule came right through the 
screen of the door and hit Tolliver in the 
meridian, carried him off the porch and 
down the steps. 

“I’ll pick me warbag up later,” Hattie 
yelped. 

A day passed. Another. It was 
gathering dusk in Milldew when Hattie sat 
in her office and heard heavy steps outside, 
as if someone was making his way up with 
both feet encased in concrete. The door 
swung open and Antioch staggered in. 

“I am ruint,” he said. “I been 
swindled!”  

“You was ruined long ago,” Hattie 
snapped. “What seems t’ be the trouble, 
Antioch, just as if I didn’t know—I mean 
as if I didn’t know somethin’ was too good 
t’ be true. Come on, Medicine Man, let’s 
have it.”  

“I—er—got the report here from that 

medicine company, Hattie,” Antioch said 
in a sluggish voice. “Said they never heard 
of no such herb as the chicklejujube. The 
specimens was just weeds that are 
especially poison t’—g-g-goats. That jasper 
was a fake. He robbed me of five thousan’ 
d-dollars.” 

“Don’t tell me you want me t’ give you 
the dinero back?” Hattie said. 

“It was a crooked deal,” Antioch 
bellowed. “You can’t tell me you wa’n’t in 
it? Why wa’nt you hooked?” 

“He was mad at me, Antioch, did you 
fergit? I even kicked him down the stairs. 
Just fer spite he hooked you instead.” 
Hattie grinned. “You can’t prove I was in 
with Dillick, you better shut up or I’ll sue 
fer slander. How would I know there 
wa’n’t no such herbs, huh? No wonder 
goats wouldn’t even graze out on that land. 
You had t’ take Launcelot Hooper’s word, 
didn’t you, Antioch? Just because that 
smarty pants had t’ make out he knowed 
somethin’ he didn’t—”  

“I met him on the way here,” Antioch 
said savagely. “He is at the bottom of a 
well right now, an’ he won’t climb out fer 
hours yet. What’ll I do, Hattie? I been 
tellin’ everybody I am a millionaire an’—”  

“You made the million in your noggin,” 
Hattie said. “You lost five thousand in real 
luker. That’s what is tormenting you, huh? 
I’ll tell you what I’ll do, Antioch. I’ll give 
you back the five thousand for that fifteen 
acres of land you own an’ never used. 
Good farmin’ land.”  

“It’s a deal,” Antioch yelped. “Uh—
wait a minute. I don’t come out only even.”  

“You wait,” Hattie said, licking her 
chops. “I buy the land on one condition. 
We git Tolliver fer a lawyer t’ put it in 
writin’. You agree that Cassie will marry 
Oolie Torkle, an’ that it is understood that 
one Hattie Pringle, party of the first, second 
an’ third part, an’ still the boss in this town, 
will rent the land at a reasonable basis to 
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the newlyweds, ipso facto an’ ads 
infinitive.”  

“It’s a swindle. It is cohesion!” Antioch 
yelped. 

“Even if it is murder, you will go along 
with the dear, you ol’ beetlehead,” Hattie 
yelped even louder. “You hate five 
thousan’ in cash like a Indian hates rum. 
You know that land ain’t worth but three 
anyway, you ol’ skinflint. I am sacrificin’ 
two thousan’ cash t’ see two lovebirdies are 
happy.”  

“Awright,” Antioch groaned. “We’ll 
make the deal tomorrow at Judge 
Tolliver’s. I still say there is somethin’ 
danged fishy about it all.”  

“Don’t bother sniffin’, Antioch. It is a 
sucker you smell. Wearin’ a spotted 
necktie,” Hattie said. “One thing I bet you 
won’t stand for, though. If Cassie has a 
man baby, she won’t call it Herb, huh? Get 
it, Antioch?”  

Entwhistle sighed deeply. 
“Don’t make no senst t’ me. Somebody 

gittin’ so mad at somebody they won’t 
swindle em.”  

“That is how much the perfesser hated 
me,” Hattie said. “Sometimes I mus’ be an 
awful stinker, huh? An’ don’t answer that 
one, Antioch.” 

 
UDGE TOLLIVER, at ten o’clock the 
next morning, drew up the necessary 

papers, all the while glancing at Hattie as if 
he had never seen her before in his whole 
life. Cassie Entwhistle and Oolie Torkle sat 
on an old dilapidated couch in the corner of 
the office, making up for a lot of wooing 
they had been robbed out of. 

“I still says it was you who really 
worked the flim-flammin’, you ol’ rip,” he 
said to Hattie. “But I’ll never know how.”  

“Me neither.” Hattie grinned. 
“Sometimes I figger you can ride a 

broomstick,” Judge Tolliver choked out. 
Hattie snatched a legal paper Judge 

Tolliver handed to Antioch. “You let me be 
sure that clause is there ‘fore he gits his 
claws on it, Judge. Yep, the seller agrees t’ 
give his daughter’s hand t’ the suitor 
named by the party of the first part whicht 
is me. You hear that Cassie? An’ you, 
Oolie?”  

“They can’t hear nothin’,” Antioch 
snorted. “Jus’ sittin’ there lookin’ at each 
other like two moon-struck moo cows!”  

“Yep,” Hattie said. “That chicklejujube 
might be awful on goats but there was a 
love portion in it fer them younkers. Like I 
tol’ the perf—well, see you at the weddin’, 
boys.” 

Judge Tolliver clawed at his pate when 
Hattie made her exit. Antioch rammed a 
big penholder under his mustache and 
scratched a fifteen center against the sole of 
his boot. 

“She got me, Judge, but I’m danged if I 
know how.”  

Hattie went over to her office. She took 
the picture down off the wall and smacked 
Pete right on the whiskers. 

“You ol’ sweetheart of a reperbate. You 
had such nice frien’s. Yep, you got a nose 
like a termater, but a heart of gol’. But here 
I go gittin’ sedimental meself, a old glass 
widow—”  

She took the picture over to her old 
chair and sat down, holding it in her lap. 
She dozed off. Maybe it was the light from 
a street lamp that made Pete Pringle look as 
if he was smiling, and asleep, too. 

 

J 


