
A wee western tale of capture and pursuit



wee western #6

written and photographed 
by jason dewitt

custom toys and sets by 
wearesmall.com 

special thanks to the fine 
citizens of the town of Boxtop hill

dang'ol copyright 2015



I'm gonna live just 
so I can kill that 

obadiah dirt!



Evening is comin' on and young Huck dirt slips away to do what boys do...

Huck? Huck Dirt 
you come back here 

this instant!

I'm goin' to bag me a 
bush budgie, Maw! I'll be 

back right quick!



...come on, dang you... 
I got a nice lead 

cuttlebone for you... 

The ancient game of hunter vs. prey is about to be played again...



BANG! bang!
bang!

Aw, just you wait till 
I get a real gun!



A rustling in the grass, and the game of hunter vs. prey takes a terrible twist...

What the 
dang...?

Arrr!!!



The next day, strange stories are beginning to circulate around town...

g'mornin' 
Waylon, you're up 

early today.

couldn't 
sleep, jones. Even 

my pony sweet face 
is nervous!

what's all the 
fuss about?

Well... I'll tell you 
what happened but danged if I 

know what I saw... I was headin' out to 
put m'shovel back in the shed when I 

hear this funny singin' goin' on, 
like sailor songs. in m'shed!



I go in for a closer look 
and sure 'nough, some fellla with 
one eye is gettin' hisself drunk in 
there, singin' 'bout "Yah-hoo-hoo 

and a bottle of gin!"

Well, I start tellin' him 
I don't need no fellas singin' 

sea songs in m'shed and how I might 
want anyone doing such to leave, 

and so he does. 

But he stole two 
of m'chickens on 

his way out!

That's a curious 
tale. it reminds me of a 

strangeness that happened 
a few days ago...



I was out to check on ol' bob tater's 
place as a favor while bob does his time, when I 

heard this voice a'callin' out from the well. 

But it weren't a 'help me!' 
sort of call like when the kids 

fall down there, it was more like an 
alphabet lesson, except the fella 

was stuck between Q and S 
repeatin' hisself!

Well, I went in to have a 
closer look and sure 'nough 

there's a fella down in ol' Bob 
Tater's well, scoopin' up coins that 

his granchirrin tossed down 
there for wishes! 

And he had 
this bent metal hand 
of sorts... Don't that 

just beat all?

Excuse me gents, I 
overhear'd them stories just now and 
it brought to mind an occurrence that 

occurred just t'other day...



I was bringing wood 
in for the fire when I seen 

this feller in funny-type pants 
in my hog sty...

I was horrified at the 
thought of gettin' a closer 

look so I just closed m'eyes 
and started yellin' and swung 

my axe around! 

When I opened my eyes the 
feller was gone but danged if 

he didn't take a sack of hog 
chow with him!



There was a certain ragged 
elegance in the brushstrokes, like his 
hand was guided by an inner storm that 

simply had to spill out in paint.

And even when 
it got heavy-handed or 
iconic it still had this 

brooding charm that... 

hey, what's 
that?

meanwhile, bounty hunters Jimmy xu and mr. fong scour the open range for clues...

where?

Look where 
I'm pointing. 

Ok, look at me, 
and now look where 

I'm pointing.



Hey, that's the 
stranger's hat!



That's the hat 
alright...

I believe that 
someone else has 
captured our prey.

Well, if we don't 
find them can I have 

the hat?

So, if this is his 
hat, that means you were 
right about that hijacked 

stagecoach! But something else 
must have happened to them... 

He'd never just forget 
this hat!



I've listened here all 
morning and my question is 
what are we gonna dang do 

about this?

back in town, more strange stories have the citizens demanding solutions...

I'm certain that no good 
obadiah dirt is at the bottom 

of this somehow, and I say it's high 
time we do something about 

those outlaws!



JED! Jed Holstein, 
wait! It's my boy, Huck! My 
dear sweet boy has been 
kidnapped! Taken from me 

by sailors! 

First 
Obadiah goes 

sour, and now my 
boy is gone!

suddenly, zerelda dirt runs into town...



Well? How much 
more do you need to hear, 

men? Let's put a bullet in that 
Obadiah Dirt's head 

before sundown! 

The only place they could be hidin' 
is them caves down in Gravitas 

Canyon, so let's mount up and kill that 
poor woman's husband! 

Who's with me!?!



meanwhile, left for dead after the prison break, wounded mingo climbs out of the canyon...

I made it... i made it 
out of heck alive!

I'm gonna live just 
so I can kill that 

obadiah dirt!



There we go... Jimmy, 
fetch the canteen.

suddenly, a helping hand...

i'm all kinds of 
appreciative but why are 
you fellas helpin' me?

actually, it's you who 
may help us...



We're looking for a pair of 
outlaws wanted in boxtop hill. Your, uh, 

attire leads us to believe you are 
familiar with the criminal element... 

Have you ever 
seen this man?

Well I'll be a 
big dang...



meanwhile, the stranger's friend sequando arrives at the rendezvous site...

he said to meet 
him at the 

watering hole...



there was a 
struggle here... 
and salty men.



the watering hole is too 
small for a canoe...

slowly, the pieces begin to come together...



after an hour's ride the gritty men of boxtop hill are half way to gravitas canyon...

come on men! we're 
gonna get those 
villains this time!

Well heck jed, 
i'm just not sure 

no more...



You see, me and the boys 
been talkin'... Silas there has that 

sick calf to tend to, and Raunchy has 
choir practice in an hour, and ol' Cal 

forgot his chaps...

Ringo didn't even want to 
come along in the first place, and 

you know how Jones gets panicky in 
canyons, and Whitey ain't even sure 

why he's out here...

Whut!?



It's ok, I get it. You 
all run on back to your 

pigs and turnips and 
whatnot. Leave the men's 

work to the menfolk. 

I'm going to stop that 
Obadiah Dirt, with or 
without help from the 

Ladies Auxiliary!



later that afternoon, two strangers make a chance encounter...

Not a word passes between them but much is communicated, and somehow each knows they both ride the same path.



Arr, bonny bill! that 
lubber's hat makes yee 

look ridiculous!

... somewhere  in gravitas canyon...

That it does, Mr. Glock. 
And it smells of hogs, too!

shut yee Arr holes 
boys, we're getting close 

to the secret cave...



... so that's when he says that 
he's just fed up and don't want to see 

none of us no more, and he up and walks 
out. We found out later he married some 

squaw named Trudy from out Kentucky way, 
but that night at dinner was the last 

time any of us ever saw him...

inside the cave, the stranger and obadiah dirt are still in cages...

I don't want to 
hear no more about your 

parson, Obie. Hey... you hear 
that? Sounds like somethin' is 

goin' on out there...



Arr! We be back from the 
raid! And look what I got 
here... a new cabin boy!

bring him here, Bill... 
let's see what he's made 

of... and take that 
ridiculous hat off!



do you know what it 
means to be keelhauled, boy? 

it's a process by which cabin boys 
who refuse to do what they're told 
get ripped to bitty pieces, and then 

those pieces get eaten by very 
mean sharks...

well, don't let it happen to 
you, lad! our last cabin boy was 
shark food within a week... his 

problem was too many freckles... 
say, you don't have too many 

freckles, do you boy...?

th-that 
don't sound like 

no good.

Captain furious eyes the boy with a cold smile...



Arr, the cages be 
full! I'll have to tie him 

up with the girl!

hush boy! and don't 
you worry, your paw is 

gonna save you!

Paw?! Are you a 
buccaneer now?

Bonny Bill takes the new captive to their hostage accommodations...



Arr!! Cap'n, the 
swarthy lass has 

wriggled out of her 
tethers and made off!

she can't have 
gone far, find her!



Outside it's the same old hunter vs. prey thing again...

That lass won't 
escape the good eye of 

stainless jack!

Arr, it be so 
unusual when yee 

refer to yeeself in the 
third person...

yee go that 
way, i be on 
this tack...



come out, 
lassy! stainless 

jack always knows 
when a girl is hiding 

from him...



Arr, there yee be! now 
put down that poker like 

a nice girl...

guh!

come and 
take it, 

gruesome!



I sure hope you're 
sequando!

yuta-hey!



later that night at a concealed camp, sequando and amy exchange stories...

… so I followed the drag 
marks in the sand to this place. 
I knew they were in trouble… 

but freebooters!?

They’ll be watchful now that 
Stainless Jack has an arrow in his skull! 

Thanks for that, by the way. Those brigands are 
horrible, all that yee and yoh ho was driving 

me nuts! If I didn’t have such slim wrists 
I’d still be in that cave…



The Stranger 
has saved my life many 

times, I will not allow his 
spirit to be stolen by 
corsairs! I owe him.

My people have a legend about a 
tribe of one-eyed men who come from the 

Great Waters to steal and drink. Then they leave 
in their huge canoes taking everything and 
everyone they have stolen back to their 

salty spirit world.  

I just met them, at 
gunpoint, but I can’t sit around 
and do nothing! That stranger 
and his squinty eyes are so… 

Uhm, what do 
you know about 
Obadiah Dirt?

he has very 
bad luck.



who goes 
there?

and at another camp in the canyon, Jed meets the bounty hunters by chance...

Well dang me, am 
I glad to find you 
fellas out here!

Jed holstein? 
what are the odds 

of that...?



We're getting 
closer to finding them 
every day, Jed. That 

miscreant Dirt isn't long for 
this world no matter how 

you look at it!

It's true, Jed. 
We've discovered many 

illuminating clues along 
the way, and collected a 
few intriguing anecdotes 

as well.

You know, I'm sorry to admit 
this, I cain't understand but every 

other word you boys say! Y'think you 
could slow down a bit for me? I'm itchin' 

to hear the tale, but your accents 
make me doggone dizzy at times!



The most interesting news 
came from Mr. Mingo there, 
who gave us Obadiah's last 

known location.

there is 
also a sizable 
reward for his 

capture.

Inside the handbag, 
among her personal 
effects, was this...

we found evidence of a 
struggle, and a discarded prison 
uniform. We also found a lady's 

leather handbag, one that belonged to 
a passenger on the stagecoach that 

was hijacked during the 
outlaw's escape.



The End...?

Amy? The gal from 
the telegraph office? 
How'd she get mixed up 

in this?


