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roof of the porch over the sidewalk.

High-pitched cries back there in the
hall, the rush of many feet. A snatch of
hot wind tugged at Stumpy’s cheek.
Another bullet, ripping through his
opened vest, scorched his side. On his
stomach, clinging to the shingles, he
searched with dangling legs for a post.
Not finding it, he let his body over the
eaves, and dropped. Bullets screamed
over him. His foot struck a plank
stretched between the porch posts, and he
fell heavily, rolling into the street.

Bounding up, he darted toward the pro-
tection of the wooden awnings that roofed
the sidewalk. Bullets burned up the air
about him, but none hit. He ducked be-
tween two buildings and came into a
vacant lot. With all the speed of which
he was possessed, he ran toward the
livery stable. Behind him sharp cries,
edged with killing rage. Cowboys, out to
shoot down the one that had double-
crossed them,

The thought made Stumpy wince.

“They orter know I didn't do it,” he
groaned. -

Glancing back, he saw a blurred knot of
men coming swiftly after him. Fire
flashed from them, the roar of their guns
thundering through the silence. Never
would he be able to get his horse from
the livery stable before those men over-
took him. Turning abruptly into an alley,
he stepped into a hole and fell sprawling
on his face. He leaped up and ran on,
conscious for the first time that his left
leg dragged a little. He doubled back to-
ward the Buckhorn Saloon.

Crouching close to the buildings, he
came in among the horses standing de-
jectedly at the rail. They swung back on
their reins, snorting. Stumpy did not
know that the horses smelled fresh blood;
did not yet realise that a bullet had struck
his leg. Untying the reins of a big, long-
barrelled claybank, he came into the
whirling saddle. A half-dozen teeth-
jarring bucks, and the claybank was ready
to run. Stumpy fanned it down the street,
careening around the first corner,

Dark figures of men rose up before
him. A sheet of fire leaped up at him.
Flat against the claybank’s neck, Stumpy
raced through that hail of lead. Swerv-
ing into a narrow side street, he headed
out of town. He thundered over a bridge,
and open country lay before him.

E looked back. He saw only dark
H houses walling in a ribbon of star-

lit dust. But he heard, even above
the steady pounding of the claybank’s
hoofs, the shouts of the avenging cow-
boys. They would hang on his trail, those
happy-go-lucky cowboys who had been
double-crossed, until hell froze over. Yes,
and then track him down on the ice. He
leaned over and patted the horse’s withers.

“You got to run, ol'-timer, like you
never run before. Them fellers jest can’t
ketch me, not yet!”

It was as though the horse compre-
hended the anguish in Stumpy’s voice.
With long, easy stride his mount came up
the rise from the creek. The claybank
dipped over the crest of the rise, and the
scattered lights of the town blinked out.
Before Stumpy stretched a boundless
sweep of sagebrush, dim and dark, fading
into the walls of the night.

Where to? The question left him
strangely empty. He turned bleak eyes
to the west. Dave’s little spread lay over
there among the hills, the only home he
had ever known.

“But it won’t never be honie no more,”
Stumpy muttered brokenly.

He turned into a wagon-track that
crawled toward the north-west. Mustang
Hole, he remembered, lay off in this direc-
tion. A little-known region of twisting
canyons, boiling springs, and mysterious
caverns. Bad lands, refuge of the hunted,
both beast and man. Once he gained the
barrier of these inhospitable mountains,
he should be safe from pursuit.

Pounding along the wagon-trail, he was
comforted by the thought that most of the
men following him were contestants in
the rodeo to-morrow ; they must soon turn
back. But old Dave, he had a good reason
to believe, would not quit until Stumpy



























































































































































































































PISTOL PAY DAY 93

UNS crashed behind the fleeing

pair. Blue whizzers wailed nar-
rowly past them in the moonlight.
But they dipped into a gully, swung,
arced behind a low butte and length-
ened their lead some.

“Man, thanks!” young Wildo said
fervently.

Rabon fixed a guarded gaze upon
his prisoner, gestured with the gold-
plated gun. “Don’ sling the gracias
too fas’,” he advised. “Ees not be-
cause I give the small damn about
w’ether you stretch the twine that I
’ave bring you along. To me, you
mean dinero—an’ I inten’ to collec’.
That Senor Spraddle’-Out weeth the
black ’at, who he ees, ha?”

“That’s Leeson. Hangs around Ver-
dugo with plenty of likker money—
but they tell me he does anything
rather’n work.”

Rabon sighed. “An’ thees paper,” he
said, tapping the vest pocket where
he had cached the note he’d taken
from the dead gambler. “How come
Bimer to ’'ave eet, ha?”

Young Wildo shifted uneasily in
his hull. “I went intuh Verdugo tuh
sluice the trail-dust from my throat.
Bucked Bimer’s game, just for the
hell of it—an’ when the chips was
comin’ my way, I went out like a
light. Woke up nex’ mornin’ in the
alley, stiff as a board and soaked with
dew. I figure they slipped me a knock-
out drink. Well, Bimer fronted me on
the street with that I. O. U. thing
which I either signed when I was
blotto, or else they forged. He says
he’s sorry, but either I make good
what I owe, or he’ll have tuh take my
half of the herd. I told the tinhorn
where tuh head in at—but Dad found
out about the mess—"" The youngster’s
face worked convulsively—and more
bitterness than one so brash ever
should feel came into his eyes.

“Ees mos’ strange,” Rabon stated
soberly. “The Senor Bimer ’ave not
the look of wan w’at would do thees
thing.” But he shrugged, adjusted his

gaudy serape. “Ees not my business.
All I wan’ ees to collec’ any reward
that ees float’ aroun’.”

“Yeah?” Wildo retorted. “Yuh
know damn’ well I didn’t kill Bimer!
But look here: yuh gotta do me one
favor, no matter what happens. See
Lu Bimer, make her understand that
I didn’t kill her father!”

Rabon’s eyebrows soared. “Your
girl, ees the hija of the Senor Bimer?
Ees mos’ bad! I'm theenk—"

“Never mind that!” Wildo said sav-
agely. “Promise me you’ll see her!”

And Rabon, because he had maybe
too much romance in his system,
nodded.

ERDUGO was situated in the

middle of a sagebrush flat, with
one part braced against the prevail-
ing winds. A battered, but defiant sort
of a town; but it came instantly to
life when the town riders, followed at
a distance of a mile or two by a howl-
ing, powder-burning mob, fogged
down the drag. Doors were flung open,
heads peered from windows.

Rabon herded his prisoner to the
sheet-iron-covered jail building.
“Senor Shereef!” he yelled.

There was a light in the jail—it
flung a fan-shaped area of yellow
radiance across the street when the
door was swung open. Two men came
out. One was pot-bellied, slow-moving
under the weight of his own im-
portance, with a star glinting on his
shirt. The other was a gaunt oldster
with a longhorn moustache—one of
those fierce-looking hombres who
rarely pan out to be as bad as their
bark. :
When Task Wildo saw the gaunt
one, he gave a low exclamation. But
Rabon let that slide. “The Senor
Bimer,” he told the sheriff, “ees dead.
Thees one I fin’ on the rimrock trail,
right above place w’ere the tinhorn
get muerto. Them hombre’ behin’ us,
they wan’ to make the ’'ang party.
Get the prisoner inside pronto, ha?”






























THE DEVIL'S OWN DEPUTIES

there. Meet me in ten minutes at the
jail. But don’t let anyone see you
snooping.”

Pancho’s heels clicked down on the
floor as he slid from the chair and ran
over to the hat-rack for his pint-sized
J. B. He limped slightly when he ran,
for the leg that had been broken by
one of Butch Walker’s .45 slugs had
never fully mended. At the door he
slapped on his hat and swung back to
the lighted room.

“Be seein’ yuh, Sheriff!”

“Right, Deputy!”

ILL WATTS, too, clapped on his
Stetson. But a moment behind
Pancho, he strode out of his house,
down the boardwalk to Jimmy
O’Neil's livery stable. A thoughtful
frown creased his forehead as he sad-
dled his big black.

For a long time Seltzer and San-
chez, owner and ramrod of the Crown,
biggest spread in the county, had had
things pretty much their own way.
They had ridden roughshod over the
smaller ranchers, had gobbled up their
range. They had rustled cows from
the small outfits and had not even
stopped short of murder, in their
greedy fight to get a strangle-hold on
the county. But then Bill Watts was
elected sheriff. With Doc Bolton and
a few of the nervier small ranchers
like Frankie Payson backing him,
Seltzer and Sanchez at last had met
their match. They had ended up, after
plenty of gun-smoke, behind bars.
They were in the jug right now!

But Tony Ling was in town—and
his coming was certain to have some
connection with the men in jail.

The sheriff had his mind made up
by the time he reached the jail. His
deputy, Bat Furness, grinned as he
came in and took his lanky legs off the
sheriff’s table and clumped them down
on the fioor.

“How’s the free man?” he asked.

“He ain’t free.” Bill settled down
on the edge of the desk, one leg hang-
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ing over the side and swinging slowly.
“Where’s that resignation I passed
over to you last week when I slapped
Sanchez and Seltzer in the jug.”

Leaning back in his swivel chair,
Bat fished out a long white envelope
from the flat-top drawer and handed
it over to the sheriff. “Yuh want to
read it an’ see if it’s really true?”

Walker casually ripped the enve-
lope across the middle. Then, putting
the two pieces together, he ripped
them into half again. Then into
eighths, and let the pieces dift slowly
into the wicker waste-basket.

Bat’s mouth hung grotesquely open.
“Yuh mean it?” Bat asked. Then the
wind-tanned lines around the corners
of his mouth creased and deepened in
eager anticipation. Some people said
that Bat was a bit thick, but nobody
denied that he was intensely inter-
ested in his job. “What’s up, Bill?”

“I can’t quit with a half-done job
on my hands, Bat,” the sheriff said.
“While you’ve been making smoke-
rings to hang around yore new badge,
and while I’'ve been building castles,
the only real lawman Travadore’s ever
had has been snooping.”

“You don’t mean Pancho’s scared
up another rat?”

“I do,” the sheriff answered. “And
a mean one. About twelve, midnight,
you’re going to be shot at. Some-
body’s going to try to bust out
Seltzer.”

“The button tell you that?”

The sheriff shook his head. “Pancho
didn’t tell me this. I just figgered it
out from what he did tell me. While
I'm celebrating the end of my job the
boys will strike. They all know I'm
supposed to go out of office at mid-
night. Can you think of a better time
to be made into buzzard bait?”

“But there ain’t a man on the Crown
Ranch with nerve enough to try an’
bust the place,” Bat said, “even if
there was one who was interested.”

“But there are plenty of others in
the world.” The sheriff sat back.
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“So the prisoners busted out, huh?”

“They must of had half a dozen
horses,” Bat informed him. “Pulled
out the whole rear end of the jail.”

The sheriff looked down into the
girl’s deathly white face framed by its
golden, wind-swept curls. Her eyelids
were flickering slightly, her cheeks
were twitching.

“It should of been me, not you!” he
said.

Sally’s eyes opened suddenly. The
wide blue of them was wet and fresh
like the prairie skies after a rain, and
her red lips parted in a little smile.

“No, Bert,” she said simply. “It had
to be me. You still have work todo. ..
and I must stay at home and wait till
you come back to me.”

OR a moment the sheriff was

speechless. This woman of his had
a heart and strength beyond his com-
prehension. He couldn’t think of the
proper answer, and he covered up his
confusion by asking her:

“Where’s your father? We’ve got
to find him to tend to you.”

“No. I'll be all right,” she insisted.
The glow was returning to her cheeks,
she trembled in his arm as the pain in
her shoulder began to throb again and
the numbness of unconsciousness
surged from her slim body. “Take me
home and I'll be all right!”

Silently the sheriff left the jail and
strode down the boardwalk towards
Doc Bolton’s house, carrying Sally in
his arms. His mind was wandering:
from the girl to the man who had shot
her, from Sally to little Pancho who
must be still waiting down at the
stable, to Doc Bolton who had not
shown up all evening.

“Where’s Doc?” he asked again.

Through the darkness the girl’s an-
swer came faintly.

“He went out to the Oxbow this
afternoon. Somebody rode in to say
Frankie Payson wanted to see him.
But he should have been back long

ago.

“Payson was okay this morning
when I rode by.” The sheriff stopped
himself, He was putting the puzzle
together. Frankie Payson and Doc
Bolton—the two who’d ride through
hell with him . . . the two men he
needed at a time like this . . . Payson
had been badly shot up in the battle
they’d had when they rounded up
Seltzer and Sanchez—but he was
mending all right. Now . ..

Just in time he had caught him-
self, kept from showing his fear to
the girl. “But Frankie wasn’t wholly
mended, yet,” he added quickly.
“Guess he had a relapse. Maybe Doc
fixed him up and stuck around to play
some poker.”

“Maybe,” the girl answered.

And Pedro, he was thinking . . .
Ling must have come and gotten his
horse. Funny the kid hadn’t showed
up before now, especially with all the
shooting. . ..

They had reached the Doc’s house
and Bat went ahead to light a lamp.
Briefly the sheriff held the girl closer
while his lips brushed hers. Then the
lamp flared up and he set Sally down
on her bed and put the pillow under
her head. Before he left he and Bat
washed out her wound and bound it
temporarily.

“Doc will be home soon and do a
right job of it,” he said in parting.

“Thanks, Bill.,”

On the front porch he stopped for
a moment listening to the now quiet
night. Bat was standing silently be-
side him, waiting for further orders,
but for a long time the sheriff said
nothing. He was thinking of the con-
versation he’d had that afternoon with
the Mexican kid. Plan ahead ... keep
your eyes on the back trail and open
the trail ahead. Don’t move until the
ground’s cleared and you are sure
your plan will work. Those were the
rules for sherifing and chess-playing
. . . the rules for jail-busting and
banditry. Tony Ling knew the rules,
all right; he knew his game and he’d
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finally, “come to think of it, 1 ain’t
actually seen him since the dark gent
was here for his buckskin. That was
before the shootin’. I left Pancho sad-
dlin’ that feller’s hoss and went off to
bed. Where do you figger he could’ve
gone, Bill?”

“If I knew,” said the sheriff, “I
wouldn’t be standin’ here. . . .”

Jimmy had paused perplexedly,
half-way down the length of the
stable. Now, suddenly, he started on
again,

“Maybe the drunk’ll know,” he mut-
tered. “The dark gent toted in a drunk
with him when he first come, left him
sleepin’ in a stall.” He peered around
him. “I don’t know about that rannie.
The gent with the buckskin said he
was no pal of his. Picked him up on
the side o’ the road. But I ain’t sure.
Anyway, he’s went too, so yuh can’t
ask him.”

“Which is the brightest thing
you’ve said tonight,” the sheriff com-
mented.

“Maybe.” Jimmy wagged his gray
old beard. “That other feller, the dark
one, looked like a decent gent to me.
But he packed a brace o’ hawg-laigs
an’ hung them low, an’ by the looks
o’ that scar on his face I guess he’s
used them oncet on twicet. But I'm
boogered for a left-handed jack-rab-
bit if I can figger how the kit an’
kaboodle o’ them got out the front
door without me seein’ them.”

“They might of gone out the back
door,” the sheriff suggested.

That hadn’t occurred to O’Neil. Re-
peating “yessir, yessir,” to himself he
turned up the lantern and waddled
around the barn, checking up on the
saddles. The sheriff followed him
through the windy barn and out into
the corrals, and carefully examined

the soft ground for any evidence that

he might be lucky enough to find.
“Danged if the drunk’s hoss ain’t
gone, too . . . an’ two, three others.
An’ Pancho’s saddle—" Jimmy rattled
on to himself“—an’ a couple of the
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best Myer’s I ever owned. Damn that
spic! I never thought Pancho’d—"

“He didn’t!” The sheriff had taken
the lantern from O’Neil and was trac-
ing out the story in the ground to the
left of the barn. “Look here, Jimmy.
Pancho took a run for himself. Those
little prints are his. And here he went
straight up in the air, both feet at
once. You don’t get on a horse that
way. Somebody put him on the
cayuse.”

“They abducted the button!”

“They did. Fetch me a horse,
Jimmy, and a decent saddle. My horse
ran away.”

The old man waddled off. When he
returned he was leading a magnificent
black almost the twin of the sheriff’s
lost horse, and on the animal’s back
was the beautiful saddle that Jimmy
had last ridden in before he was
thrown by a bronc and smashed almost
to death. This saddle hadn’t been used
since that long past day. But. ..

“I hope yuh find Pancho,” Jimmy
said quietly. “The button’s sort of
like my own kid to me. Wisht I could
ride with yuh.”

“I know. It’s okay, Jimmy.” The
sheriff smiled down at him, looking
more confident than he felt. “I’ll bring
him in kicking and hollering.” He
took the bridle. “Can I borrow your
lamp, too, Jimmy?”

“Sure. Anything. By George, if ynh
don’t find ...’

“I'll find him, okay.” Sheriff Bill
swung into the saddle, holding the
lighted lantern in his right hand. “Be
seein’ yuh,”

TRAILING Ling was easy enough
at the beginning. There had been,
aside from Ling’s, but four horses.
Two of them would have been for
Sanchez and Seltzer, one for the cap-
tive Pancho. The other—well, it was
obvious that the “drunk” Jimmy told
about had really been a pal of Ling’s,
not drunk at all, He was the one who
had busted out the jail. Walker found






















































