
C Lowry

Pan Out





  

  Copyright © 2021 by C Lowry


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        CHAPTER ONE
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER TWO
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER THREE
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER FOUR
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER FIVE
        
      

    
      	
        CHAPTER SIX
        
      

    
    


  




  
  
  CHAPTER ONE

  
  




He rolled a cigar slowly between his fingers, remembering that he dared not strike a match. From the yellow oblong of a lighted window the big cowboy’s glance moved over the long stone building to another window that was dark, and lined with iron bars.

Behind those bars a man would be counting hours right now.

“Ten years!” Rip muttered.

Ten years in the penitentiary down at El Paso.

Rip wrote, “I was the man who killed Sheriff Greb,” on the back of a reward poster.

He shaped the paper cylinder on a framed-up charge.

Rip shook his mechanically, and then he crumbled it head.

He didn’t know much about the case, but he did know Rudy McCain.

Once he and Rudy had been partners in a little cow outfit in New Mexico, before Rudy had drifted up into this Paradox country to try his luck.

Beyond the bulk of the jail, the lights of town laid a faint radiance against the night.

Rip’s glance came back to the lighted window, to focus on the bald head of a man seated in the room.

He brought a folded bandanna from his pocket and built it into a mask, knotting it securely against his neck.

His right hand dropped to brush the black gun at his hip.

With his lanky frame melting in the shadows, Rip Rip waited patiently.

The bald head belonged to Ben Deadle, deputy sheriff.

That much Rip knew, although he didn’t know Deadle.

Suddenly, from somewhere in the town beyond, a forty-five broke out in a stuttering refrain.

One shot, another, and another.

Silence, and then a second gun barked twice, reports blending. Rip balanced on his toes like a man about to start a race. In the jail office the bald-headed man pushed to his feet.

Rip had a glimpse of thick shoulders, of a squat and powerful body, in the moment before the deputy crossed the room and passed beyond his line of vision.

Deadle was moving toward the door.

Soft-footed in the darkness, Rip Rip went to meet him.

In the town the guns were roaring again.

Rip had counted five fast shots before he reached the corner of the jail.

His Colt was in his hand when he went around the corner of the building, but already Deputy Ben Deadle was on his way.

The office of the jail was wide open, light was flowing out across the wooden sidewalk, and Deadle was running awkwardly toward the main street of the town.

Swiftly Rip Rip slid around the corner and through that open door.

He had no nerves, but now he felt a sudden, heady surge of exultation.

All of this had been planned beforehand, and now each part was falling into place.

He had thought to meet a locked door at the least, but now the door was open, and the office was empty, and in a comer of the room was the big desk, just as it had been described to him.

He went across the room in long strides and dropped down on his knees before the desk.

He tried a drawer, but it was locked.

He brought a screw-driver from his pocket and jammed it between drawer and desk and heard the lock snap.

He jerked the drawer open, thrust a hand within, and came up with a whole handful of keys, strung on a ring.

Somewhere a gun was barking again.

Rip straightened, stood motionless an instant, a big, wide-shouldered man in boots and corduroys and flannel shirt, with gray eyes narrowed to a tense alertness above the blue bandana draped across his nose.

He flowed into action again.

A heavy wooden door separated office and jail, and it took him a second to select the proper key.

Then the lock clicked back and he looked down the tunnel of darkness of a long corridor.

He went through, closing the door behind him.

Now he risked a match.

Ahead he saw the pattern of iron bars.

He went toward them’ match flickering.

He called softly, “Rudy! Rudy McCain!”

A shadowy figure stirred behind iron bars.

“What is it—what’s up?” By match light Rip Rip was fumbling with the keys.

“This is Rip,” he said. “Get your hat, Rudy—we’re leaving here. If I can find that damn key—”

He found it then.

The lock clicked back; the cell door swung wide.

The shadowy figure moved toward him.

“My gosh! If I didn’t know you for an unmitigated liar, Rip—”

“Some other time, Rudy.” Rip said.

“Right now we better be getting on our way. The broncs are waiting—”

And then, from beyond the corridor behind him, Rip heard something that stopped the words on his lips—the sound of a closing door, of scraping feet, of boots moving across a floor.

He knew that McCain had heard it also, for McCain stood silent at his side.

He had closed the heavy corridor door behind him.

Now, beyond that door, someone was moving about within the office of the jail.

In the solid darkness he saw a light shining ahead, and he knew then that there was a slot in the wooden door.

And softly, with infinite caution, big Rip Rip crept toward that slot.

He groped for the door, put his eyes to the narrow crack.

It would be Ben Deadle, the deputy, come back again.

But it wasn’t Deadle.

This was another man, taller than Deadle, with a full crop of iron-gray hair on his head, with gray mustache close-clipped above a steel-trap mouth.

Rip felt a hand on his shoulder, and he moved aside to give Rudy McCain a glimpse into the office.

“Greb,” McCain whispered in his ear. “Sheriff Greb!”

Rip nodded. He had caught the glint of a badge on the man’s vest.

And he knew now that their luck had run out suddenly, for he and Rudy were trapped here in this pitch-dark corridor and the sheriff was standing between them and freedom.

As soon as Greb saw that broken drawer— Rip kept his eyes glued to the narrow slot.

The sheriff had placed some papers on his desk, and now he was sorting through them slowly.

One paper he put aside; the others he shoved into an inside pocket of his long black coat.

He took the coat off then and went across the office to hang it on a wooden peg.

As he started back toward the desk, Rip saw his glance stop abruptly on that shattered drawer of the desk.

The big cowpuncher picked that moment.

The wheels were turning, and Rip had gone too far to turn back now.

He jerked the big door wide and leaped into the lighted office.

His gun was level in his hand.

“Get the hands high, Sheriff! ” he barked.

The sheriff’s back had been half-turned.

Now he whirled. For the space of a single heartbeat he stood motionless, staring at the big man in the blue bandana mask. Rip tilted his gun.

“Lift ’em, Sheriff!”

The sheriff looked at that leveled gun and didn’t seem to see it.

Not for an instant did he hesitate.

Not a word did he speak.

His hand struck suddenly for the big Colt at his hip.

He never had a chance.

Rip’s gun was high, and ready, although he knew he couldn’t use it, couldn’t shoot that old man down.

But his left hand darted out to grab the sheriff’s wrist, and then Rip dropped his gun and drove his right fist against the sheriff’s jaw.

That savage, short-arm jolt rocked Greb’s head back on his shoulders.

His feet tangled and he went over backward, and, falling, his head struck with solid force against the base of the big heating stove which stood in a corner of the office.

“My gosh, Rip,” said Rudy McCain, “you ought to pull them punches!” Long afterward Rip Rip would recall that moment again, and in his mind each detail would be clear and plain and in its proper place.

The sheriff was lying on the floor, arms wide, with his head resting at the base of the cast-iron stove.

Rudy McCain, big and rawboned and freckled, was looking down at him.

The sheriff had been holding a piece of paper and now it lay on the floor beside his hand, and Rip noticed that it was a Reward poster.

There was a picture and a name beneath it in big letters, but Rip had no time for that.

He swept his gun up from the floor, rammed it into leather. He turned the sheriff’s head and saw blood running in a thin trickle through the iron-gray hair.

But Rip had looked at blood before.

He felt the sheriff’s pulse and grinned reassurance up at McCain.

“He’s all right, Rudy—just stunned. I reckon it’s time to go—we better be long gone when this old jasper wakes up. He’s a pretty salty customer!”
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Outside, they slid around the corner of the jail, went through vacant lots at a dead run.

Rip jerked the bandana from his face.

Fading through the darkness, he found time to reflect briefly on that gray-haired old man who had looked at death and tried for his gun.

A gamester, that old jasper.

They came to the high walls of a feed corral at the edge of town, and Rudy McCain could hold back no longer.

“It was ten years down at Canon City, Rip,” he said. “I was framed, rottenly framed. Then, seeing you in that damn jail — hearing your voice—it still don’t seem quite real!”

“Wait till morning,” Rip said. “We oughta be a hundred miles from here by daybreak. The broncs are just ahead.”

He was leading the way through darkness, in an unfamiliar setting, McCain at his heels.

“There was some shooting in town tonight,” McCain said.

“Some friends of yours,” Rip told him.

“They built up a little gunfight, to stir excitement and pull the deputy from the jail. The sheriff was supposed to be outa town.”

His eyes had grown accustomed to the darkness, and ahead of him he saw the dim shape of a single horse.

He swore aloud.

“What’s wrong, Rip?”

They had reached the lone horse.

Rip’s voice was puzzled.

“We left two broncs here!” he said.

Far off, a locomotive whistled shrilly, and the swinging beams of a headlight stabbed across the darkness of the

































































































































































