
He was momentarily distracted, and that’s when every-
thing started to go down. He heard a scream from one of  
the saloon girls and the sound of  a table crashing down on 
the saloon floor. Almost everyone in the bar either went 
diving to the ground or running toward the exit.

“Take cover!” yelled Marshal Paulson, a moment before 
the gunfire started.

Xxxx jumped over the bar to use it as protection. 
Crouching next to him was the bartender clutching a shot-
gun.

“Stay down,” Xxxx advised him, showing the sheriff ’s 
badge on his shirt. The bartender nodded; he didn’t look 
eager to get involved anyway.

Xxxx peeked over the top of  the bar. The outlaws had 
overturned a card table and were hiding behind it. One of  
the men they were playing cards with had joined them. The 
three of  them were behind the table near the piano. The 
young piano player was nowhere to be seen. A couple of  
unlucky customers hadn’t been able to avoid the hail of  
gunfire. They were lying on the saloon floor unmoving.

The two marshals were crouching behind another 
overturned table just twenty feet away. Ffff  was kneeling 
next to the stairs, but he didn’t have a good line of  sight to 
the outlaws’ position. Sheriff  Dunner was just outside the 
saloon, next to the swinging doors with his back against 
the wall.

“You’re not gonna get us without a fight!” came a yell 
from behind the card table. “No one messes with the Lucky 
Thirteen and lives to tell about it!”

“I heard you were down to just twelve,” Slim yelled back.
“We got us a new recruit,” the outlaw replied.
“Well, you might be a part of  the Lucky Thirteen, but 

right now you’re just the unfortunate three.”

Xxxx chuckled at Slim’s response. The outlaws obvi-
ously didn’t think it was funny; they responded with gun-
fire. The saloon was filled with loud bangs and the sound 
of  splintering wood as the table the marshals were hiding 
behind was filled with lead. Xxxx and Ffff  returned fire to 
provide the marshals with cover.

As quickly as it started, the gunfire stopped. The loud 
noise was replaced by a moment of  silence. Anyone who 
was left in the saloon at this point took the opportunity to 
crawl out under the swinging doors. Xxxx heard groaning 
as he rapidly reloaded his revolver.

“I’m hit,” Marshal Paulson said.
“There’s more where that came from!” yelled one of  

the bandits.
Xxxx took a quick look over the bar and saw Paulson 

was gripping his left shoulder. There was some blood on 
the floor, but at a glance the injury didn’t look life-threat-
ening.

“These card tables are a lot thicker than that one you’re 
behind,” the bandit continued. “We’re gonna be fine, but 
you’re not gonna last long.”

The outlaw was right. The table the marshals were hid-
ing behind was full of  holes, but the one the bandits were 
using for cover still looked like it was in pretty good shape 
despite all the bullets he and Ffff  had put into it.

“In case you didn’t notice, we’re not the only ones 
here,” Slim told the outlaws. “You’re surrounded and out-
numbered – may as well surrender.” It was a long shot, but 
worth a try.

The response from the outlaws didn’t come in words, 
but again through the barrels of  their guns. Xxxx and Ffff  
returned fire, and this time Sheriff  Dunner joined them 
from the doorway of  the saloon.
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