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Chapter I
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Barbary Coast, San Francisco

March 8, 1904

It was cold. Blistering cold. Sam Cassidy and Chen Tao were on another mission. A case that had led them to San Francisco. Its nine-block area was located on a three-block stretch of Pacific Street, between Montgomery and Stockton Streets. Pacific Street was the first street to cut through the hills of San Francisco, starting near Portsmouth Square and continuing east to the main shipping docks at Buena Vista Cove. 

A little bit of moonlight going through the tiny window might make a highlight here and there, but that’s about all. Constance Henry and Sam Cassidy were breathing heavily as the bed creaked. Sam and Constance were picking up speed now, breathing faster and even snorting a little, and it is colder than death, so when the blanket slips, Constance snarls and gasps.

“The blanket, Cowboy, the blanket,” said Constance.

There are six of these little rooms... one for each whore... behind ‘The Nasty Ferret’, and the walls are just boards, so you can hear what’s happening in the other rooms, and right now, from Vickie’s room, you can hear a high-pitched, merry little giggle. Shadowy buildings and the silence of the California winter except for the sound of the Bighorn Sheep. The snow has obliterated the main street of the Barbary Coast, giving the impression that the dark, low buildings are scattered at random. The only structure with any sign of life is ‘The Nasty Ferret’, which shows a glowing window and two horses out front, and a hundred yards away from the struggling silhouettes of the two men on snowshoes. One coal oil lamp in the room gives off just enough light that you can make all this out. The big one is ‘Big Tom’ Morse and he is very big, wrapped in a vast bearskin robe. The smaller one is Lance Newcomb, who isn’t small though he has only one arm. They make their way in silence through the snow, as it falls ‘Big Tom’ walks quickly toward ‘The Nasty Ferret’ getting close now, close to the lights. It’s around midnight, and the cowboys are shivering because they are fifteen feet from the potbellied stove. It is a big room with a crude bar and four tables and some moose and elk heads on the wall. ‘Big Tom’ enters from the back of the barroom, stooping to pass through the doorway under the sign that says BILLIARD ROOM. 

‘Big Tom’ Morse is huge and ominous. He’s big with a drooping mustache and he is sucking on his church warden’s clay pipe and you know he isn’t scared of anything. He and two other cowboys look around the whorehouse, just standing there looking. Without saying a word, Tom motioned two other cowboys to go upstairs. And the two cowboys are scared to death not just shivering from the cold, and Tom just sucks on his pipe and Vickie comes in from the back way, too, and then Jim and a couple of whores gather in the doorway. Constance and Sam have stopped screwing and started listening, but they don’t move. The two cowboys ease up the stairs, not knowing what will happen. Each man toting a six-gun cocked and ready. In a blur of action, Sam leaps from the bed with his shooting iron in hand, he cocks the hammer back on his Colt 1878 Double Action - 4 3-4’ barrel pistol and waits for them. The two cowboys reach the upside landing and slowly walk forward. They came to room 12. They turned to each other and nodded. One even whispered.

“We can handle this ourselves,” said a cowboy.

They tried the knob. It was locked. They turned again toward each other and kick the door in. When Sam fired his pistol. Firing through the door, killing the two cowboys. Sam dashes out of the room, naked. While Constance stands right behind him, wrapping herself in a blanket as she goes. ‘Big Tom’ is standing on the stairs orating to his men. Lance bangs in out of the snow with a buggy whip in his hand.

“There’s gonna be a-hangin’ and we’re starting with this chink,” said Lance.

Sam looks down from the balcony not letting people see him. He is backed up against the wall. There in the flesh was Chen Tao with a rope around his neck and a gun pointed at his head. Chen had been seized. People are yelling in the other room.

“Alright, Cassidy, we know you’re up there, just come on down and we’ll let this chink go. All we want is you. If you don’t well, I’m afraid this chink is gonna have to go before you,” said Tom.

And he says it so cold and with such authority that everything goes quiet. You can see the fear in Chen’s eyes and the other whores...are watching from vantage points in the doorway or in the room. There is laughter all around and no one notices Cassidy as he slowly crept down the other side of the steps. He raises his pistol, cocking the hammer back. Nearing the bar, he sees Chen with a lamplit on either side of him. ‘Big Tom’ is suddenly conscious of his loud voice in a sudden silence that has swept the bar like a brush fire and, turning, to see Cassidy. Gun raised, staring at him. He sees what everybody is looking at. Everyone else looks as well. There is a tense moment where Cassidy levels his pistol. Cassidy, with his Colt 1878 Double Action - 4 3-4’ barrel pistol leveled from the shoulder, is standing thirty feet away in the doorway. Taking a couple of sideways steps to get the door behind his back and sweeping the barrel in an ominous arc, he surveys the scene. At first, there is dead silence. Nobody says a thing. Till Jim walks up, staring pop-eyed from behind the bar and the sweat starts on his forehead while ‘Big Tom’ is thinking nervelessly and everybody else is swallowing hard and looking at the pistol. And Jim looks from side to side as people stepped away from him and he wants to say something desperately, he wants to live, he wants...

“Stay right, mist...” said ‘Big Tom’.

Bang! Cassidy fires and smoke belches and... Jim is shot up against the wall where he falls to the floor in a bloody mess and... ‘Big Tom’ is reaching for a Winchester rifle which is leaning against the bar near his leg but he freezes because... Cassidy has turned the pistol on him and Cassidy sees it as his eyes show how he thinks about it. For a moment, while the smoke clears, the bar is silent, and there are nervous glances cast at Jim’s bloody body, but ‘Big Tom’ keeps his eyes on Cassidy. 

It has become a very formal moment and there are, figuratively speaking, only two people in the room, Cassidy and ‘Big Tom’... and Lance is watching them, scared to death, but this is it, what all those Easterners dreamed about, the showdown in the saloon. As the judge’s deputies nervously move aside. ‘Big Tom’ helps to isolate himself by stepping forward boldly. ‘Big Tom’ looks back at Cassidy bravely and... Cassidy looks down the barrel at ‘Big Tom’ and after a tense moment. He pulls the trigger. Click. The hammer falls, but it is a misfire and what happens next happens in maybe five seconds as everything breaks loose. 

“Kill the stinking skunk!” ordered ‘Big Tom’.

And ‘Big Tom’ aims carefully and... Cassidy hurls the pistol at him and... Bang!... ‘Big Tom’ fires wildly as the pistol hits him and... Lance turns loose of the hangman’s knot and reaches for his pistol and is pointing it at Cassidy and... Cassidy dives under a table, picks up another pistol and he drops to one knee and... Bang!... Lance fires and misses and... ‘Big Tom’ is about to squeeze the trigger when... Bang!... Cassidy shoots him and... Bang!... ‘Big Tom’ shoots just as he hits in the chest and... Bang! Bang!... Another deputy fires wildly and... Cassidy is aiming, too, and Bang!... Lance gets it in the face and... Bang!... Bang!... another deputy isn’t even aiming while... Another deputy aims carefully, he can kill Cassidy but... Cassidy turns and points his weapon at the deputy and... Instead of firing, the deputy panics and tries to turn his body sideways to ward off the blow, and... Bang!... Cassidy fire and... The deputy gets it high in the ribcage. 

And... another deputy turns and runs for the back and... Bang! Bang!... the deputy is backing up and firing from the hip and then he turns to run and... Cassidy aims deliberately from one knee and Bang!... the deputy goes down, shot in the back... And suddenly... there is a terrible silence that is broken only by the awful, dying groans of a deputy and the coughing of the bystanders hiding behind tables and chairs in the thick black smoke, and... Cassidy is still down on one knee, pointing his pistol and looking through the thick smoke for someone to shoot, but it seems there are no threats left. 

“Every jerk that doesn’t want to get shot, best clear out the back quick,” said Sam. 
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Chapter II
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And they scramble over each other, dashing toward the billiard room, and Cassidy stands up and looks around and he looks at the deputy who is groaning, his face covered with blood, and everybody else, ‘Big Tom’, Lance, are still, and then one deputy seems to move and Cassidy levels his pistol and what happens is another crawls out from half-under a heavy-set deputy and is covered with blood and he is shaking like a leaf. 

As Cassidy lowers the pistol, the lone deputy looks around. Cassidy walks over to the bar, keeping his eye suspiciously on the deputy, and reaches for a bottle with his left hand. 

The hand is shaking like palsy and he tilts the bottle and drinks sloppily with effort, the pistol still in his right hand. On the floor, ‘“Big Tom’ is fighting for consciousness, fingering his pistol. The lone deputy backs up fast, and then he turns and bolts out the back, and watching him go. Cassidy, turns his back on the fallen body of ‘Big Tom’. 

‘Big Tom’, on the floor, raises his pistol in his shaking hand and aims at Cassidy’s back, maybe six feet away, and he is shaking badly as he draws the hammer 

back and...

“Sam! No! Lookout,” yelled Chen.

Cassidy hears the click, turns, and sees ‘Big Tom’ aiming, but it is too late and... Bang!Smoke and fire from ‘Big Tom’s’ pistol and “Big Tom’s” arm collapse from the effort and the pistol falls with a bang.

And Cassidy comes up to him and kicks the pistol away from “Big Tom’s” outstretched hand.

‘Big Tom’ is bleeding from the mouth, having taken a shot in the lung, and he is very weak and all he can do is look up at Cassidy and speak weakly.

“You’ll pay for this Cassidy. I’m the law,” said ‘Big Tom’.

Cassidy aimed his pistol point-blank.

“I don’t care,” said Sam.

“I’ll see you... in hell, you red-blooded son of satan,” said “Big Tom,” with a pistol in his face.

Bang! Cassidy shoots ‘Big Tom’ and then he looks around and sees Lance is still groaning and that is the only sound. Then, suddenly, he is all business. He walks quickly over to Lance and shoots him once with the Winchester and the groaning stops.

Then he runs through “Big Tom’s” lifeless body and pokes around in the pockets and pulls out some shells for the Winchester. He shoves those in his pocket and goes to the bar and takes the bottle of whiskey and walks over to the door. Bearing to one side, he kicks it open. Then he sets down the rifle and the bottle and starts to reload the Colt 1878 Double Action - 4 3-4’ barrel pistol and while he loads it, he shouts out the door.

“I see anybody out in the streets, I’m gonna kill ‘em” said Sam.

Constance tossed down his brown cord trousers and a forest green shirt that sailed down toward the floor. Still naked, Sam raced over and picked up his clothes and put them on with great swiftness. The pistol is loaded and Cassidy sticks it in his belt he takes a long pull on the whiskey bottle and wipes the dribble from his chin. Then, he gathers up the rifle in the other hand and looks out the door. He looked up at the balcony and saw Constance smiling back at him. She blew him a kiss. Which he received and returned the kiss. He then forthwith ran over to Chen who has dispersed from the noose around his neck.

“You are one crazy son of a bitch, you know that, Sam,” said Chen.

Out on the main street — the street, it is dark and quiet, with shadowy buildings, the knot of tethered horses, a couple of torches caught in the ground, sputtering.

“Nobody better shoot on account of I’m as mean as the devil. Maybe meaner. You will not find a worse one in hell,” said Sam.

As Cassidy and Tao come out of the door warily and they look around all they see are the shadowy buildings and all they hear are their boots on the wooden porch. Glancing nervously at the dark buildings, hoping not to see any more lawmen coming out in the snow. They step off the porch and walk toward two horses. One chestnut gelding and the other a sorrel mare. They each mount the waiting horses and trotted down the street. 

****
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It was now mid-morning. Before proceeding with their mission, Sam and Chen stopped over at the local saloon. ‘The Chinese Dog’, is situated on the Barbary Coast area of San Francisco. What they didn’t know was the fact that they were being followed. Over at the hotel Judge Wiley Von was appearing through the curtains. He had spotted Sam and Chen down on the street. Sam and Chen were playing right into Judge Von’s hands.
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Chapter III
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The heavy-set judge flashed a light to alert his men to monitor them. There on the street, several men with deputized badges nodded and went on to follow Cassidy and Tao into the ‘Chinese Dog’, the smoke-filled tavern. The murky, moldy den is filled out with a startling array of Eastern and Mexicans, and outlanders who were standing at the long mahogany bar. At first, the sight is atrocious. One-eyed, sea dog and china men huddle over drinks.

“Come on, Sam, what are we doing here?” asked Chen.

“I’m thirsty,” snarled Sam.

That’s not usually how Sam answers Chen. Nearly biting his head off. Sam took in a deep suspire and let it out.

“Sorry Chen,” said Sam.

Chen turns to Sam to let him know it was alright.

“Ba-Ba stated it was urgent,” said Chen.

“With Egg, it’s always urgent. One quick drink and we’re outta here,” said Sam.

Chen moves to an empty spot at the bar near a group of repulsive scum. A huge, rough-looking bartender stops Sam and Chen.

“I don’t serve his kind here!” said the bartender. Sam was still recovering from the shock of seeing so many outlandish people, doesn’t quite catch the bartender’s drift.

“What?” asked Sam.

“The chink. He’ll have to stay outside. I do not want him here,” said the bartender.

Sam looks at Chen, who is busy talking to one of the local china men. He notices several of the grisly seamen along the bar is giving him a very unfriendly glare. 

“Listen, we don’t want any trouble. So just give us a couple of tequilas and we’ll be on our way,” said Sam.

The bartender wasn’t about to, in fact, he was about to start trouble with Cassidy and Tao, but he sees Judge Von’s deputies enter the tavern. He then leaves two tequilas in shot glasses on the bar and turns away as big band music is playing in the background. Sam, still giddy, downs a fresh drink and then sauntered on over to where Chen is sitting. The seamen most of them at the bar go back to their drinks. Chen is a little intimidated but tries not to show it. He quietly sips his drink, looking over the crowd for a more sympathetic ear or whatever. A husky, mariner gives Chen a rough shove.

“Hey chink, you don’t belong here,” said the mariner.

The mariner is drunk. Chen tries to ignore him and turns back to his drink. A short, grubby cowpoke joined in. 

“I don’t like you,” said the mariner.

“I’m sorry,” said Chen.

The husky mariner is getting rather agitated and yells out some unintelligible gibberish at the young china man.  

“Don’t insult me. You just watch yourself. I’m a-wanted man. I have the death sentence in twelve countries,” said the mariner.

“I’ll watch out then,” said Chen.

“You’ll die,” said the mariner.

The mariner lets out a loud grunt and everybody at the bar steps away. Chen tries to remain cool but it is difficult. Mariner’s three adversaries ready their pistols. Sam gets in behind Chen.

“This dinky shit isn’t worth the effort. Come let me buy you a drink...” said Sam.

A powerful blow from the unpleasant man sends the young china man sailing across the room, crashing through tables and breaking a large jug filled with a foul-looking liquid. With a blood-curdling shriek, the mariner draws a wicked pistol from his belt and levels it at Sam. The bartender panics.

“No guns! No guns!” indicated the bartender.

Chen rises, walks back toward the bar where the husky seaman and his friends are, and with astounding agility, Chen swings into action! While Sam stands by and watches. Chen, shaking and amazed at the husky mariner’s abilities, tries to stand. Chen in a flash, performs a back brain kick which causes the husky mariner to lie on the floor. Another pulls a blade on Chen who then does a flying kick which impales the cowboy onto the blade. The entire fight lasted only a matter of seconds. The tavern is back to normal, although Chen and Sam are given a respectable amount of room at the bar. Chen, rubbing his bruised head. Three men with badges nodded to each other and walked singularly toward the commotion and confronted Sam and Chen. They are promptly surrounded by deputized lawmen. 
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Chapter IV
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“I hereby arrest you in the name of the law,” said Pete Jameson.

As he pushes away his coat exposing a silver star.

Sam and Chen looked to the lawman and back to each other.

“Are we supposed to be impressed by that?” asked Sam.

“Well I..” said Pete.

“Oh, can it Jameson. Try anything and your ass is grass,” said R.D. Weems.

“Judge Von wishes to see ya,” said Thaddeus Stokes.

Sam slowly raised his hands as did Chen.

“Move along. Move along,” said R.D.

****
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The group stumbles out of the tavern and into the frigid blistering sun. R.D., Pete, and Thaddeus had their pistols out and force, leading Sam and Chen across the street and into the gracious and warming hotel. Sam complained about the bitter cold and is forced to shade his eyes as the wind began to pick up. Judge Von takes his binoculars out to examine the two men. He then turned back from the curtains and walked down a flight of stairs to the lobby of the hotel where guests were coming in and out of the cold. 

All rise as Judge Von enters with a briefcase and pulls materials from it. A door opens up and the deputized men are brought before the honorable but crooked judge — Sam and Chen. Sam and Chen’s trial is already underway. Thaddeus and Claudine stand off to one side, while the judge’s deputies keep a watchful eye on the proceedings.

“What’s this about?” asked Sam.

Suddenly, Sam was shoved onto the floor. Chen reached down to assist Sam to his feet.

“Shut up! Speak only when spoken to,” said Pete.

Judge Von pulls out his gavel and pounds the hell out of the table. Cassidy and Tao, stand in the very center of the circle, surrounded by lawmen.

“Court is now in session. Will the prosecutor begin,” said Judge Von.

“Prosecutor? Just what is going on?” asked Sam.
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