
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


RIDE HARD 

FROM 

HANGMAN'S GLUCH

BART LAWSON


Copyright © 2026 by J.C. Hulsey Books

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, electronic, mechanical, recorded, photocopied, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above-mentioned publisher of this book, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review. 

The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book via the Internet or via any other means without the permission of the publisher is illegal and punishable by law. Please purchase only authorized electronic editions and do not participate in or encourage electronic piracy of copy written materials. 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents either are a product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is purely coincidental. 

This book may contain views, premises, depictions, and statements by the author that are not necessarily shared or endorsed by J.C. Hulsey Books.

For information contact: info@jchulseybooks.com

Cover design by J.C. Hulsey Books

Published by J.C. Hulsey Books

April 2026

10987654321 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter One
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Nobody came to Hangman’s Gulch by accident.

The town sat in a bowl of dust and heat where the trail narrowed between low ridges of broken stone. A few crooked buildings leaned along one side of the street, most of them sun-bleached and tired-looking, as if the land itself had long since given up on them.

At the center of town stood the gallows.

That was the first thing Luke Fallon noticed.

Not the saloon.

Not the livery.

Not the jail with its warped plank door.

The gallows.

It rose above the street on a hard-packed square of earth, rough timber turned black by sun and wind. A noose hung from the crossbeam, moving gently in the afternoon breeze.

Luke reined in his horse and studied it.

A town that kept its gallows standing in the middle of the street was a town that wanted folks to remember who was in charge.

He rode on.

Men watched him from the saloon porch. One spat tobacco juice into the dust. Another leaned back in his chair and narrowed his eyes.

Luke gave them no more thought than a pair of crows on a fence rail.

He wore trail dust from hat brim to boots. His dark shirt was faded from weather, and the revolver at his hip rode low and easy, the way it did on men who had learned to draw fast or die young.

At the far end of the street, a woman stepped out of the mercantile carrying a sack of flour.

She stopped when she saw him.

Not because he looked dangerous.

Because strangers weren’t welcome in Hangman’s Gulch.

Luke dismounted at the trough and let his horse drink. His eyes drifted to the saloon doors.

He had come for one thing.

A man named Eli Bragg.

The last word Luke had heard put Bragg in this town three days earlier, drinking hard and spending gold he had no business carrying.

Luke had ridden two counties to find him.

Now the trail had ended here.
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Chapter Two
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The batwing doors of the saloon banged open.

A big man stepped out, broad through the shoulders, badge pinned to a vest that might once have been black. His face looked like it had been shaped with a shovel—heavy jaw, flattened nose, small eyes that didn’t care much for asking questions twice.
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