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PROLOGUE 
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So far in the game of life, Deuce Morgan has been a lucky man. Accused of killing fifteen, if not more men, he has escaped the Hangman’s noose every time. 

Deuce, a quick tempered card shark, was known throughout the gambling circuit as a shoot now, ask questions later gambler. 

All one had to do was challenge the legitimacy of his hand. If lucky, you would have a chance to recall that challenge. If not so lucky, you would weigh an extra ounce, this being the weight of one of Deuce’s lead bullets fired from his pearl handled Colt Peacemaker. 

You would never notice the weight gain though, because you would be dead. 

Deuce got his gambling name from the first man he shot in a card game. The pot was over two thousand dollars and he won it with a pair of Deuces. 

The card game had been going on most of the night. Tempers had already flared up a couple of time between Deuce and Harry “Throw Down” Reed, a well-known gambler on the circuit but not of Deuces caliber, and soon he lost nearly all his money. 

Deuce bluffed a hand which caused Reed to fold. When he saw he had been bluffed, he called Deuce a scallywag. Without warning, Deuce stood up flinging his chair out behind him, drew his Colt, and put a bullet into Reeds heart. 

Deuce fled, but later returned to stand trial. There were only five witnesses to the killing, and when one of them turned up dead, the others refused to testify against Deuce, so he was found not guilty and set free. 

Over the next couple of years, Deuce, now with a partner, became well versed in the field of intimidation. So during trials, no one would ever testify against him, that was until Virgil Sherman. Deuce shot Virgil’s brother Billy in a card game, much like all the others. 

Virgil had somehow survived several attempts on his life and testified against Deuce, who was found guilty of murdering Billy Sherman and was sentenced to hang. The day before his hanging was to take place, Deuce escaped, killing one of the jailhouse guards in doing so. 

A federal judge issued an arrest warrant for his capture with a reward of one-thousand dollars. This would attract bounty hunters, and because a jailer was killed in the break, it also summoned in the US Marshals with a court issued arrest warrant. 

Being the western part of the country, the warrant would be issued to US Marshal Harry Finch. 

Come ride with Finch as he hitches up his private railroad car and undertakes the assignment to bring in Deuce Morgan. 

There are exciting turns during Harry’s assignment, but as always, if you broke the law, sooner or later you would have to face your: Date with the Hangman 
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Chapter 1 
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A single shot rang out in the Silver Springs Saloon that night. A gambler by the name of Harry Throw-Down Reed lay on the bar room floor dead, shot through the mid-section by another gambler who will forever go by the name of Deuce Morgan. 

Gone was the time he was called Henry Morgan, who was at one time a happy go lucky kid running and playing ball with his friends. A kid who let old man Hancock’s chickens out of their coops as a joke, while at the same time bringing the widow Mary Stein a couple of trout he caught in the creek. 

Yes, gone was the name of Henry Morgan, replaced now by the name of Deuce Morgan, gambler and killer. The name Deuce being symbolic with the pair of deuces he laid on the table the night he was called a scallywag gambler. 

Deuce had grown up being called all sorts of names, and had made a vow never to let a name caller get away with calling names, especially if a name was directed at him. Deuce’s father had always used the name scallywag to describe the lowest of low lives on the food chain. 

“The smelly arm pits of a cowboy who had just come in off the trail not having bathed in a month,” he would say. “Low life sons of bitches.” 

Call Deuce what you liked, but don’t call him a scallywag. 

Standing there now with a smoking pistol in his hand and the acidy odor of gunpowder in the air, Deuce knew Throw Down had crossed the line and he was in deep horse manure. 

Deuce knew this offense would warrant more than a leather belt across his behind as punishment. He had just killed a man! Standing there, his eyes took in the faces staring at him, one being an old time friend, one he didn’t know. None the less, they would point to him as the shooter, killer of Harry “Throw Down” Reed. 

This outburst of anger had been escalating over the past few months. Deuce had been having a down side of bad luck drawing a winning hand and his funds were getting low enough that he was becoming desperate to draw a winning hand, which would re-stake him at the tables and the lifestyle he had come to enjoy. 

Deuce had lost almost fifteen thousand dollars at the tables in River Bend, and another five thousand in Perry’s Hollow. Now here in Silver Springs, he was down to his last thousand and needed the win. 

Taking a brave move, Deuce played a hand he had used several times in the past when he needed a winning hand. He pulled the bluff. Now, if you gambled for a living and ended up losing a big hand to someone’s bluff, why that got your blood to boiling big time, and that proved no different here. 

If Throw Down had at least been able to call, the story might have had a different ending. But he hadn’t. Instead he folded, believing Deuce held a higher hand then his pair of Jacks. 

As is the case in a winning hand where the opponent had folded, Deuce didn’t show his cards. Instead, he left them face down on the table, slid them to the pot, cupped the winnings in his hand and pulled them back towards him. 

Blood suddenly boiling up inside Throw Down, he stood up and reached for the un-turned cards. That in itself an act of accusation. From that second on, the fuse was lit. Stopping just shy of turning them over, Throw Down made eye contact with Deuce. 

In a silent acceptance to this challenge, Deuce eyed the cards and gave a slight nod of his head, at which time Throw Down picked up the cards. Looking at the hand, the blood that was boiling inside surfaced and Throw Down threw the hand back onto the table calling Deuce a scallywag. A poor choice for a word that would be your last one spoken on this earth, but that was what it was. 

Standing quickly, his chair flung out behind him, the Peacemaker suddenly appearing in his hand, Deuce fired a round into the center of Throw Downs chest, piercing his heart. He was dead before he hit the floor. 

Stunned by his action, Deuce stood there in disbelief. Waving his pistol in the faces of the others as a warning, Deuce fled the scene. 

“What have I done,” he whispered as he ran through the bat wing saloon doors and to the hotel where he had been staying. 

Bursting into his room, Deuce threw together his simple belongings into his travel bag and headed for the livery stable and a horse. He intended on buying a horse and saddle but there was no one around so he found a saddle and horse and left fifty dollars as payment for the saddle and horse, a payment the livery owner refused to acknowledge later on, which would add to Deuce’s crimes. 

Coming into Silver Springs on the train, Deuce had noticed an abandoned Indian settlement, so that is where he rode. He needed time to think about what he had just done, and more so, what to do next. 

I can’t say I was defending myself, he didn’t have a weapon, he thought as he rode. 

The night air was getting chilly, and soon he could see his and the horse’s breath, coming out in big white puff clouds. 

“I hope there is something to make a fire with at the abandoned village,” he uttered through chattering teeth, getting colder by the minute. 

Deuce found one of the mud dwellings pretty much intact, so he decided that was the place he would settle in for the remainder of the night. Gathering some material to start a fire with, he set out getting one lit. Soon, he had a roaring fire going which heated up the room he was calling home for the night. 

“Wish I had some coffee to boil,” he said aloud. 

As tired as Deuce was, sleep wasn’t on the menu that night, instead his mind was filled with not knowing what to do, where to turn, or who to talk to. 

“I don’t want to hang,” he said to the empty room. “What should I do?” 

Sitting there watching the designs the flames made on the bare walls of the Indian hut, Deuce, for the first time in his adult life was scared. He knew that within the next few days, the sheriff would petition the court and issue a warrant for his arrest along with a reward, which in turn would attract every bounty hunter in the area. 

Growing up in a small town where everyone went to church, Deuce knew the Lord and knew he had to talk to a preacher and get advice on what to do. The church house in Silver Springs was located just outside of town and the Reverend Richard Burr had a house right next to it. Deuce would wait till next morning, then make his way there and get some advice from the reverend. 

Sleep would not come to Deuce that night. Soon it was morning and the first, errr, errr, er, er, errrrrrrrrrrrrrr, of the morning cock rooster went out into the airwaves. Deuce was saddled and ready to go. He made his way to the reverend's place. 

Reverend Burr had coffee boiling when he heard the knock on his door, which surprised him being so early in the morning. Opening the door, Reverend Burr knew he was looking at a very troubled soul and immediately invited Deuce into his home where he offered him a chair and a cup of coffee. 

Pouring himself a cup, Reverend Burr took a chair and sat in silence knowing that Deuce would speak when ready. Soon enough, Deuce started telling the reverend what had happened the night before. 

As Deuce spoke, Reverend Burr listened intensely, noticing the new custom made leather boots he wore, the nicely fitted pants, vest, new black felt hat, and the coat he wore. Everything he was remembering he enjoyed not too long ago when he was a gambler traveling the gambling route throughout the mid-west, even taking his shot at San Francisco, before losing everything and winding up in prison. 

This young man before him now, was bringing back memories he hadn’t thought about in the past two years and the desire returned to sit at a table with thousands of dollars at stake in a big stake game where only the best ever entered. 

I’ve had the clothes, the lifestyle, everything money could afford me. He thought, listening and looking at Deuce. 

When Deuce finally got done telling his story and the reverend poured him another cup of coffee, offering him some breakfast also, he accepted both as his stomach was telling him he was hungry. 

Bacon, eggs, and more coffee, the reverend asked Deuce. “What do you want to do?” 

“I don’t know, reverend. On one hand, I want to give myself up because I know there will be bounty hunters dogging my trail if I don’t. But, on the other hand, I don’t want to hang either, something I will probably be doing if standing trial,” Deuce told him. 

“What should I do? Tell me, reverend. What do I need to do to make sure these witnesses don’t testify at my trial?” asked Deuce. “Seems to me when asked on a witness stand, they will tell what they saw and that was me shooting Throw Down in cold blood because he wasn’t armed.” 
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