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Chapter One: The Admirer
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The saloon was bustling with activity all around the young man. Older men gambled away what little fortunes they had in the gambling tables, playing Poker and Faro. The piano man belted out one tired tune after another on the worn piano at the other end of the saloon. The tunes hovered over the air, mixing with the sound of the men chatting and talking about just about everything. The patrons all sounded as drunk as the tunes were repetitive. Several ladies in waiting lingered around the saloon, hoping for some work to pass the night. The whole scene was framed by cheap cigarette smoke that hung in the air.

In the middle of the very active saloon, sat a solitary figure. The young man sat alone drinking. He was sitting all by his lonesome on a table in the middle of the busy establishment. He was met by a 

few friendly glances by some of the patrons, and he politely smiled back at them. The young man was known around these parts as Billy La Roca. Billy was a friendly and amicable sort, and a lot of people thought well of him around town. 

Billy had taken just a few swigs from his drink when a much older man stepped through the saloon and sat beside him. Billy noticed that the man was around middle age and had something of an intimidating presence around him. It was the kind of presence that called attention to him, even if the middle-aged man didn't do anything.

“Folks round these parts say you're the Quick Draw Kid. Is that true?” he said.

Billy looked stared right at the man. He had hard eyes that seemed to show no fear.

“That's me. Who wants to know?” Billy said.

“Call me an admirer.” the stranger said.

“An admirer? Well, that's a pretty broad statement.” Billy said.

“What can I say? Life is sometimes painted in broad strokes. I just came here because I heard the great Quick Draw Kid is around these parts. Let's just say I'm a big fan of your work. I would love to hear some stories of your exploits. I'll buy you another drink for your trouble.” the stranger said.

Billy's eyes lit up and he smiled at the stranger's invitation for some tales.

“I would love another round of whiskey. Stories? Boy, have I got a lot of stories for you. It seems like my whole life is just a whole bunch of stories. Where do you want me to begin?” Billy said.

The stranger shrugged his shoulders and smiled. “I'll let you decide. I mean, with a life as colorful as yours, I'm sure you won't be lacking for tales to tell.”

Billy nodded. “You've got a point there, stranger. Well, get me that drink then. It's going to be a long night.” He took another gulp from his drink before he spoke again. “All right! I think starting out with the Hypnotist is a good way to get the ball rolling and all. One of my most unique gunfights was when I took on the Hypnotist. That was one hell of a gunfight.” Billy said.

“The Hypnotist? That's what he was called?” the stranger said.

Billy nodded. “I know what you're thinking. Sounded more like some strange carnie show attraction than an honest to goodness gunslinger, eh? But believe me, he was one of the genuine articles. He was a pretty deadly gunslinger albeit, a unique one.”

The stranger shook his head. “With a nickname like  ‘the Hypnotist’ I can only imagine that he was well, different. What did he do to earn that name? Mesmerize his opponents?”

The stranger could barely keep a straight face as he spoke about the Hypnotist. It was rather odd to be afraid of someone with a such a strange nickname.

“Oh believe me, he was a lot tougher than he sounded. If you thought his name was funny, you would sure take him a lot more seriously if you had to draw against him.”

“Really now? Do tell me more about this character.”

“It would be my pleasure.”

Billy began to pull back the hands of time with his 

mind. In his mind's eye, he was transported back to the past when he first faced down the Hypnotist.
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Chapter Two: Versus the Hypnotist
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I was sitting all alone in a saloon just like this one when I encountered the Hypnotist. I was just drinking all by lonesome, minding my own business, just as I am now. That was when he came into the saloon walking all tall and intimidating-like. He went through those swinging doors as if the doors opened by themselves. I coulda swore that his hands didn't even touch 'em or swing 'em forward. They just seemed to open by themselves and I wasn't the only ones that thought they saw that. The other patrons in the saloon swore they saw the same thing that night. It was as if this fella had magic powers or something. Even up to now, I'm not sure what I really saw that night. I'll give it to him. That Hypnotist definitely knew how to make an entrance.

“Are you Billy La Roca?” he said, as he walked right up to me. 

Come to think of it Stranger, he asked me the same thing you did. The man just walked right up to me, asking who I was. I guess I do kinda get that a lot considering my reputation. Infamy can be so hard I tell you. But that's neither here nor there.

“That I am. Who wants to know?” I asked.

“I'm Jonas Ferguson but they call me the Hypnotist! And I'm here to challenge you to a duel!” 

Ferguson spoke with a booming voice, and I would have been scared if I wasn't so busy trying to keep from laughing. The way he spoke with so much confidence and authority, and his own nickname was quite well, ridiculous. I've heard a lot of strange and even catchy nicknames in my time, but I never heard one like the Hypnotist. Even you couldn't help but laugh when you first heard about him in our conversation.

The Hypnotist immediately noticed that I wasn't taking him very seriously.

“You think I'm funny? That I'm not a threat?”

“You'll forgive me if I'm not really that impressed, good Sir. Your name is quite well, amusing and not threatening.” 

“So what are you supposed to do? Order me to shoot myself?” I asked with much self-assurance and confidence.

This would be a mistake, as the Hypnotist suddenly threw a wild and powerful punch that hit me square on the jaw. 

I fell back from my chair, and hit the floor of the saloon. Everyone had their eyes on us now, and I felt more than a little embarrassed.

“You think I'm funny? That this is a joke? I assure you that it is not and that I am very serious. Deadly serious in fact, about challenging you. I've heard a lot about you Quick Draw Kid. I heard that you shot Hermes James down in cold blood down in Arizona. Hermes was one of the quickest draws ever. Quite a fast man with a gun, I must say. To have defeated someone like that well, that is definitely no small feat! And if I can take you down in a duel well, I would have become famous and immortal in my own right!” he said.

“Lucky punch.” I said, clutching my aching jaw.
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