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One: The Ferryman.
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Damon Lacroix was going to die today, plain and simple. There was no denying it, and the colored man knew it. He had suffered several lacerations, and gunshot wounds and it was a minor miracle that he had managed to ride this far. A minor miracle, or a testament to his own will and resolve to somehow make all of this right. Perhaps it was both.

“Yee-haw! We got the sucker now!”

“We're gonna cut you up good, Boy!”

Damon tried to block out the terrible memories from his head. He did not want his final memories to be that of the terrible men shooting him, and cutting him with knives and axes. He did not want to remember how they took his wife, and made her watch in horror as they tortured him with techniques known to both the white man and the Indian. He had endured indescribable pain, but what was worse was that Gretta endured the same pain, or even worse before she finally expired. He saw her die in front of him, and saw how they packed her lifeless body into a wooden box. 

Many men spend a lifetime looking for love or for a suitable mate. Many men look high and low, and even call to the Heavens for an answer. Many receive no answer. Others get something less than what they had hoped for. Even others get more than what they bargained for. Damon received neither. He found Gretta, and she gave him the most beautiful and sacred years of his life. She was his inspiration for living. She was always hopeful, even in the face of terrible odds. It was Gretta alone, who kept Damon going when they worked as slaves on the plantation. It was Gretta alone, who inspired him to hope and believe in a better future. He would have went insane long ago if it had not been for her. When those monstrous men killed her, that was the most painful and unjust blow of all. That was something that demanded retribution, at all costs.

Damon's horse trudged along the hot and dusty path. The pain was searing through his body, even as the hot sun relentlessly beat down upon him. It was as if several demons were attacking him from every conceivable angle. The pain wracked his body. His mind would not let him forget the terrible moments that led him on this desperate ride to a dark legend.

A dark legend. That was what this was all about. Damon was chasing a ghost, a horror story used to put troublesome children to sleep at night. There was no guarantee that what he was chasing, what he was holding onto, was even real. He had heard the stories about No-Face on the plantation. His fellow slaves whispered of a man who survived a horrible explosion, and who now wandered the lands to do justice for anyone. The justice however, came at a price. The stories whispered of how No-Face collected coins obsessively. They told of how his thirst for justice was only matched by an equal and insatiable thirst to collect gold and silver coins. They said that he was less of a bounty hunter and more of a spirit looking for some kind of justice for what had been done to him. Some even whispered that he was Kharon, the Ferryman of the Dead, an underworld spirit out to collect coins to transport the souls of those destined to die. They said he had gone insane and had moved up from the land of the dead, to the land of the living. Hades demanded more death than usual and the ferryman had to go up to the mortal world. Brisk business.

That was a good one. Damon allowed himself the faintest smile, and took a deep breath, then a shallow laugh. He was a brave man who faced his impending death with grim pensiveness. He didn't believe in fancy stories or legends. Yet now, as Damon clung to his final moments, a dark legend was all he had left.

He faced his imminent death, the same way he lived his life. With courage, and a steely determination to hang on. He wanted to just expire, to just rest and let the pain end. Still, Damon Lacroix held on. He had to hold on, to stay alive to meet the dark legend. It was his only hope for justice. For retribution. For Gretta.
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