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NO PART OF THIS BOOK may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the author. The only exception is by a reviewer, who may quote short excerpts in a review.

Although the author and publisher have made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author and publisher do not assume and hereby disclaim any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

This publication is designed to provide accurate and authoritative information with regard to the subject matter covered. It is sold with the understanding that the publisher is not engaged in rendering professional services. If legal advice or other expert assistance is required, the services of a competent professional should be sought.

The fact that an organization or website is referred to in this work as a citation and/or a potential source of further information does not mean that the author or the publisher endorses the information the organization or website may provide or recommendations it may make. 

Please remember that Internet websites listed in this work may have changed or disappeared between when this work was written and when it is read.
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Ken Austin is a horror/psychological writer who aspires to scare and thrill his readers with his dark and twisted stories. He grew up reading the works of Stephen King, Clive Barker, and H. P. Lovecraft and was inspired by their mastery of the genre. This is his second book. His debut novel, "Rally of the Damned: The Wendigo Awakens” has drawn positive responses. Ken lives in the Black Hills of South Dakota, where he enjoys exploring the mysterious and haunted places of the region. He hopes to continue to entertain and terrify his readers with his stories for many years to come. All feedback is welcome at kenaustinauthor@gmail.com.
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Chapter 1: The Diary from the Depths
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TRAVIS PEARSON HAD always been drawn to the past. As a reenactor, bartender, and gift shop employee at the Saloon No. 10 in Deadwood, South Dakota, he reveled in the days of cowboys, gamblers and gunfights. But it was the basement, a dimly lit musty space beneath the saloon, that held secrets even he couldn’t fathom.

One afternoon, Travis descended the creaky wooden stairs, his image casting elongated shadows on the stone walls. His mission: find needed stock for the gift shop. But as he rummaged through dusty crates, his fingers brushed against something unexpected, a ragged-covered diary protruding from the basement floorboards.

The leather was worn, the pages brittle. Travis squinted at the faded ink: “William J. Hickok,”. The diary was written in Wild Bill’s own hand. His heart raced. How had this relic ended up here?

He reverently flipped through the pages, catching glimpses of Hickok’s life in Deadwood. The entries spoke of high-stakes poker games, fierce gunfights, and his complex relationships with the townspeople. What caught Travis off guard, however, were the detailed accounts of personal vendettas, names of folks who'd wronged Bill, some of whom met mysterious, untimely ends.

The last entry, dated just two days before Hickok’s death, was ominously vague, mentioning a final reckoning. Travis felt a shiver ride his spine. The air in the basement grew colder, or so it seemed to him.

Suddenly anxious to share his find, he hurried upstairs, the diary clutched to his chest. He found Ted Aden behind the bar, polishing glasses. "Ted," Travis exclaimed, "you won't believe what I found."

Ted, skeptical but intrigued, peered at the diary. "Wild Bill's diary? That’s gotta be worth something. I mean, beyond money... Historical value, man."

The two friends speculated on the diary's origins. Was it left behind intentionally? Forgotten during some chaotic event? Their questions spiraled, as did their thoughts on what undiscovered truths the diary might reveal about Deadwood's most enigmatic figure.

As Travis shared snippets from the diary, neither man could have anticipated how the resurrected words of Wild Bill Hickok would soon cast shadows far beyond the pages, stirring the very soul of Deadwood and challenging the living to face the dead.

The discovery promised to be a wondrous boon for the Saloon No. 10 and perhaps even the whole of Deadwood. Yet, as dusk painted the sky with streaks of crimson and gold, an inexplicable sense of foreboding settled over Travis. He couldn’t shake the feeling that some things, once buried, are meant to stay hidden.

Holding the diary close, he contemplated the wisdom of unveiling the past’s murky depths. Yet, the allure of history, the essence of Wild Bill Hickok’s spirit inked on those brittle pages, was too potent a call to ignore. Little did Travis know, his life and the lives of those around him were about to be irrevocably changed.
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