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One: Bad Memories.
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Blue Ridges Town was a quiet town. Or at least it was supposed to be a quiet town. When the Texas Bounty Hunter, Rip Thorne rode into town, it was quiet enough. It was more of a newly established settlement rather than a town, and there wasn't even a local sheriff. Blue Ridges Town was also far from any railroad station, which made it more than a little hard to access. It felt like Thorne could count the town's population with his fingers if he tried. It seemed as if there were more bullets in his belt, than there were people in the town.

“Howdy stranger!”

Rip tipped his hat at the passerby. He looked much older than Rip with his thick mustache and protruding belly. His belt struggled to keep his belly inside, and it pushed at his shirt to be free, like a wild dog on a tight leash.

“Howdy.” Rip said.

“So what brings you to our fair town of Blue Ridges?”

“Just passing through.”

The friendly old man didn't need to know about Thorne's bloody past, and his recent failures. He didn't need to know that Thorne was a Texas Bounty hunter. He was a bounty hunter all right, but he was in a slump recently. The past few days Thorne had let more than a few bounties slip away from his grasp. Those bounties were supposed to be sure kills, but for one reason or another, they all just didn't happen.

There was Keith Irving, wanted for the murder of his own wife and kids. That was a pretty strange and nasty one. Irving had served in the Union Army and even after the war had ended, had shown signs of mental instability. Friends and neighbors said that they often heard him beating his wife. There were also days and nights that he would rant about 'delivering God's punishment on earth.' Irving had obviously been through one too many battles and it had left his mind severely unhinged.

One night, he snapped completely and shot his wife and their two kids, while they were sleeping. Before anyone could do anything, he rode off into the nearby woods. Thorne had tracked him to the neighboring town of Helmswood, but before he could subdue him, Thorne just disappeared. It was almost as if he knew Thorne was coming after him, but that was ridiculous. It seemed like Irving had developed an uncanny knack for knowing when the law was getting closer to him. Other bounty hunters had mentioned that the supposed crazy man was much more slippery than he looked, but Thorne didn't believe them. It was only when he gave him the slip at Helmswood that he took the stories a little more seriously.

Then there was Jacob Stevenson. There was nothing bizarre or tragic about Stevenson's case. He was a thief wanted for robbery and murder. Stevenson was a wanted felon and it was as simple as that. How many known felons like that had he apprehended before? In all his time as a bounty hunter, he had gotten his fair share of bounties. He had taken down a lot of tougher men with a lot less effort. Stevenson should have been nothing but an unremarkable case. Just another bounty to be collected. That's all it should have been. Unfortunately, it wasn't destined to go down that way.

Thorne had cornered Stevenson in Coal Springs, an old mining town that for whatever reason, had also not been touched by the railroads. Perhaps that was why Stevenson chose to make his last stand there. Like Blue Ridges Town, Coal Springs was relatively secluded and offered a lot of secrecy. In theory, a man could have blended into the town and just vanished. Too bad Thorne was just too good a bounty hunter and a tracker for Stevenson. Thorne's tracking skills were up there with the best of them, and there was really no place for Stevenson to hide from his destiny. His, and Thorne’s.

Thorne could still hear the creaking wood as he took each step towards Stevenson. He knew that Jacob Stevenson was hiding in the cabin at the edge of town. He stepped onto the cabin's front porch and the wood shook and creaked underneath him. Looking back, it seemed as if the wooden floorboards were almost trying to warn him to stay away. Rip Thorne would not stay away. Thorne was not the kind of man to shy away from destiny and whatever it held. Not back then, at least.

“I know you're in there Stevenson!” barked Thorne. 

He held his six-shooter tightly in his hand. Before the day was over, he knew he would probably have to use it. The terrible weapon was drawn and ready to fire at a moment's notice. It had killed many times for Thorne, and it would not let him down today.

“It took me more than a lot of my time and effort to track you here to this town. Now, there's no place to hide no more! No point in making this difficult for any of us! You might as well just come out and surrender.”
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