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Introduction 


 


 


     An Old Spooky Town will be Created in the middle of an ungodly Creature's Mind that Lives in the Sky, Hidden in the Sun's Rays During the Day. And in the Dark in the Moon's Dust in the Evening. It will wake when a stranger stumbles into a godforsaken town created by a creature. A man who had no idea that it existed, and time would forget will enter without even knowing. That he stepped into a kreepers from the krypt novel. Meanwhile the sound of life will happen in a Town known as Barkersville, Tombstone, and or Backbone. 


     A Creature Made of Fine Moon Dust Will come to be Known as the Bargainer. He will wave a monstrous hand across a barren patch of land that he will create. An unearthly god into a town to amuse himself at first, friend, reader, and person interested in a creepy sense of humor, thereafter. His Hand is made of a silvery shiny frost. His curse will fall upon every man, woman, child, and beast that entered this godforsaken town. It will be exactly what the Bargainer had in mind for a thrill seeker, and you the reader? 


     Once the sound of a wild horse rises. A dead gunfighter will tiptoe, ride a horse, walk, or stumble into town from a grave. He will take a peek into the Town for a stranger. Someone he can scare to death in a make believe gunfight? He will take a peek at the Past of a Gunfighter. Buried in the Infamous Gunfighter's Graveyard. A Gunfighter Laying in a Grave Waiting patiently for a Lawman to wake. To wake him from His in his ascent to the living in grunts.     


     Just to accommadate a Lawman to another Deadly Deathly Gunfight that a Writer Will Write in a Gunfighter's Honor if he should win? Lose if he should Die? And Luck if he should survive what laid in store for him until his next Deadly and Deathly Gunfight?     


     A stranger will see the face of a Dead Forgotten Gunfighter in Town every now and then. He will see a Dead Marshall Made of Dust in a wall of glare. Men that tried to change the course of History with a Badge, and a Handgun for the future. Some will with a book of laws.    


     Meanwhile every man, woman and child's life will be touched in this mysterious Town. A town that will remain lost in time by a Monster. That the Devil will reclaim in a Duel to the Fight to the Death at the end of the last book of four. A Fight that will ruffle the feathers even in all of hell. For the Victor if he should be the Law. Wings from heaven will blanket the skies in angel dust in his favor. If not a dark cloud will blanket the skies with the darkest of wings in the favor of the Gunfighters. If he should win.      


     The Town has a number of deviate ghosts, and secrets. There is a special little boy, and girl ghost that live in town with many other ghosts. A Young Girl named Jodie, and a Sweet, Sweet Boy Named Billy. Both children will frequent the town grocery store. Both love to look for chocolate candy bars. They love it when they find candy, or just something sweet to eat. You could find them sitting in a town window with an eye out for a stranger on his way through town or reader that would see them through the writer's words. Sometimes, a visitor lost in time in town will end up as a life long resident as a ghost. Like Billy, and Jodie ended up. Both Children were left behind in the town. Caught by men in prison that the town forgot to feed. 


     Men, Women and Children will stumble on that prison that is built beneath the earth. Without knowing something dead and evil lived at the bottom of town in a prison. To be exact one hundred, and fifty starving men in a black and white striped wornout prison uniform that turned to cannibalism.  


     Each will find a name on a warped wooden sign on the way into town that fell from the Sky. It will find its way into the hardened ground. A name engraved in the wood is covered in dried blood bullet holes and splinters. Will now come to life with an invitation for a gunfighter or a stranger to enter the Bargainer's godforsaken town for a deathly deadly gunfight of his life. The Monster that lives in the Sky has these words to say to all newcomers. 


 Next Stop.


A Gunfighter's Graveyard.




 Chapter One Sky. 


     A Monstrous Storm that Ravaged the Western part of the State. A wind so powerful that it swept across every graveyard and town. In it a world of dust, dirt and pricked tumbleweeds  follows. Beneath the sky covered in sparkling dust. The town beneath will slowly materialize in its wake. The sound of men, guns and horses. Will begin to Wake in a Graveyard left behind by a Force to Reckon with. A place between Heaven, and Hell. A Place in the middle of a Ghost Town that 8,000,000,000 Billion People call Earth. 


As a cloud of dust and dirt blanketed the whole town. Beneath a Dark Dust Covered Sky. A  Deadly Fight began to materialize into a Deadly, and Deathly Gunfight. A Gunfighter Named Pretty Boy Billy Stepped into the middle of town with his eye on a handfuul of Lawmen and each hand on a gun. He stood against many Lawmen that ordered him to leave the town. One Law Dawg Ordered him to leave or he would face a hanging. A Man in a Badge, and every Gun Wearing one stood against the Gunfighter and his Guns. A handful of Deputized Deputies step into the middle of the street to assist and help a Town's Sheriff. The Gunfighter named Pretty Boy Billy Faced the Sheriff, and 6 Deputies all alone. Both Men shared a handful of threatening words. Men and women watch from a Diner that existed in town, every window on the street, and rooftop where they sat watching a gunfight that slowly started to unravel. That would change the way that a lawman saw a gunfighter.  


Billy had more than threatening words on his mind. That he would love to share with the Sheriff, Marshall, and his 6 Deputies. 


As a monstrous storm made of dust woke a Graveyard of Gunfighters. One behind the other a gunslinger started to rise through the Black Earth. After his feet touch the Earth. He would begin his deathly cowboy stroll into Town covered in a dust that blanketed the dead in a cowboy's boots. His hat tilted to the right. His left eye peeked back beneath. Every emotion on his face in his stare or in a grin is for a hunger to a gunfight with Dead Law Men like himself. 


     A Blue Jean Shirt covered the Cowboy's Body in Dead Skin, Missing Lanky Hair as an army of  maggots eat him alive. A number of flesh eating critters feasted on the meat of the dead. It ate through his skin, flesh, meat, sucked every ounce of bone marrow and finally reached his brains. All of a sudden his face, skin, left and right hand slowly return to life, and lustre as if magically. A breeze blanketed in dust and dirt engulfed every move that he made. As his head and body slowly return to life. One More Dead Gunfighter in a Grave Will Wake. His left hand will ascend through a grave covered in dirt. Each hand blanketed in deadly scaly burnt ash for skin. His face in a light gray skin color will also slowly vanish. Each eye covered in dead film for skin slowly began to unravel into both deadly powder baby blue eyes. Death was beginning to rise. Each eye is covered in it. Each will open to find another day of life in them. 


     As his head began to slowly rise. His stare looks for the face of the Bargainer in the Skies. His head tilted back a few inches everytime. His stare fixated on the skies for the face that gave him life. Sometimes in a thankful smirkish grin for another Day of Life that the Bargainer Blessed him with. His face, hair, skin, and body covered in a thin layer of death will slowly fade away. Every part of his body started to return to one day before he died. Each eye will open and change from death to the living. 


     A light burning ash fell from his head, eyes and limbs. All that remained is the sound of wood burning that followed him into town. As the sound of burning skin woke another dead gunfighter with a gun in each hand behind him rises. He will make his Big Debut along with the Infamous Pretty Boy Billy. A Gunfighter that came from the South.  


     As a Storm made of dust ravaged the ghost town. A wind blanketed the entire town in a  world of dirt, and monstrous tumbleweeds. The Town Beneath the Monster that they call the    Bargainer that lives in the Sky will also slowly materialize. As the sound of men started to talk about guns and horses. A Dark Being Began to Wake in the Town's Graveyard. Woken by a force that the Bargainer Became before Mankind. It appeared the Evil Bargainer has struck again. He Created a Ghost Town with a Vision of Earthlings in Mind. A place where a man could live, prosper, and grow in a godforsaken town. Meanwhile a cloud of dust, and dirt hovered over the town. 


     As a Deadly Gunfight slowly Materialized Beneath the Dust Covered Sky. A Man in a Badge, Rifle, Handgun stood against a Gunfighter and His Guns. A Handful of Deputized Deputies walk into the street to oblige the Town Sheriff. A Gunfighter known as Pretty Boy Billy Faced the Town's Sheriff, and 6 Deputies. As both Men shared a Handful of Fearful and Threatening Words. The Town Sheriff Ordered Pretty Boy Billy to leave His Town or else. 


     Or else what sweet cheeks ''he asked'' sarcastically? With a deadly stare in his eyes. A grin that he wore told him that the Sheriff is more afraid to die then him, formed. 


     If he did not leave. He would suffer the consequences. Pretty Boy Billy kept his stare on the Sheriff's Eyes. He had a different scene in mind for his retirement. One a bit more pleasant than the Town Sheriff had in mind. Hanging was out of the question. He would rather take on the Sheriff, and 6 Deputies in a Gunfight instead. 


     I'm not going anywhere Sheriff!


     He smirked in a stomach churning grin chuckle hahaha. His left hand sat on top of each butt of his gun. His right hand laid on top of his right handgun. Each thumb slid in behind his thick black leather belt. His evil eye fixated on the Sheriff, Marshall, and 6 Deputies. 


     I don't think your that fast Pretty Boy Billy ''he said.


     Maybe not Sheriff? 


     I'm faster than you?


     You rememer that sweet cheeks. 


     That's all you need to remember if I draw. 


     You'll be the first man I kill. 


     Every second in between those words and stares. Every man's hand resting on a handgun, every wink his eye made, blink he gave, and the sound of his breathing. Made every fraction of a second fill the air with sweat, and the Townspeople started drooling. A Vision filled each Deputy's Mind with a grave in a Gunfighter's Graveyard that left his expression expressionless and in awe. As each Lawman stared into the baby blue eyes of death. The last thing any man will see knowingly before the Bargainer's Hand stole every last man's breath in the Gunfight between Lawmen, and Gunfighters. Will be the fire exiting each and every gun. Especially the fastest guns that take most lives in the shootout. 


     The Sky overhead began to darken like evening began early? As every second grew closer to that one moment in time. A Guitarist, and Piano Man Played Music in a Saloon without even knowing that a gunfight brewed right outside in the street. As the song progressed into the night. Men drinking in the saloon tapped a cowboy boot to the beat. All of a sudden one other man dressed in a brown leather hat, and clothing walked into the middle of the street through both saloon doors. He said'' casually. Don't worry Pretty Boy Billy 20 feet from the fight. I got the Six Deputies on the right ''he said. 


     One other Gunfighter named Jimmy Cricket decided to join him in the Gunfight. He yelled'' from across the street. I had nothing to do this afternoon anyway Pretty Boy Billy. He also had each palm on his hand on his gun belt. His stare fixed on a handful of Deputized Deputies. Neither Gunfighter blinked nor flinched. The Sheriff realized he had to arrest him or back away from both Known Infamous Gunfighters. If he did not arrest them today. He would be the laughing stock of the town tomorrow. His mind fixated on a death instead between good and evil. There will be a deadly shootout ''he thought'' as he watched his life flash before his eyes. The only vision that he had was of his Wife and Kid at home. He took in a deep deep breath and sighed. He had to prepare his mind to kill and die instead. The Town will believe he was the wrong man that they hired to Protect the Town. 


    As a cloud of dark dust and dirt blanketing the town overhead slowly faded away. The Sheriff had no choice but to see this nightmare through as his life flashes before Pretty Boy Billy's Pale Powder Blue Deadly Eyes and that crap eating smirk. His right hand reached for his side arm. Each Gunfighter reached for a handgun. Pretty Boy Billy hit the Marshall right Square in the forehead. He yelled remember Sheriff what I told you. As he took a bullet to the chest, and died almost immediately. A Deputy hit Pretty Boy Billy Twice. The first bullet hit him in the belly. The second bullet hit him in the chest cracking a bone in the plate that covered his vital organ his heart. The sound of gunfire and the cracking of his rib cage sent him stumbling backward several feet. Once he lost his balance he felt the pressure in his chest, and his mind. Which sent his body crashing to the ground. A cloud of earthly dust rose around his body like a brisket smoking over a barbecue pit. As his stare fixated on the Baby Blue Sky. As his body blanketed in earthly dust laid on the ground. His stare on the skies in his last vision. A Devilish Grin Formed on his lips as his eyes slowly closed. 


     Jimmy Cricket shot the first Deputy in the Chest. Each gun in his hand acted like a Gatlin Gun firing at a Handful of Lawmen in a Hail of Gunfire standing in a circle around of him. He took the Last of the Deputized Men in a Hail of Bullets with him to the Earthly Ground. One cloud of sand colored dust rose behind each body that fell. Both the Gunfighter and Lawmen made the sound of those dying on the way to the Earth. As each man died he saw the only thing left in the skies. A face only a mother could love. None other than the Bargainer's Infamous Starry Eyed Stare and Crooked Grin Made of Sparkling Silvery Dust.    


     Minutes after a Cloud of Dust in the Sky Materialized into a thin frost that fell over the Town. 


A Face of a Monster Made of Dust Materialized in the Sky over the Town and the Gunfighter's Graveyard. A Face made of sparkling dust with a stare fixated on the Gunfight Beneath Him. Each eye made of sparkling dust twinkled in his head over the dead, dying and those Blessed by the Bargainer. To live another day is the Bargainer's Way.  


     The Monster living in the Sky known as the Bargainer Burst into a Sparkling Shiny Dust. With an eye on every Deputy, Sheriff, and Gunfighter Lying Dead in a cloud of the town's dirt. Words made of dust fell over Pretty Boy Billy's Corpse. And the other gunfighter as well. Wake ''he whispered'' in a monstrous breath. All of a sudden Pretty Boy Billy slowly opened his eyes. His stare fixated on the Sky as his lip formed another deathly grin. Slowly he crawled to his feet as a ghost. His gun in his left and right hand slid back into each holster. His hat sat back on his head. His stare on a darkened Sky overhead. An evil smirk slowly formed on his lips. He saw his dead body in the street dead. The sound of hyena laughing rise around him. His head turned to the left and to the right for the sound of the beastly beast. His hand on each handgun in any case. His stare slowly rose toward the sky as if in slow motion. Each eye slowly filled in with a sparkling grayish dust like the dark dusty skies. His stare fixated on a monstrous face that stared down on them with an eye as big as the jailhouse.


     Pretty Boy Billy whispered.    


     I'm coming Bargainer. 


     His thumb shoved in his leather belt. Each palm on the butt of each gun. His first footstep headed toward the Infamous Gunfighter's Graveyard. Where Men known as Gunfighters Lay Dead. His friend Jimmy Cricket blanketed in dust, and dirt rose behind his ghost. His chest blanketed in bullet holes and a hateful smirk on his lips. After He saw the Marshall and Sheriff laying in his own blood. Six Men Deputized by the Town Laid on the ground dead next to them in a circle. He raised his head he stared at a wall of dust, and dirt overhead. Thankful for the blessing of life for another day.  


     He whispered'' I'm Coming to Bargainer. 


     I guess it is my turn to die ''Jimmy whispered. 


     His head lowered as he started to follow the Infamous Pretty Boy Billy toward a Grave. Dust on the ground rose in every step that he took forth on the way to a Gunslinger's Graveyard. The first gunfighter wore black leather, clothing, hat and boots. His friend, Jimmy Cricket is also a Well Known Gunfighter. He wore soft brown leather, clothing, hat, and lamb skinned boots. A cloud of dust rose behind both gunfighter's booted footsteps. On the way to the graveyard. Both men unleash the sound of laughing hyena in a hideous laughing laughter directed at a graveyard in front of them. As both men prance down a lonely dreary road of death back to his grave. Each thumb shoved in his holster. His hip slid to the left and right in every step as the dead gunslinger strutted to his home in the Earth. 


     Both men were welcomed to the Gunfighter's Graveyard through a Bargain at Birth with the Bargainer. Another name for the Devil. A fallen angel as they say. 


     The Sheriff's Ghost also rose from the middle of the road. Six Deputized Deputies rise one after the other behind them. Each Officer of the Law slowly brushed the dust, and dirt on his clothing, and hat off. Each man lifted his hat, and handgun on the ground off. They see both Gunfighters ahead. Both men prance down the road toward the end of town. Each Gunfighter tiptoed toward a grave like neither had a care in the world. Every step his body, in a cowboy's clothing and boots took forth. A tiny cloud of dust rose behind each footstep. As his body slowly tiptoed through a cloud of dust in a breeze that engulfed them both. Each Gun Tiptoed toward a Home in the Black Earth that waited. The sound of a monster that oversees the town in the dusty skies whispers. 


     Welcome back to a Gunfighter's Graveyard. Gunslingers. You to Lawmen Whom I had the pleasure of Ressurecting at Birth for one Reason to Take back your town in a duty from Men like Pretty Boy Billy and the likes of him. The dirt in the ground waits for you to ''he replied.  


The Earth lacks the nourishing salt that only a Dead Gunfighter can replenish by dying and being buried in it here.    


     Welcome Home Gunslingers. As a monster in the sky laughs. Ha ha ha in a Monstrous sound that sounded like an entire klan of laughing hyena in his voice. 


     The skies fill in a sparkling dust. The sound of a monster laughing in a light laugh slowly vanishes in it as the Gunfighter Tiptoed into the Graveyard. As his last whisper fell beneath him over the last place that a gunfighter will lay. His weary bones and guns.  


     Welcome to the Last Walk that every Man that Lived or Lives Wearing a Gun for His Reason or the other will one day face on his way to a Gunfighter's Graveyard. Or a Lawman's Cemetery. And I the Bargainer Will be Waiting to Bargain with you at Birth, your Death Sentence in Prison, Deathbed or your neck in a Hangman's Noose. Only the Creepy. Those Reputable with a gun will be Blessed by the fallen. I, The Bargainer Has Spoken.




Chapter Two Monstre.


     A Team of Entrepreneurs rode into a Ghost Town Many, Many Years Later. A Town that could change its name like the West Bred a Gunfighter's Reputation. An old wooden sign says it is Home to the Most Feared Gunfighters that ever Lived Rode, Walked or Tiptoed the Earth's Dirt. One sign said its Backbone. One more sign says it is Tombstone. Tomorrow it will Barkersville. 


     They say the town survived some hard, and harsh times. A Corrupt Mayor, Crooked Lawmen, and a Town of Crooks. A Town filled with Bank Robbers and Thieves. 


     It says there is a place on the edge of town where you can find these Infamous Gunfighters? His Dead Body Lied in a Grave Buried in a Graveyard Beneath a Headstone. His name engraved by a hand, hammer, and a chisel. 


     Although the sound of a human's footstep tiptoeing through town will wake the infamous ghost of a gunfighter from his grave. Afterward the dead would slowly tiptoe into town. Each gunfighter's heart would slowly begin to beat like it did before he died. He began to look more alive with every step that he took toward the town. 


     Meanwhile they will read a ghost story about a mysterious town. That would tell them at the end if the story is true. This will be the real reason why they will look for a myth or a legend in a ghost town that the writer told them waited entombed with ghosts.  


     A short time after Men, and Women both entered 55 years before. Each man and woman in the first team will vanish off the face of the Earth. Neither will return from a business venture or vacation. Every man and woman will vanish on the way there, somewhere in town or on the way back. Because no person was ever found other than a tongueless man.  


     After a thorough search. One Man found his way back home the following month. He had no tongue in his mouth left to talk with. He wrote something down that left each woman and man speechless. He told them something hiding beneath the town ripped his tongue out in hunger ate it. He tried to scream until he felt teeth dig into his mouth, face and the back of his neck. As soon as he tried to scream. A man covered in a white salt like dust jumped on his back. Each eye looked like it was made of crystalized salt. His stare stared back into his. Each eye whether brown, green, hazel or blue stared back through a thin layer of white salty thin film made of a powdery salt. I could see a beast began to bite his face, tongue, cheek, and neck. Townsfolk claim that he went crazy after he faced something unspeakable in town that tried to eat him alive. His horse returned with him on top grunting. He tried to utter a few syllables. Instead he continued to yell and grunt. He could not speak a word. He made no sense in what he tried to say. When he tried to talk and communicate with Townsfolk and Townspeople. The look on his face told every person in town that stared into his eyes. That he lived through a living hell. Every eye in his head bulged as if he lived through an unspeakable horror. Every word he tried to utter forced a tiny piece of meaty tongue tissue to fall from his mouth to the ground. People say he must have endured an unspeakable pain, torture, and shock by a prison inmate or a number of inmates. Left behind in an Infamous Gunfighter's Ghost Town at the time called Barkersville. These men that he faced had to be dead. Had to be ghosts.  


     A Man in his early 20's remains in an Insane Asylum for Mentally Disturbed Patients. He should still be there one person says. We could check on him if you like. I would like to know what happened to him one of them asked. I would like to meet him if he is still alive. The male with no tongue in his mouth that we discussed. He has to be well in his 70s if not early 80s if he was 20 years old back then. Wait a minute, I will call the Asylum on the phone. I know the number because I visit my Brother there often. He has been there as far back as I remember.      


     Within an hour they drive into Parkview's Parking Lot for the Mentally Insane. One Female Nurse behind a wood counter found him. A Woman in a White Uniform, Pale Skin and Big Beautiful Mint Green Eyes, Smiles. I found him on the Sixth Floor where he's been for the past 55 years. I told you he would be here. The other person reminded him. Here, he will remain out of harm's way, harmless to himself, and others. He continues to have more, nightmares. He will wake in the middle of the night, covered in sweat, sometimes, trying to scream. With what he must have endured in a town of spooks? He has now become an Artist since his ordeal. He has every wall covered in hand drawn drawings and paintings. He has drawn his nightmare on paper and on walls. He has every wall in his room covered in hand drawn creepy and dark pictures. Men covered in a powdery salt. Men in a black and white striped inmate's uniform. With sharp teeth, blood dripping from his mouth face and ears. 


     A handful of people stepped into Parkview. A man covered in short gray hair, and pale baby blue eyes stared. Found a seat next to him with an eye on a wall. He faced a wall of penciled in pictures. One small picture caught everyone's eye. A picture of an old abandoned prison in a ghost town, surrounded in iron, every face in it drawn in a thin layer of white salty powder. One face is of a prisoner in particular. With a human hand in his mouth. Something gnawed on it like a dog gnaws on a bone. A foot dripped blood from a prisoner's mouth. A toe bone protruded through the skin. Something ate the meat that covered it to the bone. One other inmate gnawed on another prisoner's ankle until the bone separated. 


     Look, at this picture of a prisoner ''one male said. He ripped another man's tongue out with his teeth. One other ripped out a tongue, and cheek bone. A set of sharp teeth dripped bloody strands of meat from his mouth on both sides. There must have been cannibalism in prison. Someone or something forgot to feed them. Peter had a funny feeling? It must belong to the Old Man in the Insane Asylum. They were in shock that something like this happened 55 to 60 years ago in a town that no man has ever talked about or returned from that entered? They say a Town of Townspeople lived there once before? No man has ever brought back a resident  from Town? Not one person has ever made it back other than him. The man in the Insane Asylum that will draw nightmarish pictures. 


     Meanwhile the second team will decide to enter the same ghost town except this time 55 years later. Numerous Men, and Women decide to visit the Ghostly Ghastly Ghost Town that can change its name when it wanted. A town with the strangest road that you would have to take to get there. Like chasing after a boogeyman that ran through a child's mind, in the dark, behind a closed door, that hid beneath a bed spread. With no idea knowing if he truly exists.    


     They find an old piece of paper written 60 some odd years ago. A Man Named the Bargainer and Associates Ran a Sale. He would like to sell the Ghost Town. He would rather take money instead of an ancient ghost town. The Bargainer used another name in the Sale. Will Fallen.


     He claimed the town had its fair share of Entombed Ghosts. If he did sell the ghost town. His Father would be proud of him. As a Devilish Smirk slowly Formed across his lips. A Man in a Gray Suit, Long Shoulder Length Silver Shiny Soft Hair, and Light Silver Dust Colored Eyes Grins. A phone that they shared a conversation on allowed them to view one another. They decide to phone that same number that they found tomorrow sometime. 


     Meanwhile in the insane asylum. Mark found an old book written by hand. Every page is numbered but wrongly in place. Every page had to find its place in the book again. If it were to be read properly by any person that could read. The paper had to be over 100 years old. It had to be written at different times. Some of it had to be written in the 1800s by ink and a vulture's feather. Some of it had to be 100 years ago. And the rest was written 58 years ago. When the first entrepenuers entered a godforsaken ghost town. One of them had to leave some pages behind. I find the man's hand drawn picture on the back page. He had to be surrounded by tongue and cheek eating cannibals.  


     One picture had a hand rising toward the ceiling as if he commanded an army hiding in the sky to fall. Like they would fall from the picture or to the ground for a gunfight with the law. As he continued to read. The infamous grave in that cemetery in the same Ghost Town began to tremble. Black Earthly Dirt slowly sank into the ground beneath a Headstone. Something Dead in a Grave began to wake. A dark cloud hovered over the Daylight at the same time that a man named Bargainer Raised His Long Slender Finely Manicured Hand in the Air. Something beneath a Headstone in the Black Earth began to Rumble. The Bargainer whispered down on the townsfolk. A Gunslinger Named Will Bunny is on his way to Dinner. When he died he wished to be buried alone. In the part of the cemetery where no other man good or bad laid. To afraid that he would smell. His deathly smell unlike any dead man would rise in a deadly gaseous gas that could easily kill a living person if he stood over his grave ''he said. He hand picked a page here and there to read. 


     A Gunfighter Named Pretty Boy Billy once Rode through this Town 200 Years Ago. When he did Lawmen, Men, Women, and Children would Bow when he rode through Town. When they would see him ride through on a horse. 


     Sometimes a posse would ride right behind him, and his infamous black raw iron handguns? Sometimes he would kill another gunfighter. He would wear his guns whether infamous or not. One other headstone also trembled. Jesse Cricket another Gunslinger from the West? His grave trembled as something Dark, and Evil Woke Beneath in a Pinebox Coffin. A cluster of black dirt began to fall into the Earth in his grave on either side of his corpse. One cloud after the other is covered in black dirt. His deadly decayed body rose to a standing position. As a large horse blanketed in long black hair covered in tiny strands of fire. Shot through the earth in a huge gallop in the graveyard. It unleashes a roar as every hoof pounded the hard ground in the graveyard. It had to release a grunt hiding in its gut as its head rose clearing its nostrils filled with dirt and dust. His huge head and stare fixed on an imaginary Sky that blanketed it in a fine sparkling dust. His head lowered as his face hidden in the dark faced a grave beneath his eyes. Each eye opened covered in an orange and black fiery frost. His long hair is laced in a fiery light barely burning flame.  


     Thank you Bargainer ''Pretty Boy Billy Whispered. As his large hand blanketed in burnt black flaky skin crackled. Each fingernail on either hand made the same sound like burning wood as each finger flexed and straightened out. Pretty Boy Billy Woke with his hand covered in a burnt frost for skin. His breath is so strong that it lifted an inch of black dirt on the ground into the air for a fresh breath. His head and his stare fixed on the darkness that blanketed the graveyard skies. Each evil eye stared at it until the sound of crackling wood woke his sense. His fiery black stare, each eye and skin started to turn to a fine sparkling dust like before. As an evil smirk slowly formed across his lips. 


     Thank God Lawman ''he whispered'' hee hee hee.  


     I'm Coming Marshall ''he said'' in the sound of the laughing hyena. As his head rose to share a creepy grin and deathly stare with the monster.


     I will take you with me just like before. 


     Remember, we took 6 Deputies with us last time. 


     I'm Coming Marshall. 


     You tell them that.  


     Tell them will be Coming. 


     Me, and Pretty Boy Billy ''Jimmy Cricket added'' in the same hyena sound in a dark laugh. 


     See you soon Marshall. 


     I meant Law Doggie. 


     Were gonna shake this Town up a bit like we did 200 years ago hahaha. His ghostly head tilted back, stared at the sparkling dust in the sky wearing a smile.  


     Do you believe in ghosts Lawman? 


     No answer? 


     Will find out? 


     Will see each other in town Marshall.


     Numerous Men in Dark Dusty Clothing, Raw Iron Fiery Handguns and Bullets. Slid his first fiery cowboy boot into a spur made of a frost like ash into a stir on a horse. He slid his body over a horse next. Every strand of hair blanketed in thin light flameless streaks. The same beast that followed him up through the Earth. Each Gunfighter wore leather and 2 Handguns. A gun on each side of his leather holster, looked like the rest of him in every step, strut, dance, and tiptoe that he took forth. His leather vest, hat, shirt, each boot, and pants crackle with him. Both Pretty Boy Billy, and Jimmy Cricket tilted his head back for a stare at the Sky. Both Men turn to face a vision that they remember on the day that they Died. 


     I Guess the Bargainer is calling on us Pretty Boy Billy. I see him Jimmy Cricket. We will not disappoint him. Remember what he told us on the day that we were Born. His whisper seeped through our tiny mind and heart at Birth. We have a date with the Future. Fate is Ours. We will Remind the Marshall why we were Born? To give him a career in law hahaha. He can't wait to see his reflection in his own blood like before. Allow me to oblige the Marshall Jimmy Cricket. He tilts his head back some. His stare fixated on a cloud of dust that blanketed the skies and over the Gunfighter's Graveyard. 


     I Hear you Bargainer ''he whispered'' back. 


     I'm Coming. 


     This way Lucky he roared down at his horse. Him and his horse ride through a wall of fine dark dust dirt into town. Jimmy Cricket's head fell back a few inches. 


     I'm Coming Bargainer. 


     This way Sand. Jimmy rode through the same wall of dust from a graveyard into town right behind Pretty Boy Billy's Horse Lucky. 


     Let's give the Townsfolk a real scare. Will scare them to death like we did for the last 200 years. Pretty Boy Billy turns to face Jimmy. His face blanketed in dead decayed skin in a burnt frost while it slowly cured itself. Then began to laugh at the other in a laughing hyena laugh that made his atom's apple jump, and down. 


     Each Gunfighter Rode into Town on a Horse. Every syllable that fell from his mouth is made of a flake of burnt ash that followed every word to the ground. Every word that fell is filled with an undying curse directed at Law Men and Dawgs. 


     When the Gunfighter, and His Horse Rode through a wall of dark fine sparkling dust. Both Men vanish on the other side of the Graveyard in a thin Cloud of the Town's Dust. Meanwhile every word that spilled is directed for the law.  


     Like I Told You Marshall his voice rose one last time through a wall of sparkling dark dust. 


     Boo! 


     See you on the other side Lawman ''he said'' in a laughing hyena laugh hee hee. One other Headstone began to tremble behind them. This one belonged to a Dead Marshall that lived 200 Years Ago. His grave began to sink into the ground across from a handful of Dead Gunfighters. The Dead Marshall heard every word. His hand blanketed in dead skin slowly returned to its natural lustre. As he began to rise through the Black Dirt Covered Earth. 


     Yes Gunfighter.


     I heard every word Pretty Boy Billy.  


     We believe in ghosts ''the Marshall whispered. I will be right behind you just like before Gunfighter. Bless that faint heartbeat in your chest that I hear Lawman ''Billy added'' to his whisper. One more headstone began to shake, roar, and rumble in the Earth. A Man that once Wore a Badge in Town. Now woke behind the Marshall in that same manner. His hand slowly crept through the Black Earth. His hand also blanketed in dead skin started to return to its natural lustre. 


     I'm with you Marshall ''the Sheriff added. 


     A light haired horse rose through the ground like a missile in a shiny white dust behind each Lawman's Grave. Both Lawmen held a Handgun covered in rust, Badge, and each with Honest Eyes. They open to a new world that time created. As each Badge and Gun also Returned to its Lustre. Both Dead Lawmen take a look at their new surroundings. One look around at one another in their new skins and faces. 


     We we're back where we started from Sheriff 200 Years Ago. We better oblige Pretty Boy Billy and his friend Jimmy Cricket Sheriff. Like he said we have a reason. To chase down an unlawful gunfighter. One Deputy behind the other rose through the black earth behind the other. A horse rose behind each Deputy like the Marshall. Each Lawman followed the same path behind both Gunmen. 


     Each Law Man Rode toward a wall of shiny white dust to the other side. They follow the strange sound of laughing hyena into a 13X13 square wall of dust behind both Gunslingers.      


     Soonafter Pretty Boy Billy Rode into a Threshold into Town. He was followed by another  Jimmy Cricket. Both Men on a Horse. Both Dead Men look like they left Purgatory. Both Rode into Town. As Pretty Boy Billy rode into a wall of fine dust. His mind unleashed a serenade of words. I told you I'd be Coming friend. His Pardner Jimmy Cricket had other words. I love a good fight Law dog ''he said. As both Gunslingers vanish in a wall of dust just on the other side. Lawmen ride through a wall of sparkling dust into Town through a similar wall in the same size except in a shiny white dust. Once on the other side the Marshall, Sheriff, and Deputies vanish behind both Infamous Gunfighters. One other grave began to wake with a gunslinger in it. A man they say walked through hell, talked with the Devil, made a deal before and after death with the Bargainer. A Monster that Oversees his Creation from the Sky. 


     Resurrect me Bargainer ''he asked. 


     And I will forever kill and die again. 


     Until you take my life away Bargainer. 


     Ask Will Bunny. 


     For I shall hold you to every word the Bargainer answered. 


      As the skies sparkled in a shiny silvery brilliance. Will Bunny Gracefully Bowed to a Monster in the Sky. Afterward he turned to his right, walked into a wall of dark fine rising dust in front of him and vanishes.      


     The sound of Men Blanketed in salt, standing on a rooftop in town grunting and groaning like starved animals. Men covered in a light white powdery salt stand watching. Each hand is clinched forth like he waited to grab you. His stare and each eye fixated on anything that he can eat living or dead covered in the same salty filthy film. The sound of laughing hyena beneath them stare up at the rooftop laughing back and drooling. 


     Lawmen vanish in a wall of dust chuckling at Townsfolk hee hee hee. Like they were part hyena laughing in that distinct laughter. 


     Strangers find a sign that said. The ghost town is entombed with ghosts. 


     Onward To a World of Ghostly Gunfighters. 


     Ghostly Children Ghosts Await.  




   Chapter Three Visitors. 


     Meanwhile Four Men, and Three Women Ride into an abandoned town 55 years after the first bunch. After visiting a man that survived a night of horror. These People decided to visit the ghost town that left one man in an asylum. The rest ended up missing somewhere in time between 58 and 63 years in time before.  


     One maybe two hours from a tiny town. A tiny horse town rented them 7 horses. Since the town had no road nor walkway. It is nothing but a dirt trail into and out of town. The only way into town would be by horse or tiptoing on foot. A handful of men and women ride into town with enough supplies for 2 weeks. With a handful of stuff to do nor look to do. They ride down a dirt trail blanketed in endless tumbleweeds. They find a warped cracked wooden sign in the mouth of the town on the road that led into the abandoned ghost town. The nearest town is miles away from here. 


     It was abandoned. Left behind by a Man that they call the Bargainer, and His Associates. If you're interested in purchasing a ghost town. You must contact him at the Lawyer's Firm. He has a Firm in the City. At the very bottom it says. Welcome to our little corner of the World friend. They say our little town is full of entombed ghosts. Some of them have been entombed waiting for a stranger like you for over a Century. Maybe you will be that visitor that will wake them from a ghostly deathly sleep. 


     Wake the dead in town anyway. 


     Welcome young and old Visitors alike? 


     Where Reality intertwines with Horror, Fantasy and reality?


     To the spookiest place on Earth?


     To a Ghost Town that a Monster Created with Heartless and Fearless Spooky Gunslingers. 


     Once they reach the threshold in town. They ride into an invisible wall a few yards inward. Each team member felt a tingle as they ride through. Once they ride pass the wall of sparkling dust. They stop for a moment with a sprinkle of earthly dust in both eyes. They gaze upon an abandoned town, blanketed in dirt, dust, and countless tumbleweeds. A thorned tumbleweed with 18 inch long pricks surrounded it, rolled toward them like a landslide and just misses the horses. One behind the other they roll toward them and their horses. They ride in between each tumbleweed as big as a Volkswagon to avoid the horse or rider being pricked. A whisper in a breeze sent a chill up, and down their spine. The sound of men screeching from a rooftop somewhere placed them on guard. Did anyone bring a gun or a weapon? Mark heard several whispers without an answer. No most of them answered. 


     Not one person brought a weapon, knife or a gun huh. I guess we better keep an eye, and an ear open in town. Every head rose in town for a rooftop. It sounded like it came from overhead like a roof somewhere. It could of fallen from a place in between Heaven, and Earth. Women rode on the left with an eye on every roof. Men rode with an eye on a roof to the right. They see the name Dorothy's Diner on the right of them. An old sign with the town's menu, told them that you could get a steak dinner for a buck. It included a glass of tea, slice of apple pie, and a buttery biscuit.  


     The old window dated back 200 years ago. A stained glass blanketed in dirt, dust, and grime told them it is ancient. To the left they find the Sherriff's Office, and the Jailhouse. The Town Grocery Store is next to it. A Barn that serviced Horses and Paupers. Men on a horse or that walked into town on foot would stay in the barn to keep dry for a penny. A Boarding House with endless sleeping rooms is next. Across the street the Town Hotel was in line. The entire town had everything it should have. A large saloon behind them down another street covered in wooden swinging doors. A massive hotel with four floors ahead stopped them. I guess we can start here in front of the hotel. I would rather stay in a cell in the jailhouse. Mark decided to split up the team. You can stay in the jailhouse Patricia with Alex. I will ask the rest of you where you will like to stay. I will stay in the hotel on the main floor with my binoculars. I also brought a night vision lense to search for ghosts ''Mark Said. I will stay with Jessica. 


    Something made her stop Mark from talking. She saw someone maybe a ghost walk across one window she claims. Every face and head turned to face a wall of grimy glass. They look for a face or a body to walk by a window or leave the hotel to make they're acquaintance. They search each window glass for a face or a ghost. They find a white face covered in powder instead. Mark found it after he counted the floor that she was on. It had to be the third floor after counting the floors. They dismount his and her horse in a hurry for a hotel. They run toward an old weather beaten door that barely hung on its hinges. They tie the horse to an old wooded bannister for horses. One behind the other, they follow Mark into the hotel. They grab a prospector's shovel, hunting knife and an iron skillet for a weapon.


     They walk into the entrance, into the lobby for a look around. Mark made a dash for a staircase that led to other floors. He had to find that ghost or vagrant in the window on the third floor. He ran up one stair to the other until he reached the second floor. Jessica followed him up with a flashlight in her left hand. Peter followed them up from behind. He had another flashlight in his left, and his hunting knife in the other. The rest of the team remained on the main floor looking for a place to set up camp. A place where they could find solid ground to sleep on. 


     Mark ran so fast up the staircase that a wooden step cracked beneath his weight. He had to stop long enough to pull his boot out of a hole in the floor. When he did a foul smell of death rose through to his nose. It made him gag and groan as if in pain. He had a tiny flashlight that fitted in his hand. With the press of a button inward. He lowered it into a hole in the stair. A face covered in white powdery salt stared up at him through a softball size hole in a step. Each eye is blanketed in a thin salt. It coated both baby blue dead looking eyes. Mark began to scream at the others. I see a man in an old prison uniform beneath the floorboard. I need a screwdriver to rip the board off of the floor. Bring me a claw hammer too. I'm going to help you mister. I think you should stay calm. I will try to save you from something hiding in the dark. He aims a flashlight into a hole in the stair. He did not see anyone or anything else in the dark. Nothing but a dark hole in the floor beneath the staircase. Where did he go? He took a step back for a better look. There is no way he could fit in a hole in the floor that size. 
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