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In the vast, unforgiving landscapes of the American frontier, myths and truths intertwine beneath the scorching sun and shadowed night. Here, the line between reality and legend blurs, giving rise to stories forged in fire, blood, and mystery—tales that echo through the ages, whispered by wind and time alike.

From the blood-soaked crossroads where justice is a matter of life and death, to the peculiar towns where the strange and the whimsical collide, each story reveals a fragment of a world both brutal and beautiful. Heroes and villains, spirits and sorcerers, lost souls and restless spirits—all dwell in this rugged wilderness, where every sunset carries the weight of history, and every dawn promises a new legend.

Within these pages, you will journey through the haunted corridors of forgotten towns, meet the enigmatic figures who defy the boundaries of time, and witness the strange, often dark magic that lingers in the shadows of the frontier. These tales are stitched together by the enduring spirit of adventure and the haunting whispers of the land that refuses to forget its secrets.

Welcome to the shadows of the untamed West—where every legend has roots, and every story is a pulse in the heartbeat of a land forever wild.

The Noon Intersection

––––––––
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The sun blazed down on Luke MacGruder as he walked along the dirt path. Each step made his spurs jingle, while beads of sweat formed on his nose and dripped into the dry dirt that covered his boots as he approached the crossroads. It was almost noon, and today, a man would meet his end.

If he was quick enough and had enough courage, that man would be Buck Vagram, notorious in Carbon County as Black Buck, a ruthless gunfighter fueled by whiskey who had taken the lives of six men (along with seven Native Americans and two Chinese). He had arrived in Battle, Wyoming Territory, and quickly made himself at home in Buster’s Saloon. It was in that place that Black Buck had killed Red Jim, a dear friend of Luke's, over a faro game.

He would have shot him right then, but Nancy Wigram, a half-Indian mystic, stepped in between them and condemned both men in a strange language. For some unknown reason, Luke couldn’t understand, Buck didn’t shoot her. However, Nancy then clearly stated that the conflict would resume at noon the following day at the Battle Pass crossroads, a historic site where old wagon trains would halt and camp on their westward journey and where a significant massacre of Indians occurred long before any white settlers arrived.

Thus, Luke found himself leading his horse down the path as the summer sun dried the surrounding grasslands. In the distance, a small herd of cattle roamed freely, the mountains framing the scene, and a cowboy looked his way, remaining alert for any trouble. He wouldn’t find any from Luke that day.

Luke pulled out his 1851 Navy Colt, checked its action, and ensured all chambers were loaded. He trusted that gun, having purchased one after losing a shooting contest with Wild Bill Hickok right after the war in Abilene. The Navy was Hickok’s weapon of choice, and it had become Luke’s as well. It had never let him down. After placing it back in its holster, he quickened his pace. He would not arrive late.

Luke assumed there would be a small audience to witness him confront Buck, but when he got there, only three Black men were present; two sat on opposite sides of the intersecting wagon paths, strumming banjos, while a third one stood behind a covered table filled with whiskey bottles off to the side. Luke secured his horse to an old post and sauntered over to the table.

"What would you like, sir? "

At that moment, Luke realized how dry his throat felt. “Whiskey. What’s going on? I expected a crowd. The entire town knows what took place at Buster’s. ”

The bartender allowed him to complete his drink before responding, “Sir, this will be a personal event. You are here because he asked you to come, and these snacks are covered by him. ”

One of the banjo players flashed a cooked grin at him. The other one tipped his old brown hat. “And who is this guy? ”

The colored man let sweat drip from his forehead and replied flatly, “Mr. Abbadon. ”

“And where can I find this Abbadon? ”

“He’ll arrive when it’s time. ”

Luke took another drink of whiskey and wiped his sweat. Was Buck even going to show up? 

As soon as that thought occurred to him, he spotted Buck walking down the other path, guiding his horse just like Luke was. He reached the edge of the crossroads and looked up. He appeared unkempt, with a scruffy beard that had gray patches, and his black hat was covered in road dust. His eyes were red, and he wiped his nose on his sleeve as he walked toward the bar. 

The bartender greeted him with a nod, “Would you like a drink, Mr. Vagram? ”

Buck nodded and downed the shot. “I see this pest got here early,” he spoke slowly and carefully. 

Luke placed his hand on his gun, “I can wake up at sunrise and get a full day’s work done while you’re still sleeping it off, Black Buck. ”

Buck rested his hand on his Colt Army Revolver, but the bartender pulled out a big gun from under the table, “Now gentlemen, it’s not time to start just yet. Have a drink, and celebrate. Because today, one of you will be taken away! ”

Buck muttered something quietly to himself and turned away, grabbing a bottle. Luke took another shot and sat down on the bar stool at the table. The scorching sun beat down on all of them as a light breeze blew through the valley. An eagle cried out as it swooped down on some prey in the grass. “So, tell me, what do you know about this place? Why did Mr. Abbadon choose it? ”

The colored bartender cleared his throat gently, “This is a place of judgment. Where true justice is served on earth. Your settlers would hang their criminals over at that tree, while the Indians would carry out their fierce revenge for wrongs done to their tribe. Mr. Abbadon values that. ”

Luke glanced over at the tree. It hadn’t been there a moment ago; he could have sworn. Its branches twisted toward the sky, the bark slightly reddish in tone. He walked toward it, hoping for some shade, but it was even hotter beneath the tree than in the bright sunlight. Odd symbols were carved into the trunk, and for a brief moment, he pictured a woman’s body swinging from the tree while an angry crowd took pleasure in witnessing her final moments. 

The two banjo players got up at the same time and started playing their instruments. The bartender raised his voice, “It’s almost time, gentlemen.  Please come to the bar so I can explain the rules for this contest. ”

Luke walked back to the bar, while Buck made his way over, the bottle almost empty. “Mr. MacGruder, Mr. Vagram, I appreciate both of you arriving here quickly for this competition. We will start right at noon, sharp. The contenders will continue playing until the final bell rings, and at that point, you may begin. Please keep your weapons away until the players have finished. Ignoring this rule will result in serious penalties. ”

Buck set the bottle down, clearly articulating his question, “What type of penalties? ”

“I'll shoot you. ”

Luke chuckled. He found it hard to believe that Buck had consumed so much before this event. He would never cloud his judgment with so much alcohol before a gunfight. 

“Now that we’ve got that clear, once the clock strikes noon, you can shoot. You are required to eliminate your opponent before you leave, or there will be repercussions. If you run out of ammo, there’s a shop available that you can use if needed.  Mr. Abbadon will cover the costs. ”

The sound of banjo music started to buzz in his mind. “Hold on a second. I don’t see any sign of Abbadon here.  Why is he interested in all this? If he wants to watch men shoot each other, he could just go to Abilene or Dodge City.  Why is it happening here? And where is he? ”

The bartender grinned widely. “He will arrive at the designated time. He wants to ensure that justice is served here, in this location. A great wrong has been committed, and it’s time the guilty party faces the consequences. Gentlemen, I think it’s time for you to take your positions. Remember, don’t take action until it’s noon, when the banjos stop. Not a second earlier. ”

Luke moved towards his section of the crossroads, while Buck shuffled along, his long coat fluttering in the gentle wind. The musicians strummed their banjos as a rustling sound in the grass hinted at a hunt happening nearby.

"MacGruder, you don't recall me, do you? " To Luke's surprise, the slurred words from Buck had cleared as he walked from the bar to his place.

No, what was he going on about? "Am I supposed to, Black Buck? "

He once again used his sleeve to wipe his nose. "Think back, MacGruder, to a little farm just outside of Detroit, Kansas? This was before the war? "

Luke took off his hat, dabbing at the sweat on his forehead with a handkerchief. "No, am I supposed to? I lived in Abilene before the conflict, but I don’t recall ever visiting Detroit. "

Buck swayed for a moment, muttering under his breath. He then slightly tilted his hat back. "I should have guessed. You went on to do all sorts of brave and splendid things, all decked out in blue. You probably forgot about something that didn’t mean anything to you at the time. Well, it’s high time you remembered, MacGruder. "

As the banjos increased their tempo, Luke placed his hat back on. The music was loud enough to hear but didn’t overpower the two fighters. "Remember what? Those times were wild and bloody. Why should I think back on them? "

Buck tightened his fists and replied, "Why? WHY? I suppose you're right; things turned out well for you, being a successful ranch worker out
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