[image: ]
Sept. 27th, 2025 BCHoTN Rendezvous 
Timber Ridge Campground in Jamestown, TN
MURDER MYSTERY EVENT:
Golden Outlaws
Schedule

9 a.m. Breakfast | Dining Hall
10 a.m. Opening Skit | Dining Hall
10:30 a.m. Pick Your Posse
11 a.m. Hit the Trail | BSF Side
12 – 1:30 P.m. Lunch on the Trail
5 p.m. Dinner | Dining Hall
6 P.m. Closing Skit & Final Guesses

Setting the Opening Scene
This is how Skit #1 will begin

At the saloon, locals gather for morning vittles. There are two distinct groups in the room: the bounty hunter posses and the sheriff with his deputies. While Sheriff Grimshaw isn’t particularly fond of the bounty hunters, he occasionally makes use of their services when his own men are stretched too thin. 
The bounty hunters find work, typically as ranch hands, between chases. They’re drifters, beholden to no one place, and free as the wind. While they aren’t known for being particularly moral people, they have their own sense of justice.
Bursting into the saloon and startling Sheriff Grimshaw to his feet, young Pierre cries, “It’s my Pa! He’s–he’s...!” Pierre stumbles, blubbering. “He’s dead!”
Hurrying to the door, Grimshaw follows Pierre’s pointed finger. Slung over the back of his own horse lies Jeb.

CONTEXT: JEB (the Victim) & PIERRE (the Victim’s Son)
This section helps you (the actor) understand Jeb (the victim) or his son (Pierre), with whom you interact in your backstory.
The miner Jeb and his 15 year-old son Pierre spend years testing the mountain streams, panning for gold flakes. Quite by mistake, Jeb discovers a hidden map to a stash of Spanish gold. Tucked away inside a sealed clay jar and tucked into the back of a small cave, the paper is old, but not ancient. Although Jeb can’t read, he recognizes the  indicated terrain on the map. The map is partially damaged, but he’s followed it to a large valley and has been carefully combing it for years. Jeb keeps the map with him always, as he doesn’t want anyone else discovering it.
The valley is very remote. Jeb sees few people, save the same few fur trappers. He never learns their names, as he’s rather secretive of his own mission. The trappers eventually stop offering to trade with Jeb, as he always sends them away. 
Jeb’s only companion is his son Pierre, whom he forces to work alongside him, searching for the treasure. As Pierre nears adulthood, he begins to resent his father more and more. Each day, his father’s mad ramblings and obsession drive Pierre to sharp anger. Why should he spend his life wasting away in this valley for a treasure that’s obviously not here?
When Jeb finally digs up several gold coins outside another cave, he’s elated, but knows that the full stash has yet to be discovered. Distrustful of his rebellious son, Jeb hides the coins from him. He suspects that Pierre may steal the coins and skip town with them. The miner doubles his efforts, however, he’s growing older; he needs to make progress more quickly. He uses some of his coins to buy better tools, dynamite, and an old horse to carry loads. 
Everyone in town suspects that Jeb finally made good on a gold claim; he was rarely seen in town and had never afforded to buy so much at once. No one knows much about him. Claim stakers sometimes attempt to follow Jeb into the wilderness, but he is notoriously good at shaking a tail.
Jeb suspects that the stash might be contained within an unknown cave under one of the big rockslides in the valley. So, he gets to work digging, blasting, and carting away rubble with his nag. His spirits rise when he begins finding pottery shards in the rockslide. This only irritates Pierre. After a huge screaming match, Pierre storms to town, vowing to never step foot in that forsaken valley again. 

YOUR BACKSTORY: JACQUE THE FUR TRAPPER
This story and information is known only to you and the event organizer, prior to the event. This backstory simply helps you understand your character and any possible motives your character might have. 
Get creative! How do you think your character might speak, dress, or act? The more invested you are, the more fun for everyone!
Jeb hates when people invade his valley. His paranoia always leaves him feeling spied-upon. Unfortunately, the wild game in his valley is quite bountiful and attracts many fur trappers.  Jeb, in his solitude, finds a moral distaste for the art of trapping. While Jeb does his fair amount of hunting and killing, it’s a fair sport, done with a bow. How is there any honor in planting hidden metal claws to snag hapless animals, then skinning them for profit while leaving the meat to rot? The concept boils his blood. So, whenever Jeb encounters a set trap, he springs the teeth shut on a stick, leaving it useless until it can be reset. 
When it’s discovered that several beaver huts and dams clog the valley’s river, a new trapper moves in. The man is descended from a long line of precolonial French trappers and goes by the name Jacque. The trapper specializes in summer beaver coats. While most trappers spend the winter hunting animals for their thicker, more luxurious furs, Jacque’s buyers are very specific. They utilize beaver skins to create high-end top hats for rich businessmen. 
Because only the beaver undercoat and skin is important for a top hat, the less-hairy summer coats are preferable. In this way, Jacque could spend the enjoyable warm months hunting beavers while squirreling away enough funds to relax during the winter. Beaver is becoming a rarity in this region, so Jacque travels farther each year.
Jacque observes the valley for nigh on a week before establishing a semi-permanent camp. He stakes out the beaver huts, tracking their usual movements, their habits, and where they harvest wood. Then, he sets his oil-soaked, semi-submerged metal traps. The traps are staked and chained to the shore to make collection easy, although Jacque is forced to wade each time he plants one.
One morning, as Jacque espies his traps from afar, he thinks his eyes must be playing tricks on him. Perhaps it is the illusion of the morning’s low, gray light, but he swears… that huge beaver is white! An albino beaver! In all his years, he’d never seen one! Oh! What a rare, high-dollar hat that would make! Jacque could end his trapping season early and live comfortably for several years from  that single pelt!
Feeling that he’d just won life’s lottery, Jacque watches the magnificent beast until it slides underwater. Then, he plants several more traps around the site. However, the creature proves horribly shy. From then on, Jacque only sees it as the flick of an ear or tail as it disappears from sight.
A week passes. And then another. Still. Nothing! Often, Jacque finds the traps sprung, a stick wedged in the teeth. Could this beaver really be so smart? Or did it have incredibly dumb luck? Jacque becomes so engrossed in his chase for the albino beaver, he stops resetting his other traps. The only one that matters is the legendary white beast. 
Three weeks into his obsession, Jacque comes to check the site once more after dinner. The beavers are very active at these dusk hours. To his utter surprise, he sees a figure bent over one of his traps, working furiously at the mechanisms. Anger quickly replacing his consternation, Jacque shouts, “Hey!”
The man startles and Jacque gets a good look at him. That cursed miner! Returning to his desperate fenagling, the man snaps open the trap. Jacque watches in horror as the albino beaver flails away from the man, having been barely snagged by the tail.
Jacque roars in fury and splashes into the pond, intent on punishing the man. By the time he reaches the other shore, the miner is long gone. And so is Jacque’s beaver. Although he surveys the pond for another week, he sees no further signs of beaver; they’ve completely evacuated the area. Jacque’s hope drains slowly, and yet his anger boils ever more. Curse that man! If he ever comes across him again… 
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