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“If ye dunna mind me sayin' so,” Pania mentioned 
with a smile as she looked Carter Stewart directly 
in the eyes.  “Ye've a very liberal view.  Rather 

refreshin' ta see a man o' the cloth tha' dunna condemn 
those tha're diff'rent.”
 “Well,” Carter began with a small smile of 
thanks and a chuckle.  “As the good book teaches judge 
not lest ye be judged.”  His smile remained but his words 
became rather somber and serious.  “I believe that the 
words of the Bible are words not only to read but those 
ta live by.”
 “So why the gun?” Pania asked as she motioned 
to the gun belt that hung on Carter's hip.
 He looked down and removed his hand from the 
belt, an involuntary action that he had grown so used to.  
“An old relic from a time long gone.  I used ta be a gun 
fighter, a mercenary for hire that would track down those 
who would willingly take lives.  But I began to realize 
that the more I worked, the more I became just like those 
outlaws.  So much blood and death.”
 “So why keep it?” she asked in a voice that was 
almost a whisper, her words more curious than uplifting 
like her usual attitude.
 Carter managed a smile as he looked to Pania.  
“Ta toss it aside is ta forget that time.  I can't forget it, 
it was a part of my life for so long.  I don't keep it as a 
trophy like some would think, but I keep it as a reminder 
of man's tools and how they can be used to cause pain 
and death.”
 “Well 'en, if ye dunna mind me sayin' tha's quite 
admirable,” Pania said with a nod and a smile.  Her 
features changed dramatically as she heard a shot ring 
out.  Carter Stewart heard it too, looking toward the 
entrance to their cabin with a furrowed brow.  Pania 
sighed slightly as her shoulders sunk.  “I bloody 'ope tha' 
Shani's no' in some kinda trouble,” she said as she rose 
to her feet.  Carter also rose, but he sensed something 
different from just the wild heart of an elven gunslinger.

Shani fired as two vampires lunged at her, slowing 
them only a little.  She cursed as her eyes searched 
for some other weapon to use, and hoping for an 

opening that would give her a brief moment to load 
silver bullets into her twin Colts.  There were fifteen in 
the passenger car, which brought up several red flags; 
how did they get on the train, who was responsible for 
this, and how quickly could she dispatch them before 
they overwhelmed her.
 Those questions left as she heard the first click 
from her pistols.  Empty.  “Crap on a stick!” she shouted 
out, readying each gun to use as a club if necessary.  The 
vampires took note of her predicament and smiled with 

glee.  There was nowhere for her to run now.
 Just as Shani believed the end was in sight, one 
of the vampires burst into flame.  Not from sunlight, as 
the windows had still been boarded up.  She heard the 
incantation and smiled as she knew what it was, and then 
saw Pania at the other end of the passenger car, slinging 
small flares of fire at the vampires.  Behind Pania stood 
the imposing figure of Carter Stewart.  His gun remained 
in its holster, but in his right hand he held his Bible.  This 
was when both elves witnessed a miracle they had never 
before seen since their arrival on Earth.
 “Ye though I walk through valley of the shadow 
of death,” Carter's voice rang out bold as he held the 
book high.  “I shall fear no evil!”  It was working.  As 
the gunslinger turned reverend spoke the passage, the 
vampires doubled over in pain, eventually withering 
away into nothing as all they could do was scream in 
pain as the words were spoken.
 Shani pushed one of the vampires away as 
it's body began to decay quickly, the elven gunslinger 
moving quickly to stand with Pania and Carter.  Both 
elves knew what was happening, they'd seen it before 
on Terra-Kal, but never here on Earth.  As the last of the 
vampires began to cease all movement and sound, Pania 
looked to Carter.
 “Ye said tha' ye've no' killed anyone in a few 
years,” Pania stated with some sense of awe and wonder 
in her voice.  “I'd suspect tha' it's been a lot longer 'n tha'.  
An' I'd go so far as ta say the las' time ye drew yer gun, it 
werena 'gainst 'umans
 Carter sighed openly as he placed the book back 
into his coat pocket.  Shani looked over the man again 
with a new respect.  This wasn't just some reverend who 
spouted rhetoric from the pulpit in fire and brimstone.  
She finally began to recognize the things he wore, that 
they held a great deal more meaning than what people 
might expect.
 “Yer a paladin,” Shani stated with a nod.  “Ain't 
ya?  A holy knight, born ta take on the likes o' these.”
 Carter considered Shani's words for a moment 
before speaking.  “I suppose a knight might be a close 
description.  An' born ta it, I doubt that.  But I do seek out 
the evils o' the world while I try to help my fellow man 
build a life of righteousness for himself an' his family.”  
He took note that both elves were looking at him a little 
strangely.  He chuckled as he spoke again.  “Can I ask 
why the look you two're givin' me?”
 Shani and Pania blinked in response, unable to 
find the words.  Finally, Shani let go of a breath it seemed 
she'd been holding before she encountered the vampires 
in the passenger car, and spoke.  “My... my brother's a 
paladin.  He do the type o' stuff you do.”
 Pania perked an eyebrow and looked to Shani with 
a somewhat baffled look.  Shani looked back and shrugged 
lightly.  “Ye'll 'aveta pardon us, Reverend,” Pania said as 
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though to break a forthcoming uncomfortable silence.  
“Shani, an' meself, really.  Well, we're no' familiar wit' 
seein' this kinda act on this planet.  'R this kinda man 
wha' can...”
 Her small speech was cut short as one vampire 
who managed to survive crawled up and laughed aloud.  
“You'll never stop my mistress, you know,” he spat out in 
a sickening sneer.  “At this very moment she lay in wait 
in the luxury car.  And meanwhile, this train will soon be 
ours.”  He lunged forward, fangs bared as he meant to 
overpower the diminutive bard.  But for her size, she was 
fast and well versed with her rapier.  She drew it quickly 
as she muttered an incantation.  As the vampire impaled 
himself on the blade, it glowed with magical flame and 
eventually consumed the vampire, turning him to dust.
 Pania looked to Shani and Carter as she sheathed 
her blade again.  Carter arched an eyebrow as he studied 
her for a moment, but all Pania could do was shrug.  “I've 
knowledge o' the arcane, meself.  Bu' anyway...”  She 

looked to Shani as a thought came to mind.  “Where 
were the only other place we met vampires 'ere?”
 Shani furrowed her brow and snorted a laugh as 
though she began to realize.  “Back in Pennsylvania.  Ya 
figger thet Ya'Row come back fer revenge.”
 “It's possible,” Pania admittedly resigned herself 
to say.
 “No matter what,” Carter finally said in a calm 
voice.  “We have a duty to do.  I'll head to the engine an' 
see 'bout clearin' the rest o' these scum off this train.  I 
wouldn't mind havin' an extra gun hand like yaself, Miss 
Shani.”  Shani nodded quickly as she reloaded her Colts.  
Carter looked to Pania with a soft smile.  “Do you think 
you can deal with this vampire while we're gone?”
 “More 'n capable,” Pania said with an assured 
nod.  “Like ta put tha' witch back in the ground.”
 With those words the three went their separate 
ways to deal with the evil that had begun to fester on the 
train.


