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Pania walked slowly through the passenger cars of the 
train, leading herself closer to the rear car. Ya’Row 
had positioned herself in a way where she would take 

over the train and surprise the next stop which was on the 
line. Pania knew that this vampire had to be stopped, and 
while she pulled courage within her, there was that fear; 
she could very well die tonight.
 Each passenger car she went through became 
darker and darker. Pania knew she was coming closer 
to Ya’Row. Unlike their brief meeting in Pennsylvania, 
Ya’Row knew very well who she was up against. Both 
Pania and Shani had made names for themselves, 
sometime it was a blessing, but in this case it could very 
well be their downfall.
 Earth had a folklore of vampires, Pania had seen 
it in that small village near Harrisburg. As the world 
moved forward, those folklore had become myths and 
legends, and even mere stories to scare children into 
behaving. The same too could be said of the elves. Pania 
and Shani were oddities, often their appearance seen as 
demonic. That could be further from the truth.
 While they may have run wild through the United 
States, they still held a firm moral code, even if that code 
pitted them against the likes of Captain Williams. Pania 
thought of these things as she gripped her rapier tightly in 
her hand. Every so often she would be faced with another 
of Ya’Row’s newly created brood, finding them easy to 
dispatch. Weak were these vampires, nothing compared 
to their mistress that created them.
 As Pania moved into the final car on the train, 
she felt a weight on her shoulders, filled with dread and 
uncertainty. Ya’Row was here. She could feel it. Pania’s 
elven eyes explored the darkness, being able to see better 
than a human, but still forced to squint into the black. All 
that she prepared could not prepare her for what was to 
come.
 “Ah!” a voice hissed from the darkness. “Finally 
we meet.” Pania couldn’t see Ya’Row, but her voice held 
a sickening smile, as though she was measuring Pania 
and preparing her to become her latest victim. “You 
caused me a great deal of pain, little one. I’m sure that 
you expect me to return the favour.”
 “Oh, I think I’m no’ yet done dealin’ ye some 
pain,” Pania replied through gritted teeth as she held the 
rapier firm. “Whyn’t we get a look at ye. Come outta the 
dark, an’ stop bein’ a coward.”

The gunfire filled the car as Shani placed well aimed 
bullets into the attacking brood. Behind her Carter 
Stewart did not draw his gun but spouted the words 

he had taken so close to his heart. Shani knew within 
the short time that she had met Stewart that he was a 
true believer in the words that were printed in the Book. 

More so than any other man of the cloth she had ever 
met. He did not judge those he met on face value; he 
could sense evil as though it were a blinding light; he had 
a humble nature about him and considered the well being 
of others above himself.
 In those ways, Shani believed Carter Stewart was 
the first Earth born paladin she’d ever met. Right down 
to the effectiveness of her bullets as they flew to their 
targets. Before they began moving, Shani had taken out 
both Colts and held them in her open hands. “It probably 
ain’t nuthin’ ever been asked o’ ya,” she had said as she 
looked directly at him. “But I know thet there’s somethin’ 
in ya thet can tip the scales ‘gainst these vermin. I ask 
thet ya jist bless my shootin’ irons.” Carter was a bit 
mystified by the action, but did as Shani asked.
 Whether it was the words of God or the skill 
that Shani had as a gunslinger, or even the desperation 
of the moment, but whatever it was the vampire spawn 
fell easily to them both. Only once did Carter draw his 
pistol.
 The loud crack as the report came from the gun 
shocked even Shani as she looked to Carter with shock 
filled eyes. The sound was like the heavens themselves 
had opened up. Even the vampires seemed to reel back, 
writhing in pain as the bullets from the preacher’s gun 
cut into them. Finally the last of the brood that stood 
before them had been cut down and they made their was 
to the engine. They had climbed through baggage cars, 
livestock cars and more, fighting as they went.
 Shani hoped that their work had not been in 
vain.
 As they broke down the door to the main engine, 
both the engineer and conductor turned, ready to attack, 
but stopped suddenly as though they sensed something 
about these two. The conductor recognized the figure of 
the man that was Carter Stewart, and seemed to relax a 
great deal. “Thank god,” the conductor exclaimed. “We 
were both beginning to think this entire train had gone 
mad.”
 “Aye,” the engineer agreed with a nod. He was 
a burly man with a massive red beard and clean shaven 
head. “The train’s been bloody well cursed, I tell ya.”
 “Not cursed,” Carter stated in a calm voice. “But 
there is an evil aboard that must be stopped.”
 “An’ just exactly what’re ya plannin’ on doin’ 
’bout it?” the engineer retorted in his gruff manner.
 “We’re hopin’ thet my partner’s got thet 
covered,” Shani replied as she emptied her pistols and 
began reloading. Her gaze drifted through the door that 
she and Carter had just burst through. “I jist hope thet 
she’s alright.”
 “The best we can do right now, is pray,” Carter 
stated as he took a deep breath and began his own silent 
prayer, hoping that it would aid the elven bard as she 
faced the villainy that was Ya’Row.

Part Thirty-Nine


