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Just outside Thief River Falls, Minnesota, October 18, 1864

Shani tossed a battered bookcase in front of the door 
as Pania checked her ammunition.  The elven bard 
gave Shani a dejected look and sighed.  Shani knew 

that they were running out of bullets, and out of time.  
Williams had them surrounded.  “Why'd he have ta git 
all uppity?” Shani sighed as she hunkered down beside 
Pania and began reloading her Colts.  She took a quick 
peek outside, making certain to remove her stetson first.  
Outside, Williams' men were also reloading and preparing 
for another volley.  “Godsdammit!  They bringin' out the 
big guns.”
 Pania removed her duster and took peek, 
grimacing as she saw the Gatling gun dragged into 
position.  She saw the Gatling gun, but she also saw 
something else.  “It's tha' bloody bugger in the cloak 
tha's go' me worried,” she said as she sunk back into her 
crouched position.  Shani had seen him before, always 
hanging back, never speaking to the soldiers or Williams.  
“I go' a feelin' tha' 'e's jus' an observer.  An' I've go' a 
feelin' tha' Williams an' 'is men cannu see 'im.”
 Shani furrowed her brow and looked to Pania for 
a moment.  She sighed and shook her head.  “If one o' 
them bastards from back home d'cided ta follow us an' 
have some fun, I'll fill the bastard fulla buck an' leave 'im 
there ta die.”

He stood, watching as the soldiers unloaded their 
ammunition into the old shack.  Marveled at the 
efficiency of the violence.  For more than a year he 

had heard of these two bandits, and had tried so hard 
to find them.  What luck when he heard not only had 
they teamed up, but that Captain Williams was on their 
trail.  All he need do was find Captain Williams, and then 
let Williams find them.  Their magic had been what had 
drawn this one out, he craved it, needed it.  Power to add 
to his own.
 But before he took them, he'd force them to take 
him to their home world, where he could become drunk 
with the power.  He smiled in the shadow of the hood as 
he watched the Gatling gun begin to rumble and spew 
forth it's hot death.  Watched as the bullets ripped into 
the logs that made up the shack's walls.  Then he reeled 
back, just a bit, as a bullet ripped into his chest.  There 
was more shock than pain.  He'd never been hit by a 
bullet before, it was an odd feeling.  Slowly, he looked 
back to the small shack.
 “That's right, you sonofabitch!” he heard the 
elven gunslinger shout out in furious rage.  “I see you, ya 
bastard!  An' I'll send ya back ta hell!”
 Inside the shack, Shani and Pania had built up 
a good enough barricade, but they knew that Gatling 
would chew through even the thickest logs.  It wouldn't 

Part Forty-Seven
be long.  At timed intervals, they would return fire.  But 
the cloaked apparition had become a new target.  “Ye 
think Williams know 'bou' 'im?”
 “Not a chance,” Shani replied with a sneer.  
“Bastard's keepin' quiet, way too quiet.  Where ya figger 
he come from?”
 “Well, there's rumour o' a spook tha' used ta 
travel the Marches,” Pania suggested.  “Suddenly jus' 
disappeared.  Bu' I figure tha' were jus' stories ta ensure 
the b'haviour o' wee ones.”  She hopped up and took 
another pair of shots, aiming directly at the apparition, 
before dropping to the floor once again.  “We're 'ittin' 
the bugger square, tha's fer certain.”  Pania took another 
stock of their ammunition as Shani took another peek out 
the window.
 “Gotta try an' tempt the bastard closer,” Shani 
suggested as she ducked back down, looking to her 
partner.  “An' maybe this time I'll git a shot point blank 
in the sonofabitch's face.”

The cloaked figure moved forward, seeming to glide 
effortlessly over the ground.  If he could be seen by 
human eyes, they would take note that he was note 

touching the ground at all.  His focus was on the elves, to 
obtain their power.  Power that he would have, their life 
force would sustain him.  And the rest of their essence 
he would take back to the cult that had summoned him.  
They could have what was left.  The bullets from the 
soldiers guns seemed to pass through him with ease.  
The ones fired by the elves, however, were a completely 
different matter.
 Several shots slammed into him, forcing him to 
stop and wonder just how that could happen.  His form 
hung in the air as he seemed to contemplate the minor 
detail, staring at the bullets that had merely fallen from 
his frame in misshapen lumps.  A shout brought all the 
answers he needed.
 “Tha's righ', ye bastard!” Pania cried out as she 
fired again and again.  “We can see ye clear as day!”  
The creature seemed to scowl in the shadow of the hood, 
a small hiss escaped his lips as this revelation became 
all too clear.  A minor inconvenience, really, and so he 
slowly moved forward.
 Inside the shack, the elves took turns firing, as 
one would fire, the other would reload.  Pania crouched 
down as she padded down the pockets of her long coat, 
searching frantically for ammunition.  She stopped as 
her hand brushed against a small, worn box in her inside 
pocket.  Shani nearly forgot it in Shreveport.  They'd 
carried it since Pennsylvania.  Dieter Van Bueren had 
given it to them.  Quickly, she pulled the box out and 
opened it, muttering a quiet prayer as she opened it.  
Inside lay twelve bullets, enough for her to reload.



 “Le's see if these'll stop 'im,” she hissed as she 
quickly dumped the shell casings and replaced them with 
the silver bullets.  “Worked fine 'gainst vampires, 'ope it 
works 'gainst this one.”
 Shani sneered as she fired her last bullet into the 
apparition, and ducked down to reload.  She knew of the 
item Pania spoke of.  She'd almost forgotten about them.  
But now she was glad they still had that small box.  “Give 
'em hell, girly girl,” she encouraged the elven bard as 
Pania rose to her feet and fired directly at the cloaked 
figure.
 A blood curdling scream filled the air as the 
first bullet slammed into the creature.  It still fell to the 

ground, but it had done it's damage.  Silver obviously 
had some effect on this one.  As the second forced the 
creature back a step, he cried out yet again.  The men 
behind him had begun to stop firing, and only stared in 
disbelief.  From the shack, Shani Wennemein called out, 
her words directed to Williams.  Not in spite, not in a 
taunt, but in a warning.
 “Williams,” she called out from her position.  “I 
know y'all kin see it.  We ain't the ones ya should be 
worried 'bout.  It's thet devil o' a thing that ya kin see 
square.  If ya got any sense 'tall, start firin' on the bastard.  
'R we all bound straight fer hell!”


