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Part Fifty
The mist from the ocean spray touched her skin lightly 

as she stood on the rocky shore.  She stood at the 
edge of the cliff face that looked out over the sea.  

Grass grew to the edge in a lush, green carpet before the 
cliff fell over fifty feet to the rocky shore where waves 
crashed against the cliff side.  The sun was bright as it 
shone down, the cool breeze lightly tossed her hair.  Pania 
closed her eyes, taking in a deep breath of the ocean air.  
Home, it had been so long since she had seen it.  Riding 
dusty trails and sleeping where she could find a quiet 
spot had almost made her forget what home was really 
like.  She smiled as a single tear rolled down her cheek.  
She opened her eyes, gazing upon the surroundings once 
more  As much as she had missed this place, she knew it 
couldn't be real.
 “Dreamwalkin' 'gain, aye?” she asked in a quiet 
voice.  She heard the crunch of boots on the gravel behind 
her, felt the hand on her shoulder and knew who it was 
without even having to look.  “Is there some sorta trouble 
tha' ye be comin' inta me 'ead, Thadius?”  She turned, 
looking up into the Marshal's kind eyes.  The long coat 
fluttered in the wind as he moved his hand to rest on his 
gun belt.  He took a deep breath, just as Pania had done 
earlier, and he smiled.
 “This is your home?” he asked while he looked 
out over the ocean.
 “Aye,” Pania replied quietly.  “It's been over 
three years since I set foot on this place.  I miss it now 
more 'n ever.”  Her gaze drifted out to the ocean before 
she looked to Marshal Derringer.  “Somethin's wrong, 
isna it,” she stated more than asked.
 “Yes,” Derringer replied with a nod as he 
removed his stetson.  He ran his fingers through his grey 
hair before looking to the elven bard.  “You are dying, 
Pania,” he said without hesitation.  There was no time 
to sugar coat the obvious.  “Your battle with the creature 
left you weak.  Your body has been infected with a life 
draining force.”
 “An' this is the way ta say g'bye,” her voice 
wavered slightly as she spoke.  She had never feared 
death.  It was to know a person was dying was the hardest 
thing.  To know, and not be able to do a thing about it.  “I 
dunna s'ppose I've long left,” she said as she looked to 
the ground.  Her bare toes played with the small pebbles 
as she spoke with the old werewolf.
 “This isn't good bye, Miss Alow,” Derringer said 
with an even voice.  “This is to help you fight.  To help 
you live.”  Pania looked up, confusion in her eyes.  “Your 
time is not yet up.  You've a great deal of life left to live.  
And I'll be damned if I will let someone like you slip 
away so easily.  I am here, to help your spirit stay.  You 
already have Shani to help your body heal.”
 Pania let out a small laugh with Derringer's 
comment.  “No 'ffense ta Shani,” she said through tears 
that began to flow faster.  “I love 'er, an' she's quick 

with 'er wit an' e'en quicker with 'er irons, bu' she's no 
doctor.”
 “True,” Derringer said as he held out his arm, 
offering it to Pania.  “But I am certain you will find she 
is incredibly resourceful.”  Pania looked into Derringer's 
eyes as she took his arm, resting her hand at his elbow.  
The old werewolf guided her away from the rocky shore 
and began to walk toward the fields in the distance.  The 
pebbles bit into her feet as she walked, but she felt no 
pain, only a surreal calm.  “For now, all I want to do is 
talk.  We never had much of an opportunity to do so.  
Now might be that time.”
 Pania smiled and let out a small chuckle as they 
walked.  The pebbles slowly gave way to grass as the 
wind ruffled her sun dress.  “I 'ate ta tell ye, Thadius, bu' 
I'm no' lookin' for a courtier.  I 'ave me eye set in other 
areas.”
 “Nothing like that,” Derringer replied with a 
smile.  “Just simple curiosity.  After all, you know my 
tale.  Now, it's time for the bard to tell hers.”  He watched 
her as they walked through the tall grass of the field.  
She was smiling, as though everything was right with 
the world.  Derringer just hoped that everything would 
indeed be right in Pania's world.

Shani wrapped Pania up tightly in her long coat, 
making certain that the elven bard would be warm.  
Several times Shani checked Pania's breathing and 

listened to her heartbeat.  It was weak, but it was still 
there.  The elven gunslinger gently picked Pania's form 
up and cradled her carefully in her arms.  The air was cool, 
though not unbearable.  Given time, they would have to 
come across some settlement or even a farm.  Maybe 
there someone could help with Pania's predicament.
 Shani felt as though she'd been walking for hours, 
and making absolutely no headway.  Evening was starting 
to roll in, as the sun began to sink beneath the horizon.  
They would need to find a place to rest soon.  Some cave, 
or abandoned house, or even under some fallen timber.  
Shani's keen sight searched the area for any shelter at 
all.  No house, no cave, but there was a large tree, long 
dead and hollowed out.  It was large enough to give some 
shelter, and adding a few extra branches would give a 
decent enough roof.  Shani made certain to place Pania 
in a comfortable spot underneath the tree, and then set 
about making the rest of the shelter.  She worked quickly, 
gathering enough branches to put together a roof, packing 
it in place with snow.  Then, near the entrance of the small 
shelter, she built a small fire.  Rocks were put in a circle, 
followed by some kindling.  She smirked as she used an 
old wanted poster to help light the fire, knowing it was 
one of many that she had ripped off of bulletin boards 
for a souvenir.  The fire lit quickly and burned brightly, 



as Shani added to it to keep it alive as she watched over 
Pania.
 She looked to the elven bard as Pania made a 
small groaning noise.  Shani sighed and smiled just a bit, 
as she took out her canteen and wetted down a small rag.  
She dabbed the water on Pania's forehead as she spoke.  
“I hope yer dreams 're sweet, darlin',” she said as she 
brushed back some of Pania's hair.  “Hope ya git better.  
'Cause I ain't 'bout ta let ya jist die.”  Shani looked to 
the night sky, seeing the stars for the first time in a long 
time.  She reached out and pointed to one, and spoke in 
a quiet voice.  “Thet one.  Right next ta the big, red one.  
Thet there's home.”  She looked back to the elven bard 
as Pania's breathing increased just a bit.  “An' I swear I'll 
git ya there, an' yer gonna walk on yer own two feet, jist 
like ya always done.  Ya have my word on thet.”

Pania watched Derringer closely as he concentrated 
on the paper before him.  He was carefully drawing 
a picture, but wouldn't let her see.  He had just told 

her to sit quietly until he had finished.  She wasn't certain 
how long she'd been sitting, but then remembered this 
was a dream walk; time was irrelevant here.  So she 
wouldn't have to worry about rushing about to get things 
done.  Derringer smiled as he set the charcoal to the side, 
held up the paper for a moment, and then handed it to 
Pania.
 “You make a good subject,” he said with a quiet 
and complimentary voice.  Pania looked over the picture 
and smiled.  He had drawn a perfect image of her, the 
detail was incredible.
 “This is amazin',” she said not taking her eyes 
off the drawing.  “Me brother Mandrel were an artist like 
this, bu' e'en 'e couldna produce somethin' so... alive.”  

Derringer chuckled lightly as he took the compliment.  
Pania finally set the drawing in her lap, and looked over 
to him, studying him for just a moment before speaking 
again.  “I take it tha' wit' ye long life ye've learned a thin' 
'r two.  S'ppose there's no' many tha' know.”
 “Oh,” Derringer replied with a small sigh.  “A 
few in Franklin know.  Not many, mind you.  I keep a lot 
of that to myself.”  He smiled again and leaned back in 
the grass, propping himself up on his elbow.  “Now my 
turn to ask a question.  You're a story teller, you sing and 
dance, that is obvious from your stay in Franklin.  So 
why this?  Why come here... rather to Earth, and go on 
some grand adventure?”
 Pania shrugged as she let an impish smile flash.  
“Why no'?  The best adventures in story books 're seen 
first 'and.  An' who's ta say tha' a little embellishin' 'ere an' 
there willna add ta it.”  She grinned as Derringer nodded 
in reply.  “Now, my turn.  Why Derringer?  Why change 
ye name?”
 “How many United States marshals do you know 
of that have a name that hearkens back to the days of 
the Roman Empire?” he replied with a boisterous laugh.  
“Martin Derringer allowed me to fit in, as I found a place 
that would accept me for what I am.  Now, when did 
you realize that the magic you can wield is stronger than 
you've ever tried to summon?”
 “No' sure, really,” she replied with a quiet voice.  
“I've no' really used magic 'til I go' 'ere, an' no' really 'til 
ye tol' me ta use it.  I guess it mean when I go back 'ome, 
I'll 'ave more power.”  She paused as she considered the 
statement, then added.  “If I go back 'ome.”
 “Oh, you will, Miss Alow,” Derringer stated 
with a smile.  “I have no doubt of that.  You will survive.  
Because you are a miracle.  Both you and Shani.  And 
miracles will even happen for miracles like you.  Just 
wait and see.”


