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Part Fifty-Four
Near Brockton, waning days of the Season of the Harvest

The stars shone brightly in the night sky as the animals 
of the Harvest Hills and into the Forest of the Garden 
all slept quietly, save for those few that used the night 

time to hunt and play.  These included pixies, sprites and 
other fey that hid themselves away in the trees and brush 
of the hills and forest.  On this night, however, there was 
something else.
 Two horses stood on a small hill, as their riders sat 
comfortably on their backs.  Each rider seemed content 
with just staying in one spot and letting the sounds of 
the night greet them.  To any nocturnal traveler they 
would have seemed quite outlandish in their dress.  The 
long coats, the stetsons, right down to the weapons they 
carried.  But these riders weren't too concerned about 
anyone seeing them.  They were finally home.
 Pania Alow leaned back a bit and inhaled deeply, 
smiling as she closed her eyes.  “Tha's somethin' I've no' 
smelled in forever,” she said as she sat back up.  “Smells 
cleaner 'n on Earth.”  She looked over at Shani, who was 
intently looking at the stars.
 “Ya kin see the stars better here 'n ya kin there,” 
she said as she looked to Pania.  “Guess jist chalk it up ta 
bein' a nice place ta visit.”
 “Ever think ye want ta go back?” Pania asked 
in a voice that seemed filled with just a touch of 
wonderment.

 “Maybe,” Shani replied as she thought about the 
question for a moment.  “Never know what time will 
show us.  'R wha' opportunities'll come 'long.  'Sides, I 
might jist settle down here an' stay put fer a bit.”
 “You couldna stay pu' in one place if ye tried,” 
Pania smirked and gave Shani a playful swat.  “I saw 
ye attitude out there.  Ye've a wanderin' 'eart, tha's fer 
certain.”
 “Could say the same 'bout you, girly girl,” Shani 
replied with a smirk of her own.  Both elves finally 
steered their horses toward the small cobble road that 
ran past the hill top.  It would lead them to the town 
of Brockton.  From there, they could venture onto the 
city of Stonebridge, or remain at the town's tavern and 
continue talking about their adventure over a good meal 
and some good cider.  As they rode, they continued to 
talk, mostly about family members.  Shani's brother 
Sywyn, a Knight of some rank now.  Pania spoke of her 
own brother Mandrel, more a knave, in her words, then a 
knight.  But still a charming individual.
 Two things were certain.  Pania was right, Shani 
had a wandering heart.  There was a very good chance 
the elven gunslinger would be on the road again.  But 
this time she'd more than likely be on the road with the 
elven bard at her side.  Whether the adventure was here 
at home, or in some distant land on Earth, their time of 
adventure was far from over.


