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Shani poked the fire with a stick.  The early morning 
was crisp as a fog rolled in off the lakes.  Morning 
in the northern state was deceiving.  What appeared 

to be warm was less than that.  It didn't help that she 
had nothing to do since she had received help from this 
tribe of Dakota, she was beginning to feel restless.  She 
kept to herself mostly, speaking only to Running Cloud 
whenever he would come around.  Sometimes, she 
would help with some small task that needed to be done.  
Enough to pay her way for the kindness these Natives 
showed her and Pania.
 Always, the elven bard crept into her thoughts.  
She'd been in that tipi for more than two days now, 
and no word on what was happening.  She wanted to 
ask, but felt as though she would be intruding upon old 
rituals.  It would be a waiting game for Shani.  Besides, 
Running Cloud promised her he would tell her if there 
was any change, for better or worse.  As the wait grew, 
Shani wondered if all hope was lost, that if her friend had 
passed on.  She braced herself for the horrible news.
 She didn't look up as a figure plopped onto the 
log beside her.  Shani had grown used to many of the 
tribes people sitting beside her, often asking a question 
or two while they rested from their work or sat to eat.  
She prepared herself for the inevitable questions just 
as she heard the figure take in a deep breath and sigh 
pleasantly.  The elven gunslinger stopped poking at the 
fire for a moment.  That sigh was all too familiar.  Part 
of her said she must still be asleep, that this must be a 
dream.  Slowly, she turned her head to her left where 
the figure sat.  She blinked a couple of times and went 
so far as to pinch herself.  She let out a little cry of pain, 
realizing that this was not a dream at all.
 Pania grinned as she wrapped the blanket around 
her shoulders.  She seemed more chipper than when she 
first woke up the previous night.  The elven bard looked 
to Shani as her grin widened.  “Mornin',” she spoke in 
a quiet voice, her vocal chords still a bit tired from her 
ordeal.
 “Land sakes 'live!” Shani cried out as a smile 
formed on her own lips.  She threw herself forward, 
throwing her arms around the elven bard.  Pania gave a 
small squeal and laughed as the lithe elf embraced her 
in a tight hug.  “Thought I lost ya fer certain, girly girl.”  
Pania let out a laugh as she tried her best to return the 
hug, but Shani's arms had her pinned down a bit.  The 
elven gunslinger composed herself as she released Pania 
from the warm embrace, but leaned in and spoke in a 
quiet voice touched with small laughter.  “Don't think 
thet hug meant my feelin's t'ward ya changed any.  I like 
ya fine 'nough, jist not 'nough fer a roll in the hay.”
 Pania gave Shani a mocking pout before the 
smile returned to her face.  “I spoke with the med'cine 
man,” she stated in a hoarse voice, coughing a bit as she 
tried to speak.  A woman brought her some water, which 

Pania took graciously and took a sip before continuing.  
“'E says tha' we migh' be able ta ge' back 'ome.  Says 
there's thin's we can see 'round 'ere tha' others will no' 
see.”
 “Ya mean, like a doorway home,” Shani replied 
with a grin.  Pania nodded affirmatively and took another 
sip of water.  Shani let out a small laugh of triumph.  
“When do we git started?”
 “Med'cine man says they'll give us a coupla 
'orses.  We can ride north ta the lakes an' we should be 
able ta see it.”  She finished off her water and set her cup 
down before wrapping the blanket around her shoulders.  
“Bu' first, there's somethin' I need ta do.”  She looked to 
Shani for a moment and smiled.  Shani groaned just a 
bit, trying to predict the elven bard's next statement, only 
to find it wouldn't be what was expected.  “I'm bloody 
'ungery.  I need food.”

Washington D.C., November 2, 1863

The doors to the office closed quietly as the two men 
discussed the meeting that had taken most of the day.  
As promised, Derringer provided the information 

that he knew and that he suspected about the two outlaws 
known as Black Mask and Pale Rider.  Both the President 
and Captain Williams listened to the entire tale in earnest, 
but the old werewolf could tell it would be difficult to 
prove anything to them that his words were true.  So he 
used evidence and fact.  Evidence from the burned out 
shack in Minnesota.  The evidence and fact that Williams 
himself had seen with his own eyes.
 Confront a man with what he had seen, truly 
seen, and it was difficult to discount the tale Derringer 
had told them both.  The next question that came about 
was what to do next?  If Derringer was correct, then the 
possibility of meeting these elves again, or others of their 
kind, was very real.  The President wanted to be certain 
that they wouldn't try to thwart the plans of this country in 
any way shape or form.  But Derringer himself reminded 
them both there were enough men in the world right now 
that were trying to undermine the government's of the 
world.  These elves wouldn't nearly be as strong a threat 
as that.  Besides, Derringer felt they came here more out 
of curiosity than anything else.
 After many hours of discussion, it was finally 
resolved that the office of the President would not reveal 
anything about these people.  Letters were also drafted 
that would be sent to each marshal and sheriff in the 
Union, telling them, quite plainly, that the outlaws known 
as Black Mask and Pale Rider were indeed dead.  Killed 
in a hostile action that proved they were trying to protect 
the people who chased them.  The last part used to turn 
the tables on the vicious nature that some held toward the 
pair.  That in fact, they were heroes more than outlaws.

Part Fifty-Three



 The letters were completed and the two lawmen 
were excused from the office.  No commendations, no pats 
on the back or a job well done speech.  Neither needed 
it, nor did they expect it.  Now they just had to return to 
their everyday lives.  Derringer watched as a messenger 
came down the hallway toward them.  Williams saw the 
man as well.  He carried with him an envelope, and as he 
approached the two men, he held it out to Derringer.
 “What's this?” the marshal asked as he took the 
envelope.  He took note of the official seal of the office 
of the President.
 “The President felt it necessary to draft a second 
letter,” the messenger announced.  “Copies of this letter 
will be delivered to the people you mentioned.  Sheriff 
Walker in Oxford, Dieter in Reading, and we have reason 
to believe that Ezekiel Morgan and his family have now 
taken up residence near Philadelphia.  This letter is for 
you,” he said motioning to the envelope in Derringer's 
hands, and then he handed another to Captain Williams, 
indicating it was also the same letter.  His next comment 
was directed to Captain Williams.  “The President wishes 
to express his gratitude, Captain.  He admires your 
determination, and wished to offer a suggestion.  After 
you have accomplished what you wanted in the military, 
he suggested you seek a political position.  Men with 
your determination are difficult to find, and he believes 
you would make an excellent governor some day.”
 Williams nodded as he tucked the letter away 
inside his coat.  “Tell the President I will consider his 
words.”  The messenger nodded and continued on down 
the hallway, leaving Derringer and Williams to their 
thoughts.
 The old werewolf looked up, and offered a small 
smile to Williams. “I was hasty in our last meeting, 
Captain,” Derringer said in a quiet voice.  “I said back in 
Oxford that we wouldn't meet again.  I was wrong.  But 
I'm glad I was wrong.  You're a good man, Captain.”
 The Captain only nodded as he took a deep breath.  
With a tip of his hat, he bowed slightly to Derringer 
and began to walk down the hallway to the entrance.  

Derringer's smile never left his lips as he tapped the 
corner of the envelope against the cleft in his chin.
 He took one last look toward the doors of the 
oval office, straightened his stetson, then turned on his 
heel and followed Williams example.  It was time to get 
back to his town again.  At least for a little while.

The horses stood quietly by the lake shore, neither 
really minded the light riders they carried. They 
seemed to know they were about to go on a journey.  

But even the horses wouldn't know just what that journey 
would entail.  The elders of the tribe offered Shani and 
Pania a pair of fast horses, blankets and some food to 
carry on their journey.  A few of the women offered them 
extra clothing, and some hand made gifts so the pair 
would remember them.  Pania stated quite boldly, that 
for what these people had done for them, no matter how 
great or small in the grand scheme of things, she for one 
would never forget.
 The pair of elves watched the lake for a long 
while, taking note as the fog was rolling in.  Both could 
see strange shapes and strange lights appearing here 
and there in the fog.  Suddenly, a brilliant light danced 
close to them as the fog twisted and turned between their 
mounts.  Shani looked over to Pania with a small smile 
on her face.  “Looks like this is it,” she drawled as she 
felt nervous and excited all at the same time.  She felt 
Pania's mount move a bit closer to her own, then was 
surprised as the elven bard leaned over and kissed her 
cheek.  Pania leaned back away with an impish grin and 
chuckled a bit.  Shani just smiled and shook her head.  
“I'll give ya thet one.”
 Pania offered her hand to Shani, who took it 
graciously.  “Time ta go 'ome, wouldna ye say?”  The 
elven gunslinger took a deep breath and nodded as she 
looked to the bright light from the portal before them.  
Without another word, they coaxed their mounts forward, 
leaving behind one adventure that would live on in their 
memories.


