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Washington D.C., late January, 1864

The large horse came to a stop, letting out a chuffle as 
his rider dismounted; a tall man that climbed down 
adjusted his long coat and squared his stetson on his 

head.  His eyes never left his target, United States Army 
Captain Samuel Williams, who sat in front of a small 
cafe.  The rider could tell that the events of the past few 
weeks still haunted his mind, but he had to report his 
findings, even if Williams himself wasn't even really 
sure of his own findings, of what he had seen.
 Martin Derringer tied his horse to the railing 
and walked slowly across the street.  The silver star 
that indicated he was a United States marshal gleamed 
in the low light of the early morning.  His boots kicked 
up small snow storms from the ground as he made his 
way toward Captain Williams.  As Derringer made his 
way across the street, Williams looked up.  He nodded 
in greeting to Derringer, taking note of the star he wore, 
recognizing that the man was a U.S. Marshal.  He filled 
his pipe with tobacco, and expected Derringer to open up 
conversation.  Williams had a feeling as soon as he saw 
this man, that he had something urgent to say.
 “Good morning, Captain,” Derringer greeted him 
with a smile as he mounted the curb and joined Williams 
on the sidewalk.  “Crisp this morning, isn't it.”
 “I would have to agree, Marshal,” Williams 
replied before striking a match to light his pipe.  As the 
embers began to glow, the sweet smell of tobacco filled 
the air, Williams inhaled and continued his conversation.  
“Though from the look of you, I'd say that you did not 
come here to discuss the weather with me.”
 Derringer smiled just a bit as he leaned against 
a post that held up the awning in front of the cafe.  “You 
are very astute in your deductions, Captain.  But I don't 
have to inform you of that, or your  tenacity to never give 
up.  Your dogged determination in chasing the outlaws 
Black Mask and Pale Rider is proof of that.”
 Williams just stared at the man for a moment.  
He knew there were wanted posters that had declared 
the capture of the pair of gunslingers, but he had not 
known that he and his men were also watched as they 
gave pursuit.  “You have me at a disadvantage, Marshal.  
It would seem you know a great deal more than one 
should.”
 “You could say it that way,” Derringer replied 
with a nod.  “You should also know that I doubt you'll 
have to worry about them anymore.”
 “Perhaps I was wrong,” Williams snorted a laugh 
at Derringer's comment.  “I take it a man such as yourself 
would have seen the destruction in Minnesota, then you 
must also deduce that both Black Mask and Pale Rider 
are dead.”
 “If such were true,” Derringer replied with a 
chuckle.  “There are things that mankind in this world 
does not know of.  Some men have seen them and tried 

to explain them, others have gone mad just for thinking 
of it.  But there is an explanation, Captain Williams.”  
Derringer pushed himself off the post and stood straight.  
“If you are willing, I can explain them to you.”
 Williams studied Derringer for a moment as a 
carriage pulled up beside the men.  The Captain tapped 
out his pipe and tucked it away as a smile formed on his 
face.  “Marshal, I believe I would like an explanation.  
But at present I have an appointment with the President to 
discuss these matters pertaining to Black Mask and Pale 
Rider.  No doubt, he will want to hear your explanation 
as well, so if you please...”  He held out an arm toward 
the open door of the carriage and nodded to Derringer.  
The United States Marshal looked to the door, then back 
to Williams.  He nodded only once, mouthing a 'very 
well' before climbing into the vehicle.

Pania sat in the tall grass, watching as the sun sank 
lower on the horizon as the woman who had come 
to her hummed a soft, sweet tune.  This mysterious 

woman hadn't said a single word since she first appeared 
and introduced herself.  Pania had spoken, seemed almost 
willing to speak as though she had to tell her everything 
she knew.  She was very comforting to be around, of 
this there was no doubt.  It was as though Pania felt 
comfortable imparting information to her.  But the elven 
bard felt there was something else that needed to be 
discussed.  Something that still tugged at the back of her 
mind.  She looked over to the woman and smiled.  “Well, 
I'd say it were time ta find out wha' 'xactly Thadius were 
talkin' 'bou'.” she stated in a calm voice.  “Dunna ye?”
 “Hmmm,” the woman simply said as she smiled 
a coy smile.  “You have questions, don't you Pania.”  The 
elven bard nodded slowly in reply.  “Then all you have to 
do is ask.”
 “Ask,” Pania repeated with a small smile.  “Righ' 
then.  Ask.  Wha' now, then?  Wha' 'appens ta me now?”
 “You will soon awaken,” she replied.  She looked 
to the west and watched the sun as the last rays of light 
seemed to wave it's good evening.  The woman raised 
her hand and closed her eyes, her lips moved as they 
spoke a silent incantation, and an orb of brilliant light 
rested in her palm, shedding light around the small area.  
“You will awaken, and realize the path you are on.  Not 
right away, but in time.”
 “The path I'm on,” Pania again repeated.  “Wha' 
path's tha'?”
 The woman again let a coy smile slip onto her 
face.  “I can't tell you everything Pania.  You must learn 
what you need to know when the time comes.  Every 
decision you make will be a choice that will lead you 
to the path.  Some choices will be wrong, others will be 
correct, but you will find the path.”

Part Fifty-Two



 “An' wha' 'xactly is the path?” Pania asked as she 
lay back in the grass.  The soft grass felt very much like 
a warm embrace and she tried to stifle a yawn.
 “The one you take,” the woman said with a mild 
chuckle.  “Is the path that leads to me.”
 Pania lazily looked up and laughed.  “Bu' ye 
'ere righ' now.”  The woman only replied with a smile 
as she easily rose to her feet.  To Pania, it seemed as 
though the woman floated to her feet, but she reminded 
herself that this was what happens when you dreamwalk.  
Sometimes it is the shared experiences of memories; 
other times, it could be discussions with creatures only 
residing in thought.  And still more times it was believed 
the dreamer had visions of deities.
 Pania blinked as she thought of this last point.  
Her eyes tried to focus on the woman as she knelt down 
beside the bard.  She tried to speak, only to find a gentle 
finger pressed against her lips as the woman hushed her 
quietly.  “Meet me on the shores of Invermane,” she 
said in a whisper, then bent low as she pressed her lips 
to Pania's in a kiss that embodied friendship, love and 
caring all at once.  The woman leaned back, breaking the 
kiss and smiled.  “It is time to get up, Pania.”

Her eyes fluttered open as her lungs breathed deeply 
of the air around her.  She smelled the smoke from 
a fire, the scent of tanned leather, burning sweet 

grass.  The room she was in was dark, but eventually, 
she realized she wasn't in just any room.  Pania Alow 
looked about at the walls of the tipi for a moment and 
smiled.  Dakota, she figured.  These tribes populated this 
region.  The memories of the past few days began to rush 
into her mind again, and she remembered what happened 
once again.  She tried to rise, but a gentle hand pushed 
her back down.
 “You are still weak, Pale Rider,” the elder stated.  
Pania turned to his voice, and saw the ceremonial 

trappings of the Dakota medicine man.  “Do not move 
too quickly.  Let your body believe in itself again.”
 Pania lay back down and felt a tingle in 
her shoulder.  She reached up a hand to inspect it, 
remembering the blade from the creature as it had tried to 
skewer her.  She opened her mouth to ask a question, but 
only coughed.  Finally, she managed to mutter, “Water, 
please.”
 The medicine man turned and spoke softly in 
Dakota to another in the tipi.  Quickly, some water was 
brought to Pania as the medicine man explained.  “Your 
spirit is healed, though it was injured very badly.  Now, 
you are awake and your body can heal.”
 “Shani,” Pania whispered after she took a large 
gulp of water.  “Is she...”
 “Black Mask is fine,” the medicine man replied 
with a kind smile.  “She has been very worried about 
you.  You two are very good friends.”
 “Aye,” Pania replied with a smile.  “We've 'elped 
each other outta the odd scrape 'r two.”  She looked 
around the tipi and sighed deeply.  “I guess this proves 
'ow much I can trust 'er.”  The medicine man chuckled 
in reply as Pania let out a weak laugh.  “Fate, maybe.  I 
think there were somethin' out there tha' wanted us ta 
come t'gether.  Ye know, ta 'elp each other out.”
 The medicine man nodded in reply and spoke 
in his usual quiet tone.  “One of our warriors, Running 
Cloud has spoken with Black Mask.  He says that you 
are both far from home.  He says that you and Shani 
would like to return home.”
 “It's crossed me mind,” Pania stated with a smile.  
“There's thin's I miss, ta be certain.”
 “You can see things that the white man cannot,” 
he explained as though answering a question never asked.  
“Even somethings that the People cannot.  Here, near the 
many lakes, you shall find your path.”  He poured more 
water for her, then rose to his feet.  “Rest.  In the morning 
you will feel better.”  He walked slowly out of the tent, 
leaving Pania to rest and contemplate his words.


