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“I don’t like this,” 
Shani remarked as 
she looked over the 

entrance to the ramshackle 
pub.  The Chum Bucket 
didn’t look like any 
welcome sight, that was 
for sure.  “This here ain’t 
a decent pub, an’ a far cry 
from a saloon.  Snowballs 
in hell, there were places 
back a hunnert year ‘r so in 
Tombstone built better ‘n 
this.”
 “Aye, that ye can be 
certain o’,” Pania replied 
as the pair walked along 
the boardwalk to the main 
doors to the pub.  “But, ye 
can also be certain o’ the 
fact tha’ this be the place 
tha’ ye can find the best 
information fer tha’ which 
we seek.”  Their spurs 
rang out with each footfall, 
and both took note that 
the sounds from the pub 

quieted as they approached 
the door.  Perhaps someone 
was watching from inside 
for anyone suspicious, or 
maybe the chime of their 
spurs alerted them.  After 
all, a gunslinger’s walk was 
not something often heard 
along the boardwalk of a 
sea side pub.  Especially in 
the Rogue Isles.
 “Y’all think thet 
anybody in here’s gonna 
know anythin’ ’bout the 
Revenge?” Shani asked as 
they entered the building, 
a waft of smoke escaping 
through the front doors of 
the establishment.
 “Next ta Tortuga, 
the Isles were the place 
fer pirates an’ privateers ta 
make port,” Pania informed 
her partner.  “Lovely 
lookin’ crowd in ‘ere this 
eve,” she said with a sigh as 
she looked over the patrons.
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 Everyone in the 
bar turned to look as the 
pair of elven gunslingers, 
appraising them right 
away.  They dressed much 
differently, almost as 
though they’d walked out 
of a history book.  Shani 
in her denims and leathers 
and weapons that gave the 
mark of a gunslinger, but a 
pair of scabbards could be 
seen that held a pair of short 
sword, sitting comfortably 
next to the Long Barrel 
Colts.  Pania was much 
fancier in her dress, with 
thigh high boots, soft silk of 
a poets tunic held in place 
by a corset.  A rapier was 
most notable on her left 
hip, but the eyes would also 
see the Smith and Wessons 
neatly holstered on her gun-
belts.
 “This lot don’t look 
like the type ta be all thet 
chatty,” Shani remarked 
as she looked over each 
person.  Some looked as 
though they’d seen one 
to many years, others not 
enough.  But each of them 
looked like they were 
hardened by the weather of 
the Isles and the life often 
lived by those who would 

either be considered street 
urchins or would take part 
in the work of a sea faring 
vessel.  Stood to reason, 
wealth was not something 
often seen in this place, and 
those who didn’t make their 
living fishing found other 
ways to do so.  Sometimes 
that included piracy.
 “No, that they do 
not,” Pania muttered as she 
removed her gloves and 
tucked them into her gun-
belt.  The pair moved over to 
the bar, watching as all eyes 
watched them move.  “Kind 
o’ creepy how they do that, 
almos’ like they never seen 
a woman b’fore.”
 “More like these 
never seen a woman packin’ 
heat b’fore,” the bartender 
said as they reached the bar.  
He was a barrel chested 
man who looked like he 
could take a round out of the 
entire bar without working 
up a sweat.  Pania assumed 
that to be true, knowing the 
look of this lot.  “What can 
I get fer ye ladies?”
 “Whiskey,” Shani 
announced with a firm nod.
 “Don’t got whiskey,” 
the barkeep announced 
as he placed a couple of 



4 Black Mask & Pale Rider

glasses on the counter.  “Do 
have rum, however.”
 “Fine, we’ll have 
that, plus leave the bottle,” 
Pania replied as she placed 
a small pouch that chimed 
as though filled with 
coin.  “Plus a wee bit o’ 
information.”  The barkeep 
looked to the pouch then 
picked it up carefully, 
weighing it for a moment.  
He then opened it, looked 
inside and smiled.
 “Aye, that I can do,” 
he said as he set a full bottle 
of rum on the counter and 
turned to stash the small 
package.  “What exactly be 
ye lookin’ for?” he asked as 
he leaned on the counter.  
His motions had seemed 
to calm most of the patrons 
and they went back to their 
idle chatter, leaving the two 
women for the moment.
 “We’re lookin’ fer a 
ship,” Pania informed him.  
“A very old ship.  Used ta 
make berth in Tortuga, an’ 
used ta make port here in 
the Isles.  Was captained 
by a man name o’ Dick 
Turpin.”
 The barkeep smirked 
and shook his head.  “Ye 
best not be tellin’ tall tales, 

lass.  Turpin captained 
Tortuga’s Revenge, an’ 
that’s a ship that’s not seen 
the light o’ day in over 200 
years.  Turpin ‘imself, gone 
with the ship.  Said it sunk 
off the coast o’ Cap by the 
end o’ the 18th Century.  Ye 
be treasure seekin’?”
 “Let’s jist say thet 
some men ‘re so ornery thet 
even death won’t make ‘em 
lay down,” Shani stated 
as she picked up her glass 
and downed the contents.  
She winced a bit as she set 
the glass down.  “Really 
hate rum,” she muttered 
as she pointed to the glass.  
“Gimme ‘nother one.”
 “Aye, that I’ve 
heard,” the barkeep stated 
with a nod as he pour the 
elven gunslinger another 
drink.  “But if ye wish ta 
find the good captain, then 
ye need ta set sail ta the 
place where his final restin’ 
place be.  An’ there’s only 
one man that’s ever dared 
sail there an’ live ta tell the 
tale.”  He motioned to a 
dark corner of the bar where 
one man sat all by himself, 
nursing a pint that he held 
close.  His eyes watched 
everyone in the bar as they 
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talked, but as the pair of 
elves turned to look in his 
direction, he focused on 
them.  His eyes stared right 
into the heart of them, not 
looking away as he took a 
sip of his drink.
 “Well then,” Pania 
said as she picked up her 
glass and the rum bottle.  
“Mayhap it be best ta ask 
‘im.”  She lead Shani to 
the dark corner, watching 
the man as he continued to 
stare right back at her.  He 
didn’t move from his seat 
as Pania set the bottle on 
the table.  “A good eve ta 
ye, sir,” she began.
 “Sing,” he stated in a 
gravely voice.
 “‘Xcuse me,” Shani 
said as she blinked in 
disbelief.
 “Ya heard me,” he 
said again in a low gravely 
voice.  “Sing.”
 “Erm… anythin’ in 
particular?” Pania asked 
with a small smile.  She 
knew that often enough sea 
faring folk were told to take 
to song, but never had one 
such as this man demanded 
a song before.
 “I spend me nights in 
a ramshackle rat’s nest not 

ev’n fit fer peasants,” he 
said as he leaned forward.  
“These bilge rats couldn’t 
hold a tune if ya gave ‘em 
directions.  An’ me days ‘re 
spent on board a ship with 
the filthiest cutthroats ever 
ta sail the Isles in a hundred 
years.  Me time is bereft o’ 
song.  So,” he said again 
as he removed a pistol and 
fired it into the air.  The bar 
became as quiet as a tomb, 
as all attention was fixed on 
that dark corner.  “Ya have 
somethin’ ye want o’ me.  
An’ I have somethin’ I want 
ye ta do.  Now.  Sing.”
 “So what ‘xactly’s 
the plan, Girly girl?” Shani 
asked as the pair of elves 
moved to the center of 
the bar room.  “This here 
group don’t look like it 
be impressed by things ya 
might call pretty an’ such.”
 “I’ve got an idea,” 
Pania replied as she took 
off her stetson, placing it on 
a nearby table.  “Just follow 
me lead an’ join in on the 
chorus.  This ‘ere’s a group 
what seem ta ‘ppreciate 
a shanty what talk ’bout 
rough times an’ rough 
tales.”  Shani considered 
her words for a moment, 
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then nodded to the elven 
songstress.  Pania nodded in 
reply then looked to the rest 
of the bar, and did begin to 
sing.

Westward from the Davis 
Straight ’tis there ’twas 

said to lie 
The sea route to the Orient 

for which so many died; 
Seeking gold and glory, 

leaving weathered, broken 
bones 

And a long forgotten lonely 
cairn of stones.

 The patrons in the 
bar had their attention fixed 
to Pania as she say, her 
voice the sound of angels 
as she began quietly, to 
draw them in with the 
tale through song.  Shani 
recognized it right away 
and nodded as she removed 
her own stetson, setting it 
down beside her partner’s, 
and began to join in at just 
the right moment.

Ah for just one time I 
would take the Northwest 

Passage 
To find the hand of 

Franklin reaching for the 
Beaufort Sea; 

Tracing one warm line 
through a land so wide and 

savage 

And make a Northwest 
Passage to the sea.

 The man who sat in 
the dark corner holstered 
the pistol and returned to 
his pint, nursing it carefully 
as he listened to the song, 
recognizing it from his own 
youth.  Not a song about 
familiar confines that he 
grew up in such as the Isles, 
but a place that he could 
compare to the rigours 
that he would often face.  
He may have only been 
a fisherman, but he was a 
fisherman in the Isles and 
that was a kin to a death 
sentence for many a man.  
As Pania began to sing solo 
again, he caught himself 
tapping his foot lightly.
Three centuries thereafter, I 

take passage over land 
In the footsteps of brave 
Kelso, where his “sea of 

flowers” began 
Watching cities rise before 
me, then behind me sink 

again 
This tardiest explorer, 

driving hard across the 
plain.

 As the song moved 
into the chorus once again, 
more voices joined with 
Shani and Pania, and a 
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couple of soft taps on tables 
as men kept the rhythm of 
the shanty.  The words were 
quiet at first, but became 
more bold as they went on, 
knowing exactly when to 
start and stop.

Ah for just one time I 
would take the Northwest 

Passage 
To find the hand of 

Franklin reaching for the 
Beaufort Sea; 

Tracing one warm line 
through a land so wide and 

savage 
And make a Northwest 

Passage to the sea.
 The crowd quietened 
again as Pania sang the 
last verse, ending it on a 
haunting note.

And if should be I come 
again to loved ones left at 

home, 
Put the journals on the 

mantle, shake the frost out 
of my bones, 

Making memories of the 
passage, only memories 

after all, 
And hardships there the 

hardest to recall.
 There was a pause, 
as those who listened 
seemed to contemplate a 
deeper meaning to the vocal 

performance, then slowly, 
the patrons began clapping 
their approval.  In the dark 
corner, the man rose to his 
feet.  Rather, his foot, as the 
stub of his peg leg clacked 
on the floor.  He limped his 
way toward the two elves 
and nodded his approval.
 “Prepare whatever 
items ye have an’ get 
yerself a good nights rest,” 
he informed them.  “The 
name’s John Harkness, an’ 
we set sail at first light.”  
Without another word, he 
limped past them, found 
the stairs up to the common 
rooms of the pub, and 
disappeared.

They met Harkness 
early the next 
morning.  He never 

spoke a word as he lead 
them to his ship, an old 
fishing trawler, rigged with 
guns for protection.  Both 
Shani and Pania knew 
that in the Isles you had to 
protect yourself, and this 
trawler was rigged out to 
look more like a small naval 
fighting ship.  Armoured 
heavily and heavily armed.
 The crew was an 
equally surly bunch, from 
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the bosun to the cook 
himself.  They had been 
preparing to sail for a 
few days, so luck was on 
Shani and Pania’s side that 
they found this ship.  As 
they approached, Pania 
saw the name of their 
sea faring mount.  The 
Fiddler’s Green.  Fitting, 
to be certain.  The Green 
held it’s own revere with 
the elves as a place to look 
forward to after centuries 
of adventure and discovery.  
The Green itself had also 
been something old sailors 
often talked about, a place 
where a sailor fifty years 
of service will be granted 
entrance and offered his 
wealth in rum and tobacco.
 The journey was 
uneventful until they 
began to draw closer 
to the coastline of Cap, 
connecting to the Oakes.  
They could see the old fort 
in plain view, one held by 
the French and saw many a 
long battle.  It’s walls still 
stood proud, even if the 
ones who built it no longer 
served in their shadows.  
At least, not those living.  
Some said that the fort 
still contained the ghosts 

of those who fought many 
of the battles there.  Pania 
herself had seen a ghost or 
two lurking about in the 
shadows.
 The men were 
feeling uneasy and the elves 
could feel the tension rising.  
Pania moved into the main 
cabin to look over the charts 
and see what might tip her 
off as to where the Revenge 
might have sunk.  Harkness 
was at the helm, he didn’t 
look up when he spoke.
 “There be sharks 
here,” was all he said.  Sure 
enough, when Pania looked 
out the windows of the 
cabin, she could see the tell 
tale mark of the dorsal fin 
of man eaters, following the 
ship in case it gave them a 
free meal.  “But these aren’t 
the usual kind o’ sharks.  
No, many a sailor has 
spoken o’ these cursed men 
who served ‘board vessels, 
taken by the sea.  These 
men weren’t just left ta die 
by some villainous brigand.  
They were abandoned by 
their own captain.
 “That’s what I’m ‘ere 
fer,” Pania whispered.  She 
looked directly to Harkness, 
raising her voice just a bit.  
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“Tales speak o’ the inhuman 
things Turpin did, the lives 
he claimed while captainin’ 
the Revenge.  But it were in 
death the worst o’ what he 
did.  Word has it only one 
man escaped the ship as it 
sunk, an’ he lived ta tell the 
tale as he saw Turpin lashin’ 
his own men down ta the 
riggin’ o’ the Revenge as he 
himself launched a life boat 
an’ escaped.  They were 
caught by surprise by the 
French cannons an’ riddled 
but good.  The Revenge 
sunk, but…”
 “A captain must 
always go down with ‘is 
ship,” Harkness finished 
with a nod.  He understood 
all too well what Pania and 
Shani were trying to do.  
The cursed men who swam 
these waters, it wasn’t 
their fault.  Cutthroats and 
brigands they may be, but 
none deserved the fate they 
received.  Harkness picked 
up the two way comm, 
allowing his orders be heard 
across the ship.  “Leave 
the sharks.  It’s Turpin we 
want.”
 Pania turned as the 
door open and Shani rushed 
in.  “Fog’s beginnin’ ta 

settle out there.  Be lucky 
ifn we kin see our hands in 
front o’ our faces.”
 “The sharks’ll 
know,” Harkness said in his 
low, gravely tone.  “They’ll 
guide us, now that we know 
we’re not here fer them.”
 Shani looked to 
Pania, the elven songstress 
nodding.  Harkness knew 
what he was doing.
 Then, off in the 
distance, the fog seemed 
to break.  They could see 
the rocky shoreline, and 
as plain as day stood a 
shimmering apparition.  
“There!”  Pania said as she 
pointed toward the figure.  
“Dick Turpin ‘imself!”
 “This here ends 
t’day,” Shani gritted as she 
tested her pistols.  “Let’s git 
ta shore an’ square this once 
an’ fer all.”

Shani pulled the small 
raft up onto the rocky 
shoreline, keeping a 

close eye on the apparition 
of Dick Turpin.  He was 
sneering, or smiling.  She 
couldn’t tell which, really.  
Pania stepped lightly onto 
the rocky shore and drew 
her rapier with ease.  The 
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sneer faded from Turpin’s 
face, replaced with a scowl.
 “I though me 
quarry’d give me pause ta 
reflect on two new lives 
ta take fer me bounty,” his 
voice rang out like an echo 
in a long hallway.  “If it be a 
fight ye want, ye’ll have no 
chance ‘gainst me.”
 “Right,” Pania 
remarked with a huff.  
“The words o’ a veritable 
coward.”
 The scowl grew 
and he nearly roared with 
anger.  “Ye dare calls me a 
coward, ye filthy curr!  I’ve 
sailed the sea an’ seen the 
worst she can give me, an’ 
what’ve ye two done.”
 Shani looked to 
Pania a moment.  “I guess 
with his butt stuck up on 
these rocks, he ain’t heard 
none o’ them tales o’ Black 
Mask an’ Pale Rider, huh?” 
she said with a slight smirk, 
then looked back to Turpin.  
“Then I don’t ‘xpect a 
ghost who didn’t have 
the backbone ta go down 
with his ship ta understan’ 
somethin’ like thet.”
 Turpin roared and 
drew his cutlas, coming in 
hard and fast, ready to cut 

Shani down in an instant.  
The elven gunslinger 
rolled out of harms way 
as her partner came to the 
fore, rapier brandished and 
ready.  The ring of steel 
on steel sounded out and 
Turpin stopped, unable to 
comprehend why.
 “What blasted 
sorcery is this?”
 “What sorcery 
indeed?” Pania remarked 
with a chuckle, drew back 
her rapier and lashed out.  
The tip cut a swath through 
Turpin’s overcoat, just 
tearing at the fabric, but not 
down to the man wearing 
it.  “Ones such as us got 
the advantage o’ bein’ 
able ta touch one such as 
yeself.”  She laughed aloud 
as she lunged forward, 
using Turpin’s shock to 
her advantage.  This time 
the rapier hit home, cutting 
into Turpin’s shoulder.  He 
screamed out in pain, an 
eerie sound that would rend 
flesh from bone for those 
not used to it.  He looked 
up and glared at Pania.  But 
there was something else.
 He was begging.
 “An’ why would ye 
wish ta cut one such as me 
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down?”
 Shani stepped 
forward, pointing back 
toward the sea.  She 
motioned to the dorsal fins 
that circled the Fiddler’s 
Green.  “Thet’s yer reason 
right there,” she replied as 
she drew a pistol.  “Banish 
y’all an’ free yer men from 
the curse thet befell ‘em.  
Ya sealed their fate when 
ya lashed ‘em ta the riggin’ 
an’ took off without a care.  
Proves thet ship ya sailed, 
Tortuga’s Revenge, ya 
ain’t even fit ta call yerself 
captain.”
 “I’ll not go down 
without a fight, ye 
blaggards!”  He struggled 
to move, but Pania pushed 
forward on the rapier, 
muttering an incantation 
that sent holy light through 
the blade.  It seared 
Turpin’s ethereal flesh and 
he screamed out in agony.
 “Whether ye fight ‘re 
not, ye’ll go down,” Pania 
informed him forcefully.  
“Fer two centuries, ye 
prayed on fishermen an’ 
sailors what were unlucky 
‘nough ta come by these 
waters.  Pirates told tales 
o’ the things ye did.  Most 

say ye rejected the Green, 
but I know the real reason 
ye didna go down ta Davy 
Jones locker.  It were 
b’cause ye were afraid.  
Only at sea fer thirty years, 
so there’d no’ be a chance 
ta ye’d walk onto the fresh 
fields o’ the Green.  Well 
I’m here ta make sure Davy 
collects.”  She muttered 
again, her voice growing 
louder as the incantation 
spoken.  Turpin screamed 
louder again, and Shani 
looked back to the Green, 
watching as the men went 
for cover.  The waves 
slapping roughly against it.
 There was a loud 
crack of lightning that 
flashed and a boom of 
thunder.  Finally, nothing at 
all.  Turpin was gone.  Died 
a second time the way he 
lived.  As a coward.  Shani 
moved to Pania’s side and 
helped her up to her feet.  
She smiled to the elven 
songstress, who managed 
a weak chuckle in return.  
“Finally over.”
 “Thet it is, Girly 
girl,” Shani nodded with a 
grin and pointed out to sea.  
The sharks were moving 
away.  Possibly never to 
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return.
 Pania looked to 
the Fiddler’s Green.  
Wordlessly, she hoisted her 

rapier in the air, and was 
met with a boisterous cheer.  
These men wouldn’t need 
fear these waters again.


