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Nearing St. Paul, Minnesota, October 16, 1863

Ya'Row tucked herself into the darkest corner of the 
caboose as sunlight streamed into the cabin.  During 
the fight with the bard, she'd let her guard down, only 

focusing on one target, not realizing that Shani would be 
close behind.  A report sounded out from Shani's long 
barrel Colt, and a lantern fell to the floor, kerosene spilled 
across the boards and the lighted wick began to hungrily 
feed off the liquid.  Ya'Row was not only trapped in the 
corner, but a possible escape route had been cut off, as 
flames rose up between her and the two elven adventurers.  
Ya'Row let out an ear splitting scream, frustrated that her 
prey was cut off, and also from her own fear being put 
forcibly on display.
 The flames feed off the kerosene and began 
using whatever fuel was left, which meant the rest of 
the flammable structure of the caboose.  Smoke began 
to billow out of the windows as seats, boxes, drapes, and 
wood began to light on fire.  Shani grabbed Pania's arm 
and began to drag her back to the door, but the elven 
bard resisted, as she dove for an object just outside of the 
flames.
 During the fight with Ya'Row, Pania managed to 
cut loose the intricate pendant, sending it flying to the 
floor.  Not only was this pendant a part of history, but for 
Pania it held deeper meaning.  A reminder to never give 
up.
 “Git yer britches in order,” Shani spoke in a 
hurried tone as Pania rejoined her.  “We gotta cut this car 
loose.”  The pair exited through the door, Pania moving 
to the doorway of the next car as Shani began working 
on the clamp that held the caboose in place.
 Ya'Row could only watch as flames grew higher.  
She watched as Shani's lithe fingers worked over the 
mechanism that held the two cars together.  She heard 
the groan as the clamp was released, and felt the caboose 
lurch as it now rolled of its own free will, but without the 
forward motion of the engine, the wheels turned slower 
and slower.  The train in front began to grow smaller 
and smaller as Ya'Row saw both elves give one last look 
before moving into the passenger car.

 Shani heaved a sigh as she brushed down her long 
coat.  Pania watched for a moment longer as the caboose 
burst into flames, fully engulfed now.  The burning car 
became smaller and smaller, until it was only a brightly 
burning dot in the distance.  This unexpected adventure 
was finally over.
 “Whaddya think o' trains now?” Shani said with a 
small huff as she took out her whiskey flask and downed 
the remainder of it's contents.
 Pania studied the rose in her hand for a moment 
before looking up to Shani with a small smile.  “I found 
it kind o' enlightenin'.”

“I hope you two find what you need ta find,” Carter 
Stewart stated with a smile.  He removed his stetson 
and offered a small bow to the two elves as they 

gathered their belongings and looked over their horses.  
“It gives me a good feelin' ta know that there are those 
out there willin' ta face the evil that exists, and try ta put 
a stop ta it.”
 “He... heck, Reverend,” Shani said with a grin 
as she corrected herself.  “I'm jist glad ta know thet 
this here world's got it's own paladins.”  Carter smiled 
before wordlessly offering a wave and moving on.  Shani 
mounted her horse and leaned back in the saddle as she 
watched Pania finish collecting her things.  “Whaddya 
figger, maybe a day 're two ta find this place thet sent a 
lich after us?”
 “Oh, maybe less time,” Pania replied as she slid 
into her saddle.  She adjusted her hat for a moment, and 
took note of the people around her.  Suddenly, she became 
very interested in one group on horseback.  “Shani,” she 
said in a quiet whisper.  The elven gunslinger looked in 
the direction Pania was and sighed heavily.
 “We jist can't git a break, kin we?” Shani huffed 
as she grabbed the reins and prodded her horse Gipsum 
into motion.  “Afternoon, Captain Williams,” she called 
out to the soldiers that sat in their saddles, watching the 
two elves intently.  “So y'all ready fer a ride?”
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