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South of St. Paul, Minnesota

The mansion was quiet for the late afternoon.  Even as 
people walked slowly down it's massive hallways.  
More like a monastery than an actual home, the 

building and grounds were kept neat and clean, but with 
hands that never seemed to know joy, but always tireless 
work.  There was no happy laughter that filled the halls 
of the mansion or the grounds.  No smiles, no song.  
Even the sun seemed to hide behind clouds whenever it 
was near.
 The family did not care, they had business that 
needed to be taken care of.  They waited for a sign that the 
fruits of their labour had been successful.  But this day, 
they would find that only failure came for them.  Such 
failure, that a rift would begin to form in the family's 
hierarchy.  From father to son.
 The mansion and grounds was property of an 
old family, the Mandrakes.  They had settled in the area 
over one hundred years before.  The line dates back to 
the time of the Romans.  And they always had influence 
over governments.  But that had slipped away.  And they 
fought to keep it any way they could.  However, while 
the father wished to keep the status quo, the son had more 
noble pursuits.  The son wished to find ways to perfect 
the human condition.  Lengthen the life and he had seen 
it in two travelers.  The father had felt their power, and 
that was all he coveted.
 But now the father tirelessly aided a creature that 
had limped back onto the grounds, not knowing how such 
a thing could happen to one such a powerful beast that 
he had summoned.  With little fan fare, and no words, 
the father dragged the creature back to its cage, making 
certain it was first cleaned, and then locked down.  The 
son, meanwhile, did not keep silent when the creature 
was under lock and key.
 “Father,” he said in a firm tone.  “You realize that 
this is madness.  That chasing after those two, trying to 
take their power, will not work.”
 The older of the two stared at the other for a good 
long while.  Finally, he lashed out, a heavy hand catching 
the son on the cheek.  “Patrick,” he seemed to hiss.  “I will 
not allow you to speak to me in such a manner.  These are 
rituals handed down through the ages.  Those two elves 
will make certain that the grip we had on the government 
of the day will continue to pass through us.”
 Patrick rubbed his cheek as he looked to his 
father.  He knew for certain now that his father was more 
than just mad.  “Those days are far gone, father.  We 
cannot look to those any more.  There are other ways.”
 “What ways?” he shouted out, hoping his voice 
would quiet his son.
 “Give in to science, father,” Patrick pleaded 
while keeping his voice firm.  “These old ways that give 
into magic that is nearly gone-- It will do nothing at all.”  
The older man stared at his son, a look of bewilderment 

in his eyes.  His own son would say something such as 
this.
 “You believe,” the father spoke quietly as he 
walked over to a chair, slumping down into it.  “You 
believe that all this, everything we have worked for, is 
meaningless?” Patrick nodded slowly, but did not say a 
word.  “You think me mad?” the father said, his voice 
raised just a bit as he furrowed his brow.  Patrick was 
about to speak, but his father dismissed his words with 
a wave of his hand and continued to speak.  “You make 
me sick, that you would say something such as this that 
would dishonour this family.  I will not have any of it, nor 
will I have you here anymore.  Begone from my sight.  
Never darken this door again.”
 Patrick stood for a few moments as he allowed 
the words to sink in.  He knew when his father had 
spoken, and knew that nothing would change his mind.  
“Very well,” Patrick finally said.  “I shall gather my 
things and be on my way.  For what it's worth, father.  
I always believed you to be devote in your beliefs.  I 
only wished you had the ability to respect someone else's 
beliefs.”  He never said another word, nor did his father 
reply.  Nothing more needed to be said.
 Father and son would never see each other 
again.

Just outside Thief River Falls, Minnesota

Derringer studied the ruins much more carefully than 
before.  There was something that was missing.  They 
should have found bodies, even if they were burned, 

but there was nothing.  He pushed aside some of the 
rubble, his demeanor becoming almost desperate as he 
began pushing aside fallen timber and charred furniture.  
Walker watched for a moment, then something in him 
realized that Derringer was right.  He shouldn't give up 
and soon he joined the older gun hand in moving debris.
 Both men stopped as they cleared away the floor 
of the shack.  Both men saw it at the same time.  Walker 
looked to Derringer, then bent down as he ran a gloved 
hand over the latches.  It was a trap door, something you 
normally didn't find in a rustic looking shack.  Wordlessly, 
Walker pulled up the door and took a look inside.  He 
laughed aloud as even in the dark, he could tell what 
it was.  “It's a root cellar,” he informed them.  “An' by 
the looks o' it, a lot bigger 'n normal.”  He looked up to 
Derringer and then waved over the others.  “I think we 
found what mighta happened ta our elves after all.”

Ming held the lantern still as he looked down the long 
shaft.  It appeared to be an old mining shaft, but as 
Derringer suggested it may very well be a tunnel 
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that carried a much more valuable resource.  People.  
The small group determined this shack was actually an 
abandoned station in the Underground Railroad.  “Where 
d'ya think it leads ta?” Ezekiel Morgan asked quietly as 
he stood beside Ming.
 “No idea,” Derringer said as he shook his head.  
“But it does confirm one suspicion.  Both elves are very 
much alive.”  Both Ezekiel and Dieter looked to Derringer 
as he began inspecting his weapons.  Sheriff Walker had 
also begun loading his side arms, as his deputy, Ming, 
began to check the rifle he carried.  There was a feeling 
of slight relief among them, but they still had one last 
detail to carry out.
 “What'a'ya gonna do?” Ezekiel asked in a meek 
voice, fear tugging lightly at his mind.
 “Ming found a trail outside,” Walker explained 
as he holstered his Remington.  “Figger it's the thing that 
chased Pania an' Shani down.  Somebody sent it after 
'em.  I plan on findin' the bastards an' teachin' 'em a lesson 
they ain't never gonna ferget.”
 Ezekiel began inspecting his own, crude side 

arm leaving Dieter to wonder if his own hunting rifle 
would be up to the task.  He'd never fired the weapon 
in anger before, always feeling that such things were 
debasing of mankind.  But now he began to understand 
the need to go to war at times.  His thoughts came back 
to the present as Derringer spoke up.  “You two won't be 
coming with us,” he said in a calm voice as his skilled 
hands flipped the pistols into their holsters.  Ezekiel only 
stared in disbelief.  Dieter began to protest, but Derringer 
cut him short.  “We'll need some sort of back up if we 
don't come back.”
 “He's right,” Walker stated evenly.  “If in two 
weeks, neither o' ya hear from us, it's up ta you ta follow 
the trail.  Find what done this.  An' kill it.”
 “What do you three plan on doing?” Dieter asked 
in a quiet voice.
 “Ming found a trail that leads ta the south east,” 
Walker explained.  He holstered his pistol and took a 
deep breath as he looked to the ever stoic Chinese man.  
“Time ta saddle up an' ride.  This thing ends t'night.”


