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Walker picked at the spent shell casings, examining 
them carefully.  He tossed one to the side and rose 
to his feet, his left hand never leaving the butt of 

his Remington.  “Brought in a Gatlin' gun,” he muttered, 
then looked over to Ming.  The often quiet Chinese man 
was standing twenty feet from Walker's position, and 
calmly inspecting a patch of ground.  “Whatcha got, 
Ming?” he asked as he approached slowly.  Walker saw 
the piece Ming was looking over, the snow had appeared 
to have been melted in a perfect circle and the grass had 
been killed off, permanently.
 Derringer approached the pair and inspected 
the circle a moment, then looked to the canopy of the 
trees.  “It would appear this has been here for a week,” 
he mused.
	 “It	should	be	covered	in	snow,”	Ming	finally	stated	
as	he	finally	looked	up	and	studied	each	old	gunslinger.		
“Even with the trees, there should be snow.  And look,” 
he said as he pointed to the snow that surrounded the 
circle.  “Animal tracks.  They approach, back away, and 
move around the spot.”  Ming was right.  There were 
several tracks that had come close to the spot but seemed 
reel back and head off around it in an erratic fashion.
 “Someone directin' Williams?” Walker offered 
the small suggestion.
 Derringer took a deep breath before looking 
back	to	the	burned	out	shack.		“Or	something,”	he	finally	
suggested.

Dieter stood beside the rubble that was the shack and 
sighed as he looked toward the destruction.  In this 
small building, the two elves held off a small army.  

Bullets ripped into the walls of the building as shots were 
returned.  Already they had found bullets embedded in 
the surrounding trees, evidence that the pair did not just 
hold up and sit tight.  Dieter looked to the ground in front 
of the small shack and shook his head.  There were spent 
shell casings all over the ground.  He stopped a moment, 
as the light seemed to glint off a spot on the ground.
 He bent low as he inspected the snow, carefully 
pushing	away	the	white	flakes	until	he	found	the	object	he	
was looking for.  A silver bullet.  Pure silver.  Carefully, 
he picked it up and held it in his open palm.  Dieter didn't 
move even when he felt movement behind, so intent on 
studying the deformed bullet.
	 “Whatcha	find?”	Ezekiel	asked	in	a	quiet	voice	
as he crouched down beside the young man.
 “I think this is a silver bullet,” he replied, and 
his comment suddenly became the focus of the others.  
Dieter looked up as he saw the others looking right at 
him, and he explained further his suspicions.  “When 
Shani and Pania were in our village, they helped rid a 

clutch of vampire.  I gave Shani a small box of silver 
bullets.  I think this is one of them.”
 The small group was silent for a few moments 
after Dieter explained.  Finally, Walker shook his head 
and scoffed.  “Vampires.  Ya tryin' ta tell me that there's 
such a thing.
 “Miss Shani an' Miss Pania an' me, we hadda 
run	from	zombies,”	Ezekiel	quickly	explained.		“I	ain't	
never thought they were real, but they were.  If that can 
happen, may be vampires is real too.”
 “I used to think the Huntsman was a mythical 
creature,” Derringer spoke as he looked to the lawman.  
“But he still managed to capture Shani.  Pania managed 
to tap into the magic of the world to free her.”  Derringer 
moved forward, stopping in front of Dieter and looked 
to the bullet in his palm.  “Let us not forget, gentlemen, 
these two are elves, and one of them managed to 
contact us.  Through our dreams.”  Walker sighed with 
the explanation, it didn't exactly sit right with him, but 
how else could the nature of the two gunslingers be 
explained.
	 “So	what're	ya	sayin',”	Walker	finally	asked	as	he	
moved closer to Dieter and Derringer.  “That a vampire 
were here as well as Williams' army?”
 “No,” came the soft spoken voice of Ming.  He 
was still examining the burn mark they had discovered 
earlier, but now rose to his feet to face the other men.  
“Not a vampire.  Something worse.”

Ezekiel	Morgan	 poked	 at	 the	fire	 as	 he	 tried	 giving	
it a bit more life.  The air had grown cooler, and 
the	comfort	of	the	fire	was	a	welcome	sight.		After	

spending several hours exploring the area, they still 
knew very little about what had happened here.  At least 
the picture was beginning to come into focus.  Ming had 
built	a	fire	a	few	yards	away	from	the	shack,	and	started	
cooking some food for the others.  Dieter had gathered 
together	 some	 firewood	 to	 help	 keep	 the	 warm	 glow	
going, as Walker and Derringer kept a close watch on the 
area.  Something didn't sit well with Walker, this place 
kept him on edge.
 After an hour with no one saying a single word, 
Walker	finally	spoke	up.
 “Lemme get this straight, Marshal,” he said in 
a slow drawl to the taller of the two.  “Yer tryin' ta tell 
us that whatever done this, weren't human, but in fact a 
demon.”  Derringer looked to Walker, studying the man 
for	 a	moment	 and	 nodded	 his	 reply.	 	 “Ya	 realize	 how	
farfetched that sounds, right?”
	 “Sheriff,”	 Derringer	 finally	 spoke	 in	 an	
authoritative voice.  “You say that belief in a demon is 
farfetched.  Please explain to me the existence of Miss 
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Wennemein and Miss Alow.”  Derringer only watched 
the old gun hand a moment.  Walker merely rolled his 
shoulders and gave a low sigh, which allowed Derringer to 
continue.  “Fey folk, elves-- Some would say impossible.  
They don't exist.  But here we are, attempting to solve a 
mystery of the sudden disappearance of two elves, one 
of which contacted each of us through a dream.  And I 
know for a fact, Sheriff Walker, that you would not be 
standing here right now, if you didn't at least believe in 
some of that.”
 “They acted more human than anyone I know,” 
Dieter	 spoke	up	 from	 the	fire.	 	The	pair	 of	 gun	hands	
turned	back	to	the	fire	as	the	young	man	spoke.		“After	
you saw their actions, talked to them, you ignored the 

obvious differences.”
 “Some northerners say that Pennsylvania Dutch 
lack worldly experience,” Derringer said with a smile.  
“Let me say, Mr. Van Bueren, you prove that statement 
wrong.”  Dieter seemed to blush slightly, and nodded 
his thanks as Derringer turned back to Walker.  “I'm 
not	planning	on	leaving	here	until	I	find	out,	for	certain,	
that both of them are still alive.  Or, tragically, if there is 
enough evidence that they perished.”  Derringer looked 
back to the shack and began walking toward it with 
purpose.  “Someone also brought that creature here.  For 
what	purpose,	I	cannot	say,	but	I	will	find	out.		Of	that,	
you have my word.”


