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The fire had long since died by the small shelter.  As 
the sun began to rise, Shani Wennemein began to 
stir from her slumber.  Even with the grogginess of 

sleep still clinging to her, she had her wits about her to 
check on Pania.  The elven bard still breathed, her heart 
still beat, better than the previous night.  Maybe she 
would get better, or maybe she would remain in a state 
of unconsciousness forever.  Shani prayed that it was 
the former.  As the gunslinger made sure that Pania was 
still warm, that eerie feeling that someone was watching 
began to creep into her bones.  Slowly her hand moved 
to her gun belt as she turned to look out the entrance of 
the small shelter.
 She realized she'd have to be a lot quicker on the 
draw than she usually was.  Four figures stood quietly, 
about five feet away from the camp fire.  They said 
nothing as Shani stared at them.  Shani didn't volunteer 
any greeting either.  The two elves were in Dakota 
country, Shani had a feeling this might happen, though 
she just expected it sooner.  The four men were warriors 
with a Dakota tribe, she could tell by the markings on 
their clothing.  Well made tan hides that looked just as 
warm as they were ornate.  It could have been a hunting 
party or a scouting party.  Shani wasn't too sure.
 “Um...” she finally managed to say in a quiet 
voice as she sat beside Pania protectively.  “H.. howdy 
there.  Fine mornin', ain't it.”  One of the warriors turned 
to the others and spoke in their native tongue.  Shani 
couldn't understand them, having never been well versed 
in some of the western nations practises.  Finally, after a 
long conversation among the four, one stepped forward.
 “Bear asked what you said,” the warrior stated.  
His skin was tanned and looked smooth, his eyes held 
the look of a hawk's, always gazing and studying his 
surroundings.  He wasn't a small man either, even as 
he hunched over look at Shani, the elven gunslinger 
estimated he stood about six foot six, maybe even eight 
inches in height.  And powerful looking.  But as he spoke, 
Shani could tell this man was also very, very educated.  
“I told him your greeting, and he wished to relay that to 
you.  Are you two in trouble?”
 Shani nodded in reply to the greeting, then began 
her tale.  She explained everything, right down to the 
creature and how Pania sustained her injury.  How the 
fair skinned elf had not awakened since she passed 
out half a day before.  Again, the man relayed this 
information to his comrades.  Bear stepped forward now, 
crouching down to get a better look at Pania.  He spoke 
to the second man, the one who could speak English.  
After a small conversation, Bear reached out to lift up 
Pania.  Shani nervously tried to protest, but the second 
man explained.
 “Bear says we'll take you to our camp,” he said.  
“We can take better care of your friend there.”  Finally, 
Shani nodded and Bear lifted the pale elf into his arms 

with ease.  “I am known as Running Cloud,” the man 
said to Shani as he held out a hand to help her up.
 “I'm Shani,” she replied as she accepted Running 
Cloud's offer and rose to her feet.  She noted that the 
four men did not have horses, but they moved quickly as 
though the trails of the forest were familiar to them.  “So, 
y'all think ya kin help 'er?”
 Running Cloud walked beside Shani as they 
followed the other three warriors.  He nodded and offered 
her a kind smile as he spoke.  “I am positive of that.  You 
can count on it.”  With those words, it felt as though a 
great burden had been lifted from Shani's shoulders.

Pania watched as the sun began to set beneath the 
horizon.  It sank into the ocean waves, lighting up 
the sky in purples and oranges.  As she watched, she 

felt Derringer's hand on her shoulder.  She looked up 
into the old werewolf's kind eyes and knew that it was 
time for him to go.  With this knowledge, she felt a small 
amount of sadness.  “So this is farewell,” she said in a 
quiet voice.
 “Yes,” he replied in an even tone.  “But you have 
a visitor coming.  I can sense it on the wind.”  He looked 
back to the east for a moment; Pania's gaze turned to 
follow his.  She saw nothing, but somehow knew that 
Derringer was right.  “She'll want to have a long talk 
with you, from what I can gather.”
 Pania shook her head and let out a sigh.  “'Ow 
d'ye know these thin's?”
 Derringer tapped his temple and smiled.  “I've 
been around for a while.  It takes us humans a while, but 
given time we manage to see the forest for the trees.”  Pania 
chuckled as Derringer described the analogy.  “Good-
bye, Miss Alow.”  He smiled as he bow graciously.  Pania 
replied with an equally gracious curtsey.  She watched as 
Derringer straightened his stetson and walked off through 
the tall grass until he disappeared from view.
 In the distance, Pania saw the woman.  Elven in 
form, wearing gossamer robes that followed in the wind.  
She walked, but it seemed her feet did not touch the 
ground.  As she drew closer, Pania thought that she was 
the most beautiful woman she had ever seen.  All at once, 
her heart was filled with joy and song.  The woman was 
small of frame, but held a strength about her.  Her lips 
held a kind, loving smile.  Finally, she stopped in front 
of Pania and held out her arms as she offered a warm 
embrace.  Pania accepted it, and fell into the woman's 
arms as though she were meeting an old friend that had 
been gone for so long.
 “It is time, Pania,” the woman said with a voice 
that calmed and soothed.  “It is time for you to realize the 
path you must take.”

Part Fifty-One



Shani drained the water from her cup as she huddled 
around the fire.  It was more for comfort than 
anything else.  She had been at the small camp for a 

few hours, only the tribal shaman was allowed to see to 
Pania.  Shani didn't protest, she'd heard about the strict 
rituals of the Native Americans, she wasn't about to argue 
when her friend's life was in the balance.  All she did was 
watch as the tribe members went about their business.  
Some were mending clothes, others were getting food 
prepared, even more were working at building weapons.  
To Shani it appeared as though they were on the move.  
It stood to reason, many of the tribes moved from place 
to place, but this move seemed more urgent.
 She kept quiet about her suspicions until Running 
Cloud joined her by the camp fire.  He was a tall man, 
well muscled and appeared to have seen his fair share 
of hard work.  He assisted the shaman and advised that 
Shani remained outside while the medicine rituals were 
conducted.  His words were calm, and diplomatic.  Which 
caused Shani to consider another observation.
 “Y'all mind ifn I ask ya a personal kinda 
question?” she asked in a quiet voice as the tall man 
sat cross-legged by the fire.  Running Cloud nodded, 
indicating she could.  “No 'ffense 'r nuthin', but y'all don't 
act like no Indians I ever met b'fore.”
 Running Cloud chuckled lightly at the 
observation, his smile seeming friendly and kind, and 
never faded as he answered.  “There is an explanation.  
I spent a great deal of time in the east, and I actually 
went to university.  I spent four years in Lower Canada 
in McGill studying medicine, and five years in Harvard 
studying philosophy.”
 Shani arched an eyebrow as her eyes widened 
with awe and wonder.  “How'd they take it down east?  I 
mean, ya bein' an Injun an' all.  Word travels 'bout some 
o' them folk thinkin' y'all're nuthin' but savages.”
 “I met with some resistance,” Running Cloud 
stated without hesitation.  “I met with a lot of hate, and a 
lot of people who tried to say that I should just go back 
to the reserve.”
 “But... ya did.  I mean, ya come back here,” 
Shani replied quickly, her voice not nearly as hushed 
now that she knew Running Cloud was not angered or 
embarrassed by the questions.  “Why ya come back?”
 “To teach.  Impart the knowledge I learned to 
the people I grew up with.”  He set to work cutting up 
strips of meat as he spoke, offering some of the smoked 
venison to Shani.  She accepted it without hesitation.  It 
had been a while since she had anything resembling a 
decent meal.  “My ability to let the harsh words inflicted 
upon me came from our chief.  He is a very peace loving 
man, and he only wants what's best for his people.”
 “So, yer all pickin' up an' movin'?” Shani asked 
with a touch of disbelief in her voice.  “I mean, thet ain't 
jist somethin' ya do on a whim.”
 “We are moving, yes,” he replied with a firm 

nod.  “During my time in the eastern States I heard 
several rumours.  Nothing is happening now, because 
the Union is focusing on the war with the Confederacy.  
But once that ends, they'll begin pushing settlers west 
again.  People have asked what will happen when settlers 
meet up with the Natives.  Most answers were less than 
flattering.”  He stopped talking as a woman brought them 
both some more water, then went about her chores.  Once 
Running Cloud took a drink, he continued.  “While I was 
in McGill, I learned that things might be less pressured 
on us in British North America.”  He chuckled a bit and 
shrugged before adding his opinion.  “It's ironic that we'd 
feel less pressure from the same people that brought us 
this pressure in the first place.  But, I think Great Britain is 
trying to do things a bit more diplomatically up north.”
 “So, y'all 're gonna jist settle down up there,” 
Shani commented more than actually asked.  “Ain't there 
tribes up there thet might take exception ta thet?”
 “We've already sent scouts ahead to speak with 
the Cree Nations,” he explained quickly.  “We'll be 
allowed to have a place of our own in the Saskatchewan 
Territory.”  He finished his water and set down his cup, 
then looked over to Shani for a moment.  She looked 
back, feeling quite nervous about the way he looked and 
mouthed a 'what' to get him to speak.  “You've had your 
questions, now mine.  It took you over an hour to sit 
down after you came into camp.  You're worried about 
your friend, aren't you?”
 “Oh hell yeah,” she exclaimed with a voice 
that may have been a bit too loud.  A couple of small 
children that had been watching the pale elf let out a loud 
laugh as she spoke up.  She turned to look, but could 
only smile when she saw them.  She felt a bit sheepish 
at the outburst and turned pink in the cheeks as she went 
back to Running Cloud.  “Me an' Panny, well we been 
travelin' t'gether fer a few months.  Learned thet she were 
probably the best back up I ever had.”
 “I know for a fact you aren't originally from here,” 
Running Cloud continued and pointed to her slender, 
sharp tipped ears.  “And I doubt you're from Europe 
either.”  Shani smirked a bit, knowing that she had this 
well educated man a bit stumped, and his curiosity was 
getting the better of him.
 “What if I were one o' yer ol' classmates from 
school,” she began as her impish smile only grew.  “An' 
I were ta say ta you, thet elves, an' pixies an' all manner 
o' fey folk do actually exist.”  She watched him for a 
moment and caught the skeptical look in his eye.  “I kin 
see yer d'batin' whether I'm feedin' ya a line o' horse 
pucky, 'r I'm actually tellin' ya the gods honest truth.  
But, I kin confirm thet yeah, us elves do exist.”
 “Okay,” Running Cloud said with a nod.  He 
decided that was the best explanation, but his voice was 
still skeptical.  “So you're an elf.  Fair enough.  Then 
where in the world do you live.”
 “Ain't in this world,” she replied with a soft 
smile and looked to the sky.  “Ya kin see it clear when 
the stars're out.  Where I'm from.”



 “So how did you get here?  Did you fly?”
 Shani laughed at the question and shook her 
head.  “No.  I ain't been blessed with sproutin' wings 
an' takin' flight.  But there're ways.  Doors, we call 'em.  
Portals ta realms.  This here place, Earth, is one o' the 
realms.  I guess both me an' Panny got the hankerin' 
fer an adventure an' well,” she shrugged just a bit and 
grinned.  “Here we are.”

 Running Cloud remained silent as he took in 
the information.  Without warning, he looked to the tent 
Pania was being tended to.  Gracefully, more grace than 
a man his size should have had, he rose to his feet, and 
clapped a gentle, consoling hand on Shani's shoulder 
before he took long steps toward the tent.  Shani watched 
him, wondering if her explanation confounded him, or 
only made him more curious.  Only time would tell.


