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It should begin with a lone figure on a hill riding into town out of 

the sunrise. But things very rarely are how they should be, and 

this time was not an exception. In fact, it started with a lone 

figure in a cell; there wouldn't be any sunrise at all if not for a 

small window on the opposite end of the small building. 

The figure should have been tall, dark, and handsome, and 

sitting in a saddle looking alert. Handsome is a subjective term, 

although few would use it in reference to this figure. He was 

definitely dark and possibly tall—another subjective assessment 

for sure. There was no saddle, or even a horse, in sight, and the 

figure was merely sitting on a small cot shaking his head 

muttering curses. 

The curses were threatening to reach that level which makes 

the elderly gasp and the young strain to catch every syllable when 

another figure appeared between the bars. Where the first was 

tall, few would find this new figure anything but short. Those 

who did would be of the sort who always claim everyone else is 

tall. The new figure was the type that in some tales have names 

like 'Happy' and whistle while they work. This isn't one of those. 

With the appearance of the new figure the first ceased his 

cursing. "Ah, do I have you to thank for my lovely 

accommodations mister…." 

"Sheriff. Sheriff Thag. And yeah, these do be my cells an' this 

be my office. Any other questions?" Though the last was given in 

a sarcastic tone the first figure seized his chance. 

"Yes, actually, what are the charges? Or is it simply being a 

drow that has put me in your gracious hospitality?" 

"The charges are behavior likely to breach the peace…" 

The first exclaimed, "What behavior?!" 

"Bein' a drow." The sheriff grinned before moving on to the 

next charge. "And excessive drinkin'." 

"And what made you think it was excessive?" 

"The way ye' couldn' stand up straight." The sheriff's grin 

widened. "Now I coul' go an' have a trial. But odds are a mob'd 

lynch ye before ye coul' hit the courtroom. But at the moment I 

fin' meself in need o' a deputy an' I think ye'll fit." Had his grin 

grown any wider it would probably break his face in half. 
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The drow did not take long to consider, "I accept your offer. 

My name is Julian Da'tich'ere." He extended his hand, which the 

sheriff shook. "Pleased ter meet ye' deputy Julian," he handed the 

new deputy a silver star. 

Many strange pairs have walked out of a sheriff's office, 

though few stranger than this one have stepped out while on duty. 

One was a dwarf: short and stocky, with a beard that reached to 

his waist. He wore a mud-brown greatcoat thrown open revealing 

a stained shirt and filthy pants, on the chest of the coat was a gold 

star and across his back was strapped a heavy crossbow that was 

nearly as large as he was. The other might have passed for an elf, 

in silhouette. However any kind of shade perception noted pitch 

black skin and pure white hair, a definite sign of a drow—a dark 

elf. He wore a stained white shirt with a brown vest and pants, 

pinned to the vest was a silver star. He wore a rapier at his left, 

balanced by a hand crossbow on the right. Both wore black hats 

with short crowns and wide brims. 

For a few seconds they just stood there, presumably for their 

eyes to adjust to the change in light level, but actually for the 

strangeness to pass. Then the dark elf turned to the dwarf. "Well, 

what do we do?" 

"Firs' I'll introduce ye ter the town. Then we go on patrol." 

"'Patrol?' Patrol what?!" The deputy waved his arm. "This 

town only has one road!" 

The sheriff barked a laugh. "There ain't much in the town, but 

there be a lot to the town. We gotta check the growers an' the 

cowboys." He ignored the blank looks on his new deputy's face at 

those names. "Today I'll show ye aroun' but after this ye gotta 

handle it on yer own.  

"Now we go ter the saloon, always the firs' an' las' stop o' the 

day." He led his deputy down the single road to another building 

at the other end. It was a two story building that was narrowly 

bordered on each side by slightly smaller buildings. It had a 

rough wooden overhang above the two swinging flaps that 

presumably served as the door. Sheriff Thag didn't pause as he 
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walked into the building, the flaps barely brushing the top of his 

head. Julian followed, pushing the flaps out of his way. 

Inside, the saloon had a bar opposite the door. All around the 

room were circular tables with various chairs and stools arranged 

around them. Only five people sat at the bar and only one table 

was occupied where an assorted group sat playing cards. Julian 

did not fail to notice that each person had at least one visible 

crossbow and seemed both willing and able to use it.  

The clientele turned to look at the newcomers and a few raised 

crossbows. Seemingly oblivious to the hostility in the room, 

Sheriff Thag stepped forward and called out. "All righ' boys, 

meet the new deputy sheriff!" When the rest of the room pulled 

out various and assorted weapons the sheriff unslung his 

crossbow and cocked it. "And anyone who 'as a problem with 

him will haveter foreword their complaint ter me at the office." 

There was an implied threat there. Although it wasn't painfully 

obvious simply by his words, his posture indicated it could be 

painful to remain oblivious to it. The room lowered its weapons 

while the bar grumbled to itself, and the card players returned to 

their game. 

The sheriff turned to lead his deputy back out when a shout of 

"Cheat!" rang out from the card table. Suddenly one of the 

halfling players jumped onto the table and ran across to grab the 

neck of the goblin sitting opposite him. When the elf attempted to 

separate them the other halfling bowled into his gut, knocking the 

table over. All the players quickly became involved, with those at 

the bar running either into the fray, or out of the saloon. 

The sheriff unslung his crossbow again and aimed it at the 

brawlers. "All righ' ever'one down!" Unwilling to argue with a 

weapon capable of making their innards wall décor, most of the 

combatants slowly separated themselves. But the halfling and 

goblin that had initially started the fight were still busy. The 

halfling had his opponent in a headlock, but the goblin had taken 

a bite into his hand.  

Julian rushed in and literally pried them apart. He pulled each 

up by their collar and walked out with them. Once outside he 
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dropped them and pulled out his crossbow. "To the sheriff's 

office, boys." By the time Sheriff Thag had returned from 

cleaning the mess in the saloon, both were in cells. The jail was 

arguably half empty or half full. 

"Good work, Julian. Why don' we fin' out jess wha' this all be 

about?" The sheriff walked over to the cell housing the halfling. 

"All righ' cowboy, jess what'd he do?" 

For someone who had just been in a bar fight and was now 

sitting in a cell, the halfling remained quite calm. "Well, y'see, 

Sheriff Thag, we'd just come off a the range an' were relaxin' and 

playin' cards. Well, some others joined in an' we got up to a big 

pot goin' up to 50 silver!" He punched his palm for emphasis, "So 

we play a few games an' then I noticed that filth," he gestured at 

the neighboring cell, "slippin' a card into his hand from his 

sleeve!" 

The sheriff cut him off. "An' that'd be when ye jumped at 'im. 

Le's go see what our other friend says." He stepped in front of the 

other occupied cell. "Well, what's yer story?" Rather than answer 

the goblin shook his head and turned around. "All righ' then, 

Julian this boy's gonna be a long-term guest o' ours. But I think 

our other friend's been 'ere long enough." 

Before moving off to release the halfling Julian stared at the 

goblin and spoke a few words in the inmates own tongue, which 

caused the goblin to hurl himself at the bars trying to get at 

Julian. As his deputy was getting the key to the halfling's cell, 

Sheriff Thag couldn't help but ask what it was Julian had said. 

"Oh, just a passing remark about his questionable parentage," 

the deputy answered as innocently as possible. 

Sheriff Thag barked a deep throated laugh. "Boy, there be 

three things a man'll never let ye git away with insultin': his wife, 

his religion, an' his mother." 

The halfling had left, his hand barely concealing his silent 

laughter, before Julian finally asked, "Do we go back on patrol?" 

The sheriff paused to think before answering. "Well, I'd like 

ter have someone 'ere ter watch our friend." He jerked his head in 

the direction of the cell with the goblin, who had conjured a deck 
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of cards from somewhere about his person and was busy playing 

solitaire. "But I gotta show ye the town, so I may as well finish 

now." 

"I still don't understand; there isn't enough town to patrol. 

What are you showing?" 

"Ye'll see." With only that for response he walked out of the 

office chuckling to himself. Julian watched him briefly 

considering his career choices. He didn't see any so he went 

running after the sheriff. 

As he ran to catch up, Julian saw the sheriff walking straight 

out of town. When he caught up to the sheriff, he slowed to a 

walk. "Just locking up and saying a few parting words to our 

friend." 

Sheriff Thag looked up at him and grinned. "I think I may jus' 

like havin' ye in this job, Julian." He looked back toward the 

road, such as it was. "We're headin' out ter the ranch ter check up 

on them cowboys." 

"Cowboys?" 

"Ye'll see," came the grinning reply. Julian was beginning to 

fear and loathe that grin. 

But he didn't have to wait for long before finding out the 

answer to this riddle. About half a mile northwest of Easton he 

could see a group of halflings on ponies watching over a herd of 

larger animals. Julian's eyes widened as he came near enough to 

see the herd in greater detail. The animals looked a great deal like 

graceful horses, but even at a distance Julian could see a single 

horn on each head. Unicorns. 

He did his best to conceal his surprise, "Why are they 

watching a unicorn herd." 

The sheriff, however, didn't bother hiding his start. He looked 

up at Julian grinning, "Ye got good eyes. But I'll let them explain 

their herd to ye." 

As they approached the herd, a few riders broke off and came 

towards them, crossbows drawn. As the riders closed and noticed 

the sheriff, they quickly put away the weapons trying to appear as 

though they'd never been drawn. 
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When the halflings reached them, the sheriff turned to one 

who was presumably the leader. "Hello Gordo, wassup?" 

Rather than answer, the lead rider gestured towards Julian. 

"Why's he 'ere, sheriff?" 

Before Sheriff Thag could answer, Julian responded. "Because 

I am the new Deputy Sheriff of Easton. Julian Da'tich'ere." 

"Sheriff Thag are ye' off yer nut?!" Their leader wasn't alone 

in exploding. His fellow riders joined in with similar 

exclamations and more than a few curses. 

The sheriff simply let the tirade pass, his grin only slowly 

widening. "Well o'course if'n ye don' like it ye kin always head 

ter my office." He slowly reached for the crossbow on his back. 

"I'd be more'n pleased ter listen to any complaints ye'd care to 

lodge." Not once did he let his grin fade. 

Most of the cowboys settled for grumbling to themselves and 

each other and occasionally throwing dark looks towards the 

sheriff and his deputy. The leader, however, jumped down from 

his pony and walked up to the sheriff. The halfling was even 

shorter than the dwarf he was walking to, although he didn't seem 

to notice. "Sheriff whatever coulda possessed ye to take a Drow 

as a deputy?!" 

For the first time since Julian had met him, the grin on Sheriff 

Thag's face faded. He grabbed the herder, Gordo he said the 

name was, around the shoulders and pulled him away, far enough 

that he must have believed he could speak without being heard. If 

his audience were other dwarves, he would have been right, but 

halflings and drow had keener hearing than dwarves. "Maybe I 

took him 'cause no one else'd take the job. Mebe 'cause I had a 

call up fer weeks without no one takin' it." When the herder tried 

to get in a word the sheriff cut him off. "Mebe he's the only one 

who'd take the job. An' fer yer information that drow just broke 

up a fight between one o' your boys and a goblin this morning." 

With that he stormed off back to where the herders and Julian had 

gathered. 

When Sheriff Thag returned, Julian muttered just loud enough 

for the two of them to hear. "Thank you for the vote of 
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confidence." At the sheriff's start he grinned. "Neither drow nor 

halfling are deaf." 

The sheriff's grin returned. He turned back to the herders. 

"Why don' you boys tell Julian what it be yer doin' here?" 

Gordo wasn't in that good of mood. "What's it look like we're 

doin? We're watchin' over our herd!" This remark brought 

chuckles from the other herders. 

Julian, however, wasn't feeling terribly patient. With great 

difficulty he remained calm. "Why are you watching them?" 

The herder still felt funny. "'Cause someone'll steal 'em!" His 

fellows burst into laughter at this remark, and he had the audacity 

to bow at his own perceived wit. 

Now Julian was reluctantly fighting down a surprisingly 

tempting urge to simplify matters by shooting the herder. "Why 

would anyone steal them? Why do you have them at all?" He 

knew most people couldn't ride them, and he'd heard they weren't 

very good eating. 

"You mean you don' know the value o' unicorn?" said Gordo 

in mock surprise, still under the mistaken impression he was 

being witty. 

By this point Julian had taken quite enough of Gordo's lack of 

wit. Rather than continue patiently, he went for the simple 

solution. He grabbed Gordo by the collar and lifted him so that 

his bare, overlarge feet dangled just above the ground. "I know 

you think you're being terribly witty, and your friends think you 

are very funny, but I don't. I've seen wittier people who were 

three weeks dead. So why don't we just pretend I don't know 

anything about unicorns and you cooperatively answer my 

questions?" 

Once his feet returned to the ground the herder refrained from 

any further joking. "Right heh, y'see unicorn hair an' horn are 

terribly valuable magic items, an' the wizards back east'll pay real 

handsomely for 'em." He wasn't feeling funny now, he was 

feeling nervous, and it made him surprisingly cooperative. "Is 

there anything else ye'd like to know?" 

"Actually yes, have any been stolen?" 
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This apparently jogged Gordo's memory. He turned back to 

the sheriff and forgot the nervous stance of only seconds before. 

"Like I was aiming to say before, it happened again, sheriff. 

Same as the times before, didn't see nothing. That makes it five in 

the last three weeks! What're you gonna do ter stop this?! You 

gotta find out who's takin' our animals!" 

"I cannae do everything! If'n ye cannae find 'em yerselves then 

ye'll hafta hire guards! Mebe in a few weeks I'll be able ter let 

Julian help ye' fer a few days, but not now!" The expression on 

the halflings' faces implied that possibility was almost as bad as 

losing more unicorns. Almost. 

 

Gripsnak looked around his cell, sighed, and returned to his 

game. At first he'd been mad—mad at the deputy for taking him 

in, mad at the sheriff for keeping him locked up, and mad at the 

halfling for noticing his cheat. But it didn't last long, and once the 

anger was gone, all that was left was boredom. 

He was about to move a card when someone behind him said, 

in goblin, "Don't do that. Put this red four on that black five." 

Gripsnak spun around to see a slightly larger goblin dressed 

much the same, wearing a wide grin. 

"Grishnark! Took you long enough! I've been here for five 

games!" 

"We didn't know you were here. Now come on out, we're 

having fun." At this Gripsnak grinned and started to run out to the 

town. Before he left his cell, he ran back, grabbed his cards, and 

then ran out to the town. 

 

As the sheriff and deputy headed back to town, they could see 

something wrong as they round the last hill. The prairie near 

Easton was flat with no landscape blocking his view, and Julian 

could see trouble a long way off. "Something's very wrong in 

town. More so than the town itself." They began running. Still 

well away Julian could identify the problem. "Shooting, stealing, 
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and general banditry. They're goblins." By the time the two 

reached the town the raiders had already left. 

Shortly after the last bandit rode off, people began to 

cautiously creep from whatever shelter they'd managed to find. 

One suddenly came up from a water trough, several came up out 

of water barrels. No less than four came down from the various 

rooftops. Others came out of less creative hiding places inside 

buildings: closets, locked rooms, attics, under tables, etc. 

The sheriff responded to the crisis before him almost 

immediately, he began shouting instructions to people, trying to 

calm them down and ease the panic that they seemed so naturally 

inclined to. Most of them ignored him anyway, either because 

they knew what to do or because they were too busy panicking. 

Meanwhile, Julian was uncertain what he should be doing. 

Most of his experience with law enforcement had involved 

avoiding it, so he had nothing to draw on now. He considered 

offering aid, but since he had no experience at either medicine or 

consolation, it was likely that he would do more harm than good. 

Seeing nothing he knew to do, he approached the sheriff.  

"Sheriff Thag, what should I do?" 

The sheriff either missed his calm tone or had grown used to 

his generally unaffected speech. "Don' you go panickin' on me!" 

"I'm not panicking. I simply have no experience in this area 

and don't know what I should be doing." 

Too busy to be concerned about Julian being concerned, the 

sheriff distractedly waved toward his office. "Go make sure our 

friend's alright." 

 Julian did as his boss instructed, although he seriously 

doubted the cheating goblin was still in his cell. If he was, it 

would mean he wasn't related to the bandits and so wasn't 

important to what was going on, which conflicted with his 

generally suspicious and somewhat paranoid inner voices that 

suggested he was. 

Along the way to the sheriff's office, he encountered a group 

of scared and confused looking townspeople. At his approach 
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they screamed and ran off towards the center of town. That's me, 

he thought, making friends wherever I go. 

The reaction seemed to hold constant because by the time he 

reached the office, a surprisingly large gap in the hysteria around 

it had formed. Inside all was quiet—a surprisingly disturbing 

sign. The cell was empty, its barred door hanging wide open. 

Julian had expected this and would have been very surprised if 

the goblin were still in the cell. That didn't prevent him from 

cursing very loudly. 

He went back to the door, but before he could open it, it did so 

seemingly of its own accord. Julian stepped back expecting 

Sheriff Thag to step through the doorway. It wasn't the sheriff 

that stepped in, though. Rather it was a man so large that Julian 

could have been looking at him from the sheriff's point of view. 

He wasn't just tall, he had bulk to match his height. His arms and 

expression made him appear closer to a shaved gorilla than a 

human. An enraged gorilla. Julian had the feeling that he hadn't 

come to the door selling anything. 

"We know you der whut dun it so why don' you fess dat yer 

der one whut done it?!" His face contorted in deep thought as he 

worked on stringing those syllables together. 

"What are you talking about? Done what?" 

Rather than expend the additional effort to string another 

sentence together, the gorilla simply hit Julian. That hit was no 

meager thing, Julian was shaking the ringing from his ears on the 

other side of the room. He looked up to see the gorilla walking 

toward him. Julian desperately pulled his crossbow from its 

holster. Just as it came loose he heard a voice from the door. "No, 

no, don' do that. If'n ye shoot him he'll just hit ye really hard." 

Sheriff Thag stepped from the doorway and put himself 

between Julian and the gorilla. "Rockney, waddya think yer 

doing? You gotta get back ter the smithy, Joseph might be needin' 

ye!" 

"Uh, yes sir, sheriff sir." And with that, the gorilla lumbered 

back onto the street. 
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Once he was gone, the sheriff helped Julian back to his feet. 

The deputy groaned on his way up. "Who or what was that?" 

Sheriff Thag barked a laugh. "That'd be Rockney, he's the 

blacksmith's assistant. He's usually nice, 'cause he's too stupid ter 

be mean. But 'e does what people tell 'im." He pulled a chair and 

sat down. Julian followed suit. "An' it looks like someone told 'im 

ter hit ye." 

Julian smiled, or tried, but his face refused to cooperate while 

swelling where he'd been hit. "Not that I expect I'm popular, but I 

wonder what he meant by 'they know I did it'. I haven't been here 

long enough to do anything yet." 

"I reckon they thought ye had something ter do with the 

bandits, or something stupid like that. They're not too happy 

about ye getting' this job. Not that any o' them volunteered…." 

"So how long have these bandits been a problem?" At the 

sheriff's start, Julian smiled. "I'm not stupid. Earlier to the 

halfling, and again just now, you mentioned how no one else 

wanted this job. When we got back, you showed no surprise at 

what we found. Even some of the townsfolk knew exactly what 

to do afterwards." 

The sheriff was impressed with Julian's observation and his 

reasoning. "I knew there was a reason I wanted ye in this job! 

Alright then, the firs' time the bandits attacked was a month ago. 

The las' time before this was a week past. The las' sheriff was 

killed in the firs' attack, an' I volunteered ter take his spot. Not the 

smartest thin' I ever done." He broke out of his short-lived reverie 

and looked back up to Julian. "C'mon le's go see if we can' find a 

trace o' them bandits." 

Just outside the town they began searching the ground for any 

trace of the bandits that might give them a clue about where they 

had gone. Julian wondered what the point was since finding the 

bandits was probably a very bad idea, especially in comparison to 

other plans, like avoiding them. Either way he was certain the 

effort was pointless. The ground was too hard to leave any good 

marks, and the goblins' general lack of formation meant that the 

marks that formed were a huge jumble that was impossible to 
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read. He was about to tell the sheriff as much when something 

peaked his interest. A single coherent mark. It wasn't a goblin 

footprint, which meant it belonged to one of their mounts. It 

wasn't a hoof. It was a paw, and that could only mean goblin 

riding dogs. 

The sheriff must have noticed he was staring at something, 

because he came over. "Find something?" 

"Just this: riding dogs," Julian pointed to the mark. 

Sheriff Thag stood up. "This ain't gettin' us nowhere. Le's turn 

in." Julian had the suspicion that the sheriff's resignation had 

more to do with the setting sun than with the complete lack of 

helpful marks. 

His reasoning didn't remain the object of Julian's concern for 

long, though. They had trouble returning to the office because a 

small mob had rather inconveniently placed itself in the way. 

Most of it was looking away, but a few members did notice the 

sheriff and his deputy. The rest took a great deal of time to turn 

around, as a mob can never collectively work any faster than 

about half the speed that its slowest member can manage 

anything alone. 

When they were finally looking in his general direction, the 

sheriff seized their attention. "What're ya'll doin' 'ere?!" 

Someone in the crowd responded. "Beat it sheriff, this ain't 

none of yer business!" 

"I think it do be my business what ya'll do right 'ere in front o' 

my doorstep!" 

"Then we' jus take our business elsewhere!" There were 

murmurs in the crowd, nothing definite was said, but there was 

some definite murmuring. 

"I don' think so. Ye got me interested in what yer doin' there, 

John Fletcher." The sheriff stepped forward and tried to peer 

around to see behind them. 

The speaker, John Fletcher, stepped out of the crowd. "All 

right then, Sheriff Thag, if ye want to see, then here it is!" He 

spun around and looked to the mob, but it was still in the way, 

and being rather slow on the uptake, took several minutes to 
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shuffle aside and reveal what Fletcher wished to show. By then 

he'd lost the drama he might otherwise have captured. But the 

figure was still there. 

It was a goblin, a very nearly dead goblin. All four of his 

limbs were bent in directions nature had never intended. His 

hat—laying half a foot away—was soaked in his own blood, as 

was the ground around his head. 

The sheriff reacted the only way he could. "Julian," he started 

slowly, "I wan' ye ter put what's left o' tha' goblin under arrest." 

As Julian carefully lifted the goblin and brought him inside, the 

sheriff began speaking to John Fletcher. 

After Julian had put the goblin in one of the jail beds as 

cautiously as he could, the sheriff returned with two men in tow. 

One was John Fletcher: tall, slim, and with a distinct limp in his 

left leg. The other was shorter, though still easily taller than the 

sheriff, wider, and had a stained apron over his shirt. The sheriff 

pointed to the goblin. "Doc, ye there," he said to the man with the 

stained apron. Then he grabbed Fletcher. "You, there." He pushed 

the man into an empty cell. 

Between them there was a great deal of protesting. Fletcher 

objected to being arrested, saying a great deal about not having 

done anything wrong. The "doc" objected to being called on, 

saying a great deal about being a barber, not a surgeon. The 

sheriff overcame their objections by glaring at Fletcher while 

shoving the doc in with the goblin. Then he sat back next to 

Julian. "All we kin do now is wait." 

 

Gripsnak looked at the other players, five goblins, but only 

one of them bothered him. Two of them were orcs, huge goblins, 

and they always played the same way: too stupid to bluff, and too 

stupid to fall for a bluff. There were also two smaller goblins who 

likewise always played the same way: devious enough to bluff, 

but too cautious to call a bluff. That only left one player that he 

couldn't predict: Grishnark who was sitting just across from him. 

Gripsnak looked back at his cards. His hand was fair, perhaps 

good enough. He raised. Both smaller goblins folded, as did one 
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of the orcs. The other orc grunted as he pushed in his bet. 

Grishnark smiled and called. 

The cards were revealed and the two medium sized goblins 

stared in shock while the orc armed in his winnings. The stupid 

brute had four aces! It was all Gripsnak could do not to laugh. 

He'd paid so much attention to Grishnark that he'd ignored the 

orc. 

The orc started to take a bite of a steak someone had bet and 

lost. His like-sized but less lucky friend tried to grab some. The 

winner snarled and punched the offender. Soon they were 

fighting, the steak forgotten. Others quickly joined in the fight, 

some for one side, some the other, most just hitting any available 

targets. Gripsnak eagerly dashed into the battlefield, grabbed the 

steak, and dashed off. 

Once away, he sat in the corner and enjoyed his winnings. 

This was the day's second poker fight, but at least this time he 

was the real winner. 

 

Julian watched as the "doc" stepped out of the goblin's cell. He 

should step out saying the goblin would be fine, or that he was 

sorry, he did all he could. He didn't. What he did was step out, 

cast dark looks at both the sheriff and John Fletcher, mutter 

something about being a barber not a surgeon again, and walk out 

of the office. 

Seeing this, Julian made the quick assumption that the goblin 

was alive, but was not likely to remain that way. In cosmic terms 

he was correct: nobody was likely to remain that way. In the 

personal sense though, he was wrong: the goblin was likely to 

stay alive, at least for a time. 

It was shortly after the doc left that Julian noticed the light 

level, or more appropriately lack thereof. The sun had finally 

gone down while the doc was working. He hadn't noticed with his 

thoughts elsewhere, and his naturally dark-adjusted eyes had 

ignored the difference. 

Sheriff Thag seemed similarly disinterested with the light 

level. He simply closed the cell door to what was left of the 
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goblin. "If he's still breathin' in the morning then we'll pay the 

barber." A loud snore echoed from the other occupied cell, and 

the sheriff laughed at the noise. "Sound's like Fletcher's got the 

right idea. Let's turn in." 

"Turn in where? The only beds here are occupied!" Julian 

gestured towards the cells, only two of the four had beds. 

Sheriff Thag laughed. Without looking, Julian could tell he 

was wearing that accursed grin. "Foller me." He laughed while 

leading Julian through the door behind his office and into a small 

room with a small cot, an overturned crate being used for a night 

stand, a lamp, and a book. "This be where I sleep, ye kin kip out 

in the office." He laughed again. Julian was starting to hate the 

laugh as much as the grin. 

With nothing better to do, Julian went back to the office and 

sat in the chair behind the desk. He put his feet up on the desk 

and leaned back until the chair was precariously balanced on two 

legs using the wall for support. That was the position he fell 

asleep in. 

It would be nice to say he awoke in the same position, and 

technically he did. He awoke to Sheriff Thag staring him right in 

the face—an unpleasant sight at any time. It was particularly so 

with the surprise of having just been awoken. The shock caused a 

spastic reaction throughout his entire body, which in turn caused 

the chair's uncertain balance to give way to the law of gravity. 

Julian looked up from the floor to the sight of the sheriff, doubled 

over in laughter. The deputy stood up, brushed himself off, and 

stood with deliberate nonchalance. If there were a gold medal for 

looking not embarrassed he should have won it right there.  

He didn't, nor did he fool the sheriff, who laughed even 

harder. Julian didn't particularly like that. He'd fooled plenty of 

law enforcement before this with his carefully studied unaffected 

appearance in place of the typical 'Who me?' look. He was 

usually arrested anyway, on general principle, but nothing was 

ever proven. 

Attempting to pause the sheriff's laughter, Julian asked the 

most obvious question he could think of. "Is there a reason you 
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were staring me in the face, or were you just admiring my 

handsome features?" The sheriff's laughter not only failed to stop, 

it redoubled. Even after it finally ended the grin remained. 

"It be past time fer ye to go on patrol," he finally managed to 

get out between his chuckles. 

Julian rolled his eyes. "Oh wonderful, I'd hate to have slept 

though that…." But even as he trailed off he was already starting 

towards the door. In the doorway, he blinked in the morning sun. 

Rain was rare on the prairie, as was cloud cover. Combined with 

the lack of large landscape, this allowed the sun to skip the usual 

morning gloom and come up in full force. 

Julian didn't know this, nor did he care. He did care that bright 

sunlight hurt his dark-adjusted eyes. He muttered a few dwarfish 

curses (which were the only ones that could convey his irritation 

properly) and pulled down his hat to better protect his face. He 

had the feeling the day would get worse, but everybody has that 

in the morning. Julian felt he was special in that respect only 

because he was usually right. Either way he ignored it. 

Leaving the office behind, Julian made his way to the saloon. 

He could remember from the day before that it was the first stop 

on his patrol route. More importantly he wanted to see if it had 

anything resembling food. His stomach was admonishing him for 

only having eaten once the day before, and that was only what 

he'd stolen from the herders while they were busy watching their 

leader shout. 

Unfortunately the saloon was on the opposite end of town, 

such as it was, and while walking down the street Julian 

discovered it blocked. There was a group of townspeople more or 

less where he was heading. He adjusted to go around, and the 

group, which was thankfully not large or angry enough to call a 

mob, adjusted to continue blocking him. He responded by 

spinning around and walking through the gap between two 

buildings. He found that he was right in saying the town had only 

one road, and now he'd just stepped off of it. 

He headed towards the saloon, or at the very least the back of 

it. However the reasonable safety of behind the town didn't 
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remain an option for long, since he couldn't tell which building 

was the back of the saloon. Julian cautiously stepped out of what, 

in a city, would have been called an alley. He peered around and 

found to his good luck the not-quite-mob had mostly dispersed. 

Unfortunately, most of it was heading towards the saloon. 

Julian briefly considered just walking away, but with his 

stomach threatening to go on strike, he decided to brave the 

crowd at the saloon. He counted the buildings to his intended 

destination, and stepped back behind the town. He counted off 

the buildings, then stepped out of his alley and into the building. 

He soon discovered he'd miscounted, made a swift apology, 

ducked as a surprised and surprisingly spry old woman aimed a 

frying pan at his head, and dashed back out. 

He looked around, and, to his chagrin, found he'd gone one 

building too far and quickly ducked into the saloon before 

another kitchen utensil could attempt to bludgeon him. 

In the saloon he again became the center of attention of the 

clientele. This time no one pointed a crossbow at him, which he 

took as a good sign. However they also just kept watching him, 

which seemed somehow more ominous. 

He didn't let his worry show. He never did. Instead he 

confidently walked straight to the bar and sat down. He looked 

around for the free lunch buffet, but didn't see it. He wasn't 

surprised. Back near civilization, every pub had free food 

available to anyone who bought their ale, but Julian had 

suspected these rustic barkeeps would be too cheap. 

When the barkeep did not seem to pay his new customer any 

attention after a short time, Julian grabbed his shoulder. He didn't 

squeeze, but he got the barkeep's attention. "Whatcha want?" He 

sounded surprisingly gruff to someone who he had every reason 

to believe was going to pay him. 

"Food." Julian didn't want to push his luck beyond that, he 

couldn't be certain what he'd get from the saloon. If it was really 

food he'd be pleasantly surprised. 

"We don' serve animals at the bar. Git along back." Clearly he 

thought he was clever. So did the clientele. 
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Julian was, unsurprisingly, not amused. "If I see anyone ride a 

horse in, I'll tell them that. In the meantime I'd like some food." 

The barkeep opened his mouth, probably to come up with a new 

witless remark. Julian cut him off. "And I'll remind you that 

under Ordinance 543, subsection-2, the sheriff can close this 

establishment for refusal to serve any customer based solely on 

their race." There was no such ordinance, but this was the oldest 

trick in the watch book, and Julian had enough experience with 

them to know it quite well. All law enforcement recognized 

violation of Ordinance 543, subsection-2, or something very 

much like it, as "pissing off an officer" and would willingly 

support the legitimacy of an arrest based on it. 

The barkeep and clientele didn't know it and assumed that 

Julian could and would make good on the threat. Given the 

choice of tolerating the drow or losing their source of ale, there 

was no choice. The clientele went back to their business, mostly 

drinking, and the barkeep went in back, presumably to get Julian 

some food. He returned with a bowl of oatmeal which he 

unceremoniously dropped in front of the deputy. It might have 

been his idea of a clever reference to his previous mention of the 

stables, but Julian's stomach wasn't about to discriminate. He 

hastily ate his meal and dropped some silver on the bar. It was 

more than the meal was worth, and even the barkeep probably 

wouldn't have dared charge it. Julian didn't mind, since he'd only 

gotten it after the barkeep had turned his back. 

Stepping back into the sun, Julian briefly wondered where he 

was to go, but soon remembered his 'route' from the day before 

and followed it. He didn't think the cowboys would be any 

happier to see him than the people in the saloon had been, but he 

wasn't going to risk losing his job just because someone didn't 

like him. Besides, they wouldn't like him anyway, job or no. 

He was right that the halflings didn't like him. But they also 

didn't like losing unicorns, so they tolerated his brief presence. 

No, no unicorns had been stolen. Yes, they kept watch. No, they 

wouldn't share their lunch. Etc. It didn't take long for Julian to 

leave them. 
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It was around mid-afternoon when Julian returned to town. He 

went straight to the office, since he couldn't think of anything else 

to do. Once there, he immediately considered leaving. He could 

hear two people inside shouting at each other in dwarfish. 

Unfortunately, or maybe not, he didn't understand most of what 

was being said since his command of dwarfish was limited to 

cursing, of which he did hear a great amount. Fortunately he 

didn't have to strain his linguistic abilities for long. The dwarf 

arguing with the sheriff stormed out pausing at the door only long 

enough to spit one last curse. 

With the other dwarf gone and the inside once again safe, 

Julian entered the office and turned to the sheriff. "Who—" 

The sheriff cut him off. "That's me brother-in-law, Janthro 

Gatch. He wanted ter have me go back ter prospectin' wit him an' 

me sister." 

"I'll assume from the shouting and cursing you declined." 

The sheriff gave a feeble laugh. "Ye'd guess right." He sighed. 

"I took this 'ere job so's I could avoid the boom towns." He 

sighed again. "Some fool think 'e fin' somat, people flock to, the 

place explodes, then everyone leaves once it happens somewhere 

else." Another sigh. "Nope, I'm stickin' with a steady job." 

"Even one where funeral expenses are covered by necessity?" 

The sheriff laughed and reached into his desk to pull out a 

glass and a bottle. He poured the drink and gave the glass to 

Julian. "Especially that." He took a swig from the bottle. 

Julian took a drink from his glass and choked. He knew it 

would be strong. All dwarfish drinks were (even the one without 

alcohol), but the stuff felt like a mouthful of fire going down. 

Sheriff Thag laughed at his deputy's reaction. "Yep, Rock 

Whiskey's got that effect on ye the firs' time ye drink it." He 

refilled Julian's glass and took another swig of the bottle. "Well 

ye heard my story. So what's yers? What's a clever, sophisticated 

person like you doin' here?" 

 Julian considered, he seemed to have plenty of time, 

which he'd need. Even if he wanted to be brief his story would 

cover 200 years. Longer if he wanted to go all the way back to 
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his own birth. But he couldn't find a reason not to, so he told the 

sheriff his story, such as it was. 

 

Gripsnak considered his opponent, who had the advantage of 

size and position. He thought furiously for a way to deal with that 

advantage. His opponent had great cards showing, and any idiot 

could tell his hold cards were just as good, while the junk 

Gripsnak was showing was better only than the garbage he was 

holding. There was only one way to salvage the situation was to 

make his opponent think his hand was much better than it was. 

He had to bluff. 

Gripsnak made a daring, confident, and offensive move, 

surprising his opponent who'd expected him to act defensively. It 

worked, Gripsnak's opponent assumed he had a plan, which he 

didn't, and reacted defensively. Gripsnak took advantage of his 

opponent's failing, raised his hand and… 

"King me," moved his piece into the vacant spot. There were 

groans from the small crowd gathered around the board, many 

had wagered his opponent would get the first king. 

The game ended right there. Before Gripsnak's opponent could 

move, Grishnark ran in and interrupted. "He's here!" The 

assembled goblins rushed to get into the outer chamber from the 

smaller inner room. Once their goods were bought, everyone 

wanted to ensure a fair share of the pay, or even better: a share 

unfair in their favor. 

Besides…this was… special. Even Gripsnak would admit that. 

This person was the reason they were all there. They could never 

have organized themselves without his help, no one could deny 

that. 

That was the reason they called him "Pa." 

 

Julian set down his glass, took a breath, and paused. "Where was 

I?" The slight slur in his voice indicated that he'd had more rock 

whiskey than he should have. He probably should have been well 

through his own bottle. He wasn't, he was still working on his 
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first glass. Granted, it was a large glass, but it was still only his 

first. He'd clearly disappointed the sheriff who must have decided 

that elves, dark or otherwise, couldn't hold their alcohol. Julian 

didn't plan on telling him that he'd been refilling his glass every 

time the sheriff looked away. He didn't realize that Sheriff Thag 

already knew it and that it didn't change his conclusion. 

The sheriff sighed at his inebriated deputy. "Ye'd jes' run off 

before they could cut off yer hand fer stealing. Ye didn' explain 

why the drow cut off the hand o' both the victim and the thief." 

"Because we want people to know who has a history of 

stealing and who has a history of being stupid enough to be 

robbed. We never lend money to people missing their left hand." 

He took another drink. "Second time offenders are put in 

government positions. We figure the government will be filled 

with crooks and incompetents anyway, so we may as well make 

sure we know which is which." 

The sheriff didn't laugh, he knew it was all too true. "All right, 

so what didja do next?" 

"I bribed a dwarfish caravan to get me through the mountains, 

then I wandered south, stealing what I dared. Then I heard about 

opportunities on the frontier…." 

"You an' everyone else," the sheriff grumbled. 

Ignoring him Julian continued. "So I got to South Harbor and 

headed west." 

"Hopin' ter find some o' that 'opportunity?'" 

"No, hoping to find someone who'd already found it." 

Sheriff Thag seemed to consider something, "D'ye have a long 

history o' petty theft, idle threats, an' blackmail?" 

The rock whiskey must have had a stronger effect on Julian 

than the sheriff expected because rather than a cautious answer he 

said, "Of course." 

The sheriff laughed, "Yer a born watchman!" 

At that moment the rock whiskey took its full effect on Julian, 

who fell over. 

It probably should have been a compliment for the sheriff to 

say that Julian was meant for his job. It wasn't. No honest or sane 
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person wanted a career in law enforcement in a place like this. 

Julian knew quite well that he wasn't the first, but he fervently 

hoped that he was still the second. 

Fortunately he didn't have the opportunity to think about it 

until well into the next day. He didn't move for the rest of the 

night, and the whiskey's aftereffects kept him from thinking very 

much for most of the morning. 

He was on his patrol route when whatever imp that had been 

hammering around in his skull finally stopped. It left him with an 

overwhelming desire to never again have dwarfish rock whiskey. 

His thoughts were turning to a curse on all dwarfish brewers 

when he came near the cowboys' camp. He'd been more than 

ready to take out his frustration on the herders, until he noticed 

what they were doing. He broke into a run. They were crowding 

around something, and although he couldn't see it, he'd seen the 

behavior often enough to know they weren't looking at anything 

pleasant. 

He was right. A dead halfling lay on the ground with several 

crossbow bolts protruding from his chest. Julian elbowed his way 

in. "Make way! What's going on here?! Make way!" he 

commanded, using his best watchman impersonation. 

Maybe it was good enough, or maybe they were just too 

stunned to resist, but the halflings moved aside for him and their 

leader came to explain. "Bembo here was the guard last night. 

We just found him after lookin' all morning." 

"How many unicorns are missing?" 

"We don' know. They haven' come back for us to count yet." 

Julian nodded that he understood and stooped over the body. 

The cowboy, Bembo, had definitely been dead for several hours. 

Julian wasn't concerned about that. He pulled one of the bolts free 

and examined it. Unsurprisingly he didn't see anything 

interesting, but he thought that perhaps a fletcher might be able to 

tell him something. 

He stood up and looked at the leader. "Go to the sheriff's 

office and tell him everything. You'd also probably do well to 

move your camp closer to the town. I don't know how much good 
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it will do, but it can't hurt." He made sure to sound as confident 

and certain as he didn't feel. 

Again the cowboys were probably too shaken to question him. 

Considering how strange things had gone for them, he didn't 

really think they'd question anyone who sounded like he knew 

what he was doing. 

That was good for them, but Julian was painfully aware of the 

fact that he really had no idea what he was doing. Considering 

the bolt he was still holding, he wondered if he should head back 

to town immediately to have a fletcher look at it. He decided to 

go with that plan, since no others presented themselves. 

As he walked, Julian's thoughts raced, often in circles or 

around each other, eventually making it back to wishing he had a 

horse so he wouldn't have to walk the long, monotonous prairie 

for so long. Thoughts about horses inevitably led to riding dogs, 

which naturally led to the bandits, which led to the dead cowboy, 

which led to where he was going. Thinking about where he was 

going led to how long and dull the trip was and how he wished he 

had a horse to make it go faster…. 

Julian kept thinking it over all the way back to town. Then he 

obeyed a much more forceful thought from his stomach and had 

something at the saloon that must be called food for lack of a 

better word. He had too much on his mind to heed the angry 

looks of the clientele or the barkeep. He barely paid attention to 

his meal, which was probably just as well. In his preoccupation 

he even paid the barkeep rather than temporarily borrowing 

funds. 

He decided against lingering in the saloon, which would have 

been a bad idea any day, and hurried to the sheriff's office. By the 

look of him, the sheriff had indeed gotten the word Julian sent 

ahead via cowboy. "Whatcha find out?" 

"Not much. The halfling was killed by whoever's been stealing 

their unicorns." Julian paused, surprised at how briefly and easily 

he'd summed it up. Either he was really setting into his new job 

or he was doing a good enough impression to fool himself. 
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He covered his distraction by pulling the bolt he'd saved from 

where it had been resting. "Where's this town's fletcher? I want 

him to look at this." 

Rather than saying anything the sheriff just pointed at one of 

the occupied cells. Julian was appalled. "Are you telling me that 

this town has a fletcher by the name of John Fletcher?" 

He stormed over to the cell. "What was it?! Murder, theft, 

rape, desertion?" 

Sheriff Thag cut him off. "Don' bother. 'E keeps sayin' it's his 

real…" 

"That's only 'cause it is!" Fletcher himself finally cut in. 

Julian broke him off with a waving motion. "I don't care. Just 

look at this." He thrust the bolt at Fletcher. 

Rather than grab it, he crossed his arms. "Will ye let me out?" 

Julian didn't wait for the sheriff. "Yes, fine, just don't raise 

anymore mobs." 

Fletcher took the bolt and looked it over, then looked up at 

Julian. "Yeah, I know what this be," he started slowly. "I've only 

seen 'em like this a few times but I know it. This be an orc 

arrow." 

 

Gripsnak wasn't happy, he hadn't been since the night when Pa 

had shown up. Someone had raised the stakes, and he'd have to 

call to stay in the game. He wasn't too happy about his hand, but 

with stakes this high he couldn't afford to fold. 

He walked along the unicorns by the others. They were mostly 

large goblins, orcs, but there were a few middle-range goblins, 

like him. They'd been selected the night before, in typical goblin 

fashion, and Gripsnak's usual luck seemed to have run out when 

he drew the short straw. 

He hadn't thought much of it when Pa called for more rustling. 

It didn't bother him that the usual unicorn-thieves would have 

more work. Then Grishnark had decided they'd need more 

rustlers and had them draw straws…. 

And as if risking discovery on rustling duty wasn't enough, 

some lousy cowboy had spotted him and he'd had to shoot the 
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herder before he could raise the alarm. That sent the stakes even 

higher, but his hand wasn't looking any better. It couldn't carry 

him alone, and the stakes were high. His only choice was to bluff. 

If only he could think of a way to do that. 

 

Julian used the amazing ability of people everywhere, no matter 

their situation, to adjust to it. Considering the situations that were 

possible, this was actually fairly normal. He had a job that he was 

only infrequently paid for, a town of apparently crazy people who 

would have no problem with killing him, and a boss who 

appeared to be even crazier than the other people around him. In 

short it seemed exactly like all the normal jobs he'd ever seen. 

So it didn't take him long to develop a routine. In the morning 

he would be rudely awakened by the sheriff, get 'food' from the 

saloon, 'patrol' the town's one road, check on the cowboys, return 

to the saloon, and, until nightfall, his time was his to waste as he 

chose. Things got easier a week after the dead cowboy had been 

found because his comrades shifted their camp nearer the town, 

which shortened his patrol route considerably. 

Julian also met a few of the other noteworthy people of the 

town. Mrs. Johnson, who would have been the school-teacher if 

the town had enough children to warrant a school, was one of 

them. As things were there was barely enough town to warrant its 

existence. He was amazed every time her kindly face shouted 

some of the worst obscenities he'd ever heard at his approach. He 

also met the one person in town aside from the sheriff who 

appeared to have no particular animosity towards him, Father 

O'Reely. This wasn't because the good father was a kindly old 

man of the cloth, but because he was such a bitter resentful old 

bastard who hated everyone and everything to such an extent that 

there was no room in his battered heart to hate any one individual 

more than any other. 

So all things considered, things were going pretty well for 

Julian. Not for one instant did he delude himself into thinking it 

would last. As usually happened with his more pessimistic 

thoughts, he didn't need to wait long before being proven right. 
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It happened about a week after the cowboys moved camp. It 

probably should have been sunrise, but goblins are lazy things. 

So it was midafternoon when they arrived, just as Julian was 

returning from his check on the cowboys. Both he and the goblins 

entered the town at the same time, fortunately for him by 

different methods. They were coming by the main road, he was 

coming through a gap between the sheriff's office and the nearest 

building. 

He saw them before they saw him, and he did what he could to 

keep it that way. Julian slipped back into the shadows and tried to 

remain unnoticed. Even for a normal person, it would have been 

difficult to see him. Goblins have better eyesight than humans, 

but are much less observant due to laziness. Unless it was right in 

front of them or painted purple and dancing around, it had a good 

chance of going unnoticed. Julian had nothing to worry about. 

He watched as the goblins swarmed in, burst into random 

buildings and took whatever it was they wanted. Once or twice a 

scream echoed from a building, but by this time the people who 

couldn't hide from goblins had left the game. 

Just as they were leaving, a goblin's shout sounded from the 

sheriff's office. That was the first Julian had heard the voice of 

their prisoner; presumably his wound had kept him subdued. But 

now, hearing his comrades, he shouted for them. Two broke off 

the chain heading out and ran over to the office. Julian watched 

as they emerged with their injured companion and propped him 

on a riding dog. One of them clambered on after him and rode 

off. The second was mounting his dog when Julian saw his 

opportunity and shot him in the leg. With a quarrel in his thigh 

the goblin toppled off his mount, which mistook his fall as the 

signal to take off and did so. 

Julian walked over to see the goblin he had so unheroically 

captured. "You're under arrest," he said in goblin, looking into his 

captive's face. "Say, haven't we met before?" 

 

Sitting in a cell staring at the ceiling, Gripsnak reflected on how 

his situation just kept falling down the latrine (in another time 
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and place the expression would be "flushing itself down the 

toilet"). First being spotted on rustling duty, then getting shot and 

captured while saving another goblin (although there is no goblin 

word for 'saving,' the closest translation is 'building a debt,' or 

'paying a debt,' depending on the circumstance). If that wasn't bad 

enough, he could tell that he'd have a limp the rest of his life, 

although thankfully the human surgeon hadn't needed to amputate 

his leg. 

Things didn't start looking up when the dwarf sheriff arrived. 

He and his drow deputy started babbling to each other in the 

human language. Gripsnak only spoke enough Common to play 

poker, but he didn't like the sounds of their speech even if he 

didn't understand the words. 

Finally the drow approached his cell and spoke to him in 

Goblin. "Cooperate or we won't feed you. Yell out and we'll gag 

you. Remove the gag and I'll remove your tongue." With that he 

turned back to the dwarf. Gripsnak didn't know if they'd make 

good the threat; and he didn't want to find out. He'd heard too 

many stories about drow to call this bluff. 

 

Julian looked back to the sheriff who asked, "What didja tell 

him?" 

"Exactly what you told me to," Julian replied innocently. 

"That he should be quiet." 

"An' that's all ye told 'im?" 

"More or less." 

Sheriff Thag replied to this by grunting suspiciously. Julian 

felt that this unprovoked suspicion revealed just how well the 

sheriff had gotten to know his deputy in the short weeks they'd 

known each other. 

A rustling sound came from the cell. The sheriff and deputy 

turned to find the prisoner had found a deck of cards about his 

person and was busy shuffling them. He looked inquiringly up at 

his captors. "Poker?" 

"I thought 'e looked familiar!" 
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Julian was astonished. "It took you this long to recognize 

him?" 

Sheriff Thag shrugged. "Kinda hard to tell goblins apart, 

especially when they spend most o' the time shootin' at ye." 

Julian gaped at him for a moment before abruptly leaving the 

office, biting his tongue to avoid saying things he wanted to but 

which would surely cost him his job. 

He wasn't far from the office before he recognized his 

behavior. The sheriff's reasonably innocuous comment had set off 

weeks of anger and frustration at the townsfolk's barely 

concealed (and occasionally open) aggression towards him 

simply because he happened to be a dark elf. He had taken the 

goblin comment personally because he was sick of concealing his 

own feelings about the townies. This did not change the black 

mood he was in, of course. 

His thoughts were beginning to turn to what he'd like to do to 

a few of the townies when a commotion in front of the saloon 

dragged him back to reality. Bill Johnson, the barkeep, was 

forcibly removing a shabbily dressed, hunching man who had 

pulled a crossbow and was yelling incoherently. Julian briefly 

analyzed the risk before jumping on the chance to spread his 

mood. He pulled his own crossbow and approached. "What's 

going on here?" 

Bill glared at him. "Keep yer black nose in yer own business!" 

Julian grabbed his vest and shoved his silver deputy's star at 

the barkeep. "See this star? As long as I've got it, this is my 

business! Now what in the hells is going on?!" 

The barkeeper looked about to retort when he noticed Julian's 

other hand holding his crossbow and, unlike the drunk's, it was 

steady. He appeared to have another idea and let go of the drunk 

with a shove. "This drunk's causin' problems, so I'm throwing 

him out. Now he's your problem!" With that he turned and 

stormed back into the saloon. 

The drunk stopped shouting and looked at the door flaps the 

barkeep had just gone through and then at Julian, noticing his 

presence for the first time. He gaped at the deputy and moved his 
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mouth silently. Finally he shouted, "Back you drow bastard!" and 

pulled his crossbow. 

Julian didn't bother reacting to the drunk. He'd noted the 

crossbow before interfering. Even though the drunk was only a 

few feet away, Julian didn't think it was very likely that he could 

be hit. The crossbow was an extremely cheap and unreliable 

thing by design, and its owner hadn't treated it very well. It would 

be a small surprise if the crossbow fired at all. Added to the 

drunk's wildly shaking hand, the weapon's condition convinced 

Julian that the safest place was right in front of it. 

He was right. The drunk pulled the trigger while his hand was 

pointing roughly a foot to Julian's left. The bolt went straight up 

and Julian distinctly heard a passing bird's sudden, surprised 

squawk. There was a thud as it hit the roof of the saloon and then 

rolled off to land next to the drunk. 

Julian raised his own crossbow. "You're under arrest. Come 

quietly to the sheriff's office. Or don't. I'm in a bad mood and any 

excuse would be welcome." He waved his crossbow 

threateningly. 

The drunk assumed a look of deep concentration. "Sheriff's 

office?" Then, suddenly, his face brightened. "Home!" He 

marched off towards the office, completely ignoring the deputy. 

When they entered the office the as-yet-nameless drunk 

immediately stepped over to one of the cells, closed it on himself, 

and went to sleep. Within minutes the building was filled with his 

snores. Their goblin prisoner in the next cell looked disgusted 

with his new neighbor. 

Sheriff Thag watched the drunk mildly. "I see Gabby's back." 

Julian looked at him. "Gabby? You know this drunk?" 

The sheriff laughed. "That's Gabby Olson, local drunk. He's in 

here so often that when he's drunk, which 'e usually is, he thinks 

that cell there's his home. He musta been out pannin' or ye'd've 

seen him before." 

"Oh?" Julian was familiar with the term 'panning.' It was what 

people in this area of the world did, when in the areas Julian was 

more familiar with they would have been 'bumming.' They would 
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find a shallow stream or river bed and stand by it with a holey 

pan hoping that some precious mineral would get in with the 

ordinary river-rocks. 

"Every other night that he's here 'e gets a drunk an' disorderly. 

The rest o' the time we gotta pull 'im off the street before 'e can 

get that far." He appeared satisfied with that summary of Gabby 

Olson's behavior because he abruptly changed the subject. "So, 

what did ye run off fer?" 

"Well, I…." Julian was reluctant to share his feelings of 

frustration about the townies and their sudden rise to the surface 

from what the sheriff had said. 

He was saved from having to do so by a sudden shout from 

Gabby. "Shut up! We're tryin' ta shleep over here!" With that he 

collapsed, drooling, back onto the cot. 

There was the brief silence that always follows a sudden, 

unexpected, and utterly pointless interruption. Then the sheriff 

laughed. "Guess we better quiet up an' give Gabby his beauty 

sleep. Gods know he needs all 'e can get. Probably time fer us ter 

turn in too." He turned and walked to his little room with a last, 

"G'night," before closing the door. 

Julian settled into his chair and leaned back. He pulled his hat 

down over his eyes. "Good night." 

The next morning Julian awoke only minutes after the sheriff, 

in time to see the dwarf surveying the cells. Their goblin prisoner 

was trying to stay asleep despite the noise coming from the next 

cell. In that cell, Gabby, the formerly drunk, was clutching his 

head moaning loudly and reacting angrily to every sound from 

the rest of the jail. With a grin Julian lifted his legs and swung 

down the front two of his chair so they made a loud thud. Both 

cell occupants glared angrily at him for the noise. Julian got up, 

"I'm going to the saloon for some… food," he said loudly. Julian 

made sure to slam the door on his way out. As he left he could 

hear the mixed sounds of Gabby's moans and the sheriff's laughs, 

which were interrupted by a loud string of goblin curses. Julian 

laughed all the way to the saloon. 
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Gripsnak was understandably angry. Most goblins hated waking 

up before noon, and now he was being jolted awake in the early 

morning. And he couldn't get back to sleep because the human in 

the next cell had a hangover and wouldn't stop groaning. And the 

blasted dwarf thought the whole thing was funny and kept 

bursting into laughter. Even when he didn't laugh the dwarf kept 

that irritating grin. 

Finally giving up on sleep entirely, Gripsnak got up. Pulling 

his cards out of his sleeve, he sat down to solitaire. After he gave 

up his first game, the drunk had stopped groaning and was 

watching the cards with a fascinated look. Finally he sat down at 

the bars separating the two cells and laid down a silver piece. 

Gripsnak immediately understood the gesture and sat down on 

his side of the bars setting down his own silver piece. Then he 

dealt out their cards. 

Maybe this wouldn't be so bad after all. 

 

When Julian returned to the office he was met with a very 

surprising sight. Seated around the area where their two cells 

joined were Gabby, the goblin, and Sheriff Thag all playing 

cards. The goblin had a heap of silver and copper in front of him 

while the other two had only a few coins. 

Julian had just gotten off his patrol route and so had fulfilled 

his obligations as deputy for the day. When he saw the poker 

game he acted in the most natural way he could: he joined in. 

Julian sat down next to the sheriff and waited until the next hand 

when he added his own coin to the ante. 

An hour or so later Gabby and Sheriff Thag were standing 

apart from the game, watching. Gabby had a sullen look while 

the sheriff's was more bemused. Their money was split between 

Julian and the goblin; whose name, Julian had learned, was 

Gripsnak. 

Julian had also discovered that Gripsnak had an extremely 

well-trained poker face, he kept the same impassive sneer 

whether his hand was a winner or a loser. It frustrated the drow to 
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no end, but he could remain as impassive as anyone. The hands 

(and money) went back and forth until Julian finally ended the 

game by sweeping his winnings into his lap and piling them into 

his pockets. He stood up and bid Gripsnak the goblin equivalent 

of 'good night,' (actual translation: 'don't die in your sleep 

tonight,') and went to what passed for his own bed. 

As he propped the chair into a reasonably comfortable position 

Julian reflected on the oddity that as a member of the local law 

enforcement, his sleeping conditions were less comfortable than 

those of the prisoners, who at least got cots. 

 

Gripsnak glared at the deputy propping his chair to sleep. The 

blasted drow had kept half the winnings from Gripsnak and had 

then quit while ahead. Of course, Gripsnak couldn't do as well as 

usual since he had no cards up his sleeve and had no opportunity 

to stack the deck. It would've been too suspicious if he'd won 

every time he dealt. 

He felt he should have been working on an escape plan, but he 

was exhausted from having to wake up so early and then playing 

poker for so long. So he stuffed the coins into his pockets, 

crawled onto his cot, and promptly fell asleep. 

The next morning brought another rude awakening from the 

sheriff and his deputy. It also brought the drunk's release. The 

sheriff opened his cell and said a few words in common that 

Gripsnak didn't understand. The drunk glared at the sheriff and 

deputy, and made a rude gesture at Gripsnak. Then he stepped 

out the door muttering something about needing a drink. That 

Gripsnak understood very well. 

He watched the release with mild disinterest before returning 

to his previous activity. To the sheriff it looked like he was busy 

playing solitaire, but he was actually working on his escape. With 

one hand he played solitaire, the other was up his sleeve bending 

a piece of wire he'd pulled off the cot into a lock-pick. Gripsnak 

wasn't the best of his group at picking locks, but he hoped he was 

good enough to get past the cheap cell lock. But even a master's 
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set of lock-picks wouldn't help him if the accursed dwarf was 

there to catch him. 

As if in answer to Gripsnak's unspoken prayer, the sheriff 

suddenly grabbed his crossbow and stepped out the door. Not 

interested in how or why this happened, Gripsnak spoke a quick 

word of thanks to the goddess of luck before working his 

makeshift lock-pick into the cell door. He heard a satisfying click 

and made a run for it, not even bothering to grab his cards. 

 

Julian's patrol started normally: he got breakfast, ignored curses, 

and stepped out of the saloon to check on the cowboys. The 

routine broke when he left the saloon to find two men fighting in 

the street. It seemed a bit early for a brawl, but he considered that 

it might be a carryover from the night before. 

Compelled by a sudden desire to act the part of deputy, Julian 

stepped in. "Break it up!" He opened his mouth to shout again but 

before he could, one of the fighters bowled into his gut. Julian 

doubled over gasping for air when the other brought down both 

his fists on Julian's back. He collapsed onto the ground and rolled 

to avoid a kick. He tried to stand, but the other attacker knocked 

him back down with a punch to the face. 

Julian rolled again, but instead of trying to stand he pulled his 

crossbow. Roughly a foot away from him both men froze. Still 

pointing the crossbow, first at one then the other, Julian slowly 

got up. He'd been pushed back to the blacksmith's shop across 

from the saloon. This was a secondary observation compared to 

the large crowd he saw that had gathered to watch the two men 

tear him apart. The townspeople gave a disappointed groan when 

he managed to get up, but his attackers were still nervously eying 

each other and the crossbow. There was only one shot, but 

neither wanted to risk being the one who got it. Not trusting this 

reluctance to last, Julian backed into the blacksmith's. 

Once inside he immediately wished he'd taken his chances 

outside. Standing directly across from him was Rockney, the 

gorilla who had nearly beaten him to death his first day on the 

job. Julian slowly put his crossbow back in its holster and tried to 
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look as non-threatening as possible. It wasn't hard.  He was 

bleeding in several places from the beating and had trouble 

standing up straight. 

"Whut you doin' here?" the gorilla finally asked after blinking 

in confusion. 

"Uh… I… need my sword sharpened." Julian finally 

stammered. 

"Oh," Rockney brightened, "I kin do dat!" He took Julian's 

rapier and ran it over the whetstone for several minutes, while 

Julian watched wondering why he wasn't being killed. He hadn't 

figured it out before Rockney handed back the sword. "Tree gol." 

Too intimidated to haggle, Julian counted out the equivalent 

silver and paid the gorilla. As he was sliding the rapier back into 

its sheath another question occurred to him: Why hadn't one of 

his attackers entered the shop? He peaked out the door and saw 

the sheriff shouting at the crowd that had assembled to watch the 

deputy's beating. 

Julian cautiously stepped out, hoping the sheriff was enough 

to keep him alive. Apparently he was, the crowd glared at Julian, 

but none of them made a move toward him. As Julian surveyed 

the crowd, he noticed a small figure in front of the sheriff's office 

making a limping run away from the town. Suddenly making the 

connection, Julian shouted, "Gripsnak's getting away!" and took 

off after the escaping goblin. 

He hadn't been long in pursuit when Julian realized that 

Gripsnak didn't know he was being tailed. Once he was away 

from the town, the goblin slowed to a walk and casually made his 

way. Julian reasoned that Gripsnak must be heading toward the 

other bandits. If he stayed just close enough to follow, Gripsnak 

would lead him right to their hideout. What he would do with that 

information Julian didn't know, but he didn't doubt it would be 

useful. 

There were several times when Julian began to wonder if 

Gripsnak had any idea where he was going, but finally they 

approached an opening in a small mountain range a few miles 

north of town. It wasn't easy to see because there was a small 
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ditch just ahead of the opening with shrubs all around the area. 

But Gripsnak entered, completely confident of his location. 

Julian hid in the shrubs near the entrance, contemplating his 

next move. 

 

Gripsnak didn't think his timing could be any better. Pa was 

talking to Grishnark while the others were quietly pretending to 

be busy, although they were actually trying to eavesdrop. 

Gripsnak exaggerated his limp as he hobbled in. Pa's 

conversation with Grishnark suddenly ended as they spun to see 

who was coming. Gripsnak gave a mock salute as he limped to 

Grishnark. 

"Where've you been?" 

"I had another argument with the drow." Gripsnak pretended 

to downplay the importance of his arrest and escape to attract 

attention to it later. 

"We're about to pull another raid." This brought a cheer form 

the eavesdroppers just finding out. "You may as well stay here on 

guard. No use taking along someone who just got back." This 

attracted another cheer from the guard, one of whom would be 

given the chance to go on the raid. Gripsnak grinned. The guards 

always played poker to pass the time. 

Pa turned to the raiders, announced his promised payment, and 

left. The group cheered when he mentioned their pay just as 

they'd cheered when they found out they'd be raiding. 

As the raiders readied their riding dogs to hit the town again, 

Gripsnak sat down with the guard and patted down his pockets 

for his deck of cards. The raiders were leaving when he groaned 

in the realization that he'd left his deck in his cell. 

 

Julian had no idea what was going on. After he settled down in 

the shrubs and watched Gripsnak enter the lair, he'd heard 

cheering. A short time later, a man-sized figure in a large cloak 

had left. There was a long pause while Julian tried to work out 

what he'd just seen, when a band of goblins on dog-back 
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suddenly rushed out of the cave. He ducked into some bushes to 

the side of the entrance, out of their way. 

After they passed, Julian realized that the hideout was 

probably as close to empty as it would get. He slowly entered the 

cave. It was a fairly straight corridor with chambers opening up 

off the sides.  

The first chamber Julian passed had several goblins in it, 

including Gripsnak, all playing poker. Julian shook his head. This 

gambling-addicted goblin never stopped. Julian moved as quietly 

and quickly as possible past the entrance to the chamber. 

Thankfully the players were too engrossed in the game to look up 

at the door. 

Past that room were two more openings, roughly opposite 

each other. In the right hand one was a stack of weapons: swords, 

crossbows, axes, quarrels, etc. In the left hand chamber was a 

large pit, a stack of rotting meat, and a large wooden ramp. 

Obviously this was the pen for the riding dogs. 

Surprisingly, the corridor did not end in another chamber, but 

actually went through the mountain to open in a small valley. 

There was a ledge overlooking a small field of grass, and packed 

into the valley were over a dozen unicorns. 

Julian's occasional suspicions had been confirmed, the bandits 

were also the ones rustling the cowboys' herd. It explained why 

there was an orcish bolt in the dead cowboy, Bembo. It also 

explained why the rustling and banditry were occurring in such 

close proximity. 

He looked around for the method the bandits used to get the 

unicorns in and out of the field from the ledge he was on. There 

was nothing nearby—no winch, no ramp, and the ledge was a 

sheer twelve foot drop. Julian realized that they must use the 

same ramp from the riding dog pit. 

Having solved this mystery he also realized that every second 

he spent lingering in the hideout was only increasing the chances 

that some lucky goblin might notice him. He turned and moved 

as quickly as he could out of the lair, running most of the way 
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back to town. He paused infrequently only to gasp for air at this 

foolish exertion so soon after being beaten. 

His running and gasping brought Julian to Easton shortly after 

the goblins had left, an unfortunate coincidence he knew would 

be unpopular. Julian looked for and soon found the sheriff, who 

was supervising the general panic that always follows a disaster.  

He immediately ran up to the sheriff to report what he'd found 

but Sheriff Thag spoke first. "So, yer back. Thought ye'd run off 

fer good." 

Julian was offended at this affront to his dedication as deputy. 

Having so little, he considered it an insult when what he did have 

was belittled. "I was tailing an escaped prisoner." 

"So where is 'e? Did ye bring him back or not?" The sheriff 

was still disappointed with his deputy's absence during a crisis. 

Never mind that it had occurred without his knowing. 

"No, I didn't," Julian cut off the retort. "But I have learned 

who's rustling unicorns, where they're kept, and where the bandits 

are hiding." 

"So they was all in it together. I sorta figured." The sheriff 

went from disappointed to thoughtful almost instantly. 

"Yeah, me too. The question now is: What do we do with this 

information?" 

"Ain't it obvious? We go in an' arrest the lot of 'em," the 

sheriff punched his hand for emphasis. 

Julian regarded the idea skeptically. "Right, the two of us and 

who else? Are you planning to deputize the entire town?" 

"Well, that'll work, fer starters." Sheriff Thag began scratching 

his beard thoughtfully. "Well maybe not the entire town, but 

yeah, I'll jess deputize some people. Not 'some'—a lot of people. 

Well I'll jess go see how many temporary deputies I kin get." 

Julian returned to the office before some suspicious townie 

could wonder where he'd been during the raid. His expectations 

for voluntary recruits were low. In fact his exact estimate was 

zero. When the sheriff returned, Julian's guess turned out to be 

almost accurate. The town's chief lawman entered the office with 

one other person: Rockney. 
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The deputy smiled at the lack of turnout. "Mind if I try? I'll see 

if I can find more interested parties." Sheriff Thag seemed 

uncertain at Julian's prospects but didn't have time to object 

before his deputy walked out the door. 

Half an hour after he left, Julian returned with a large crowd of 

eager deputies. The sheriff gawked at the crowd, which dispersed 

after Julian announced they would leave the next morning.  

"Ok, I give. How'd ye do it?" Sheriff Thag seemed skeptical. 

"I told them I saw chests full of mysterious treasures," Julian 

replied innocently 

"What did ye really see?" The sheriff's skepticism increased. 

"Nothing, I didn't get near the hoard," Julian admitted. Then 

he added, "I saw some crates, though, there could be treasure in 

them." 

The sheriff didn't stop laughing for some time. Before long the 

deputy joined in. Rockney started laughing too, although he was 

just going with the flow since he had no idea what was going on 

at all. 

Some time later, before nightfall, Julian had another idea. "I 

think I know where I can find us a few more deputies. I'll be back 

in a while." 

Sheriff Thag had had enough of Julian's mysteries. "I'll come 

with ye ter make sure ye don' go making no more promises we 

cannae keep." He got up to go with his deputy. 

Rockney, realizing he was about to be left alone, got up. "I 

come too." 

Julian led them to the cowboy encampment. The halflings 

were just setting up for the night. At Julian's approach Gordo 

Lightfoot approached. "What're you doin' here? Little late for 

your usual patrol visit." 

Ignoring the attempt at a joke Julian pushed straight to 

business. "I know who's been stealing your unicorns, who killed 

Bembo, and where they are." He paused while the cowboys' 

interest suddenly peaked. "We'll leave tomorrow morning; come 

if you like." With that he spun around and walked back to town 

with Sheriff Thag and Rockney in tow. 
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The sheriff was impressed with his deputy's handling of the 

cowboys. "Yer getting ter be pretty good at handling crowds. 

Where'd ye learn to do that?" 

"I learned from an army recruiter. The man was so skilled he 

could make enlisting to do battle with orc tribes sound like a 

good idea." The sheriff chuckled while Rockney just followed 

with a confused expression. 

They returned to the office and spent a night in anticipation of 

the day ahead. That is, Sheriff Thag and Julian spent the night in 

anticipation. Rockney just went to sleep. 

The next day they awoke with a large crowd forming in the 

street outside the office, getting larger every minute. Julian could 

already see Bill Johnson the barkeep, Gabby the drunk, and 

Gordo Lightfoot's band there. The townsfolk looked eager to find 

the treasure. The cowboys had the grim faces of those planning to 

exact hefty retribution. Either Bembo was very popular, or they 

were even angrier at losing unicorns than they had let on. 

When they felt the crowd wasn't going to get any larger, since 

the small town had provided almost everyone it had and a few it 

didn't, Julian and the sheriff started walking. Julian led the way 

and the crowd followed him.  

At the edge of town Father O'Reely made the sign of the gods 

and blessed the group, in a way. "May the gods favor this band 

and smile on their mission of gold. Because otherwise I'll have a 

lot of last rights to give." He then made the sign of the gods 

again, followed by an obscene gesture and an evil cackle. 

They took this as a fairly good sign. The cranky cleric usually 

didn't make the sign of the gods before his obscene gestures. 

They continued following Julian who, despite getting lost a few 

times, finally led them to the mountains and the ditch with the 

entrance in it. 

By this time their patience was tried, but Julian finally 

convinced the crowd to hold still so he could lure the goblins out 

instead of trying to invade their layer. He stepped into the cave 

cautiously and, seeing no one observing the entrance he moved to 

the chamber where he'd previously seen the card players. He 
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jumped into the entrance to the chamber loudly and fired a single 

random shot into the room. Julian was pleased to hear a shriek 

following his shot and ran back out, with a loud clamor following 

him in the room. A few goblins had already run out of the room 

to follow him, he ran back out the entrance.  

The bandits followed him. Once he was out of the ditch he 

turned back, this was the sign his band of "deputies" had been 

waiting for. They fired crossbows and threw rocks onto the 

bandits. At first the surprised goblins fell back into the cave, but 

once they'd regrouped in the entrance they came back out, in 

much larger numbers. 

The new deputies retaliated with every weapon they had. 

Everyone with one was firing their crossbows and reloading as 

fast as they could. The others used rocks, swords, axes, fists, and 

cooking utensils. Several people where using pots and pans as 

deadly bludgeoning weapons and at least one young man had a 

large butcher's cleaver. Rockney was simply picking up goblins 

and throwing them at other goblins, with great effect.  

The goblins had armed themselves with crossbows, swords, 

and axes as well. They were, for the most part, more experienced 

than the townies but they were also horribly outnumbered. Before 

long their interest had gone from repelling these unwanted 

intruders to escaping them. 

 

Gripsnak saw the drow jump into the doorway and shoot 

Grishnark in the arm but didn't follow him when he ran. Unlike 

most of those around him, Gripsnak could guess what would 

follow. The deputy was annoying, but not stupid. He wouldn't 

have done something that ridiculous without a plan. Soon the 

shouts of those less thoughtful confirmed what he already knew. 

He thought about what to do. The townsfolk had come to 

exact their revenge on the bandits. There wasn't much of a way 

the bandits would beat that many people, so Gripsnak had to get 

himself out of dying. Could he run through the battlefield? 

Possibly, but it'd be hard, especially with his limp. And he'd just 

be asking for a shot in the back.  
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The stakes were too high, his hand was useless, and he knew 

his opponent wouldn't blink. That left only one option: fold. 

So when the sheriff entered the living chamber Gripsnak, still 

standing next to the incapacitated Grishnark, put up his hands in 

the universal sign of surrender. 

 

As he was attempting to disentangle himself from a now 

motionless bandit, Julian looked up and saw a figure standing on 

a hilltop not far from the cave. Looking harder Julian realized it 

was the same person he'd seen leave the hideout the day before. 

Still grasping his rapier Julian left the now slowing battle and ran 

to the hilltop. 

The unknown person appeared to realize he'd been seen and 

turned to run from the deputy. By the time Julian had climbed the 

hill the mysterious figure had vanished, but sitting on the ground 

where he'd been standing was a packet of papers. Julian picked it 

up and carefully folded it and placed the packet in his pocket. 

He'd look at it back in the office with the sheriff. 

When he returned to the lair, Julian was met with several 

unsurprising sights. The cowboys were leading the recovered 

unicorns from the holding area, the townies were helping 

themselves to what they found, and a few of the less intelligent 

people were tormenting the riding dogs by holding pieces of meat 

just above where the dogs could jump. With difficulty Julian 

resisted the urge to push one of them in. 

There were also a few surprising sights. In addition to 

attempting to supervise the scramble for abandoned bandit goods, 

the sheriff was also guarding a group of prisoners, which 

included Gripsnak. Much more surprising than the new prisoners, 

however, was the abandoned goods the townies were helping 

themselves to. Behind the living-chamber was a hoard room, 

stacked to the ceiling with crates and boxes. Most of these boxes 

held silver, gold, and jewels. 

Julian could guess where these goods had come from. 

Obviously the man he'd seen leaving the lair, and later seen 

running, must have been paying the goblins for their work, which 
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reminded Julian of the packet of papers he was still carrying. He 

considered taking them out to show the sheriff now, but thought 

better of it. He would wait until they were back in Easton. 

The scramble for goods was much more organized than Julian 

had suspected. Part of this was because everyone was still 

holding weapons and decided they'd rather lose a little gold than 

some body part. Another significant factor was a feeling of 

intense joy passing through the people now that the bandits were 

gone. Soon enough everyone was carrying as many valuables as 

they could.  Some were carrying too much and had to drop some 

on the way back. 

The cowboys hung back, ostensibly to care for their unicorns, 

but Julian suspected the real reason was so that they could load 

the beasts with the goods left behind back and take it all back 

with them. Julian and Sheriff Thag carried less than the others.  

They had been busy guarding their new prisoners. Besides, Julian 

thought, with all this gold around the stuff's sure to lose value 

very fast. He carried what he easily could, as always, and had let 

the others gorge themselves. 

When they returned to Easton, the sheriff and his deputy 

locked the prisoners away. For the first time in its history the 

town had more prisoners than cells. Four cells had to hold six 

goblins, so some were forced to double up. Julian looked 

foreword to the arguments over who got the cots. 

Julian also finally showed Sheriff Thag the papers he'd 

recovered from the hill. They turned out to be very informative. 

The first was a spell for detecting valuable ores, much more 

effective than the usual method being used in the west: dig 

random holes and hope you hit something. The second was 

apparently shorthand results of one of the spells. It was 

incomprehensible to both Julian and the sheriff. But the third was 

the most helpful. It was blueprints for a goblin style mine with 

timetables for construction and cost-benefit tables. 

Julian rose from his stare after only a few moments. "Well that 

explains it fairly well." 
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Sheriff Thag only looked at him quizzically. "What's it 

explain? I don' see nothing." 

This shocked the deputy thought the sheriff was more clever 

than that, but he explained. "Obviously these are plans to build a 

mine on, or near, Easton. The person who dropped this, probably 

a mage since he had this spell, must have hired these goblins to 

raid the city in order to scare off the inhabitants so he could claim 

squatter rights and get the mine at only the construction costs. 

That explains why they were raiding the town in the first place 

and why they had so much gold even though they were only 

stealing from a pathetic little town in the middle of nowhere." 

"Ye could figure all that out from jess this little blueprint?" 

Of course he had, but he didn't want to tell the sheriff that. 

He'd improve his reputation a little. "No, of course not. I was 

suspicious from the start. Why would bandits bother with this 

little town? And there was always the question of why banditry 

and rustling occurred in such close proximity. The first time I 

saw that fellow I knew he was related to those questions, I just 

didn't know why." It was all a complete lie. The only question 

he'd ever asked was about the banditry and rustling, and everyone 

had apparently wondered about that. 

"Yer a bloody good watchman, Julian." 

"You'd insult me after I did such a great job?" 

Their laughter rang out and mingled with the sounds of 

celebration coming from every person in the town. 

 

Gripsnak couldn't believe his bad luck. To have escaped from 

jail just the day before and to end up back in it so soon. And this 

time there was no place to go back to. The lair had been 

completely raided and all that remained of their original band was 

locked in the cells around him.  

He looked down and noticed something under his foot, he 

stepped back to look at it. He grinned at the irony. There was a 

bright side after all. They'd put him right back in the same cell, 

and his lucky deck was still there. Gripsnak grinned. He'd take 

the deck to be a good omen. 
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He scooped up the deck and put the cards back in their rightful 

place: his sleeve. Then he looked at his cellmate, Grishnark was 

still unconscious. Gripsnak took the cot and let his friend enjoy 

the loss in ignorance. 

Once on the cot Gripsnak did the only thing he could. He 

crossed his legs, pulled the deck back out of his sleeve, and laid 

out the cards for solitaire. 

 

About two weeks after the bandits had been defeated, things in 

the town were much different. Sheriff Thag had delivered the 

packet to his brother in law, Janthro, and the latter dwarf's group 

was busy getting the supplies to build their own mine. The 

presence of suddenly wealthy peasants had attracted a large 

number of peddlers, shopkeepers, merchants, and conmen. 

Easton had nearly doubled in size from all the new people.  

Rockney had stayed on as a permanent deputy and Father 

O'Reely had decided to take on law enforcement in addition to 

clerical duties so he could harass people twice as much.  

The cowboys hadn't lost a unicorn in weeks and were getting 

ready to move on. Julian had decided to do the same. Things 

were getting dull in Easton now that everything had settled. And 

more importantly the gold was rapidly losing its worth as the 

townies realized they were all rich, which meant no one was. 

Julian decided to go somewhere his gold would still be valuable. 

Besides, he didn't want to be there when someone remembered 

just who had led them to all the gold in the first place. Despite all 

he'd done for them, the townies still didn't trust the drow. 

 

It should end with the hero riding dramatically into the sunset. 

But sunset is a stupid time to set out for a journey, in almost no 

time you've got to stop. Besides, Julian had no horse. He set out 

at daybreak on his feet, heading east. 

He hadn't been long out of Easton when someone came on 

him from behind. "Jess where d'ye think yer going?" 

Julian gave the only answer he had. "This way." 
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The sheriff grinned. "Funny, I was jess plannin' ter head there 

meself. Gave me badge to Father O'Reely, he'll make a great 

sheriff." 

 

Gripsnak was also leaving Easton. Once the dwarf had left, the 

priest was called away on clerical duties. The drow and giant had 

left as well. Gripsnak didn't know why, but it didn't matter. His 

lock-pick was also where he'd left it before, and he jammed it 

back into the lock and shoved the door open. 

Grishnark had recovered by then and Gripsnak had woken him 

before leaving. It always helped to have someone around. 

Besides, he owed Grishnark a few favors and you never back out 

of an IOU. They ran south out of the little town until they could 

no longer see it. Then they turned and started walking east. 

 

It should end with two friends going side by side from one 

adventure to another. And sometimes it really does go like it 

should. 

 

~END~ 


