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	 “It is good whiskey, just one of the many things government would do for towns like Ravage,” State Government Official Warren Dougly said. “My men and I brought a few barrels over for the signing celebration, but I figure your men wouldn’t mind tasting what civilization is.”
	Louisa Shot Lucky looked up from the cup in her hand and stared at the dusty, blond haired, bearded man with a large white hat, big, white jacket, grey vest and black tie. She put her cup on the barrel between them, clinking the large glass of whiskey the man had poured out of. A couple of Army soldiers were going around to her men, all standing behind her in a line. She knew a few would drink, but most of her twenty-three strong party would spit into the proffered cup. A smile crept up on her face, which Warren Dougly smiled in return. She didn’t return the smile, instead scowling at Warren Dougly like she would a late debtor. Her short, black hair, dusty, tan skin and high cheekbones didn’t usually inspire fear, but she used her scowl and dark eyes to the best effect she could.
	“Like I said, just one of the many things civilization could do for you. Bring schools in here, get doctors, maybe even lay some railroad tracks,” Dougly said, “You know what you’d all be? Rich, that’s-”
	“We got a doctor.” Louisa’s voice was not the prettiest in the world, but it ranged over the white clad, whiskey bearing, school toting snake. Likely he never had to yell over a chocking dust storm running from Indian or Marshall alike. She spat on the ground, and leaned back, revealing the beautifully polished wooden handles of her revolvers. Last gifts of Bloody Harrison, and she’d be damned if she gave his son to taxes and Marshalls.

	Perry Bloodless Harrison was pacing in his shut off sitting room, the curtains drawn over the windows to keep the harsh light of day away from his books he had lying about. The room was large, easily taking over most of the second floor facing the town. Low embers lay dying in the fireplace, giving faint illumination besides the kerosene lamp he had shining over the many books, which lay strewn about like cast birdseed. Perry sat in his chair, a thin, exhausted figure whose dress would be sharp if the evidence of several days wear was not evident in the many creases. In his hands were several letters that he read on top of a book with the title of Summonings Beings Far and Near, with a faint name passing through his lips at barely the volume of a breath.
	A sigh suddenly filled the room, causing the bent figure of Perry to look up, surprise widening his eyes. “Who is there?” He asked, staring at the chair whose contents he spent months caring for. A figure stepped up from the chair in the same lovely dress he recognized from all those years ago, before the lights in the rooms sputtered and died.

	Beyond the sitting room and by the gate leading up to the Estate, Louisa was busy taking stock of the problems concerning her charge. Thirty-odd soldiers stood behind Warren Dougly, still counting the ones serving her men, all carrying rifles and a few riding horses. Louisa looked them over before, not a single one looked nervous, not a single boy among them. Two horses were harnessed to their cart, filled with barrels of whiskey and who knows what else. Could be dynamite, could be ammo, or could be something worth stealing.
	Dougly was laughing, “Well, we’ll nix the doctor then, but surely you got needs we can take care of.” He smiled wide as he leaned in, “We can take care of your Indian problem.”
	Louisa heard her men rustle behind her and knew for a fact a few of her men had Indian wives and not a couple of the rest were Indians themselves, not to mention her own blood. She sucked in her cheeks and then smiled as wide as Dougly without the diplomacy.
	“Got an accord with the local tribe. Got no problem.”
	Dougly’s smile did not falter. “Everybody’s got a problem with Indians. What accord does good civilized folk like yourself have with savages?” 
	A slight scuffle behind them as Rick Rides almost drew and the whole Army regiment raised their arms as one. Louisa stilled, keeping her eyes on Dougly’s own, his cheery attitude not diminished a bit. 
	“Seems you have yourselves a bit of a discipline issue, Shot Lucky.” Dougly took another sip of whiskey, then laughed as he leaned back, his own holstered two revolvers revealed as his white jacket slipped over his chair. “Yes, I know who you are. Marshalls begged me to come down here and wipe Ravage off the map. Said, and I quote,” He said, raising his chin, “Ain’t no civilizing a bunch of traitors and mix bloods.” He raised a hand, and all his men lowered their guns.
	He got up, picking up his cup, and downed the rest. Smacking his lips, he put the cup upside down on the barrel. “Also, I heard your ‘Bloodless Harrison’ has been cooped up, too busy moping to lead. A woman, I’m told, broke the mighty Harrison boy.”
	Louisa started, her hands twitching on her pistols and her eyes going wide. “Where did you hear that?”
	“Got a letter, called herself Darling Queen. Said you all knew her. Told me that this would be a fine time to negotiate a town ownership.”
	Her men began whispering, and Louisa kept her face as still as can be, but despite herself a small gasp came out. 
	“A pleasure when friends have you in mind, eh?”
	“I’ll bring your words to Mister Harrison. You will get your answer.”
	He tipped his hat and whistled. A grey horse spotted black came up to him, the saddle near as black brown can be. “I’ll be back at nightfall.”
	A few yells and marching minutes later and the Army was gone. They left a single barrel behind, and Louisa would be damned if it was filled with whiskey. She was still leaned back, her hands resting on her pistols when her men came around. Louisa Shot Lucky kept her eyes on the barrel, ignoring the bunch, till Rick spoke.
	“Sorry Louisa.” His voice was low, but his face was dark with anger.
	“Don’t. I near drew on him myself, Rick.” 
The rest of them stared silently at her, past the nearly empty bottle of whiskey. She knew what they were waiting for. She stood up, kicking her chair on the ground, and grabbed the bottle of whiskey in one hand by the stem. Louisa shattered the bottle on the rim of the barrel, causing Harren Bootshiner to jump, but he always jumped. She looked in disgust at the shattered whiskey bottle. 
“Terrible excuse of whiskey,” she said and tossed the broken bottle, “Rick, get us some good alcohol to wash this piss out of our mouths. Round up the rest of our shooters and get the kids out.”
“No talk, then?” Harren said.
“If it is up to me, Harren, we’d boil them tonight in their own boots and whiskey, but Harrison needs a word.”
At the name of Harrison the men said nothing, but she could see the doubt and fear in their eyes.
“Stop looking like that, he is still the Harrison. Rick!” Rick was looking off towards the Army, but her shout brought him back. “Get going, I am not going to sleep with this taste here.” 
Rick nodded, and ran off to the rest of town, disappearing soon inside the closest house. She turned to the rest and dispersed them, telling them to be here again tonight when she had word of the plan. At that, she headed up to the Estate, the house looming over the town of Ravage like a tombstone. The whole house was mad of the dark, imported wood. Afternoon sun gleamed off of the many windows of the three story building, blinding Louisa as she glanced up at the second floor where she knew Perry sat staring at his books and the pictures of Darling Queen, dead of two years and still haunting the leader of Ravage. Louisa’s fingers curled around her pistol, and she looked up to see that someone was standing in the arching windows of Perry’s sitting room. She waved, and advanced to the front door when it opened to reveal Perry Harrison.
	Louisa’s astonishment surprised Perry, sending him patting his grey, silk vest which went over a tan shirt nervously. He was almost as tall as Louisa, his hair wiry and brown, his nose sharp, and his face displayed a keen intelligence from the movement of his eyes to the wryness of his grin. Exhaustion, however, hung on his face like bats in a cave, in tired circles under his eyes and hollow cheeks. 
	“What? Louisa? You are looking at me like I’ve never been. What is it?” Perry asked. He looked up from his vest, and Louisa noticed a strange look in his eyes, as if he was scared yet elated.
	“Perry, you… You haven’t been out of that room in months, barely seen you eat much less breath, I-!” Louisa checked herself, set her feet apart and glared at him. “When I knocked, you didn’t come to the door, yet here you are. Feeling that guilty in front of your friend?”
	Perry opened his mouth and closed it. “Friend? I don’t know what you mean.”
	“I saw them move the curtain from your room. The one you haven’t let anyone in for near two years, Perry, and now you let someone in I don’t even know?”
	Perry stared at her for a moment before sputtering and moving forward, looking up at the windows. Louisa, outraged joined him, but the figure was gone. The only evidence that remained of the figure’s presence was the curtain’s irregular position, drawn back to let in light. Louisa was looking at Perry, expecting answers, but when he turned to her only confusion and wonder.
	“Louisa, I was coming down to tell you I heard her voice, that I have been hearing her voice. The voice I’ve been dreaming about and-” He looked away as he ran his hand through his hair, disheveling the long wiry mass. “But you saw her, so I must not be crazy.” He turned to her, a smile stretching tired skin like a mummer’s caricature, “Darling is alive, Louisa, she’s alive!”
	Louisa stood there for seconds, staring at Perry in silence. Then she slapped him, hard. Perry’s pale skin was red from the shock, and he gaped at her. Louisa pulled him inside the room, the heat of the outside left behind under the cool lights of the dim kerosene lamps.
	“Your men out there think you’re a step away from a nap on the tracks and you pull this shit day the government comes?” She raised a finger at him. “Bad enough that bastard Dougly seems to have someone pretending to be Darling, don’t need you spouting that nonsense and getting the men superstitious too-”
	Louisa’s words were cut off when she saw movement past Perry’s shocked eyes. Down at the end of the hallway, Louisa saw a woman dressed in a ballroom dress and corset, carrying a maroon umbrella spinning over her shoulder as she peeked out the window. Louisa’s finger hung in the air limply as she stared. The exact same dress Darling had the day she died. As she stared, uncomprehending, the woman stopped peeking out the window, letting the curtain drop and all light outside vanished in the corner of the hallway, now lit by a single kerosene lamp. Faint sounds came out of Louisa as the woman turned slowly towards them, and from this distance Louisa could only see shadows and the hint of a chin underneath the woman’s umbrella. Perry began turning towards where Louisa was staring, but before he turned around a loud bang like a gunshot rent the air and the kerosene lamp went out with the sound of a long, low sigh. 
Louisa pulled both her pistols and fired past Perry, who fell to the ground holding his hands to his ears. Louisa stepped over Perry’s body as he scooted back to the door, pulling his own pistol at his side and getting up to guard Louisa’s back. It took Louisa a minute to get to the end of the hallway, checking the door in the middle which led to an unused parlor coated in dust. When she made it to the end, she put a pistol away and lit a match and rounded the corner. This hallway was on the edge of the estate and led down to the kitchen and in the middle, the stairs to Perry’s sitting room. Every lamp was out, leaving the hallway in complete darkness asides from faint whispers of light from the bottom of curtained windows. She turned to light the kerosene lamp, taking her eyes off the still hallway when she heard that same low sigh in her ear and the touch of a cold, wet hand on hers with the match, blowing it out. Louisa shouted, spinning around to look down the hallway again. The only difference was in the curtains now billowing towards the stairs, the flickers of light showing dust moving like small cyclones in the wake of something fast and powerful.
Louisa walked away from the hallway corner, almost bumping into Perry. She grabbed his shirt with one hand, and despite her nerves her pistol hand remained steady with only the barest of quivers as she looked at him and pulled him close. “What was that thing?”
Perry didn’t answer her as he was staring at her hand, confusion etched again on his face. Louisa looked and saw that on her hand was a bloody handprint, the trails of blood running down her hands to her forearms.

	Minutes later, Perry ‘Bloodless’ Harrison was sitting outside in the chair Walter Dougly sat in not fifteen minutes before, feeling a stinging face but focused on the elation and wonder that filled him. Darling had returned. She was back! He knew she was not dead. He knew that she missed him dearly, and he knew that everything was going to be alright despite whatever Louisa said to disabuse him. She was talking now about some state government fellow, someone who wanted to take over the town and take land away from the Indians and cause all kinds of troubles, but Perry’s dreams of the past two years were coming true and Perry knew that if Louisa just understood that everything was going to go back to the way things were, she would know too.
	Then something Louisa said grabbed Perry’s attention.

	“Louisa,” Perry interrupted his vacant gaze suddenly fastening on her, “Did you say that this government man talked to Darling?”
	Louisa took a breath to steady herself and she turned to Perry, stopping to scan the windows of the house one more time before speaking. “Yes. Dougly said Darling spoke to him, that we are weak and ready for the taking.”
	Perry frowned. “He is lying. Darling would never betray us to the Marshalls.”
	“Because she’s dead, Perry?”
	Perry smiled, “No, Loo, she is too dear to us for such a thing. If there is even a person assisting Mister Dougly, it is likely as a rouse for some of the men we had removed from Ravage two years ago.”
	Louisa gripped the back of the chair, then walked around the chair and sat down. She began reloading her pistols, then said without taking her eyes off her pistol, “Perry, you need to realize that whatever that is in there and what Dougly said is no coincidence. That Darling isn’t too happy with how you-”
	“Louisa that will be enough.” Perry’s voice deepened with anger, and for a moment when Louisa looked up at Perry she saw the man who had led the town two years past and made the town of Ravage a place to raise kids. The illusion disappeared, and the boy returned with outrage and unreasoning intention.
	“Perry…”
	“Darling would-” He stopped himself, then straightened his collar. “I will return to my sitting room and speak to her. She will speak to me.” He paused as he straightened his sleeves, but stopped upon failing to straighten the creases. “Find me Dougly. We will sort this out who spoke to whom.”
	Halfway up the path to the door of the Estate, Louisa called after him. “She conned everybody, Perry. It wasn’t just you who loved her.”
	Perry turned, looking at Louisa with gritted teeth . “But she loved me, Louisa. She’ll talk to me.”
	“That’s not what I meant.” Louisa got up and walked to him till she was only an arms length away. “You didn’t kill her, you got the man who did, she wasn’t even an honest woman and you’re loony over her.” 
[bookmark: _GoBack]	Perry turned away from her and walked inside the door, slamming the wooden doors behind him. Louisa looked after him for a minute, till she sucked her cheeks in, and made her way to the center of town. Rick came up to meet her, covered in ammunition bandoliers, toting a large rifle, and a happy smile that vanished on seeing Louisa’s face.
	
	The inn where Dougly and his men had set up in town was near deserted before they came into town and it had been for two years. The owner kept everything stocked up on Perry’s say so and salary, content to stay out of loyalty and an easy life. When the Army came in, however, he found the lack of staff decidedly unfortunate to the demands of the cynical tastes of the soldiers. Bloody steaks, beer, and no music were their preference. The inn was decorated with singing barmaids after European styles, with a large piano, and tables sturdy enough for the heaviest men to dance on. The men barely ate at the tables, preferring to eat in small groups by windows and lookout points, keeping their eyes on the road. Hours past they noticed that the few townspeople who stayed in this godforsaken town drew back, most carrying few supplies and all carrying ammo and guns. Now, closer to dusk, the soldiers were gearing up when a lookout told Dougly, who sat at a table sipping a bit of the whiskey, his guns laid out in front of him with extra ammunition sitting asides, that Louisa was coming down the street with a couple of men. He nodded and made sure that nobody shot. This was obviously a surrender or a trap and he was of a mind to enjoy either.
	When Louisa walked in he was struck once more that this short woman was the right hand of Bloody Harrison. She had the look about it, her dark eyes flitting about the room before landing on him. She kept her hair cut short, a small nose, and defined cheekbones. He still wasn’t sure if all the stories were true, much less that she had rallied a tribe with Harrison to wipe out a town filled with gold and goods, but he didn’t care. Any experienced gunman would know when they are outmatched, no matter how ruthless, and Dougly savored each moment he had the outlaw squirming. 
	“Welcome, Miss Shot Lucky,” he said, raising his arms. She inclined her head at his welcome.
	“Mister Harrison is ready to meet,” Louisa said.
	Dougly grinned as he got up, putting his pistols in his holsters and kicking off. He waved a few men to come with, several hardened soldiers he knew wouldn’t mind killing a woman from behind. 
	“Only two men to accompany. Otherwise no meeting and Mister Harrison will have to get a new nickname.”
	The soldiers looked at Dougly and he nodded. Two of them returned to their seats by the window, but their eyes never left Louisa and her crew. 
	“I’m sure you won’t mind if your boys here spent some time with mine. Long road makes them hungry for new company, isn’t that right boys?” Dougly asked the question to the room and only a few mutters returned, but Louisa go the point.
	“Walton, Rick, be agreeable. We’ll be back.” Louisa said, gesturing to them to sit but her eyes never left Dougly’s. “Now can we get going?”
	Dougly raised his hands and he, Louisa, and the two soldiers made their way out the inn, and up to the Harrison Estate.

	Louisa kept her feelings in check as she brought Dougly into the Estate. The kerosene lamps were all burning. Dougly walked into the house with barely a misstep, casting his eyes about a brief moment to take in the fine walls and the floor. 
	“This will be a fine house for the mayor of a town, don’t you think, Miss Shot Lucky?” Dougly asked, hands on his hip. 
	“Its Mister Harrison’s house, spared no expense,” Louisa said.
	They walked through the right hallway where Louisa first saw the woman, or, Louisa thought grimly, Darling for all she knew. When no gusts, bangs, or sighs filled with hallway as they rounded the corner Louisa felt a bit of relief. Maybe Perry did have the creature. Either way, her hands kept twitching to the pistols nearly every step. When a door creaked as they passed, revealing the dusty parlor, Louisa thought nothing of it, but one of the soldiers shouted.
	Louisa was fully drawn and pointing in the direction the soldiers were looking when she heard the steady click of Dougly’s revolver. 
	“Put it down, Miss Shot Lucky, or you’ll need your own new nickname,” he said quietly. Louisa put her pistols back in her holsters and directed her attention to the soldier who shouted.
	“What was it?” She asked.
	At Dougly’s nod, the soldier said, “I thought… its nothing sir, ma’am. Thought I saw something rushing from the room.”
	Louisa turned to Dougly and said, “Seems it was nothing then. Let’s keep moving.”
	Dougly squinted at her then put his revolver away, but he gestured for her to go first. The rest of the trip up to the sitting room was peaceful, and soon they were in front of the large double wooden doors that Bloody Harrison had built specifically for this room. Made of heavy wood and outlined in engravings of dancing, ghoulish satyrs and men dying in various ways, Louisa remembered Perry’s father laughing, imagining the fools he would have waiting outside this door shaking in fear. Perry used to hate this room, Louisa thought, until Darling’s death. Then the heavy doors and the silence it brought him gave him relief from the looks of the men and the sights he used to walk with Darling.
	She knocked heavily on the door, but she was surprised to find the door unlatched and already open. Perry’s voice came through dimly, as if he was entreating someone, questioning them. She pulled the door hard, swinging it with all her strength.
	Several things grabbed Louisa’s attention. The fire was blazing, more logs thrown on the fireplace than she had ever seen. Perry, standing in the middle of the room turning to them, freshly groomed and in a fresh suit. He stood in front of a table with three chairs, something that would not have been simple to bring into the room. He looked dazed, as if he wasn’t sure of where he was, but when Louisa entered he smiled. When Dougly came in, his smile turned brittle.
	“Ah Louisa and our guests! Welcome! Make yourselves at home, we have much to discuss.” He gestured for them to sit. “Louisa, could you get these gentlemen some wine?”
	Dougly smiled at that as he walked into the room and sat down at the head of the table. When the two men came to enter, Perry frowned severely.
	“Mister Dougly, was it? Would you have your men wait outside, in goodwill I have no guards save Louisa and she is essential to negotiation. Would you?” Perry said. 
	Dougly looked from Louisa to Perry before nodding his assent. “Let’s get this over with, Harrison. They’ll be waiting right outside and I have a few of your men hostage. Pull anything and they’re dead.”
	Perry looked at Louisa for confirmation as she stood over a small bar as she poured wine for all three. A faint smell had assaulted her and she wrinkled her nose, but in a moment she nodded her assent. 
	“There will be no need for unpleasantry such as that, Mister Dougly,” Perry said as he sat down.
	Dougly snorted. “You really are nothing like your father, boy.”
	“Excuse me?” Dougly said.
	“I met your father once. No negotiations if he needed to and none of this,” he said, gesturing to the table, “flippantry. Now, are you going to roll over, or will I have to raze this town to the ground?”
	Perry looked at Dougly coldly and raised his hand for Louisa to hand him his glass. Louisa brought the glass over, looking between the two of them, feeling the weight of her two pistols at the ready. 
	“I am nothing like my father, Dougly, I am twice as rich with my future ahead of me. No crimes to my name so your Marshalls can’t get me, and enough men that you have to come here and talk rather than bully what you want. No,” he said, sitting down, “I will not roll over.”
	Louisa held a glass out for Dougly to take as Perry finished speaking. Dougly seemed to mull over what Perry said before finally accepting the glass. “I came to talk because I heard you lost your wits. Cooped up, crazy.” He swirled the wine and sniffed it. “I want Shot Lucky here to sip my wine first.”
	Perry thought on this a moment, before looking at Louisa. He opened his mouth, gestured at Louisa, and her eyes widened momentarily. She put her wine glass down, walked over to Dougly, and he handed her the wine glass. Louisa took the glass, swirled it, and then took a drink. Dougly watched with satisfaction as Louisa drank it.
	“Whoa, that’s enough Shot Lucky. Don’t want you to get light headed now.” He took the wine from her and took a large drink from it. He set the nearly empty glass down, and Louisa suddenly fell over, barely a sound coming out of her as she hit the ground in a slump. Dougly jumped up, wild eyed at Perry, reaching for his revolver when he too suddenly stopped moving and fell to the ground. 
	Perry nodded in satisfaction and set his own wine glass down. A sigh that swelled in the room and a trill of laughter made Perry smile wide. 
	“I did it, Darling. Now I can get you out,” Perry said, walking over to a corner of the room covered by the coat he was wearing before. He picked something up, and put it in one of the large chairs that faced the large fire. He took the jacket off, but Louisa could barely see beyond Perry’s upper body as he delicately fixed whatever it was to the seat. She grunted, trying to lift her arms, and Perry turned to her. He walked over to her and knelt down, holding her hand.
	“So sorry about that, Louisa. I needed Dougly to take the drink, and there was no other way.” At the look in her eye, he nodded severely. “Yes, yes, the risk was great but it was worth it. I gambled he wouldn’t choose me but choose you, but they always choose you. It’s what made you such a great second, nobody ever thought you’d win.”
	Louisa jerked her fingers at the rage and shock hearing Perry saying what she hated hearing, that she was only this good because she was lucky. She was named for it when she won her duels, when she was the best marksman, and when Bloody Harrison chose her out of his crew to be Perry’s bodyguard. Lucky.
	Perry patted her hand again. “I know you’ll be up in a moment, but I need to go get things ready.” Perry tilted his head suddenly, then perked up. “Darling says you should have a front view,” He said excitedly. “She always did know how to put on a show.”
	Louisa cursed herself for going along with Perry’s plan as he lifted her up, fumbling underneath the weight of the ammunition, knives, and guns she had on her person. He loved this tactic, sedate the wine, let them test it on one or both then have the men rush them. Underhanded, but it was a simple matter of getting the upper hand and dictating what needs be done. Now as Perry sat her on the opposite chair, her mind was caught up in figuring out how Perry intended to use this as an advantage against the Army when he moved away and she saw sitting across from her was a woman. What was left of a woman. What was left of Darling Queen, maroon dress, hat, and even the umbrella at her side. Her mummified eye sockets were sagging under the weight of deteriorating flesh, and Louisa suddenly knew that Perry had not been speaking to himself alone these two years.
	Perry came into view, dragging Dougly’s inert and moaning form until Dougly’s had was almost to the blazing fire. Perry jumped away, dusting himself off and flexing his hands. “He’s a heavy one, Louisa. Wish I did have your help…” He said, trailing off as he saw how she was staring a him. He looked over to Darling, then back to Louisa, and came over and knelt by Louisa shaking his head.
	“You don’t understand, Louisa, I needed her here. I needed her. I couldn’t bear for her to be in the ground, and when I finally heard her speak back well, of course there was no going back. You understand, Louisa. Louisa?” He was level with her face, a nervous and earnest look as he pleaded with her, forgetting that she was unable to respond. She twitched her fingers and he nodded, patting her hand. “Right, when you’re able we’ll talk. I’ll get to work then.”
	Perry walked over to his desk at the far end of the room out of sight. For nearly a minute Perry was muttering as he rummaged around, until he returned with a book in hand and a dagger in the other. It was made of simple brass with knotted designs. He laid the book down as he kneeled to the side of Dougly and grasped the dagger with two hands. 
	Louisa saw then, behind the chair with Darling Queen’s remains, the shape of the specter that took her form. It stood tall, taller than Darling Queen ever stood in real life, its dress now a bright crimson in the fireplace. It stood with its umbrella in both hands, mirroring how Perry held his dagger in one. Despite the illumination, Louisa still could not look into the darkness that hid the specter’s face, only the small womanly chin that seemed to form out of the darkness as a single point that connected the darkness from itself to reality.
	Perry began humming a strange tune, a mixture of many low notes accompanied by words in a language Louisa did not understand. The specter joined Perry, both of their voices joining in strange harmony, a male’s voice raspy from disuse and a woman’s voice that sounded as if it were drowning and far away, slowly getting stronger. Louisa, horrified, began struggling more to regain use of her limbs. As the humming grew stronger and both Perry and the specter’s arms raised towards the peak before they plunged, Louisa slowly regained feeling in her legs. She wiggled a toe, then a twitched a foot. Her head jerked. The humming filled the room, the fire growing increasingly red and greater in volume. Suddenly, Louisa could feel her back stiffen, and she knew she was almost free. She tried speaking, calling out Perry’s name, but her voice was lost in the hum as it reached its zenith and Perry’s arms came plunging down.
	Dougly’s form twisted at the last moment, the dagger driving and wedging in between two ribs. Louisa jerked her head so she could see Dougly’s face. He was straining, veins popping on his forehead, his eyes glaring straight at Perry but she could see terror mixed in with the fear. The creature was looming overhead, stretching in a way that Louisa had never seen a person stretch. Dougly began thrashing, one arm almost leaving the ground, his shoulders jerking as Perry knelt on his chest pulling the knife out. His face was pale, as if he was ill, but he pulled the dagger out of Dougly’s chest and Dougly let out a bestial cry. Suddenly the doors were being pounded and shouts could be dimly heard. Perry knelt on either side of Dougly, holding him down as he aimed the dagger right at Dougly’s thrashing heart, and stabbed.
	Louisa hit the ground as she tried to get up and stop Perry. She could move her arms slowly as she began to get up, feeling a heaviness in her limbs as if she were drenched in water. Perry was no longer humming but the specter continue, now more powerful and present a voice than Louisa’s or Perry’s own. Perry turned to the specter and Louisa could see his eyes streaming with tears as he smiled and laughed, reaching towards the apparition. Louisa felt strength come back to her limbs as she saw the specter reach for Perry as well, and Louisa heaved herself up and knocked him to the ground.
	The specter screamed as Perry fell away, and Louisa rolled over to see the creature fill the room before dissipating through the roof. Perry was shouting, and then he turned to Louisa, his face angry and wet with tears.
	“What did you do? She was almost here. She was here!” He said, grabbing her by the shoulders and shaking. Louisa hit him as hard as she could in the gut, not being much as she couldn’t aim, but it shocked him. He stepped away, realization dawning across his face. “You don’t want Darling to return. You didn’t love her. You wanted us to be apart.”
	Louisa groaned and said, “Shut your damnable mouth before I kill you.”
	Perry, shocked, said nothing as he stared at her slowly getting up. The pounding on the door continued, and then a gunshot rang out. Another one followed suit. Louisa slowly got up, pushing on top of him and found herself kneeling on Dougly’s corpse. She grimaced and looked at Perry.
	“What was your plan, Perry? Kill them all?” She asked.
	“No, Darling said that they would understand.”
	“What? Understand what?”
	“That he is necessary for the sacrifice. She brought him here to make sure things went right, that’s why she spoke to him.”
	Suddenly the pounding ceased, but the gunshots continued, and then a man screamed. “Yeah,” Louisa said, “Things went right.” She pushed off of him and got unsteadily to her feet. Perry got up to stabilize her, but she pushed him away. They stood there for a moment, then they heard a second man screaming, and a faint crunch. Louisa turned to Perry, working her jaw.
	“You’ve been used again, Perry, and I don’t know if that is Darling but it is going to eat you and everything up. It used you, Perry. Just like Darling.” The last words she wasn’t intending to come out, but it felt good to say. Perry, his sleeves covered in blood and hurt in his face, sickened her. “We’ve got to get out of here, burn this place down.” She said.
	“What?” 
	“I’m hoping it can’t exist out of this place, because if it can Ravage is done. We burn this place to the ground and leave.”
	“We can’t leave, everything is here, the ledgers, my money-”
	“Is all shit since you killed a State Government official. They’ll hunt you down for this. All of us. Doesn’t matter if we kill every last one or not, they’ll come for us and our allies.”
	Her words hit Perry hard and shock came over his face. He looked at his blood covered hands, then down at Dougly’s corpse. “I… I killed someone.” 
	Louisa could feel almost everything returned to her, and she got up to the curtain. She threw it wide open and waited Down by the inn a flash and the sound of a gunshot. Her men did their part, but no ways of knowing if they’d still make it out of this.
	“We have to move,” Louisa said.
	“I killed someone, Louisa,” Perry said, still staring at Dougly’s body.
	“You also brought an evil spirit into the world, Perry, so forgive me if I think murder is low priority.” She shoved him hard and he almost fell over. “Move or you burn with everything, and, mind you, I’m starting to think that’s not a bad idea.”
	Perry’s face showed the hurt she intended to land. Good. He deserved to hurt. She couldn’t even see him as his father’s son anymore. He began walking to the door while Louisa grabbed some of the wine and other liquor and poured it over Dougly’s body, the chairs, and finally Darling Queen’s body. She frowned as she looked down on the body and she wondered when Perry dug her up. She looked at him and he was staring at her, impassive and vacant, with clenched fists. She frowned and poured more over the corpse. Darling deserved to be put to rest.
	When she kicked a burning log from the fireplace Perry shouted a garbled sentence and Louisa turned to see a mess of hands, hair, and spittle as he ran at her. She knocked him down, punching him easily in the gut again. He moaned as he lay on the ground and Louisa stood over him, shaking her head. The fire was catching over Dougly’s body, and it spread to the chairs. 
	“You never learned and now you try to fight?” She kicked him, a cold anger gripping her stomach as she looked down on Bloody Harrisons’ son. “Get up.”
	Perry got up slowly, and she pushed him towards the door. The flames were beginning to grow hot and Louisa did not want to add burns to her list of woes. The door was harder to push open this time, and as they leaned against it to open they saw why. Two soldiers lay on the ground in front of the door, their faces sallow and pale, their bodies dried out as if they had been in the desert for weeks. Louisa pushed Perry out in front of her, her mind spinning on how to get out.
	Stepping over the bodies into the hallway, the heavy door shut out the whoosh of the fire as it caught Darling’s body on fire. In front of the chair the specter appeared amidst the smoke filling the room, her maroon dress the same color as the corpse’s before it had caught. It raised a hand and stroked its face, but the heat of the flames made the specter’s hand disappear. It howled then, as it attempted to hold the body, the sound reaching the two on the outside and impressing on them its despair, its hate, and above all, its savagery. In that moment, Perry’s dazed expression melted to one of fear, and a gunshot rang through the air and all the kerosene lamps were put out.
	They ran then, nearly running into each other as the crackling of the fire seemed to grow louder and the strange humming that had accompanied Perry originally now emanated from the timbers of the house, shaking doors from their frames and furniture fell over. Sounds from all over the house assaulted their ears in the dark as they made their way to the stairs, rendering them confused and agonized. They ran through the house, and although the two of them were used to house at night they managed to take wrong turn after wrong turn. Eventually, Louisa arrived at a window that faced towards the front that she recognized, and shot through the glass. Then she broke the glass off with a nearby chair leg she broke off, then pushed Perry through, cursing at him the whole time.
	A woman’s screaming drew Louisa’s attention to the end of the hallway and she saw the woman in maroon flying towards them, the last light of the sunset shining on her as she drew closer and Louisa saw a stretched caricature of the lovely face of Darling Queen. She fired several shots before leaping through the window, hitting the dust and rolling to draw her other pistol to fire again. The broken window held nothing, and suddenly the windows of the sitting room shattered. The flames licked out of the window and spread upwards, and Louisa saw that the bottom floor may yet be salvaged. She heard Perry talking to someone, and she turned to see Harren helping Perry up and behind him were women and men forming a water brigade. She shouted for them to stop and everyone turned to her as one, shocked.
	“Burn it down,” She said, reloading her pistols. Perry began to speak, but she shouted again, “Do it!”
	Harren and the others moved quickly, grabbing some of the whiskey that Dougly had left standing in the road to tempt them as fuel. They put cloths in the bottles and lit them, throwing the bottles into the windows. Louisa, finished reloading, stood over Perry, who was gaping at the destruction of the only home he knew.
	“Louisa, everything…” Perry whispered.
	“No, Perry, not everything. The men took care of the soldiers you so qualifiedly made enemies of, at no doubt a decent cost. I knew you couldn’t be trusted, two years alone and you didn’t even know half of them. But you sacrificed two men, all cold blooded, for some woman who played you for a fool. No, Perry, not everything.” She pulled the hammer of her pistol, the click surprisingly loud in between men and women yelling and the burning house. Perry looked up at her, recognition dawning on his face, before he averted
	“I am the Harrison, Louisa. Nobody leads Ravage but a Harrison,” Perry said. As he said those words the house shook as the third story windows burst as fire shot through them.
	“No,” Louisa said, “Whoever has the guts leads, Perry.” A shot rang out, and everyone stood still looking at Louisa and Perry. Perry was crouched down, unmoving for several seconds, then he slumped over, his body barely seen against the haze of smoke and the glare of the fire. Louisa put her pistols in her holsters then walked away, joined by Harren and the rest. Perry was left with the burning house next to him, a billowing smoke cloud, and the house creaking sounding like the broken sighs of a woman. With a scream the Harrison Estate collapsed, leaving Perry Harrison alone as Louisa gathered the remaining men and women of Ravage and left the Harrisons behind.

