
Tate, or rather his full name Tate Brennan - he disliked the mention of his middle name, which 
was Jerome, was probably the most popular person in the town where he resided. 
 
He was of the hard-working sort, but with a penchant for mischief and a desire for adventure - 
such as plagues many of the male gender. He resided in a small town wherein boredom was 
the principal amusement and where it not for his jovial wit that situation would have undoubtedly 
been much worse.  
 
Tate - who was in his mid-20s - was viewed with a wink and a hope that he’d soon settle down. 
 
Certainly of the friendlier sort, he was viewed as a town treasure and had a adoring fan club 
among the town’s young men - and women. 
 
The town was located along a pass of the Oriskany Mountains and many of the townspeople 
served as guides to those hoping for safe passage through the pass. Guides were paid well 
although they faced a bit of danger from mudslides and occasional avalanches. Of this hardy 
group, Tate was a member. 
 
He’d learned the nature and secrets of the pass from his grandfather - a legend in his own time - 
and perhaps picked up part of his wit from him. His father had died in a mudslide five years after 
Tate was born and his mother had passed away only three years after that aforementioned 
tragedy, ostensibly of cholera, but more likely of grief. 
 
Thus, Tate had been raised by his grandfather, and brought into the family trade. The work was 
hard, but satisfying and he had grown up to be a handsome, muscular figure who knew the 
passes like the back of his hand. 
 
-- 
 
Boredom continued to reign supreme in Bruthenal, Tate’s hometown, and everybody looked 
forward to the arrival of travellers waiting to be escorted through the pass. 
 
As of late though, none had arrived and with the approach of winter, the likelihood of them 
arriving diminished considerably. 
 
The town was more or less quiet and bore resemblance to a ghost town at certain hours of the 
day. The women had set hours at which to shop, get the mail, or gossip, and at most other 
times, conversation was at a premium, with little to be had. 
 
About 250 people lived around Bruthenal and the town had shrunk in recent years. Many had 
left for the big towns east of the pass, largely from a lack of employment, and perhaps for want 
of amusement. 
 



On the backdrop of this, our story begins. 
 
Almost miraculously, and certainly a boon to the town spirit, a traveller arrived, wishing to be 
escorted across the pass. Casworth Raoul was a rather plump fellow with a deep purse and the 
look of a spendthrift. Nonetheless, he was friendly, and had many stories to tell of adventures 
he’d had to the east. 
 
Apparently, he was part owner of a railroad company, and was travelling back to his company’s 
headquarters in Tothburg, a town far to the west. The fastest route led through bandit territory 
via a sub-pass in the north Oriskanies, the entrance of which could only be reached through the 
Bruthenal pass. 
 
Seeking the best guides, the traveller decided to employ Tate, and another young fellow by the 
name of Elijah, who had knowledge of the sub-pass. The trio set out immediately to purchase 
supplies and six mules to carry them. All six mules were descendants of the Orisk breed, bred 
especially for travel among the mountains. All were experienced, well trained, and even lacked 
the characteristic obstinacy generally attributed to mules.  
 
In addition to the animals, they purchased three rifles, six pistols, and ample ammunition for 
each. The north Oriskanies were an untamed morass of bandits, angry natives, and huge packs 
of wolves. Their small party would receive no help if stranged, and thus it was of expediency to 
prepare well. 
 
Casworth was an expert shot, and while plump, was immensely strong. Tate was in his physical 
prime, had mastered the use of both rifle and pistol, and could talk himself out of any situation. 
Elijah was less physically formidable, but was a good runner, and was as savvy a fellow as ever 
lived east of Oriskanies. He too had experience with a rifle, but preferred a sawed off shotgun 
as his weapon of choice. 
 
Thus while the mission was not without danger, they were well prepared to meet it, and after 
stocking up on food and warm clothing, they set off. 
 
The first few days passed with little of interest to report, and they soon entered the sub-pass. 
Almost immediately they did so however, trouble began to start. One of the male mules received 
a violent kick from a female counterpart, shattering its entire leg and hip area, and necessitating 
its being shot.  
 
Part of the baggage had to be abandoned, including some of the food.  
However, unfazed, Tate insisted on moving forward, and they continued. 
 
-- 
 



Chboom, Tate ducked as a bullet whizzed right through the area where his head had been just 
seconds earlier. Elijah was less lucky, and a bullet grazed the side of his head, inflicting an ugly 
flesh wound and eliciting a cry of dismay from Casworth, who was about 10 feet back, leading 
the mules.  
 
Casworth was uninjured, and quickly took cover behind a tree, and within seconds was 
returning the fire. His coolness restored calm to both Tate and Elijah and they joined him behind 
the tree - which was large enough to cover all of them with ease. 
 
Suddenly the attack ceased, and man stepped forward carrying a white handkerchief on a stick. 
Casworth yelled at the man to stop and explain himself. 
 
The man responded that he was hunting. They had mistaken Tate and Elijah for a two deer, and 
had only fired back out of fear that they’d stumbled onto a bandit gang. 
 
Both Tate and Elijah were wearing deerskin leather, and Casworth decided this was sufficient 
explanation for the occurrence. He stepped out from behind the tree, receiving profuse 
apologies for the accidental attack. 
 
The man and his boy soon sauntered off into the woods, and the three travellers continued on 
their way. 
 
-- 
 
A couple more days brought the trio to the halfway point through the sub-pass. The weather had 
speedily begun to get cold, and with it came blood-curdling howls from the woods - WOLVES! 
 
Precautions were quickly taken, including the girding of the mules’ legs with leather stockings 
they’d picked up at Bruthenal. These were designed to ward off wolf bites, and in that capacity, 
served their purpose admirably. 
 
Having secured the stockings to the mules’ legs, they continued, moving at a rapid pace. Time 
was of the essence! Being cornered by wolves equated to near certain death in these parts, and 
the howls only seemed to get closer as the hours passed. 
 
Suddenly, four hours after the howls had been identified, a pack of 50 wolves burst from the 
woods, heading straight for the rear of the mule train. 
 
Ever cool, Casworth pulled out a pistol and shot the lead wolf straight through the body. 
Tactically, this gained the three mountaineers two or three minutes to find a defensive position, 
as the wolves stopped to devour their dead comrade. 
 



Casworth pulled out a second pistol and stopped another wolf dead in its tracks, and under his 
and Tate’s covering fire, Elijah led the mules onto a high plateau via a narrow path.  
 
A stellar defensive position, the plateau was about 10 feet off the ground with very steep sides. 
Elijah had known of its existence in advance, and they’d begun to head for it as soon as the 
howls began. 
 
Casworth and Tate quickly joined him atop the rock and began to pelt the wolves with bullets. 
Five minutes saw the pack dwindle by fifteen members, and the wolves began to slink backward 
to devour their dead or wounded relatives.  
 
Whatever the advantages of the plateau, it had no supply of wood for a fire, and while 
momentarily safe, the situation deteriorated as time progressed toward the obvious doom of 
night. 
 
True, they had killed 15-20 wolves, but the numbers grew exponentially at the noise of the 
attack, and the pack now numbered anywhere from 150-200 snarling, famished creatures of the 
forest. 
 
They were surrounded on three sides, and on the fourth was a 90 foot drop into a canyon. 
 
Suddenly, about half the wolves gained new courage, and about 100 surged forward. Elijah 
opened fire with his sawed off shotgun, and began pouring slugs into the mass of fur and flesh. 
He killed half a dozen on the first shot, and four more on the second. 
 
Casworth notched three more to his total, and Tate, armed with two pistols, and a rifle, killed 
three, and an axe blow to the temple crushed the skull of another unfortunate wolf who got too 
close. 
 
Quelled again, the wolves slunk back, only to surge forward again as reinforcements continued 
arriving by the dozens. Again they were beaten back, and the struggle raged for about an hour - 
until the wolves retired again. 
 
The situation was dire to say the least. Sleep was impossible, there was no wood to build a fire, 
and their supply of water might last three days at best. 
 
Elijah rolled out a self-crafted map of the area, and began studying it, while Tate watered the 
mules, and Casworth began erecting a barrier in front of the narrow path leading up to the 
plateau with baggage from the mules. 
 
After studying the map for a time, Elijah snapped his fingers and stood up. 
 



According to the map, they were a mere thirty feet from a cave system that came out in the 
canyon. There was just a couple caveats. 
 
First, getting to the entrance poised a problem, and once there the cave’s steep floor likely 
would poise a problem for the mules - they would have to go slow. Second, they had no way of 
keeping the wolves out of the cave. Third, the sun was now just on the horizon and about to set. 
Without a fire, the wolves would be emboldened and fending them off a near impossibility. 
 
To the third problem, Tate proposed a solution. A tree had fallen on the side of the plateau 
opposite the path leading up to it. 
 
He tied a knot with a strand of rope from the baggage and lassoed one of the branches. He then 
attached the rope to the harness of one of the mules and began pulling it up. 
 
This succeeded and the tree was soon converted to a small supply of firewood and part of it put 
to use in constructing a fire. 
 
As the sun set, Casworth kept the first watch, followed by Tate, and then Elijah. The wolves 
attack thrice in the night, but each time were beaten back with firebrands and bullets. 
 
In the morning, the trio formulated a plan to reach the cave entrance. The mules already had 
leather stockings wrapped around their legs to protect them from bites.  These, at least in the 
short term, rendered them mostly safe from assault. 
 
There were five mules left. Four would carry the baggage and one would carry the remaining 
firewood.  
 
Each human would carry a fire-brand and their weapons. Tate led the rear mule and Elijah and 
Casworth led the mules on the flanks, using the brands to fend off the wolves in case of an 
attack. 
 
With this stratagem, they set to loading the mules, and once ready, made a dash for the cave 
entrance, which was visible from the plateau. 
 
Immediately they came under full-scale assault by the wolves. Halfway to the entrance, a wolf 
leaped at the back of the rearward mule and was met with a hoof to the snout. Another 
attempted the same maneuver, but was met with a bullet to the brain from Tate’s pistol.  
 
Casworth and Elijah fended off similar attacks in the same way, while Tate, after receiving a 
nasty bite on the arm, dispatched another wolf by smashing its nose with his fist. 
 
Another wolf jumped for Elijah who eluded the leap and clearing the way for a well-placed bullet 
to its heart from Tate’s pistol. 



 
Fending off various attacks of the same caliber of those described, human and animal reached 
the mouth of the cave, and quickly entered. 
 
Once inside, Elijah began pelting the charging wolves with his sawed off shotgun, killing 7 and 
delaying the charge for about 50 seconds as the dead were devoured. This proved ample time 
to ignite a roaring fire at the mouth of the cave with the aid of some gunpowder and the flaming 
brands. 
 
Casworth calculated this would give them a headstart of about 30 minutes, provided the wolves 
built up enough courage to enter the cave in pursuit. 
 
With the fire ignited, they hurried through the caverns, following marks left by a previous 
traveller that had been mentioned on Elijah’s map. 
 
It took them about an hour to reach the floor of the canyon, with howls indicating the wolves 
were in pursuit at about the 20 minute mark. 
 
With little time to spare, they rolled three big boulders in front of the cave’s exit, sealing it off, 
and after thanking Almighty God for preserving their lives, they began examining the map.  
 
It showed the canyon opened up into a pass that led to a town on the west side of the 
Oriskanies called Finigan. 
 
In fact the town was only a day’s journey from the town of Hurles, which had been their prior 
destination. A couple days later they arrived. 
 
Here, Casworth bid a hearty goodbye to Tate and Elijah and gave them a bonus in addition to 
their usual fee, and pledged to keep correspondence with them. 
 
Soon after their arrival, it began to snow, necessitating the two spending the winter in Finigan.  
 
The journey had wiped away most of Tate’s desire for adventure, and when summer came, he 
returned to the boredom of Bruthenal, while the adventure had certainly been exciting, he was 
ready for the calm he’d once deplored. 
 
For the first time in his life, quiet after an adventure looked good, and so did the boredom of 
Bruthenal. 
 
Elijah gained renown for his role in the adventure and became one of the most respected guides 
around the Bruthenal pass. 
 
Feedback to Caleb - calebschieler@gmail.com 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


