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Magret’s gloved hands pulled her furry hood closer around her face as her feet struggled to find a grip across the icy ground. Gusts of wind threatened to send her sprawling every time she stepped forward. The bitter cold burned her skin—she should have worn a facemask, but the stupid part of her brain had figured it was only a hundred feet to the next lodge, right?

Her shoes crunched in the snow as she placed one foot in front of the other, and the weight of her backpack made each step a little more difficult. She focused her eyes on the light glowing from the door of the next lodge. Garheon needed hops, malt extract, and water to brew his next batch of beer, and the sooner he got it, the better. Garheon, Magret had learned, was not a patient man.

She pushed through the door of the lodge, closing it quickly behind her to prevent as little cold from getting in as possible. 

“There ye are, girl!” Garheon bellowed from behind the counter. “Me brew is boilin’! Bring me the extract!”

Magret pulled the backpack off of her back, blinking rapidly to adjust to the bright room. She reached into the backpack and pulled out a box of grains. Scurrying behind the counter, she handed them to Garheon, who measured out a small amount and stirred the concoction.

“What took ye so long?” he demanded, his long, gray eyebrows furrowing as he glared down at her. 

“Milligan wouldn’t give me the hops,” she replied, returning to the backpack as quickly as she could. Garheon would need the hops next, and she wanted to be sure she had them ready. She lifted the three-gallon tub of water out of the bag and set it on the counter and then placed the hops beside it. She had several more trips to make to bring over clean water, and Garheon wouldn’t let her rest until she had completed the task. 

“Blast the man!” Garheon grumbled. “What did ye promise him in exchange?”

“Nothing,” Magret mumbled, blushing. She turned towards the door so Garheon couldn’t see her face. “I just convinced him.” 

“I see,” Garheon said, his tone suspicious. 

Garheon didn’t know that Magret had promised Milligan a kiss. It wasn’t any of Garheon’s business. All he needed to know was that Magret had done her job.

“Well now,” Garheon said. “There be a council meetin’ tonight, so you best make yourself scarce once you finish bringin’ me them water jugs.”

“I understand,” Magret said. She had no intention of making herself scarce—she would just hide in the cabinet like she sometimes did, or just stand behind the bar and serve drinks, hoping that no one noticed and kicked her out. That usually worked, depending on what the meeting was about. The only reason she wasn’t allowed to attend was because she was mixed, but it wasn’t fair! She did just as much work as anyone—usually more.

Most of the meetings these days were about the Door. Despite its inconspicuous presence in the corner of Garheon’s lodge, she sometimes wondered if it caused more strife than it was worth. Their community traded with the town on the other side, but recently, the Door had begun to malfunction, and several of their people had disappeared.

She pushed back out into the blowing wind. This was her favorite view. The dark sky made the perfect backdrop for the snowflakes, illuminated by the lamp behind her. They tumbled and danced on the wind, each flake a little different and a little unique. 

Magret’s favorite thing about snowflakes was that each one of them was a half-and-half like her, made with a little water and a little dirt. And the snowflakes didn’t care that they had a little dirt in them—the dirt only made them more beautiful, and gave them the foundation for building their own unique shape.

Magret smiled a little and stomped back towards Milligan’s lodge.

“Where’s my kiss?” Milligan asked as she pushed through the door.

“You’ll get it,” Magret said, “after I’m done carrying these jugs of water to Garheon. He won’t be happy with me if it takes too long.” She grinned at him and pulled off the backpack. She reached down to pick up one of the three-gallon jugs of water and stuff it into the backpack, making a big deal about how difficult it was to fit. It wasn’t really—she had learned how to do it long ago—but if Milligan was really motivated, he would let her use his sled.

“How long is that going to take?” he asked.

“Dunno.” Magret shrugged and gestured to the stack of jugs. “Gotta move all these to next door.”

“I don’t even know why Glian brought them over here in the first place!” Milligan said. “I told him—”

“Garheon had travelers, remember?” Magret interrupted. “Now, please let me do my job. It’s cold out, and I’d like to get this done sooner than later.” She hefted the backpack up onto her back and strode back towards the door.

“Wait!” Milligan said, sighing. “Why don’t you use my sled?”

“Really?” Magret feigned being pleasantly surprised. Really, she felt quite pleased with herself. She had successfully manipulated the situation to her advantage. “Thanks! That will make this so much faster and easier!”

Milligan strode over to the far side of the lodge, where the sled hung against the wall with twine. He pulled it down carefully and set it on the dirt floor next to the stacked water jugs. Then he crossed his arms and stepped back. 

Magret hurried forward and began placing water jugs on the sled before he could change his mind.

“So, how’s your dad?” she asked pleasantly, trying to make distracting conversation.

“Fine,” Milligan replied. “I think he’s taken up permanent residence over at Ms. Fran’s lodge. Hasn’t been home to sleep in two days.”

“That’s nice,” Magret said. “It’s good that he found somebody to make him happy.”

“I guess,” Milligan said. “But it means having to cook my own fish, you know? Unless you want to cook fish for me?”

“Garheon would have a fit if I wasn’t there for dinner,” Magret replied. “Sorry. That new catch of trittles was great though, wasn’t it? So juicy!”

“Trittle was my mum’s favorite.” Milligan sighed and crossed his arms, watching Magret work. “She used to use an herb called bittle when she made it—we called it Bittle Trittle.”
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