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      July had come into Villmark as a vicious wave of stifling heat, hot and still and so humid it was like my clothes never once felt completely dry, even as I was wearing them.

      Then, two days after the Fourth of July, all that still heat had exploded in the mother of all thunderstorms. It raged for a night, then a day, and into the next night. I hadn’t seen the like of it since moving to the north shore of Lake Superior the September before. The fall had had its gales, and the winter had been as cold and snow-buried as I had expected.

      But this? Thunder and lightning for thirty-six hours? It had felt like the gods were angry with us.

      All I had been able to say to keep myself calm was at least we were too far north for tornados. Although I wasn’t even sure that was true. It might have just been a comforting lie.

      But that storm passed, as all storms do. And I woke up to a perfect day. Everything felt fresh and clean, warm but not too hot, and no hint of humidity. There were tree branches fallen all over Villmark, but cleaning all that up was almost a pleasant chore when it was such a lovely day to be outside.

      My little courtyard hadn’t seen much damage. After sweeping a few leaves off my stone tiles and replacing a broken potted plant, I had no more work to do.

      So, on total impulse, I sent my black cat Mjolner to invite my friend Loke and his sister Esja to visit.

      My cat Mjolner, in addition to having six toes on each of his front paws, can also walk through walls and cross vast distances faster than a human can run. Not that I’ve seen him do these things. I’ve just seen him show up where he shouldn’t be, just when he was needed. And he had fetched help for me just in the knick of time on more occasions than I really wanted to count.

      I had no idea how many times my life would end up in jeopardy when I had come north after graduating from art school. I had thought I’d just stay with my grandmother until I was on my feet, making enough of a living as a book illustrator to afford my own place.

      But then I’d taken up the mantle of being my grandmother’s apprentice, perhaps one day to fill her shoes as the volva—the wisewoman—for all of Villmark.

      Although, frankly, that shouldn’t involve finding my life in danger as much as it did either. I shiver to say so, but the truth is I’d gotten used to it.

      So it felt a little weird sending Mjolner not to fetch help before some adversary got the better of me, but to invite two friends over for brunch and partaking of the view out of my huge south-facing windows.

      But Mjolner didn’t seem to mind. He just looked up at me with his intelligent green eyes, and then he darted away in that way cats do, going from complete stillness to ballistic rocket in the blink of an eye.

      I had no worries that my invitation wouldn’t be understood. I tried not to feel bitter about it, but the truth was Mjolner and Loke understood each other better than Mjolner and I did. It was almost like, when I wasn’t there, the cat could speak words that Loke could hear.

      Maybe someday I’d be able to hear him too. I was learning more and more every day about rune magic and being a volva, like my grandmother and great-grandmother before her. Speaking to a cat was small potatoes compared to some of the things my grandmother could do. But I was still very much a beginner.

      While I waited for Mjolner to return, I ran to the market for fresh-baked cinnamon rolls and an assortment of fruit. I had crispbread and pickled herring already in my kitchen, and enough coffee to keep all the mugs full even if all five of the Thors showed up.

      More properly called the Valkissons, the brothers we all called the Thors patrolled the wilds around Villmark. The middle of the five, Thorbjorn, had been my closest childhood friend. I had forgotten him just like I’d forgotten all of Villmark for all of my teen years, but once I had returned, the two of us had picked up that friendship just where we’d left off. We saw each other as often as we could.

      Which was never as often as we’d like. Especially lately, with more and more dangers emerging from the wilds inside the magical world around Villmark, patrolling was too important to take more than the smallest, most necessary of breaks from.

      It was rare to see more than one or two Valkissons at a time, given their duties, and rarer still to see all five at once, but I liked to be prepared. They kept the village safe from all manner of threats, from things as mundane as wolves or bears to things as out-of-the-norm as trolls or the Wild Hunt.

      The least I could do, given all that, was to make sure they never had to wait in my kitchen while I went out for more coffee.

      Mjolner hadn’t returned when I got back from the market, but it was a far shorter walk to the market a block from my house than Loke and Esja’s home far to the south of Villmark. So I wasn’t worried. I just put my purchases away in the kitchen, then went out into my living room and started moving my easel as well as my spare easel both to a place conveniently close to those windows.

      The view really was breathtaking. Villmark was built on the top of a tall hill. The expanse of Lake Superior was just visible to the east, behind rows of tall trees. To the west were ever-taller hills covered in even more trees. The spiky tops of several kinds of pine jutted out from a dense sea of various clumps of green from the birch, ash, maple and poplars. The fall colors were famous in this part of the world, but July wasn’t too shabby either.

      But the real gem of my view was the south view the windows were built to frame. The lower two-thirds of Villmark were arrayed before me, each row of rooftops just a shade lower than the one closer to me. Then the village ended, giving way to wildflower-studded pastures. A few cows and sheep grazed there.

      If I squinted just right, I could make out the spot where Loke and Esja’s house nestled between a pair of hills. The trees around it were in full leaf now. It was easier to see in winter. But I thought Esja would appreciate the different perspective on her home all the same.

      I had just finished adjusting my easels when there was a knock on the door. I passed Mjolner in the hallway. His job done, he was heading to his bed in the sunniest corner of the living room to take a well-deserved nap.

      I threw open the door to see Loke, dressed as always head to toe in black, with his sister Esja close beside him in a lightweight gown of snowy white. She was clutching what I knew even without the copious colorful stains was her art bag filled with her watercolors and pads of paper.

      She looked completely comfortable, her thin, pale blonde hair pulled up in a braid crown with only a few loose tendrils to cling to her sweating brow.

      How Loke wasn’t absolutely dying in all that heavy, black cloth was a mystery. But I couldn’t see any sign of sweat on him.

      "Thank you so much for inviting me out, Ingrid!" Esja said as she pushed past her brother to pull me into a quick hug. Then she was gone, as if she already knew there was an easel in the living room with her name on it. I hadn’t told Mjolner about it. But of course Mjolner would just know.

      "Hey, Ingy," Loke said, using the nickname I only just tolerated from him. But I didn’t call him out on it today. No, I was frowning at him for an entirely different reason.

      "You look tired," I said.

      "It’s nothing," he said, too dismissively for my tastes.

      "You look worse than your sister," I hissed at him.

      "Hush! Don’t let her hear that," he said, as if I hadn’t already lowered my voice.

      "What’s going on?" I asked.

      "Nothing but the usual," he said. Then indicated for me to move inside so we could shut the door.

      I didn’t like that nonanswer. I mean, there was always something going on with him. He had power that neither he, I, nor my grandmother completely understood. And he had very little control over it. So that was, one could argue, usual.

      But since he never wanted to talk about it, dismissing it as if he didn’t want to rehash it again was a bit much. We’d never properly hashed it in the first place.

      "Oh, Ingrid! It’s just gorgeous out there today!" Esja called from the living room. "Look at those clouds, so puffy like giant sheep. Nothing like the haze we’ve had for days and days. But you have to show me where my house is. I don’t think I know the way well enough to pick it out."

      "That’s why we’re here," Loke said to me with a sly grin. He was clearly pleased to have our conversation interrupted by his sister’s enthusiasm before it even got started.

      But he wasn’t wrong.

      The month before, in the days before the big wedding between one of my closest friends, Kara, and the youngest of the Thors, Loke and I had found ourselves trapped outside of Villmark, unable to return. The magical barrier that protected all of Villmark from the wider world’s knowledge had become impassable, and we had been stuck in the modern Minnesotan fishing town of Runde.

      For me, it had been mostly a matter of feeling like I had been to blame for that somehow. I was so new at the magic I was meant to be good at.

      But for Loke, it had meant days of not knowing if his sister was all right. His sister, who was sick on the best of days, and deadly sick on the worst of days. He had been in agony.

      And Esja had been… just fine. She had come into town to stay with some of my friends until Loke could come back. For someone who was rarely well enough to have visitors, let alone go visiting, she had found it a rare treat. But one marred by not knowing where her brother was.

      Since then, I’d made Loke promise to bring her back into Villmark more often on her good days. And I knew she had been to visit Kara’s sister Nilda a few times. Even more surprisingly, she had called on Sigvin twice. Sigvin, the poor young woman who had the worst unrequited crush on Loke.

      I was curious for more details on how that visit had gone, but I doubted Loke would be up for sharing.

      Anyway, today Esja was visiting me.

      "I assume there’s food in your kitchen?" Loke said as he walked away from me, towards that open doorway. "Why don’t you join my sister in the living room? I’ll get the food all plated up and bring it out after the two of you are both so thoroughly lost in your world of art you don’t even know I’m there."

      "Thank you!" I called after him. He just waved a hand back over his shoulder.

      I went into the living room to find Esja already clamping a sheet of watercolor paper to the drawing board on my second-best easel. She smiled up at me, but only for a flash of a second. Then she was digging through her supply bag, finding things she wanted and arranging them around the easel.

      "Do you see the road that runs out of town?" I asked her as I pointed it out. "The stones glow like silver in the moonlight, but it stands out nicely from the grass even in the sunlight."

      She paused in what she was doing to squint out the window. "Yes," she said at last.

      "Okay, follow that line until it reaches two hills that run in long ridges sort of parallel to us," I said, tracing what I meant with a fingertip. "Your house is there, snug between those long, low hills."

      "Oh, yes," she said, a happy flush rising up on her cheeks. "I recognize the elm there. I can see it from my bedroom window. How lovely to see it from here."

      Considering how badly their Victorian home had fallen into disrepair since their parents had died in a fire inside that very house, this view where only a peek of roof tiles was visible was indeed the loveliest view.

      Esja had settled on her chair and was already sketching in what she wanted to paint in the softest of pencil lines. I sat down at my own easel, but watercolors had never been very much my thing.

      For magic, I preferred the messy, open-to-interpretation art I could create with charcoals.

      But I wasn’t doing magic art today. I was just passing the time with a friend. So I, too, started sketching in the tree-covered hills to the west. Trees were so fussy to draw with pen and ink, but I really couldn’t help myself.

      Ink was my favorite. And I really loved trees. I was already considering the techniques I’d use to make the birches distinct from the elms and the maples. There were at least six distinct shades of green out there. And I was going to convey it all with black ink on white paper.

      It was some time later when I sat back, distracted by the growling in my stomach. The sun had shifted visibly across the sky. Considering we had only just passed the summer solstice, that was really saying something. I must’ve lost a couple of hours without even realizing it.

      I looked over at Esja, still lost in her own work. There was a plate of food just by her elbow with a half-eaten cinnamon roll and the stems from a cluster of grapes. But it was scarcely surprising that her brother had nagged her into remembering to eat even as she painted.

      Then I saw the plate of untouched food at my own elbow.

      I looked back over my shoulder to see Loke apparently napping, slouched back in one of my comfy chairs with his hands folded on his belly. Mjolner was wrapped around his feet. I could hear the purring from across the room.

      Loke opened a single eye when he felt me watching him. Then he winked, as much as saying that he’d told me so.

      But I didn’t care. I was covered in ink and my neck was aching from sitting too long hunched over my easel, but it felt wonderful.

      For nearly three hours, I had stopped worrying about Thorbjorn, out on patrol with his brothers.

      But that moment was gone now. And I was once more looking out that window, but not at what I wanted to draw. No, this time as I looked at the hills to the west, I wondered just where he was right at that moment.

      And more than that, when he’d be home again.
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      I had to shoo Loke and Esja out before midafternoon. I felt a little bad about that, as Esja was still very engrossed in her work.

      But I didn’t need Loke to tell me she was pushing herself a little too hard. Her cheeks were mostly flushed with excitement, but not entirely. And she was working harder to keep her hands from trembling every time she raised her brush.

      "She’s going to crash as soon as we get home," Loke chided me in a low whisper as I walked them to my door.

      "She’s earned it," I whispered back. Then said to Esja, "I’ll bring that painting down myself in the morning, or have someone bring it to you if I get caught up in volva duties."

      "Okay," she said, chewing at her lip nervously. "But I’m not done with it."

      "I know. It’s just better to not try carrying it down that hill when it’s wet."

      "I know," she said, still chewing her lip. But then she pulled me into another hug. Not as strong as before, and with a bit more tremble in her arms this time, but still a welcome gesture.

      "Heading off to Haraldr’s?" Loke asked offhandedly as I followed them out the door and across my courtyard to the gate in my fence.

      "Yes. That’s the only reason I’d chase you both away, you know," I said.

      "That’s not the only reason," Loke said in a teasing drawl.

      "No, I think it’s probably at least reason number two," Esja said with a grin.

      "Hey," I said, pretending to feel grumpier at being teased than I actually did. It was nice to see her having a moment with her brother.

      But it’s not like I needed a reminder that it had been twelve days since I’d seen Thorbjorn.

      Twelve days, six hours, and… forty-two minutes.

      Give or take.

      "Which rune is it today?" Loke asked as we all stepped out onto the cobblestoned road and headed south, down the hill towards the end of town.

      "Vend," I said. "It looks like if you made a capital P but with a triangle on top rather than a curve. It means joy and hope."

      "If you know that already, why do you have to talk to Haraldr about it?" Esja asked.

      If Loke had asked, I’d assume he was teasing me again. But Esja was sincerely asking.

      "The letter shape and the translation are barely the surface of the thing," I told her. "There are more meanings, layers of them. And even then, learning all of it isn’t the real work."

      "What is?" she asked.

      "I have to bond with it," I said, trying to explain a nebulous concept with hand gestures. Which wasn’t illuminating at all, I was sure. I was mostly just describing round shapes and then waving my fingers around.

      "She meditates on the rune," Loke said.

      "Like when people in the east say ‘om’?" Esja asked.

      She might never have left Villmark a day in her life, but she was a voracious reader. Mostly of modern romances, but a few thicker tomes on weightier topics slipped in there from time to time.

      "It’s a little different," I said, although I had never attempted eastern meditation, so what did I know? But I gave it a shot. "I’m not so much trying to focus on one thing until I’m unfocused from everything, or focused on all things, or anything like that. I mean, it’s not about the experience of meditation. It’s more like… finding the relationship I already have with the concept that the rune represents."

      "Huh," Esja said. I didn’t blame her. I wasn’t explaining it very well. But I’d never really tried to before. I just did it.

      "I don’t really feel a connection to any of the runes, but I don’t feel a connection to that one in particular," Loke said, a shade too casually. Like he was trying to tell me something without saying it out loud. I gave him a questioning glance, but he just rolled his eyes in the direction of his sister.

      Which was annoying. Why even bring it up if he didn’t want to explain it?

      I mean, aside from being something Loke did all the time.

      But we had reached the point where our paths diverged. The two of them would continue on past the public gardens and greenhouses, then along the road through the pastures until they reached their Victorian house between the hills.

      I, meanwhile, would turn in front of the gardens, following their northern edge past the council hall towards my favorite mead hall.

      I mean, besides my grandmother’s mead hall down in Runde, obviously.

      Being one of the three members of the council, it made sense that Haraldr’s house was here, close to where they met. But I had a feeling that the mead hall had also been a factor. Not that I ever saw Haraldr there, carousing with the youth. But I’d come inside his house on more than one occasion to smell the distinct combination of spices that Ullr always used on his roasted meat.

      Not that anyone else could get takeout food from Ullr. But I suspected he made an exception for Haraldr.

      "I’ll see you tomorrow?" Esja asked, twisting the handles of her art bag in her hands as we stood at the crossroads.

      "I hope so. But no promises," I said. "Something might come up."

      "As if I would feel bad if it did," Esja scoffed at me. "I mean, exhibit number one of having something else come up is standing right next to me here."

      She gave her brother a good-natured punch to the shoulder. But she was looking at me, so she didn’t see the flash of real hurt in his eyes.

      "Loke would never leave your side, if not being away was even a possibility," I told her sternly.

      "I know that!" she laughed. "That’s what I’m saying. I get it. More than responsibilities, you have things that literally pick you up and carry you away. I hope to see you tomorrow, but if I don’t, I’ll expect to hear the whole magical story when I do see you again. Deal?"

      "Absolutely," I said. I gave her one last hug, but Loke was already walking away before I could even reach out to him.

      Typical.

      I turned to the left and followed the road east towards Haraldr’s house.

      Fulla, who tended his house for him, answered the door at my first knock, just as she always did. She had just celebrated her fourteenth birthday, and had had an impressive growth spurt to go with it. I would swear she was six inches taller than the last time I had seen her. Taller, and more willowy.

      "Hello, Ingrid," she said with a smile as she stepped back to let me into the hall. "He’s in the library, of course. He might be napping. I’d tell you not to wake him, but I don’t think that’s even possible."

      "He’s like a dragon in that way," I agreed. "He only looks like he’s asleep. Sneak into his layer, and that eye is open and watching you."

      "Exactly!" she laughed. "Do you need anything before you head in? I have some strawberries I picked from Haraldr’s garden this morning and fresh cream?"

      Tempting. But I had work to do.

      "No, thanks, Fulla," I said. "I had company over for brunch, and I’m completely full."

      I left her puzzling at how I could still be full from brunch at four in the afternoon—and she didn’t even know how little of the food I had eaten—and headed down the corridor that ran like a spine down the center of Haraldr’s house until I reached the first of the two doors into his library.

      Haraldr was indeed sitting in a chair by the cold fireplace, hands folded over his belly, looking much like Loke had just an hour before. Well, a far older, balder Loke. But, also like Loke, he opened a single eye the moment he felt me looking his way.

      "Oh, good, Ingrid," he said, and put both of his bony hands on the arms of his chair to push himself into sitting up straighter. "It is such a relief that the heat has passed, isn’t it?"

      "That, and the storms," I agreed as I settled into the chair opposite his by the fireplace. "I did so many drawings, sure that something supernatural was going on. But so far as I could tell, it was just weather."

      "Sometimes weather is enough, if it’s bad weather," Haraldr said. "And it will surely be miserably hot again before this summer is through. But I spent the morning out in the garden, watching Fulla pick strawberries. Well, she called it ‘helping’, but I don’t think eating half of her haul is really helping."

      "I’m sure she just meant your company was appreciated," I said.

      Then I realized that was likely true. It must be lonely for Fulla, a girl her age basically holding down a more than full-time job. She was an orphan who had been taken in by the council when she was twelve, and moving into Haraldr’s house to look after him had been her idea.

      I knew because I had specifically asked. I had worked at a diner all through high school and beyond to pay for art school, because the income from my mother’s job barely covered her ever-increasing medical expenses. I got having a strong work ethic even from a young age.

      But I wondered if Fulla ever regretted it. I mean, I had made friends—one of them a lifelong friend—working at that diner. But Fulla was all alone, save for Haraldr.

      I would have to find a way to ask her. Not that Haraldr could get by without someone around to look after him. But another helper or two to take some of the load off Fulla would doubtless be welcome.

      A fourteen-year-old girl should have time to spend with other people her own age. And perhaps have fewer responsibilities.

      "Something troubles you?" Haraldr asked as he smoothed the thin blanket that was draped over his knees.

      "No, just making a mental note for later," I said. Because I wanted to talk to the woman on the council, Brigida, and also Fulla herself before I brought it up to Haraldr and the other council member, Thorbjorn’s father, Valki.

      "Somehow, I don’t think it’s art you’re thinking of," he said with a merry gleam in his eye.

      "No," I admitted. "But I did spend the last several hours thinking about art."

      "I heard you had Esja over at your home," he said with a nod.

      Of course, he had heard about that. For people who contended they preferred to keep to themselves, there was nothing slow about the Villmarker rumor mill.

      And also, of course, he knew that thinking about art came after thinking about Esja.

      But I was startled to hear him laughing.

      "What?" I asked.

      "Oh, the look on your face, dear," he said. "Such a guilty countenance for someone caught being generous with their time and themselves."

      "I hardly paid attention to her when she was there," I admitted. And whatever he had seen in my face before, I really was feeling guilty now.

      "If I know Esja, she was just pleased to be taken seriously as an artist, by a professional artist."

      I couldn’t exactly argue against that. Well, maybe the professional bit. I still owed my friend Jessica more ink illustrations to replace the ones she’d sold for me in her café.

      "And this drawing you did during our recent storm. Were you worried about yourself, or about the town?"

      "The town," I said, not quite adding the word obviously. "Loke and I still feel like there’s a danger we don’t understand that’s on its way. But the storm wasn’t it."

      "Lose some sleep finding that out, did you?" he asked, in that teasing tone again.

      "Yeah," I admitted, rubbing at my neck tiredly.

      I watched as he pulled a little card out from under that blanket. A single character was drawn on it. The rune vend, just as I had described it to Esja.

      "Joy and hope," I said, as I took the card from him and ran my fingertips over the rune.

      "I almost don’t think I need to explain this one to you," he said, settling back with his hands folded on his belly once more.

      "I mean, that’s pretty much all I know about it," I admitted.

      "Joy is a virtue we strive for, as much as strength or generosity," he told me. "It means being joyful even as you work. Keeping your enthusiasm high, even when things get hard."

      "I guess I try to do that," I said, but not with a lot of conviction. I felt like I failed as much as I succeeded. I felt overwhelmed, a lot. Like an impostor who only thought she could master magic, more than a lot.

      But I worked to not let that show. That must be what Haraldr meant.

      "Your art," he said, as if he knew I wasn’t getting him. "You do the hard work, but you still bring that sense of finding the beauty to it. That’s important. I think after spending the afternoon with Esja, you feel that even more than I can explain it to you."

      "It’s good to see her feeling happy," I said.

      "But it’s not just her you care about seeing happy," Haraldr said. "And it’s not just the whole town. Because that’s a concept it’s easy to be too far removed from. You aren’t working to protect Villmark, the idea of Villmark, safe. You’re working to keep each individual person safe. And that means something more, you seeing them as individuals."

      "Okay," I said, but I felt that guilty flush creeping back up on my cheeks. The truth was, there were people in Villmark I had to work hard to like.

      But Haraldr was looking at me, not smiling or winking or anything like that, but with something in his eyes that told me he already knew that. And it was part of what he meant.

      I looked at the rune in my hand again.

      "Vend is the rune of fellowship. Of friendship and kin both. That isn’t without its own sort of strife. But it’s about holding strong together against the sorrows out there."

      He gestured in a way that looked like he meant outside his windows. But I knew he meant the wilds outside of Villmark.

      The ones the Thors were patrolling through in an endless quest to keep us all safe.

      That was my mission, too. Just in a different way.

      "I think I understand," I said, as I tucked the rune card into my sketchbook. "Of course, I often think that. Then the rune’s true meaning blindsides me. So I know this is only the beginning of my work."

      "Don’t work too hard," Haraldr said, even as he slouched low in his chair, intent on continuing his nap. "Such a lovely day. And it’s been so long since you’ve tended to your own stronghold."

      "I’ve been in the family home in Villmark every day since the wedding," I said, confused.

      "I meant your stronghold," he said, his eyes already closed. "Your little cabin in the woods."

      "Oh, right," I said.

      I hadn’t forgotten about it, precisely. But it had been weeks and weeks since I’d been there. It was so remote from everything, so far from everyone in Villmark who might need me.

      Then I saw Haraldr was looking at me again, like he was watching me figure him out. He gave me a wink, a wink that had just the faintest hint of a smirk to it.

      Then he was napping for real. And I slipped out of the door without waking him.
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      It was about five o’clock when I left Haraldr’s house. Late afternoon in July, but the same time would be in darkness in a few short months. Despite not eating much at brunch, I wasn’t particularly hungry. So rather than head home for dinner, I went east, to the meadow at the top of the waterfall that marked the border between Villmark behind its protective magic veil and the northern Minnesotan fishing town of Runde.

      I wasn’t in any particular hurry, and I was in a rather melancholy mood—not sad per se, just kind of quietly subdued—so I lingered in the meadow. The wildflowers were in full bloom, their scents blending pleasantly with the clean smell of sun-warmed grass.

      But as lovely as that was, walking through the tall grass and dragging my fingertips over the nodding heads of the flowers, what I was truly focused on was the view beyond that field of blooms. The view that dominated the entire world to the east of Runde.

      Lake Superior.

      Even in July, its steel blue color looked cold. The breeze that danced through my hair wasn’t exactly chilly, but it was cooler and smelled of the lake. I was standing at the very edge of the ridge, close enough to the waterfall for random gusts to blow water vapor over me in a fine mist.

      I could see why my Viking era ancestors settled here. It had a more daunting beauty in the middle of winter, to be sure. But my ancestors had come from an island off the coast of Norway. Winter had never been anything they hadn’t been quite prepared to deal with.

      I wasn’t sure why winter was so much on my mind that day. Maybe it was Haraldr’s suggestion of taking time off and going to my cabin in the woods. It was a tempting idea.

      But it felt like a dangerous temptation.

      I could feel something coming, something darker and colder than winter. And taking a vacation was not going to prepare me to face it when it came.

      I kind of wanted to talk to Loke about it. But that would have to wait at least another day. After all the excitement in the morning, Esja would need a quiet evening at home. And I knew there would be no dragging him away from her short of life-threatening peril.

      What I worried about would still be there in the morning, and only a little bit closer for all my worrying. So I pushed it from my mind and headed back to the opening to the caves that tunneled deep throughout the bluffs behind the waterfall.
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