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A howling sound resonated against the empty walls. The chill ran through her bones. Her teeth chattered as she continued about her duties. There were many who were in a far more desperate situation. If she was unsuccessful, they would suffer. That was not an option. She carried the large bag through the howling cold metal walkway, trying desperately to avoid thinking about the chill. Winter was not coming. It had long since arrived and would remain for several rotations. Metal was the last thing to freeze in these areas, but it would none the less freeze.

Her gloves were clad with rough patches to allow for grip. Feathers were layered over the warming mechanism. It kept her hands from getting frost bitten minutes after exiting her home. She found each set was maintained by the warmth in her boots. They had similar layering and grip, but extended like a second pant leg from her foot up. She knew warming would be possible on the other end of the metallic outdoors. The different walls were erected shortly after they arrived on this planet. It kept the worst of the winter winds out of their homes and town.

She walked on the edge of her town to get to the homes most in need. They had to be the first stop. By the time she would arrive home, she will have delivered everything she carried. Right now though, it was going to be a quick gust of winter cold wind, then ducking inside the front part of a warmer building across from the edge wall. She steadied herself on the edge of the town’s barrier before dashing across, fighting the gust that threatened to push her further into the center of town and toward the next wall. She grabbed the pole that stood at the halfway point. They put it in last winter after she impacted the wall as a much smaller child. It was a kindness that allowed her to remain on track.

Once she reached the midway poll, she caught her breath and waited. It would only be a few minutes until the gust would drop enough to rush to the next part, the building. The moment came. She rushed to the doorstep. Throwing open the door brought a wave of warmth. She stepped into the entry area, threw the door closed and smiled. First leg of her trip accomplished. She pulled the mask off her face, the goggles up to her forehead, and tucked her gloves into her pocket.

She moved towards the steps to ascend to the Wilson’s home. There, tiny faces and bright smiles greeted her. The twins must have heard her coming. “Bella! Bella!” they always greeted her with joy. It’s possible they were the reason she took this trek each week.

Bella placed her padded arms around the little ones and squeezed slightly. Their mother called from the other room, “Get in and get that door closed. You’re letting out the heat.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” Bella walked further in and pulled the bag off her shoulder. “Do you two want some chocolate?”

The redheaded twin squealed with delight. “Yes, please.”

Her sister nodded fervently. Her soft brown curly hair dipped out of the cap she wore. She often remained quiet. It was difficult to get her to speak due to some trauma Bella was not clear about.

“Alright. Let’s see.” Bella dug into the bag and fished out two small chocolate pieces she had set aside for them before leaving her house. “For each of you. Is your brother helping your mom?” They nodded, grabbed her arms and pulled her deeper into this house. It was often the same routine when she arrived.

In the main room were two beds, a small warmer in the center of the room, and a soft pile of blankets near it topped by a tiny one. On the bed was a thin, older woman with a warm smile. “Bella, why do you linger? Come in. Come in.”

Bella entered and settled on the empty bed. “I have the blanket you needed.”

“That’s so kind of you, but we only needed the food.”

“Ms. Wilson, you don’t have enough blankets. The children remain warm, but the two of you need another.” The younger woman pulled a thick blanket out of the tightly packed bag, then pulled it out of another bag, which had been holding it in a tighter bag. “It’ll be good for keeping you warmer.” She passed it over. As it moved from one set of hands to the next, the blanket unraveled until it was large and thick enough to cover an adult.

“You are so kind, Bella.”

“You need to be warm too.” Bella dug the rest of her delivery from the bag. It was a container of yeeta root and several bottles of caruba milk. “I’ve got two more stops, but hopefully this will keep you through the week.” She placed both on the bed next to her while the girls warmed themselves in front of the heater near their baby brother. “I also have gloves for Mycha.” She pulled two small round mittens out of her interior coat pocket. “They should help keep him warm when we begin the thaw.”
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