
  
    [image: Predator in the Lanes]
  


  
    
      PREDATOR IN THE LANES

      A VIKING WITCH MYSTERY

    

    
      
        CATE MARTIN

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Ratatoskr Press]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Free eBook!

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

      
        Chapter 24

      

    

    
      
        Check Out Book Fourteen!

      

      
        The Witches Three Cozy Mysteries

      

      
        The Weal & Woe Bookshop Witch Mysteries

      

      
        Also from Ratatoskr Press

      

      
        Newsletter Signup!

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by Cate Martin

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FREE EBOOK!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      Like exclusive, free content?

      If you’d like to receive “A Collection of Witchy Prequels”, a free collection of short story prequels to the Witches Three Cozy Mystery and Viking Witch Cozy Mystery series, as well as other free stories throughout the year, click here to subscribe to my newsletter! This eBook is exclusively for newsletter subscribers and will never be sold in stores. Check it out!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      After the brutal heat of early August, followed by the furious intensity of an epic hailstorm that quickly shifted back into a smothering atmosphere of heat and humidity, September was a real blessing.

      The sun had risen over Lake Superior on the first of the month, speckling the surface of the iron gray lake with rosy-gold sparkles of light, to gently warm the refreshingly brisk morning air. A soft rain had fallen the night before, but not so much as to leave muddy puddles all over the cobblestoned roads of Villmark.

      Or, for that matter, all over the lakeside town of Runde. Because while I lived in Villmark—the village of descendants from a lost Viking tribe that had settled on the shore of Lake Superior long before the days of Christopher Columbus—I also spent as much time as I could in the more conventional northern Minnesotan town of Runde. Especially now that my grandmother's cabin was finally finished, and she had moved out of the rental mobile home in the parking lot of the municipal building.

      The municipal building that she used her magic to turn into an authentic Viking era mead hall after sunset every day.

      Yeah, I know. My life is a lot. But I'm used to it. Half of my friends wear swords while patrolling the borders of Villmark to keep the likes of trolls, giants and other monsters at bay, and the other half are waiting tables in the busy diner off the highway, or long haul trucking to the coast and back, or running their own café/bookstore business.

      And I float between both worlds.

      Although the more my grandmother had sunk her roots into only Runde these days, the more I found myself compensating by rooting deeper down into Villmark.

      But while a magical barrier protected Villmark from being discovered by the outside world, the weather permeated both sides of that barrier. The hailstorm that pelted one pelted the other.

      And the bright sunshine that bathed one bathed the other in equally golden, warm tones.

      So far, this September had been exceptionally nice. It had been warm enough to go out without a jacket, but never so hot that walking to the market was all that was needed to break out into a sweat.

      And, as if that perfect day had been some sort of template, every day in September after that had been a pasted copy of the first. A gentle rain on occasion, but only at night and never more than a shimmering wetness to the grass and trees left by dawn.

      Those trees weren't turning colors just yet. That wouldn’t start really happening until October. But after the drought of late summer, the trees were a dappled pattern of green and gold that made the hills look like they were dancing with even the softest of breezes.

      And the sky was an almost Mediterranean shade of indigo blue.

      So it might have seemed ironic to an impartial observer that, while Esja assisted Roarr with the intricacies of watercolors as their works in progress gained layer after layer of bright color, my own drawing pad on the easel in front of me was all the black of ink on the matte white of my thickest paper.

      But only if that observer didn't know me or my art particularly well. Because as much as I was decently skilled with any art media, my two greatest loves were always charcoal and ink. And those media encouraged chiaroscuro.

      Which usually I liked. I love bold contrasts between light and dark and always lean into it with all my work, whether magical or purely artistic. And, being a volva—a Norse witch—in training as well as an aspiring book illustrator, I had plenty of opportunities for both pursuits.

      I suppose the fact that I was doing such stark work while facing a gorgeous view of blue skies, green and gold trees, and all the bright colors of the homes of Villmark spread out over the hillside south of my floor-to-ceiling windows in my great room might have been ironic.

      But, on the other hand, it felt all too appropriate to me. Because while I knew on a surface level that this run of fine weather and the beauty of the view I woke to every morning were some of life's best little miracles, I couldn't quite feel it. Not deep down inside.

      It had been two months now since my boyfriend Thorbjorn had gone north with Esja's brother, my close friend Loke. And it had been a month since my magic cat, Mjolner, had been able to find them.

      And that break in contact—as tenuous as it had always been since Mjolner couldn't actually talk to me to let me know how the two of them were doing—was making it hard to see the bright colors of autumn in Villmark.

      Or to appreciate the smells of the apples that everyone was baking with at the moment.

      Or to bask in the touch of the breezes that were always refreshing without ever being chilling.

      Winter was coming. This fine weather would end. And what a crime it would be if I never once appreciated it while it was here.

      And yet… I just couldn't.

      "I don't get it," Roarr said to Esja with a sigh as he sat back to look at the muddy tones of the paper mounted on his easel. "Yours looks so much nicer than mine."

      The two of them were painting the same landscape, but I was, as usual, focused on the latest rune in my ongoing studies with the old wise man Haraldr. This one was naudhr, the rune of need. It looked like two sticks, one vertical and the other at a cross angle, like when someone used just that friction to start a fire.

      An arduous process, almost as arduous as my attempt to connect to the concept it was supposed to invoke.

      The only need I could focus on was my bone-deep longing to see Thorbjorn and Loke again.

      But Roarr's words were a welcome break to my feeble attempts at proper concentration. I set aside my ink brush and stood up to stretch my back before walking over to stand between their two easels.

      He wasn't wrong. Her landscape was delicate, her use of color subtle but confident. But, to be fair, Esja had been painting almost since birth. And while she did some sketching, most of her work had been focused entirely on watercolors. She could do things with those paints that I struggled to replicate, and I had graduated from a rigorous art school.

      I looked at his attempt at the landscape we were all facing, then looked over at Esja's. I could see the problem at once, beyond just the varying levels of skill.

      But I was trying to encourage Esja to take on the role of teacher, so I said nothing. Even though she was casting nervous looks my way, waiting for me to jump in. I remained silent.

      "I think you forgot some of the things I told you about mixing colors," Esja said at last. She was still looking to me for confirmation, but I kept my face impassive.

      "I was cleaning my brush thoroughly before changing colors," Roarr said. Then he looked down at his large hands, covered all over in streaks of paint that he hadn't been cleaning as thoroughly from his own skin.

      But that wasn't his problem.

      "Look how much of your black and white has already been used up," Esja said. "I told you to use those sparingly."

      "I did," he said defensively. But we were all looking at the evidence even as he said those words. "I mean, I tried to. I guess I don't get it. If I see where the leaves over here are a lighter green, don't I use white to make it lighter?"

      "You could make a paler green that way, but what you’re looking at isn't really just a whiter shade of green," Esja said. She pointed out the window towards the trees in question. "Look more carefully at it. Really look. Just focus on the green."

      "Okay," Roarr said, looking out the window with his eyes squinted almost shut as he focused on just the green.

      "They aren't whiter, the lighter patches, are they?" she said. "The green is lighter, but it's reflecting a lot of the yellow from the other leaves around it. Not white."

      "Okay," Roarr said, but skeptically. He wasn't sure if she was pulling his leg.

      But then something clicked inside his head, and I watched as his eyes started darting around all over that hillside. "Okay, so the yellow leaves that look darker are kind of green in the same way?"

      "Definitely not blacker," Esja said. "The black is what's making your final picture so muddy. Blacks and whites really take over a painting when you use them even a little bit too much. They overwhelm. You really have to look carefully and focus on the colors you're actually seeing. Like the way those yellows and greens reflect each other."

      Roarr just nodded thoughtfully.

      But I stepped away before either of them could see the emotion I knew was coloring my cheeks.

      I felt like Esja had just given me a thorough dressing down on my attitude, and she hadn't even been talking to me. Not even obliquely.

      And yet, I could see she was right. I wasn't looking well enough. Art was one thing, but I was letting the blacks and whites dominate in my life as well. And they weren't exactly working for me in the moment.

      “Do you want to try again?" Esja asked Roarr.

      "Maybe later," he said. "It's getting late. And Nora is serving cinnamon buns with the first barrel of her hard cider at the mead hall tonight. That and a little roast chicken and root vegetables? Well worth getting there early for."

      I couldn't argue with that. Nora, my grandmother, had been expanding her menu down at the mead hall. It was like, now that she wasn't managing the contractors who had built her cabin back from scratch after I had accidentally flattened her old one with a magical tornado, she needed something else to fill her time.

      Or maybe, now that I was taking on more and more of the duties of volva that had always been hers alone before, she just had the time to focus on the mead hall that she had always longed for.

      Or maybe a bit of both.

      It was nice to see, and I could feel her exhausted happiness every time I stopped in to see her.

      And Roarr wasn't wrong. Roast chicken and root vegetables with all the fresh herbs from my grandmother's thriving garden sounded so good my mouth watered just at the thought. And mulled cider with cinnamon buns felt like autumn perfection.

      And it would be a chance to see my Runde friends again. In Villmark, I tended to lose track of the days, but I was pretty sure it was the weekend in Runde. Andrew and Jessica would be at the mead hall for sure, and Michelle and her new boyfriend Nate as well, if he was in town and not out driving his truck.

      "Ingrid?" Esja said, and I realized they had both been looking at me. Like they were waiting for permission.

      "You guys go ahead," I said as I moved back to my easel. The page was covered with renditions of the naudhr rune that ranged from the most basic slashing strokes to an elaborate version that would make any illuminator from the Middle Ages sick with envy.

      "You're still blocked with that rune?" Esja asked.

      "Surely an evening off would help?" Roarr put in.

      "Or doing the opposite of drawing it over and over again," Esja said. "Like… dancing."

      I just bit back a laugh. I knew she was trying to be helpful, but Esja's answer to most of life's problems these days was dancing.

      And having indulged her more than once, I had to admit, there was something to be said to letting the mind go and just moving your body around to an infectious beat.

      But not that night. "No, you guys go ahead without me," I said. "I'll try to catch up later if I can, but no promises."

      "You're not going to sit here and stew again, are you?" Esja asked.

      Then she seemed to realize she had used the word "again" and blushed furiously.

      But, that was fair. I had been stewing. A lot. And fruitlessly.

      "No, I just want to catch Haraldr before he goes to bed and talk to him about things," I said. "I'm sure I'll be down soon enough. Unless I need to sleep on the problem. Sometimes that helps."

      "Don't worry about us," Roarr said, even going so far as to grasp my wrist in his rough hand, if only fleetingly. He wasn't normally a touchy-feely person, but I didn't miss what he was really telling me.

      He had said "us," but he had meant "Esja." I didn't need to worry about Esja. Because he would keep an eye out for her.

      And although she hadn't had a single strange episode since we had brought her back to Villmark the month before, neither Roarr nor I were ready to relax our vigilance.

      Some strange entity was far too interested in Esja, and far too capable of just sliding into her mind and making trouble. And while my grandmother had started teaching her some basic protective magic, she was making progress with it at about the rate that Roarr was mastering watercolors.

      Still, it was a short walk from Villmark to Runde. And in Runde, she'd be close by my grandmother, inside the protection of all the spells I had helped my grandmother weave to protect that space. Esja would be safer there than she was even in my company.

      She would be fine.

      "Thank you," I said to Roarr.

      We walked together out the front gate of my house, but parted ways there. As they headed north towards the commons, I could just catch Esja's words cajoling Roarr into dancing with her for just one song. He was refusing firmly enough, but somehow I was sure by the time they reached my grandmother's mead hall, he'd be talked into three dances and only one of them could be a slow song.

      I smiled to myself as I headed south, past the marketplace to the public gardens that bordered Haraldr's house.

      On the way, I tried really hard to appreciate the colors.

      And I blamed the coming twilight for how muted everything still felt to me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      The marketplace was closing up for the night as I walked past it, but I lingered a bit in the public gardens. The largest part of these gardens are orchards of fruit trees and raised beds of herbs, both culinary and medicinal. And the greenhouse at the back of the gardens was filled with even more, and rarer plants.

      But I made the most of the last dying light of the sun to take a quick stroll through what was, in the summertime, the flower gardens.

      I've always liked the way gardens look in the fall, the way the flowers and greenery dry into ghostly versions of their summer selves. Everything is so delicate, crumbling at the softest brush of a fingertip. But that crumbling touch also released the last of the dying bloom's scent. I was never a goth girl—which kind of made me stand out in some of my art school classes, let me tell you—but this fading beauty always struck me on a deep level.

      And, strangely, by the time it was too dark for me to make out more than the outlines of the plants around me, I felt better.

      I mean, I still missed Thorbjorn. And Loke.

      But now their absence felt more like a temporary thing. Like the dying of the flowers, it was just part of the wheel of life. And that wheel was always turning.

      The flowers would bloom again, when spring came.

      And I'd see Thorbjorn and Loke again. In due time.

      Meanwhile, I had to get to Haraldr's house if I still wanted to catch him before bedtime. His bedtime, anyway.

      It was a short walk past the grand Viking era timber longhouse that was the council hall to the more modern Scandinavian design of Haraldr's house. I climbed onto his porch, saw the light from his kitchen spilling in an elongated rectangle across the garden to the left of the house, and knocked on the door.

      I wasn't surprised to see Fulla answer the door, although she seemed to grow a couple more inches every time I saw her. She was an orphan who lived in Haraldr's house to help him manage his household.

      But I was surprised to see that she wasn't alone. There was another girl of about the same age of early teens standing beside her. And both of their faces were rosily glowing, as if I had just caught them mid giggling fit.

      "Hello," I said.

      "Hello, Ingrid," Fulla said, clearly pulling herself together to fulfill her role as Haraldr's assistant. She stepped back and held the door open so I could step into the mudroom. "This is my friend Brana. Brana, this is Ingrid Torfudottir."

      "I know that," Brana whispered to her friend. But then she smiled up at me nervously. "Well met, volva."

      "Well met, Brana," I said. They were both dressed in the traditional Villmarker girl clothes of an apron dress over a sheath-like dress, white linen over blue linen. And their blonde hair fell in long braids down their backs, although Fulla's hair was considerably thicker than her friend's.

      But both of them had little butterfly clips in their hair. Just cheap plastic in pastel colors covered in glitter, the sort of thing I used to buy in a kiosk in a mall when I was their age.

      Although where these two had gotten them, I had no idea. I doubted either of them had ever been outside the borders of Villmark even to go down into Runde. Which, being a fishing village really, had no mall.

      Still, things from the outside world just had a way of finding their way into Villmark, even into the hands of children. The isolationists hated it; they would prefer the children of Villmark had only proper Villmarker things and no knowledge of the greater world at all.

      But ribbons, while fine in their own right, would never really be able to compete with glittery butterflies with bright—if fake—jewels for eyes.

      "I don't think Haraldr was expecting you?" Fulla said with a puzzled frown.

      "No, we don't have an appointment," I said. "I just wanted to talk with him, if he's available."

      "He went into his library after dinner," Fulla said. "Brana was helping me with the dishes, but we were going to head to my room now. Unless you needed me?"

      Far be it from me to get between a thirteen-year-old girl and whatever she wanted to get up to in her bedroom with her best friend. "No, I can find my own way. Thanks."

      Fulla gave me a big, grateful smile. Then she and Brana scampered down the hall past the door to the kitchen to, presumably, her own room. They almost got the door closed behind them before erupting into giggles again.

      The door to the library was closed, but there was light coming from underneath it. Firelight, but also lamplight. I knocked, then let myself inside.

      As I had expected, Haraldr was tucked in his chair by the fire, a lap blanket drawn over his legs and a book open on his lap. And he was indeed attempting to get up as I came in, but settled gratefully back into his seat at my gesture.

      "Ingrid. Well met," he said.

      "I hope I'm not stopping by too late," I said.

      "No, no," he said, readjusting the folds of the shawl that had slipped from his shoulders when he had started to get up from his chair. "I'm afraid I napped too excessively this afternoon, and sleep is bound to elude me for some hours now. And the book I chose to while away the time isn't grabbing my attention. I welcome whatever distraction you've come to offer me. I suppose this is about naudhr?"

      "It feels appropriate, doesn't it?" I said as I settled into my customary chair across from his. "I mean, this rune represents resistance to will and action. So if it's fighting me…"

      I trailed off with a shrug.

      "You feel like it's fighting you?" he asked.

      "Yeah," I said, but there was something in his tone that told me he didn't think that was true. "What do you think? That I'm fighting myself?"

      "I wasn't thinking that, but apparently you were," he said with a spark of laughter in his eyes. "No, what I was thinking was what I'm always thinking when you come to see me."

      "And what's that?" I asked.

      "That you are always in such a hurry," he said. "The knowledge of the ages, knowledge our ancestors put together over generations and generations, and you want to learn it all at once. Learn it, master it, use it, all in a snap."

      "It's not my ego," I said defensively. "It's necessity. Something is coming, and I have to be ready."

      "Necessity," Haraldr said with a sly grin.

      "Right. Naudhr," I said. "Maybe I understand this already better than I think I do."

      Haraldr shrugged noncommittally. "I think you are progressing just as you should be, and in the proper time," he said. "All I would suggest you change is your approach. Your frame of mind."

      "How so?" I asked.

      "Just as the rune is trying to teach you," Haraldr said. "Circumstances are creating necessities for you, as you said. You need skills to be prepared, and you feel that need deeply."

      "So, what do I have to change?" I asked. Because if he thought I was seeing where he was going, I really wasn't.

      "You need more patience," he said. "The things you can't change, they are creating your necessities. Something is coming to Villmark, and you know you have to be prepared to face it. That is a necessity for you. You know the two men you rely on the most are gone from you and may remain so for some time. So you are on your own, if just for a time. That's a necessity."

      "Patience isn't going to change any of that," I said.

      "Nothing is going to change any of that," Haraldr said firmly. "Your patience is only in your reaction to those things. You need to find your way to working with the things you can't change. Because you'll never succeed in trying to work against them."

      "What's the point of anything if I can't change things?" I asked, throwing up my hands in frustration.

      "You can't change the past, can you?" he asked me mildly.

      "Obviously not," I said. Although I had gone to the past once. And I wasn't convinced that changing it was impossible. Just that it was almost definitely a really bad idea to try.

      "The past creates the restrictions that carry on into the future," he said. At my blank look, he leaned forward in his chair as if being closer would help me understand him more. "Thorbjorn went into the north and hasn't returned yet. That was in the past, and it will carry on into the future that you are, for some time, without him. You can't change that."

      "I could go find him," I said.

      He sat back and gave me a long, level look.

      "I could," I said, when he carried on not speaking.

      "He went north for a reason," Haraldr said. "And he went without you for a reason. Do you not trust his reasoning?"

      "No, it’s not that," I said, but in a slow drawl.

      But if he heard my hesitation, he ignored it. "Trust him. Honor his choices. Be patient."

      Now it was my turn to say nothing. But I did chew at my lip pretty aggressively.

      "In the meantime," Haraldr said with a kind smile, "focus on what necessity is forging in you. Staying strong in this moment, that is building the will—the magical might—in you that you will need in the future. When Thorbjorn returns, if not sooner."

      "Future," I said musingly. "Skuld."

      "She is the Norn associated with this rune, yes," Haraldr said. "But I caution you again not to bring your understanding of the fates and karmas of other cultures to this area. The Norns and the well they use to tend the World Tree are not the fates with their spinning, weaving and cutting of threads. The Norns cut the wood to measure our days, but it is as a parent measures a child by making a mark in a doorway. It's a measure of what is, not a determination of what will be. The child is as tall as the child is. And so are the lengths of our lives. Skuld measures, but she doesn't determine."

      "Okay," I sighed. "But I'm still worried. Esja has been perfectly fine since Roarr and I brought her back from that village in the north. And I don't know if what was inside of her at that well was actually some part of the Norn Urd⁠—"

      "I can almost guarantee it was not," Haraldr said with an indulgent smile.

      I paused in what I had been trying to say. Because as much as I knew he meant well, the simple truth was that his knowledge of the world all came from books. And as impressive and weighty as that knowledge was—and it truly was—I had experienced things he never could.

      Both because, as a volva, I could perceive as well as use magic, but also because I had left Villmark. I had gone out into the wilds, not so far as the mountains of Old Norway, but farther than any save possibly Thorbjorn and Loke had ever gone.

      And there were things out there that Haraldr preferred to think of as mere tales in a book.

      But I knew they were real.

      They were real, and—as this rune was struggling to communicate to me—they were things it was going to be my responsibility to keep everyone safe from.

      But I didn't want to have that argument now. "Whatever was speaking through Esja told a story like the story of Gullveig from the Eddas. Gullveig burned three times, and each time returned as a Norn. Even if whatever was inside of Esja was only pretending to be a part of that story, if it still has power over her, surely we already know the means it will use to exert that power again."

      "Stories have power," Haraldr agreed. "Particularly with the sorts of entities that love to spin the tales. But you have separated her from the magic inside her house. She hasn't gone back there. Surely after a month with no further signs of this possession, we can rest a little easier?"

      "It's only been a month," I said. "I need more than that to relax."

      He was smiling at me, and it took me a minute to work out that it was my repeated use of the word "need" that was provoking that response.

      "I think I ought to sleep on this," I said deliberately, but with a sigh. "Sometimes that helps."

      "Of course," he said, and started to get up from the chair again. But I waved him back down, stopping at his chair to help him snug all the layers warmly around him before heading back out into the night.

      I thought of the mead hall, with its promise of roasted chicken and vegetables, pastries and cider. But the idea of being in a crowd of people really didn't appeal.

      No, what I needed was a quiet night at home. A warmed up can of soup, and an early bedtime with my cat Mjolner tucked up close beside me.

      And it was such a pleasant September night for a walk, the air cool but still, with just a hint of smell from the lake out of sight past the ridge to the east. If only I could enjoy it properly.
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      The first part of my plan worked out great. Mjolner was even waiting for me at the door when I got back to the house. He munched on a bowl of cat food while I heated up a can of tomato soup and even fried up a quick grilled cheese sandwich on my cast-iron skillet to go with it.

      Then I took a long, hot bath, soaking under a mountain of soap bubbles, while Mjolner groomed every inch of his sleek black hair meticulously with one six-toed paw.

      When the water had gone cold and all the bubbles were gone, I toweled off, pajamaed up, and climbed into bed.

      Mjolner waited until I was settled, then curled up against the back of my neck. The soft thrum of his purring never failed to lull me to sleep, but that particular night I didn't even need it. I was asleep before my eyes were half shut, or so it seemed.

      But I didn't dream anything useful. No imagery to help me bond with the naudhr rune, no prophetic warnings about Esja and the thing that stalked her.

      In my defense, I was only asleep for an hour, maybe two.

      Then I was awake, sitting bolt upright in bed with my heart pounding in time to… something.

      I wasn't quite sure what had woken me up.

      Then the pounding on my front door repeated, and I knew.

      I was wearing flannel pajamas, but I still needed to thrust my feet into a pair of slippers before I could comfortably walk across the cold expanses of all my hardwood floors.

      And I grabbed the hoodie that was hanging from the back of a chair just by my bedroom door. Because, like the floor, the air had gotten a little chilly since I had gotten out of that tub.

      I hustled down the stairs as fast as I could, Mjolner trotting along beside me, then down the nighttime-dark hallway to my front door.

      There was no moon out that night, and while the sky was entirely cloudless, the stars felt strangely remote. Like they were dimmer, or further away.

      I flung open my door just as a third pounding was starting and saw my friend Nilda Mikkelsen standing there. I knew at once she had just left the ancestral fire. She was wearing the leggings and tooled leather armguards she always wore while performing that martial duty. And her long blonde hair was carefully braided back out of her way, making her look even more like a valkyrie than she usually did.
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writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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