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;h'l'lfydog Skold. I don’t kn e
skin bears the claw marks and burns inflicted on him by the
My dog. My protector. All these years he has been
- protecting me. I embrace him. Hold him close.
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On nights when the moon is full, the sick and the
dying walk up the steep hill to the great stones on
the edge of the forest. It is a ritual as old as the
stones. There is hope to be found there, the elders
say. Hope for those who have no hope left. Valdis
waits for them. As the moonlight touches the rocks
around her, they twist and contort. Cracks widen
and stretch, birthing eves and teeth, and a low
moan rises. But her visitors do not shy away. They

come closer, bowing their heads, now searching for
hope. Sometimes Valdis reaches out and lets her
spectral hand touch one of the supplicants. Her
touch turns flesh to stone, and the certainty of an
agonizing death into the possibility of agonizing
servitude. Servitude until the End. Those blessed

remain, bound to her service, bound to the stones.

The others stumble back down the hill. The slopes

below are littered with their bones.




CHAPTER 3

Think not that any god can ever die,
He walks beside you, but you shield your eye.
He bears no spear, nor wears a purple gown.
But by his deeds a god might be made known.
It is a rule unbroken, be advised: when gods are
on the earth, they go disguised

Hjalmar Gullberg,
The Disguised God

¢ stood by the tree, Hangatyr

and 1, and waited. The sun rose

and set. | thought about my wife

and son, and how these events

would affect them. It was a
fleeting thought. The sun rose and set. Days passed.
Weeks. An age.

Finally I heard it, A deep sound, building from
a low rumble to a deafening roar. A wind ripped
through the woods around us and shook the ash
tree. The ravens took flight, shrieking.

“The gold-toothed god blows the horn,” said a
hoarse voice next to me.

I looked over at Hangatyr, He was leaning
heavily on a spear. His beard had grown long and
wild, and his face was pale and haggard.

“l envy you,” he said, wheezing heavily between
words, “I have not enjoyed Idunn’s apples for a
very long time, and the years have not been kind to
me. You are fortunate.”

The horn sounded again. Clouds whipped by
overhead.

“1 must go, son of the sea,” Hangatyr said. “The
jotnar come. | must go and face the wolves. You
have your own duties.”

S
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BLOOD-ON-MY-HANDS:
oLO0B. ONMY TEEH,
BLOOD ON THE GROUND.

“YES, OFFICER, HE STRUCK FIRST.
YES, OFFICER, IT WAS SELF-DEFENSE.”

SATED. FOR NOW.




