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1. 
 

 

agret’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 

forward 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 

M 
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pulled out a box of grains. Scurrying behind the counter, she 

handed them to Garheon, who measured out a small amount and 

began to stir the concoction. 

“What took ye so long?” he demanded, his long, grey 

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 worked 
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sometimes too, depending on what the meeting was about. The 

only reason she wasn’t allowed to attend because she was a half-

blood, 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 

favourite 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 favourite thing about snowflakes was that each one of 

them was a half-blood 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 all of 

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 
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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 of 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 was hung 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. 
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“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 favourite.” 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.” 

“We haven’t gotten any bittle in ages,” Magret said.  

“Not since that last shipment from the Kalt Tribe,” 

Milligan agreed. “Seems like forever.” 

“Think we’ll ever get any again?” Magret asked. 

“Not as long as we keep fighting them. We’ll never get that 

sorted out, let me tell you.” 

“Well, not never,” Magret said. “I mean, they can’t survive 

without us, and we can’t survive without them, right?” 

“They could take us over,” Milligan suggested. “And they 

have a bigger tribe, too, so it’s totally possible. Then they wouldn’t 

need us, and we’d be dead.” 

“Oh, don’t talk like that,” Magret scolded, lifting the last jug 

of water onto the sled. “You’ll just make people worry 

unnecessarily.” 
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“Not so unnecessary if you ask me.” Milligan plopped back 

down into his chair and stared broodingly in Magret’s general 

direction. 

She shook her head and began to slowly drag the sled 

towards the door. It was heavy, but she had built up a great deal of 

muscle in the last couple of years. She wished again that she had 

brought a facemask, as getting over to Garheon’s lodge would take 

longer due to dragging the sled, but it was worth it to only have to 

do one trip. 

“I’ll bring your sled back in a little while,” Magret said, and 

closed the door behind her, happily leaving Milligan to his gloomy 

thoughts.  

The sled left two lines in the snow behind her as she 

dragged it slowly towards Garheon’s lodge. She strained and pulled, 

eventually turning around and pulling backwards to use her body 

weight to move it faster. She wished she weighed more, but given 

the amount of food they gave her, she didn’t think it was likely that 

she would ever weigh more than she did right now. Walking 

backwards was helpful at least, because now the wind was blowing 

at her back and held her hood up around her face; on the other 

hand, she also couldn’t see where she was going. 

She pushed to the door open to Garheon’s lodge, shaking 

the snow off her hood. 

“No, ye can’t have any of that!” she heard Garheon exclaim 

as the door shut behind her.  
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Magret turned to look. Louella was grasping for a mug of 

beer that Garheon had set down on the counter, but he pulled it 

away before she could get it. 

“Garheon!” Louella exclaimed, putting her head down on 

the table. 

“Ye can’t go endangerin’ the wee one because of yer own 

bad choices,” Garheon scolded her. 

“Are you pregnant?” Magret exclaimed, her eyes widening. 

This was big news. Raising a baby in the cold was difficult, and as a 

result, the whole village had to work together to do it. That’s why 

their clan stayed small. Plus, Loella’s husband had been gone for 

months, one of the first who disappeared, which meant, well… 

“Yes!” Louella wailed, pounding her fist on the counter. “I 

don’t know what I’m going to do!” 

“You’re going ta have the wee one, and raise it,” Garheon 

stated, handing Louella a mug of hot water. “Drink up! Ye’ll need 

to keep warm.” 

“But… but…” Magret opened and closed her mouth a few 

times. 

“Get back to work!” Garheon ordered, pointing an angry 

finger at her. “We’ve got gallons of brew to make and I can’t have 

ye standin’ there gawkin’ like a dead fish!” 

“Yes, sir,” Magret said, leaning down automatically to pick 

up a jug of water. 

“I’m so STUPID!” Louella moaned, taking a sip of the 

water.  



10 

“I think we can all agree with that,” Garheon said, leaning 

forward on his elbows. “But at least you’re not the only stupid one 

in this town.” 

“What do you mean?” Louella frowned. 

“The father?” Gillian replied. 

“Oh, Milligan?” 

“Milligan?” Magret exclaimed.  

“Jugs!” Garheon scowled and pointed at the sled. 

“Yeah, yeah,” Magret muttered under her breath. She began 

moving the jugs as quickly as she could. Not only was this 

interesting gossip, but she had a few choice words to say to 

Milligan. She knew he liked to mess around—everyone did. But 

this? This was just despicable.  

“It’s just that, well, Jaron has been gone for months! He 

might never come back!” Louella started to cry. “And I, well, I 

made a mistake! And I know I did, but what if Jaron never comes 

back?” She started to cry harder. “And what if he does?” 

“Ye should’ve waited until he’da been declared dead.” 

Garheon was often blunt to the point of rudeness, but Magret also 

found it oddly comforting to face the truth so aggressively. 

“I was so lonely!” Louella’s sobs became louder and louder, 

filling the lodge. Magret winced as the sound pierced her eardrums. 

She was sure Loella was loud enough to be heard in other lodges. 

Garheon came around the counter and sat down next to Louella, 

patting her gently on the back. 

“There, there,” he muttered, clearly uncomfortable. “Ye’ll 

be okay. We’ll all help ye.” 
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At that moment, Milligan burst through the door. “What is 

going on in here?” he demanded. Then he saw Louella and froze. 

Magret threw her last jug of water down on the ground 

stalked up to him, hands on her hips. “YOU ARE A 

DESPICABLE LOUT!” she shouted, and slapped him so hard 

across the face that the sound rang through the room. Louella 

abruptly stopped crying, staring at the scene in front of her. 

“HOW COULD YOU DO THIS TO LOUELLA? TO 

ME? TO EVERYONE? YOU ARE A LOUT AND YOU 

BARELY DESERVE TO BEAR THE NAME SNOJOR, YOU 

SON OF A SERPENT’S TOOTH. I DON’T KNOW HOW 

YOU LIVE WITH YOURSELF, TAKING ADVANTAGE OF 

LOUELLA LIKE THAT AND, FOR GOD’S SAKE, 

BETRAYING YOUR BEST FRIEND!!” 

Magret took a breath.  

“I… I…” he tried to said.  

“NO, DON’T TALK,” Magret interrupted him. 

“NOTHING YOU SAY… JUST… YOUR ENTIRE 

EXISTENCE IS WORTH AN OUNCE OF WHALE’S URINE.” 

It was the worst thing she could think of. She never had been very 

good at insults. “YOU DESERVE TO… TO… BE EXILED 

FROM THE TRIBE!” she finished lamely, hugging her stinging 

hand to her stomach. She then picked up his now-empty sled and 

threw it at him. He caught it, surprised and appalled.  

Then, she grabbed Louella’s facemask that lay on the 

counter and stormed out of the lodge. 
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Magret fumed as she stomped angrily through the snow. 

Milligan had a reputation, and she had always known. It was one of 

the things that made him so easy to manipulate. But he had gone 

too far! He had slept with another man’s wife, a man who was 

missing while working for the good of the community, and now 

she was pregnant as a result! 

But worst of all, it made her doubt her own existence, her 

own life. Her own parents had been exiled because of her, and she 

had just implied that another baby’s parent should be because he 

had made that baby. A simple act of passion, whether right or 

wrong—should it really condemn that baby’s entire existence?  

Magret pulled the facemask on, breathing in the heavily-

perfumed scent of Louella. It didn’t matter if it should or shouldn’t. 

This moment would irrevocably change that child’s future. That 

child would undoubtedly be scorned and isolated, just as Magret 

herself had been. 

Magret held in her tears. Crying in this kind of cold would 

only lead to face icicles, and that wouldn’t help her in the slightest. 

It would just make her cold—and give her frostbite on her face, 

another great way to make herself more different than she already 

was. She followed the all-too-familiar path past the other lodges as 

fast as she could go. She could see people coming out of their 

homes, curious about what the commotion at Garheon’s was, but 

in this dark, she could only begin to guess at their identities based 

on what lodge they were in. She couldn’t see faces, or even shapes 

really.  
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She continued forward, feeling the few patches of exposed 

skin freeze, raw and irritated by the wind. The blizzard that roared 

overhead would wear itself out in a few hours and move on, 

followed by the next storm. At this time of year, they were lucky to 

get three or four hours of daylight, and that possibility had long 

since passed on this particular day.  

A mile to the west was the coast, where they caught all of 

their fish and seals. It also housed her favourite spot to be alone: a 

small rock outcropping jutted out over the water with a few 

evergreens that protected her from view of other people. There, 

she would sometimes stare out at the ocean, when there was 

enough light, watching boats fish or seals splash. In this storm 

though, there wouldn’t be much happening. She would be alone. 

One foot in front of the other; snowflakes swirled in eddies 

around her face. She focused on the crunching sound the snow 

made—a sign that it was truly colder than cold. Warmer snow was 

softer and it didn’t make as much noise. She missed the warmer 

snow—the kind that landed on your eyelashes and melted; the kind 

that made great snow angels and snowmen.  

She passed the tailor’s lodges. Sy caught and tanned seals to 

make the warm clothes that Magret now wore. The community was 

extremely grateful and paid her in a lifetime of food and beer. Sy 

was probably the wealthiest person in the community, but she 

wasn’t the kind of person to hoard. She shared, wherever she 

could. 

Bev’s lodge was next. She was the expert in salt, and 

worked with the fishers to make sure that the fish was more than 
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frozen. Frozen was easy, she said, but tasty—that was hard. She 

had twenty-seven different kinds of salt, and was an expert in 

smoking fish, as well as preserving it in several other different ways. 

Lys’s lodge was across the street. Lys made candles with fat 

from the seals that Sy used for clothes. She stepped out into the 

street as Magret passed.  

“What’s going on at Garheon’s?” she asked Magret. 

Everyone knew Magret worked for him. 

“Louella is pregnant with Milligan’s baby,” Magret replied 

shortly. 

“I see.” Lys paused for a moment, and then turned back 

towards her hut. “I don’t think I want anything to do with that.” 

She waved at Magret, and although Magret could barely see much 

her face, she could have sworn that Lys smiled. 

Magret waved back and continued on her way, trudging 

through the storm. She passed the doctor’s lodge, the historian’s 

lodge, and the shoe doctor. She passed the runner’s lodge, the 

builder’s lodge, and the apothecary—the school, the grocer, the 

dog sledder. So many different skills in this town made the 

community work, but as soon as an idiot like Milligan started 

sleeping around, well, it could cause irreparable damage to 

everything they had worked to build. 

The elders lived at the end of the street. She passed their 

lodges quietly and quickly, knowing they would be soon finding out 

about Milligan and Louella’s indiscretion, and taking swift action to 

ensure that it wouldn’t upset the balance they worked so hard to 

achieve. 
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Just past the elders were the stables. The Gorbitants were 

moaning softly in the dark. They liked the cold, but didn’t like the 

wind when it whistled and groaned in the night. If Magret were in a 

better mood, she would have gone in and helped Jak calm and 

soothe them. They were a good team—Jak played his violin while 

Magret petted and brushed them, whispering sweet compliments in 

their ear. It wouldn’t do to have them to upset when they had a 

performance scheduled in just a few hours. But Magret couldn’t 

think about them right now. 

She slipped into the darkness beyond the lodges, and her 

instinct took over. Her feet had nearly memorized the path to her 

rocky outcrop by the water, and she knew she could get there 

safely, despite the storm and the cold skin around her eyes.  

In front of her, the copse of evergreens stood like sentries 

on the shore, watching for strangers in ships and the next storm to 

pass over their village. She threw herself to the ground under the 

trees, and let herself heave a few tearless sobs before slowly pulling 

herself up to look out over the water. 

It was beautiful. More beautiful than she could have 

imagined. The clouds were moving quickly overhead, and she had, 

unknowingly, arrived at the edge of the storm. A deep black 

expanse spread out overhead, filled with stars and a wash of pale 

lighted streaks. The whole universe, suddenly and impossibly, was 

there for Magret to view. She had seen it a few times and admired 

it, but now, in this moment, she loved it with her being, with all of 

her soul. She longed to know the possibilities that lay just a glance 

away. Stars, planets, galaxies, universes—they all existed, her soul 
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knew it beyond a shadow of a doubt. But all she could see were 

pinpricks of light, lightyears away through the sky.  

Who knew what could be out there? Other peoples? Exotic 

animals? A world of hope and possibility? But Magret feared that it 

was just more of the same—more snow, more cold, more darkness. 

Their teachers taught them that their ancestors had walked across 

the barren regions of another continent, a desert—hot and arid, 

filled with nothing but a few plants and no animals—to find this 

wonderful land filled with fish and seals and water plants. Magret 

wondered if it was true, or if it was a lie, told to them to keep them 

here, unmoving. 

Because of the Door.  

The Door was their hope. The Door was their livelihood. 

Through the Door they were able to make a living, to trade, to get 

the supplies they needed to keep living in this cold, icy, wilderness. 

But sometimes she wondered—what if it was better elsewhere? On 

another planet? Another city? On the other side of that mysterious 

blue haze?  

What if Louella’s baby was born over there, in warmth and 

surrounded by people, instead of here, surrounded by nothingness? 

What if she, Magret, had been born there, instead of here, raised 

and loved by her parents? Would that have been better? 

“Magret?” A voice startled Magret out of her thoughts. 

Elder Elita stood behind her looking out at the vast waters 

of the Hav Ocean, and the stars that twinkled overhead. 
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“What are you doing here?” Magret asked. She knew that 

she sounded a bit like a petulant child, but was stressed and 

nervous, and couldn’t find it in herself to behave more maturely. 

“I was worried about you,” Elder Elita replied, stepping 

forward. “You ran off so quickly after you slapped Milligan at 

Garheon’s.” 

Magret bowed her head. She knew she should be ashamed 

of her treatment of him, and although she wasn’t, she could at least 

pretend. “I am sorry, Elder Elita,” she said quietly. 

“No, you’re not!” Elder Elita exclaimed. She stepped 

forward and lowered herself carefully to the ground next to where 

Magret sat. “You were right, you know, and Milligan deserved 

everything you gave him, as did Louella.” 

“What do you mean?” Magret asked, surprised that an 

Elder would actually agree with her. 

“They both were wrong.” Elder Elita shook her head. “It is 

true that Louella’s husband has been gone for a long time, and they 

could have made a solid argument for their indiscretion. But their 

lack of care was an act of vanity that affects the whole community! 

They were wrong. They both behaved shamefully. Commitment is 

important. It is the foundation of our society—regardless of who is 

making the vow to whom.” 

Magret nodded and felt a little relieved. At least she 

wouldn’t be punished for her behavior towards Milligan, or if she 

was, perhaps not too badly.  

“But commitment,” Elder Elita said, “is what I want to talk 

to you about today.” 
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“What do you mean?” Magret asked. 

“What can you tell me about your parents?” the Elder 

asked.  

This was a complicated question. There were the “facts” 

that Garheon and her teachers had given her about her parents. 

Then there were the rumors that the other kids spread, that they 

picked up from their parents. Magret sometimes found it difficult 

to figure out where the truth ended and the fiction began. 

“I know that mother, Rayna, came from our tribe, the 

Snojor, and that my father, Hakon, came from the Kalt Tribe. I was 

born and raised here, but my parents were exiled through the Door 

for their crimes against the clans.” Magret bowed her head. She was 

ashamed of her parents’ behavior, but if they had not done what 

they had done, she would not be here. Besides, wasn’t love worth 

something in the end? Even if it was between members of two 

different tribes? 

“Yes,” Elder Elita replied. “You are a half-blood. Do you 

know what the law says of half-bloods?” 

Magret frowned. She didn’t realize that there were laws 

regarding half-bloods. Why had no one told her?  

“No,” she said simply. 

“You must choose,” the Elder replied. “Between the Snojor 

and the Kalt Tribes. Louella and Milligan’s child is fortunate that, 

while born out of wedlock, it need not choose between us and 

them. You, however, are not so fortunate. Can you tell me when 

your birthday is?” 

“In three days’ time,” Magret replied quietly. 
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“Tomorrow, you will meet with the chief of the Kalt tribe. 

He will try to win you over,” Elder Elita said. “Because you are 

raised here, I am legally forbidden from trying to keep you here. 

But remember—we are the ones that gave your parents a new life 

through the Door.” 

“You exiled them!” Magret cried. 

“No.” Elder Elita turned and looked her deep in the eyes. 

“The Kalt Tribe wanted them dead, executed, after your birth. We 

argued for exile, so that they could live. We gave them an 

opportunity. Please, remember that.”  

Magret’s mouth dropped. No one, not even the meanest 

child in school, had suggested that her parents should have been 

dead. Her stomach lurched and she felt a new anger building up 

inside her.  

“Why would I want to meet with the Chief of the Kalt 

tribe?” she spat angrily. “He wanted my parents dead! I want 

nothing to do with them.” 

“This is a new chief who took over when his brother died 

six months ago,” Elder Elita said. “Back when you were born, he 

was much younger. He argued that your parents should stay.” 

“Oh.” Magret felt her anger subside slightly. 

“The old Chief,” she continued, “was very bad for us. He 

hated us. He hated the Door. He did everything he could to drive 

wedges between the two tribes, even though we are related, family. 

Even though we are all out here on the cold plains together.” She 

sighed. “But he is dead now, and it is up to myself and the new 
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Chief to repair relations between the tribes. You are an opportunity 

for us.” 

“Me?” Magret could see it, but still found it a bit 

unbelievable. On one hand, she had the blood of both tribes—she 

was the one person who could bring the tribes together. But on the 

other hand, everyone here hated her, or at best, tolerated her. 

Garheon was the only person who seemed to really like her for 

more than just how much work she could do, and his version of 

‘liking’ was harsh and cold, like the weather. It seemed unlikely that 

she could do much to help. 

“Yes, you.” Elder Elita paused and looked back out over 

the ocean. “In two days’ time, I will escort you to a predetermined 

meeting place, where you will meet with Chief Sverrir of the Kalt 

Tribe. I suspect he will have very compelling reasons for you to 

move to their tribe. Your future is now. Our future is now. All I 

ask is that you consider the whole community as you think about 

what the best decision might be.” 

She stood slowly, dusting the light, dry snow off of her, and 

strode back towards the village. Magret stared at her retreating back 

until she disappeared into the dark. Everything. It was so strange. 

Magret wished that her mother or father were here to guide her, 

but no—she was alone. With an unexpected decision to make. 

So she stayed, and stared out at the water, at the twinkling 

stars, at the dark, and she prayed to her parents, to the gods, and to 

anyone that would listen: what do I do? 
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2. 
 

 

hen Magret arrived back in the town, she found that 

the bar had filled up with people for the Council 

Meeting, and to support the next team of performers 

heading through the Door. Normally, the crowd would have been 

jolly and loud, bantering and teasing before what everyone believed 

would be another successful journey. This time, there was a 

subdued feeling—they were all afraid that the team wouldn’t come 

back. 

It was a simple arrangement. Gorbitants were common 

snow creatures, docile, gentle, and above all, entertaining. Their 

brightly colored backsides and manes excited people of all ages. 

Every other week, a team would lead two or three of them through 

the Door. On the other side, the people in the town of Talliuk 

cheered and paid for the Snojor to put on performances with their 

gorbitants. They did circus-like shows, petting zoos, and sometimes 

were even invited into the homes of the wealthy for private, 

personal displays. Then, the Snojor used the money to be resources 

and supplies that they carted home on the backs of the gorbitants. 

Jak led the large creatures into the main room of the lodge, 

where they snorted and puffed. Members of the community ran up 

to them, petted their long fur, and hugged their legs. The children 

in town climbed up on their high backs, and laughing and giggling. 

W 
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Magret slipped behind the bar and took her place, serving 

drinks and watching. No one paid any attention to her when she 

was behind the bar—and she preferred it that way. It meant she 

could listen in on town meetings, without anyone minding. 

“Hey, hey!” she heard coming from her left. She turned and 

Milligan sat there looking sheepish. 

“I just wanted to say I’m sor—” Magret scowled on him 

and turned her back. 

“I’m sorry!” he called out behind her. “Please… please, let 

me make it up to you!” 

She continued to ignore him, and poured drinks for the 

other individuals sitting at the bar. 

“Heard what you did to old Milli,” said Karlt, a massive 

man with enough hair to clothe a Gorbitant. He grinned at her. 

“’atta girl!” His grin widened as Milligan squirmed in his seat at the 

end of the bar. 

Magret smiled back at him, trying to push back the 

thoughts swarming against her skull and focus on serving. “Why 

thank you, Karlt. Can I get you a refill?” 

“Oy, Maggie!” called Lyndi, from the opposite side of the 

bar. “Good work givin’ old Milli a bit of his own medicine!” Her 

friends began to laugh raucously around her and they all clinked 

glasses. 

“Anybody ‘eard from Louella?” Karlt called out to the 

group down at the end of the bar.  

“She’ll be around in a bit,” one of the others shouted back.  
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Magret could see Milligan glowering at her from his seat, 

but she just smiled a little to herself and kept pouring.  

“Silence!” a voice called suddenly. Elder Elita now stood on 

a tall box next to the Door, and was waving at everyone to settle 

down. 

The room grew quiet quickly.  

“We are here tonight to see off the final team of 

Gorbitants,” she stated clearly, “who will try to find our lost team 

members, and if not, at least attempt to return to us tomorrow 

night to share with us their experiences.” The two performers 

stood near her, looking nervous. “We are proud of our heritage as 

Gorbitant Leads, and we are humbled by the bravery of these 

performers, who seek to find a way, even in the face of the 

unknown.” 

Of the performers’ mothers burst into tears and stumbled 

forward to hug them. 

Jak stood, scowling on the far side of the room. “Can’t we 

just leave the gorbitants here?” he yelled. A few people murmured 

in agreement, but others turned to scowl at him. 

“The gorbitants offer protection!” another person in the 

crowd hollered back. “And we can’t just send our people out into 

the universe on their own!” 

This exact discussion had probably already been discussed, 

Magret assumed, and the elders had decided that the gorbitants 

should go with them on the fact-finding mission. It made sense, 

after all—they offered protection and comfort in addition to 
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carrying supplies, and she thought that their large size was probably 

quite intimidating, too. 

“We believe that they will return with answers!” Elder Elita 

interrupted, unperturbed by Jak’s comments. “And we believe that 

they will be successful! And that our tribe will continue forth in 

strength and in numbers.” 

The crowd burst into clapping and cheering. Elder Elita 

was old, but extremely popular.  

 “Now,” Elder Elita finished. “I give you my blessing.” She 

placed her palm on each of their heads. “Go, and solve the 

mysteries that you face!” 

The leads strode up to their gorbitant. Taking a deep 

breath, the first raised his fist in the air. “To answers!” he 

exclaimed. 

“To answers!” the crowd roared back, and he stepped 

through the Door and disappeared.  

The second lead followed his suit, and pumped her fist 

three times before yelling, “To answers!” more loudly than the first. 

The crowd called it back, and within seconds the gorbitants were 

gone.   

***** 
After the bar cleared out, Magret tried to slip into her room 

at the back of Garheon’s lodge, hoping he wouldn’t notice her, or 

that he would at least ignore her. She had no such luck. 

“WHERE HAVE YOU BEEN?” his voice boomed from 

the other room. 
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She sighed. She didn’t have a father, but it would have been 

nice to get away with the occasional disappearance once in a while. 

“Just thinking,” she said. “Down by the water.” 

Garheon’s massive figure appeared, and he strode in from 

the other room. He looked down at her and smiled. Magret felt her 

shoulders relax—he wasn’t mad. 

“Well, I have to say, ye have quite the mouth on ye, girl,” 

he said. “But you were right. Louella and Milligan—well, they made 

quite the mistake, if’n ye ask me. What’ll Jaron say when he comes 

home?” 

“What if he doesn’t come home?” Magret asked softly. She 

shed her coat and quietly pulled out her mat from the cupboard. 

“What if he doesn’t come home?” 

“Lass, ye canna think like that!” Garheon scolded. “Ye 

must have hope.” 

“But I don’t, Garheon!” Magret exclaimed. “I don’t! Jaron’s 

team isn’t the first to go missing. He’s the third! And Brina’s team 

hasn’t come back either, and they’ve been gone nearly two weeks!” 

Garheon nodded, a sad look crossing his face. “It’s a rough 

world we live in, lass, but we must have hope! Otherwise, what is 

there to live for?” 

Magret nodded, feeling overwhelmed and sad. 

“Lookie, here,” Garheon said, sitting down on Magret’s 

mat next to her. “Jaron will come back, I havena doubt! He went 

through the Door, but how many places are there for him to go? 

Nay, he’s negotiating the best deal we’ve ever gotten. I believe it!”  
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Magret looked towards the inconspicuous Door that sat in 

the corner, just looking at her, grinning, tempting. “I guess,” she 

replied. 

“What’s botherin’ ya?” Garheon pressed. “It in’t Milligan, is 

it? He’s a fool. Ye canna place your affections on him.” 

Magret shook her head. She had liked Milligan, but only as 

an amusing distraction. 

“Elder Elita says I must meet Chief Sverrir from the Kalt 

Tribe.” 

“I see,” Garheon said softly, quietly. His face grew serious.  

“She says I must choose between the Snojor and the Kalt 

tribes. But, of course I must choose the Snojor tribe, right? I mean, 

I was raised here.” 

Garheon sat next to her, quietly for a few moments before 

he spoke. “Lass, I think ye must listen to Chief Sverrir before ye 

can make a decision. We raised ye, so we hope ye will choose to 

stay with us. But, they too, may have something to offer.” 

Magret nodded, feeling tears fill her eyes. She wasn’t even 

seventeen yet! How could she make such an important decision? 

But if not now, when? She reached out and pushed Garheon lightly 

on the arm, until he scooted off her mat. He stood and smiled 

down at her. 

“No matter what ye choose, lass, we will always love ye.” 

He turned and walked into the other room of his lodge, and Magret 

began to cry, softly. Who was she? How was she supposed to know 

what to do? 
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3. 
 

 

he next morning, Elder Elita burst into Garheon’s lodge 

at the break of dawn—or what would have been the 

break of dawn if the sun ever bothered to come up. 

“Magret,” she said, “today is the day you meet Chief 

Sverrir. Are you ready?” 

Magret had been awake for hours before Garheon, and had 

already boiled the water, scrubbed the floors, made breakfast, and 

dressed. She had hardly slept, but still felt oddly awake and alert. 

“I guess so,” she replied. It wasn’t like she had had much 

time to think about this. She didn’t want to go, she knew that 

much. But she also didn’t have all that much choice.  

“Don’t be down on yerself, lass,” Garheon commanded, 

stepping in from the other room. “If’n you can’t decide, choose 

us.” He grinned cheerfully, and Magret felt her spirits rise just a 

little bit. She had a feeling she would choose here anyway—after 

all, the Snojor Tribe had raised her, provided for her, and trained 

her to survive in the wilderness. Soon she would even be old 

enough for her own lodge! What could the Kalt Tribe possibly 

have to offer? Yes, they were bigger, and had more fish and 

resources, and her father had come from there—but could all of 

that really make up for the years that the Snojor Tribe had spent 

T 
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raising her, feeding her, and clothing her? It seemed unlikely. But 

that didn’t make it any easier to think about. 

The sky had cleared over the last twenty-four hours, and 

though they lived in a sort of permanent twilight, Magret thought it 

was nice to have a little more light than usual. She waved at 

Garheon, thinking of all the things he had taught her over the 

years, and followed Elder Elita out into the cold.  

Elder Elita led her north, through the village. As they 

walked, the village people stepped out of their lodges to wave at 

her. These were people she had known her whole life, people who 

had helped her, disciplined her, fed her. People who had offered 

their homes to her, despite her parents’ betrayal, whose children 

she had played with, whose families she had stayed with. These 

people, despite their reluctance to welcome her fully, had cared for 

her, in sickness and her health—these were her family. 

Or were they? She remembered the time that Sy’s son had 

tied her upside down from a tree and yelled, “Traitor! You don’t 

belong here!”  

She remembered the time that Edna, the fisherwoman, had 

denied her request to apprentice as a fisher because of her parents’ 

betrayal.  

She remembered the empty stomach she had endured, 

night after night during the period that the Smyths had taken her 

in. “You’re worthless!” they had said, and locked her in the extra 

lodge room.  

She remembered the forced labor—feeding and cleaning up 

after the gorbitants, carrying extra wood and gutting more fish than 
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everyone else—doing chores for the other kids in town so they 

wouldn’t torment her. 

They said she was family—but was she really? 

Magret was grateful when they finally reached the edge of 

town. The waving and the calling out had stopped. No one 

continued to pretend to love or care for her, or to care what 

happened to her. Now, it was between Elder Elita, who had always 

treated her with distant kindness, and Chief Sverrir. She thought 

she could handle that. 

They walked for hours, through the deepening snow. It 

crunched and squealed under their feet, getting deeper and deeper 

the further north they moved. Eventually, Elder Elita pulled the 

snow shoes from her pack and handed a set to Magret. The only 

pair of snow shoes she had ever been allowed to use were 

Garheon’s, and those were too big. These were just right, and she 

thought for a moment that maybe Elder Elita might care, at least a 

little, for her.  

She followed in Elder Elita’s footsteps, amazed that the tiny 

old woman had the strength to travel this kind of distance, with just 

Magret beside her. Magret had no idea where they were going, and 

had only the most basic survival skills, taught begrudgingly to her 

by the loner fisherman who lived at the edge of the village. Magret 

admired Elder Elita, but also prayed in the back of her mind that 

she would survive the difficult trek.  

After six hours of walking in complete silence, Elder Elita 

turned East, heading again towards the coastline. They only had 

about four hours until complete darkness, and Magret knew that 
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they either needed to reach a village, or to construct a shelter 

soon—or die.  

Then, at once, a figure appeared in front of them.  

“Elder Elita,” it said in a deep voice. The person appeared 

to be a man, rather old, with wrinkles and a massive cloak made 

from the skin of a seal, covered with white fox fur. His head was 

adorned with a headdress made from elk’s horns and the feathers 

of snowbirds. He bowed low and Elder Elita returned the gesture. 

Magret copied them, but the two of them seemed not to 

notice her. 

“Chief Sverrir,” Elder Elita replied, holding up her hands. 

They met, palms outwards, and pressed their foreheads together. 

They held the pose for several moments, and Magret just watched, 

confused and in awe of this ritual she had never seen before. 

They broke apart, smiled at one another, and then then 

turned to Magret. 

“I have brought her,” Elder Elita stated.  

“I have come,” Chief Sverrir replied. He looked at Magret 

with deep, piercing black eyes, as if he were absorbing the essence 

of who she was, as if he were absorbing her soul. 

“I will meet with her,” Chief Sverrir said, “But first, let me 

bring you warmth.” 

He turned and began to walk north, with Elder Elita 

following closely in his footsteps. She gestured for Magret to 

follow, and Magret did, still wondering at the deep connection the 

two appeared to have. Wasn’t Chief Sverrir from the Kalt Tribe? 

Weren’t they enemies? Shouldn’t this all simply be a formality? 



31 

Chief Sverrir led Magret and Elder Elita to a cliff face, 

overlooking this ocean. This was far north of their village, so 

Magret was astounded by how different it looked compared to 

what she was used to. She stared out over the water, watching the 

seals and the penguins move about in their intricate dance, while 

Chief Sverrir showed Elder Elita the tent he had erected to protect 

them from the cold and the snow. A small fire burned on the floor 

in the center, creating a bubble of warmth. 

Then he turned to Magret.  

“I wish to speak with you,” he said. 

Magret bowed to him, a movement that communicated 

deference and humility—at least in her tribe. She followed him 

away from the tents, wondering what he was going to say, what he 

could possibly have to offer her that she might actually want and 

that might convince her to stay. 

He led her away from the tent, out onto the ledge that 

looked over ocean. It was a clear day, and the twilight was getting 

brighter. Soon it would be daytime, for two hours if they were 

lucky, before it turned to night again. Then, they would be able see 

far out over the water, almost to another continent. 

“Magret,” he began.  

Magret shifted uneasily from one foot to the other. He was 

an intimidating man, but he must need her for some reason, right? 

Or else, why would he be trying to convince her to come to his 

tribe? Or maybe he wasn’t. Maybe he was trying to subtly 

manipulate her into staying with the Snojor Tribe. She would have 

to watch out for tricks. 
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“Magret,” he said again. 

“Yes,” she replied this time. 

“Your birthday is soon,” he said. 

“In two days,” she answered. “I will be seventeen.”  

“I remember the day you were born,” he said, in an oddly 

reminiscent tone of voice. “The Great Storm—the worst we have 

had in the history of the Kalt Tribe or the Snojor Tribe. We lost 

four people out in that storm. Snojor lost even more.” 

Magret nodded. She knew the story. Garheon had lost his 

wife, and several of the Elders, including Elita, had lost their 

spouses. It was a difficult time. 

“You had hair,” he continued, “and you screamed, louder 

than the wind.” 

“Why are you telling me this?” Magret asked, trying to 

sound polite when in reality she was confused and a little irritated 

that Elder Elita had dragged her all the way out her so the Chief of 

another tribe could regale her with nostalgia. It wasn’t like she had 

never heard the story before. Garheon had told her every year on 

your birthday. 

“You were a huge baby,” Garheon would say. “Your 

mother worked so hard to birth you, she popped blood vessels in 

her eyes. And it was so cold we had to heat ice to make water, 

because the water wouldn’t stay thawed from one lodge to another. 

When you opened your eyes, the first thing you saw was your 

father. And right then you started crying so loudly the entire village 

could hear you over the storm.” 
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She knew the story—except the part about Chief Sverrir 

being there. It made sense though—since her father was from his 

tribe.  

 “What do you know of your parents?” Chief Sverrir asked 

without looking at her, staring out over the water. 

“My mother,” Magret said slowly, looking at Chief Sverrir 

from the corner of her eye, “came from the Snojor Tribe. My 

father from the Kalt Tribe. They fell in love. Had me. Were exiled 

for disobeying intertribal law—having a baby without permission 

from the Elders of both tribes. They disappeared through the Door 

after I was born and haven’t been seen since.” 

“Yes,” Chief Sverrir replied slowly, “but that’s not all.” 

“What?” Magret demanded, turning to look at the leader of 

the enemy tribe. “What do you mean?” 

Chief Sverrir turned to look at her. “Hakon was my son.” 

Magret stared at him, the words sinking into her mind, her 

body. Hakon was my son. Her father was his son. 

That meant… That meant… 

Her mouth dropped open. 

“They never told you?” he asked. He didn’t seem too 

surprised. 

She shook her head, speechless. Chief Sverrir was her 

grandfather. Her grandfather. She had never known. Family. She had 

family. If she had a grandfather, maybe she had aunts, uncles… 

cousins! And her mind suddenly was a swirl of questions, of 

feelings, of understanding that she had never had before. 
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After Sven had hung her from the tree, his mother had 

grounded him for three weeks. Three weeks! For a little bit of 

bullying. And Magret had stayed with one of the elders until she 

had felt safe enough to go back to school. When she had come of 

age and applied for different positions in the community, she had 

wanted to fish but Elvi told her it was too lowly a position for her. 

That she should apply for something else. But she was a half-blood 

and so she hadn’t understood. 

A half-blood. 

But a half-blood of royalty.  

“I’m… I’m…” she whispered, looking up at her 

grandfather. Grandfather! 

“Not just that,” Chief Sverrir replied. “The only heir to the 

Tribe of Kalt. My brother had no children and Hakon was my only 

son.” 

Magret felt her legs give way beneath her. And she sat. On 

the snow. On a ledge overlooking the ocean. She sat. 

“My… my d-dad…” she stuttered. 

“Correct,” Chief Sverrir said. “And I’m here to convince 

you to come back.” 

“My… my dad…” Magret repeated, her head swimming 

and her eyes taking in the fullness of the intimidating figure of 

her… grandfather. 
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4. 
 

 

agret spent quite a while sitting on the snow-covered 

ground, staring up at Chief Sverrir. She was pretty 

sure he talked to her while she sat there, but she 

didn’t remember a word that he said. He was her grandfather. She 

had family. Close. Not just lost to the great expanses of the 

universe beyond the Door, but here. On this planet. Here. 

A grandfather. 

Then it hit her— “Who is my grandfather on my mother’s 

side?” she asked suddenly, not knowing what he had been talking 

about and not caring that she interrupted him. 

“You don’t know?” he asked. 

She shook her head, staring up at the imposing figure 

before her. She felt weird. Like, she loved him, even though she 

didn’t know him. She had fantasized about a family for so long, and 

here he was, standing right in front of her. 

“They never told me,” she said. 

“It’s Garheon,” he replied. “Your mother’s father.” 

Magret closed her eyes and saw him. 

You know better than to play with Krivit’s son! he had once 

exclaimed. She had gone too far out in a boat and nearly not made 

it back alive. 

M 
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We need more water or the bar will run out of beer! he had once 

exclaimed. I don’t know what we’re going to do. So she had gone out and 

negotiated the only thing she had to offer—a kiss here and a kiss 

there (“you’re just like your mother!” they had said)—until they had 

enough clean water to run the still. 

I got you this, Garheon had said, handing her a bracelet. It 

was silver and black onyx. A gift from your mother. 

Magret fingered it. She could feel it beneath her sleeve and 

her gloves.  

Garheon. Her grandfather. 

How had she never known? 

She pulled her knees up tightly to her chest and looked 

down, resting her face on her legs. It was too much. She couldn’t 

process it all. And besides, what did it matter? She was still a half-

blood, and no matter what tribe she was in, everyone would 

remember it, and all the sly looks and the pulled hair and whispers 

of “half-blood” would still happen. She would never fully be one or 

the other. 

“Why would you want a half-blood to join your tribe?” she 

asked, looking up. 

Chief Sverrir looked at her. “Did you know that once upon 

a time our tribes were the same tribe?” 

She frowned. They hadn’t learned this in school. 

“We split because two of the leading families had different 

opinions about the best way to survive. The Snojor Tribe believed 

that training entertainers to go through the Door was the best 

method for survival. They could get resources from other cultures, 
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and stay alive that way. The Kalt Tribe felt that we shouldn’t rely so 

much on help from what we called ‘others’ and so they moved 

farther North and dug underneath the snow to find food that 

grows in the caves under the ground.” Chief Sverrir, her grandfather, 

turned to look at Magret. “The truth is, both tribes need each 

other. And you are the manifestation of that need.” He looked out 

over the water. “I’m afraid we need you.” 

Magret’s head spun. She didn’t know what to think. 

“What about all the people in the tribes, though?” she 

asked. “The Snojor hate the Kalt. And I’d bet anything the Kalt 

hate us too. What’s to stop the Kalt from hating me? If I were to 

go with you, I mean.” 

Chief Sverrir sighed. “My brother was an angry man. His 

wife died during The Great Storm and he blamed your parents. He 

thought that the storm was a bad omen brought on by your birth, 

which wouldn’t have happened if your parents hadn’t run off 

together.” 

“We get storms all the time,” Magret protested. “Any one 

of them could be deadly—it doesn’t have anything to do with signs 

and omens!” 

“Well, yes,” the Chief answered, “and I know that and you 

know that. But my brother was so wrapped up in his grief and 

anger that slowly and deliberately, he began to drive a wedge 

between the two tribes. He thought that if we killed your parents, it 

would appease whatever god killed his wife and bring good fortune 

upon the tribe.” He shook his head sadly. “I opposed him, as did a 

good number of other Kalt. But others supported him, and so he 
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began to drive up prices in trade and withhold access to 

resources—it’s why you haven’t had a shipment of bittle in years.” 

“That doesn’t make sense,” Magret said, frowning. 

“Without us, the Kalt wouldn’t be able to get a lot of things, like 

medicines, that we get through the Door.” 

“Yes,” he said. “I know. But they got it into their heads that 

we were going to overthrow the Snojor. We are a bigger tribe, 

stronger, and they began amassing a force to capture your village 

and enslave the Snojor. With slaves and control of the Door, we 

wouldn’t need to trade anymore, we would have it all.” 

Magret’s mouth dropped open. They were going to be 

attacked! 

“But I stopped it,” he said quickly, seeing the shock and 

fear on her face. “When my brother died, I argued how irrational it 

was, and how dangerous, and how we would likely lose more than 

we would gain by overwhelming the Snojor. And I proposed that 

create a stronger alliance with the Snojor, instead. With you.” 

Her grandfather had just told her way more about the feud 

with the Kalt than she had ever known. She thought that they were 

driving up prices because there weren’t as many resources coming 

through the Door, since so many of their teams had disappeared. 

But clearly, there was a lot more to it than that.  

“What about our missing teams?” she asked. “How can we 

create a stronger alliance between tribes when the Door is broken 

and unreliable?” 

“That is why we need you,” he replied, “the one person 

who can truly represent both tribes, and the only one out of all of 
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the people we have ever known who may truly have the best 

interests of everyone at heart.” 

She stared out over the ocean, watching the waves crest and 

fall, and the wind bend the evergreens on the shore. She heard a 

crunching sound and turned. Elder Elita stood right behind her. 

“Magret,” she said, coming to sit down next to her. 

“What is it that you want me to do?” Magret demanded, 

focusing all of her attention on her elder. She probably shouldn’t 

speak to Elder Elita like this, it was rude, but at least she knew she 

had another place to go if she got kicked out. “I thought I had to 

choose between the Kalt and the Snojor, but Chief Sverrir is here 

telling me I should choose both. It doesn’t make any sense.” 

Elder Elita gave her a tired smiled. “You know, when you 

were first born, our people thought you were a harbinger of ill 

winds. The storm that howled and killed so many—they thought 

you were bad luck.” 

“But then,” Chief Sverrir chimed in, “after the winds died 

down and you stopped crying, you smiled. And as soon as you 

smiled, our fisherman caught the biggest catch of fish we’d ever 

had.” 

“And our team came back with a Gorbitant baby,” Elder 

Elita added. “And you were no longer bad luck, but good luck.” 

Magret shook her head and frowned. “That didn’t answer 

my question.” 

“We need you to understand,” Elder Elita said, “that there 

is always a bigger picture.”  
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“And we need our people to know that everything will 

work out,” Chief Sverrir added. “We think you might bring hope.” 

“But only to one tribe!” Magret exclaimed. “I’m not good 

luck—or else Sven never would have hung me upside down from a 

tree—but even if I was good luck, if I have to choose…” she 

trailed off. 

“That’s not how luck works, Magret,” Elder Elita said. “All 

we need is a nudge in the right direction…” 

“Well,” Magret said, frowning and feeling a bit stubborn, 

“what happens if I don’t choose?” 

Chief Sverrir and Elder Elita looked at each other. Elder 

Elita shrugged, a small smile playing on her lips. “I don’t know. 

There are no consequences written into the law of the half-blood 

that indicate any type of punishment if you don’t choose.” 

Magret grinned. She had found a loophole. “Then I refuse 

to choose.” 

“What should I tell my people?” Chief Sverrir asked. 

“Tell them to get ready because I’m going to come for a 

visit,” Magret said. “I’m going to introduce myself and see if they 

try to hang me upside down from a tree.” 

Elder Elita smiled broadly, the wrinkles in her skin pulling 

tightly across her face and her blue eyes shining with amusement.  

“I think that is a wise decision,” she said, nodding.  

Chief Sverrir nodded, also smiling. “And you can get to 

know your family, too. You have aunts and uncles. A 

grandmother.” 

Magret perked up. “Grandmother?” 
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“Wonderful woman,” Elder Elita said. “Wonderful.” 

The sun shone on the water, sparkling and bright. It was so 

warm that Magret pushed back her hood, just to feel the light. 

Maybe she was good luck. Or maybe good luck followed her. 

Probably not though. Most likely, she was just an opportunity for 

the tribes to grow and strengthen their alliance—to really thrive out 

here in the cold. Maybe they did just really need a little hope right 

now. After all, what if the latest team didn’t come back? What if 

they had to quit using the Door? How would either tribe survive? 

Everyone avoided public discussions, but in whispers, 

behind the walls of their lodges, they talked and feared. Magret had 

heard them, had even asked Garheon what he thought. But he said 

not to mind anyone’s whispers, that change was inevitable, and that 

we would find a way. 

But he knew about her, too. This whole time. What if he 

thought that she would be the one to find a way? It didn’t make 

sense. What could she possibly do? 

“It’s settled then,” Elder Elita said. “Magret will return to 

the Kalt Tribe in two weeks, prepared to stay and learn more about 

your tribe and your culture.” 

Elder Elita and Chief Sverrir reached out and shook hands, 

and once again pressed their hands and foreheads against one 

another. Chief Sverrir leaned down and helped Magret stand. 

“I have fish!” he exclaimed, and led them back towards the 

tents. They spent the next two hours eating delicious food, and 

telling stories. Magret heard many new stories about Elder Elita 

and Chief Sverrir, and how they had known each other for decades 
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and become strong friends and leaders of their tribes. Magret even 

heard a few stories of things she did when she was just a toddler, 

that no one had told her and she couldn’t remember.  

Then, all at once, Elder Elita stood.  

“It is that time,” she stated calmly, bowing to Chief Sverrir. 

He returned the bow.  

“What?” Magret asked. 

“We must head back and arrive in time for our team’s 

return home.” She began to pull on her outer layers of clothing that 

had been removed in the warmth of the tent, and strapped her 

snow shoes to her feet. “We thank you, Chief Sverrir, for your 

hospitality.” 

Magret hurried to follow suit, and in just a few minutes, she 

and Elder Elita stood outside the tent. They would have to hurry—

though the dark had ended and twilight had begun again, it 

wouldn’t be long until darkness fell once more. 

“Safe travels,” Chief Sverrir said, waving as they strode into 

the endless expanse of snow. 
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5. 
 

 

nce again, they made the journey in silence, with 

Magret following behind an energetic and surprisingly 

strong elderly woman. This leg of the journey was 

more downhill than up, so they made better time and only stopped 

twice to rest.  

Night fell just as they reentered town, and Elder Elita led 

her directly to Garheon’s. They burst through the door, and saw 

that the entire town had gathered to await the arrival of the 

Gorbitant team. The mood was solemn and she saw many worried 

looks on the faces of the community members. 

Magret had never seen such a look of relief on Garheon’s 

face as when she stepped through the door. She gave him a little 

smile, wondering how she would speak to him after everyone left. 

Everything was different now. He was her grandfather.  

Elder Elita removed her snowshoes and heavy coat, and 

several community members came over to help her.  

“They’re not here yet,” Sy said, taking Elder Elita’s coat. 

“But we still have a bit of time left before they are officially late.” 

“Yes,” Elder Elita said. She sat on a recently vacated stool 

by the bar and took a deep sip of hot tea. “Thank you.” 

Magret carefully removed her snowy clothes as well, and 

slipped into a corner of the room, behind everyone else. She hoped 

O 



44 

they would just forget she was here—though now that she knew 

who she was, she wasn’t sure how she would react if they tried to 

make her leave.  

Then Trainis the Bard stood and began to sing a tune to 

pass the time, and in no time. everyone was singing along. 

“We know we love the snow and rain and every afternoon 

We dig the digs and fish the fish and eat them with a spoon 

But when the darkness covers all and all we need is heat 

We hit the bar and take a drink and eat and eat and eat!” 

It was a rather silly song, but everyone knew it, and it kept 

the group in high spirits. 

Then, without warning, a Gorbitant burst through the 

Door.  

Everyone leaped to their feet, shocked, thrilled, and rushing 

to assist. The Gorbitant was clearly agitated, so Jak grabbed ahold 

of its ears and began to whisper whatever magic words he knew to 

calm the poor animal down. Jak was so happy and relieved that his 

animals had returned that he was crying. 

Another Gorbitant followed the first, and then Nora 

stumbled through close behind. 

“Where’s Evensi?” someone in the crowd called. 

“He’s coming.” Nora coughed again. “Help Jak take Toe 

and Nee back to their stables,” she said, gesturing at Magret over 

the crowd. “They need water and food.” 

Jak led Toe from the bar, and Magret grabbed ahold of Nee 

and followed him out the door. They wrangled the animals down 

to the barn, and then rushed through their duties: whistling the 
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gorbitants into their stables, pouring them steaming hot water, and 

leaving a pile of steaming oats for them to snuffle down. Usually 

Magret spent time grooming them, brushing their manes, and 

trimming their toenails, but tonight she left Jak to his pets and 

hurried back to Garheon’s still. 

Nora and Evensi were wrapped in blankets, their red- and 

white-striped outfits nearly invisible, and Garheon had set steaming 

mugs of ale down in front of each of them. The community sat in 

chairs all around the room, practically holding their breath to stay 

quiet and hear the story. 

“What happened?” Elder Elita asked. She sat next to Nora 

and gently rubbed her back. 

“We ended up in a place called Pomegranate City on the 

planet Sagitta,” Nora replied, looking disgustedly into her drink. 

“Can you believe that they’ve invented a new kind of Door? A 

Door that screwed with all of our other Doors?” 

“What do you mean?” Elder Elita asked.  

“It’s a Door than can go to any other Door,” Nora said, “at 

least, that’s what they told us. So now, if we accidentally think 

about the wrong thing as we are going through, we’ll end up at 

their end!” 

“What about our other three teams? Did you find them?” 

“No. Apparently there are several other locations you can 

end up.” She let out an exasperated sigh. “Can you believe the 

arrogance? A civilization thinks they’re the greatest in the universe, 

and just decides to mess with universal constants—universal!—and 

don’t even bother to tell us until we find out by accident. Not even 
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a mention. It’s not like they don’t have the resources to do so! And 

we barely have the resources to survive and have already lost three 

teams! Who knows where they ended up!” 

“At least they likely be alive,” Garheon said calmly. “’Tis a 

good fortune.” 

“Yes,” Nora said, “but only the snow god knows where!” 

“So,” Elder Elita asked calmly. “What did they say we are 

supposed to do?” 

“Apparently just ‘think’ about where we want to go.” Nora 

rolled her eyes. “It’s all rubbish if you ask me. They’ve messed with 

us and we have to do something about it!” 

“Well, we are extremely relieved and grateful that you made 

it home,” said Elder Elita. 

“We have to retaliate!” Sy exclaimed from the crowd. “We 

can’t let them get away with this!”  

“It’s unacceptable!” Lys chimed in. “We can’t live our lives 

always wondering if our teams are going to return or not!” 

“Who will we perform for?” asked Bev. “How will we earn 

a living in this cold, barren landscape?”  

The room erupted with chatter. Magret heard things like 

“war” and “fire” and “vengeance” but not many ideas that actually 

seemed practical. If the civilization on the other side of the Door 

could change physics, she thought they could probably handle an 

attack from a civilization with less than two thousand people to its 

name—even if they called for the support of Kalt. A war with 

another planet would most definitely bring the two tribes back 

together, if it didn’t kill them first. 
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“No,” Elder Elita said, holding up her hand and quieting 

the crowd. “We need to talk to them. Ask them to fix this. 

Advocate for ourselves. I will go.” 

“We need you here,” Bev protested. 

“Then who will go?” Elder Elita asked. “Will you?” 

Bev backed down immediately. 

“Will anyone?” she pressed, looking around the room, and 

meeting each person’s eyes until they looked away in shame. 

To her surprise, Magret found herself the sudden subject of 

Elder Elita’s intense stare. She blinked, holding the look, and then 

suddenly nodded. She could go. She could advocate—not just for 

the Snojor, but for the Kalt tribe too. After all, everyone mattered.  

Magret realized in a blink of an eye that this was the way to 

bring the tribes together. This was how she could help—this is 

what she was meant to do.  

She smiled and raised her hand. 

“Thank you,” Elder Elita said, smiling gently at Magret. 

Everyone in the room turned and stared at Magret. She 

blushed but continued to stare back at the Elder who she so 

respected and trusted. It was time for her to prove that just because 

her parents had betrayed their community, that did not mean 

Magret was also a traitor. It was time for her to prove that she was 

of value to the community. It was time to accept her birthright.  

“Any objections?” Elder Elita asked, looking around the 

room. Even if someone did object, Elder Elita’s posture and stony 

glare would have dissuaded even the most argumentative of 

dissenters. 
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A dead silence fell over the room. 

“I think I should go now,” Magret heard herself say. “What 

did you say the name of the place was?” 

“Pomegranate City,” Nora answered, her eyes wide as 

Magret moved through the crowd of Snojor.  

Magret looked over at Garheon. He had a sad, lonely 

expression on his face. She smiled at him as she stepped towards 

the Door. She saw Milligan in the back, his eyes wide. She saw 

Louella, covering her mouth with tears running down her face. 

Then she looked back at Garheon and waved, just a little, 

wondering if maybe she would see her parents on the other side. 

“Pomegranate City,” Elder Elita said. “Think Pomegranate 

City.” 

She stepped forward and everything turned to black. 
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Thank You! 
 

 

hank you for reading this Sagittan Chronicles short story! 

Want to know what happens with the Doors? Do they 

get fixed or not? Try reading The Polylocus Problem. If you 

enjoy the story, you might also enjoy the other books in the series:  

▪ All In (a prequel) 

▪ The Wounded World 

▪ The Clock Winked 

▪ The Lonely Whelk 

▪ The Polylocus Problem (a novella) 

 

All are available for purchase on Amazon or you can get 

signed copies on my website.  

You can also stay up-to-date on the Sagittan Chronicles by 

clicking here to sign up for my newsletter. Or follow me on 

Facebook, Twitter, or Instagram.  

T 

https://www.amazon.com/s/ref=nb_sb_noss?url=search-alias%3Daps&field-keywords=sagittan+chronicles
http://www.arielesieling.com/
http://eepurl.com/2ijO1
http://www.facebook.com/arielejsieling
http://www.twitter.com/arielesieling
http://www.instagram.com/arielesieling

