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	For Daddy

	the sole reason Teutonic magic

	may have celestial origins after all

	 

	
Brief Pronunciation Guide

	 

	Augustin – Au-GUS-tin

	Bayerisch – BEYE-rish (eye is pronounced like eyeball)

	Bayern – BEYE-urn (eye is pronounced like eyeball)

	Eihalbe – EYE-hahl-buh (eye is pronounced like eyeball)

	Freia/Freya – FREYE-yuh (eye is pronounced like eyeball)

	Isar – EE-zahr

	Jarvis – YAR-viss

	Muniche – MYOO-nih-khuh

	None – Nohn

	Swanhilde – Swan-HIL-duh

	Thaden – TODD-n

	Torstein – TOR-stein (stein is pronounced like a beer stein)

	Toteheri – TOH-tuh-hare-ee

	Wuotan – VOH-tahn

	 

	You can find a full pronunciation guide and translations at the end of this book.

	
NUMINOUS FORTUNE

	Book VI of His Name Was Augustin series

	 

	So much for the concept of free will. One of Augustin’s tomes claims I have to return to the eleventh century one last time. To die. With the Prince who betrayed me and broke his vows.

	 

	But I’m not ready to surrender my life just yet.

	 

	I spent twenty long years apart from Augustin in the modern era, and I refuse to accept the Prince as my fated mate in death. There must be some way to shatter this insidious bond once and for all, and Augustin believes it’s possible. I’ll give anything to regain his devotion after two decades of separation.

	 

	It’s time to challenge our demon lord on equal ground.

	 

	~*~

	 

	NUMINOUS FORTUNE, a historical fantasy romance with an unusual twist on the afterlife, is the sixth book in His Name Was Augustin series, which is best read in order. This story takes place in a fictionalized version of 1074, completes the series, and ends with a HEA.

	 

	
  Notes and Triggers

	 

	All stories in the Teutonic Fantasy Realm take place in a world much like our own. Major historical events—like the World Wars—occurred similarly to those in our present world. Major locales—like München and Berlin—can also be found in modern Germany.

	 

	However, all Teutonic history, customs, and magic, are utter figments of the author’s imagination. As far as she knows, no actual elemental witches roam modern Germany in secret, nor is it possible to step into enchanting eras of the past to witness events not mentioned in our history books. And no, the demon lord Wuotan is not a real being.

	 

	We hope.

	 

	Words in the fictional Teutonic dialect are italicized.

	 

	~*~

	 

	This book includes content that might be triggering for some readers. There are instances of profanity, graphic violence, death, sexual content, social prejudice, loss of a child, suicide, demonic activity, and mature themes.
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Prologue

	  

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I prepared at last to compose the final installment of my life story, a portion rife with complexities that astound me to this day. Despite the sorrows hidden within the forthcoming pages, gratitude remained my overarching sentiment as I readied myself to confront the results of my final journey to the eleventh century. Augustin perused the last of Book V while I refilled my inkwell, his visage darkened with conflicting emotions.

	“Part of me wishes I wielded the authority to punish those fiends who splintered your twenty-first century life,” Augustin commented after I fashioned the title page in elegant calligraphy. “Their crimes tormented you more than I ever realized.”

	Looking up at him from where I sat upon the stool, I recognized grief and wrath simmering along his aura, his eyes reflecting the candlestick’s blue flames. I sighed and admitted, “I think writing it out has helped me come to grips with it in some strange way. Putting the NVH’s crimes on paper makes them seem more real, more heinous. Like my anguish is justified.”

	“No one ought to scorn your heartache,” Augustin said. “It pains me to read how desperate you felt then, how Freya’s death and Marga’s betrayal prompted you to believe you had no recourse but to offer yourself as a sacrifice.” He turned away from me with a groan, hiding his face beneath his left hand.

	Augustin was not wrong. Guilt and betrayal scratched at my peace as those awful memories arose anew, how one of my closest friends kidnapped my daughter and used her as a scourge upon my maternal instincts. Marga’s envy had inspired her to commit treason against her people. If I had taken more time to nurture a relationship with her, all of those innocent lives could have been spared. The what ifs haunted me more often than I preferred . . . and now I was about to write of my presaged reunion with a traitorous Prince.

	“At least I never relinquished my grip on hope,” I noted, having placed the pen in its inkwell, the fingers of my right hand drumming a staccato rhythm upon the writing desk. “And neither did my son.” My lips formed an uneven smile as I recalled his vehemence at time’s gateway, when he begged me to find a way to be with my chosen love, not Prince Otto.

	Augustin caught my eye, a smirk dispelling the tension that had tainted his face. “I would advise you not to prolong the man’s suffering. Write, Swanhilde.”

	He headed for the stairwell and left me alone with my work. Grinning in an expectant fashion, I took up the pen . . . .

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter One:

	Unexpected Discord

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	When Joel and I leapt into time’s tornadic currents, I prepared myself for the usual experience. Loss of control, my body and spirit shoved violently into a tide that rushed contrary to the direction I traveled. Ghostly whispers spoken by Wuotan’s sirens, his inhuman worshippers who mocked time travelers in a dialect understood only by the ancients. Eldritch moans slinking upward from the depths, from an unreachable abyss, horrors to frighten humans who dared to wield magic dissimilar to nature’s progression.

	In other words, I expected uncanniness that meant nothing in the grand scheme of things. Frights that I could brush off once we reached the gateway at the far end—May 27th, 1074.

	But the ordinary escaped me this time.

	As soon as I passed through those labradorite gates, my right hand linked with Joel’s left, I felt my body upended. My wide eyes caught sight of the gates as they closed behind us and dissolved, leaving nothing but a tangled web of burning colors and obscurity in their wake. The standard sensation of advancement against a tide grabbed hold of me—but there was something else there, too. Something more than the mere threads of history trying to block my path.

	I heard a scream.

	That should not have been possible. I recognized the voice as Joel’s, and an instant later infernal blades sliced through my torso in a quest for my heart. Terror seized me, and I tried to move my arms to shield myself, to thrust my bag at the spectral entity that attacked me. In vain. The blades pressed deeper, and my eyes wheeled, my neck muscles refusing to shift my head’s position. All I could see was the storm ripping at my braid, my clothing, my body.

	“Swanie!”

	Joel’s tortured voice crying out my name snapped me from my confusion. I tried to answer him, but the sound my lips made was that of a dying animal. I felt my heart beating against the blades that held it—claws, I abruptly realized—my will infusing me with defiance. The demon’s trying to stop us both. He can’t. I refuse to give him that power. We have to reach the past one last time!

	I sought the magic I claimed inside—my Teuton blood, my elemental ice, my eternal spirit. As my mortal lips screamed out in anguish, my soul recognized that it was time I take hold of the beliefs I had thrust at Augustin—a Black Priest bound in a demon’s service. If Wuotan wanted to stop Joel and me from reaching the year 1074, only the divine Creator could defeat his plans.

	“God!” I cried out, hardly able to force my lips to speak words in the midst of torment. “We belong to You! Bring us . . . to . . . .”

	Foolish mortal! Wuotan’s sinister thoughts washed over me from the inside out, his claws dragging me toward an infinite void. Your Deity has no power here! He relinquished his hold on these currents millennia ago.

	Even in my agony, I knew the demon lied, trying to corrupt my faith as his liege lord had corrupted Eve. And now I heard the sirens whispering in my ears, calling me false, traitorous, a disappointment, a Teutonic Lady who allowed her children to die without remorse, who could not prevail against a human antagonist, let alone a fallen angel. But I gritted my teeth and clung to my faith. In the sixty-two years I had walked in various timelines, God had not failed me yet.

	“You’re the one . . . with no power.” I managed to shove the words between my teeth, the pain of the blades tapering off into the tossing of a storm, churning of the countless threads of time. A withering groan pricked my ears, and afterward Wuotan laughed, his scorn finding no purchase.

	We shall see about that, Leitalra . . . .

	The light of day sliced through the darkness and I landed hard upon grass, Wuotan’s frightening epithet ringing in my ears. I felt Joel’s grip on my right hand, his fingers slick with sweat as he gave a choking gasp. Breaking my hold on him, I whirled to face the labradorite gates, poised behind us atop the hill where we stood. The violent currents within seemed to reach forward to grasp for me, and I raised my left arm in a silent command.

	Be gone! Leave us to greet the past in peace.

	A few threads of laughter trickled outward as the portal vanished. I breathed a huge sigh of relief, clutching my right hand to my throat. My leather bag bumped my hip as I shifted my feet and glanced down at the red fabric of my bodice. Had those invisible blades actually injured my body?

	Before I found the wherewithal to slip a hand beneath my neckline to check, Joel yanked me into his arms, crushing me against his chest. His actions prompted my ice to freeze my blood, my eyes widening in shock as his fingers clutched me in a desperate hold. “Swanie? What . . . the hell . . . was that?”

	Joel panted, and my own heartrate sped in the aftermath of what we had experienced. Despite the horrors I sensed breathing down my neck, I had no wish to seek comfort in my ex-husband’s embrace. “Can you . . . let me go?”

	He stepped away from me, his expression stricken. His graying blond hair appeared somewhat disheveled, and he placed a hand over his dark blue tunic. His hazel eyes shifted from my face to his hand, and he said, “I guess . . . we didn’t really get stabbed in there? It sure felt like that’s what happened!”

	“I don’t know what happened,” I answered honestly, taking a few seconds to look around at the landscape. I recognized the Rhine’s waters glinting gold in the sunlight opposite the village below us, farmland extending to the north while dense forests stretched to the south and west. This was indeed the hill beside the eastern trade route, with the medieval village of Eisenwald tucked away under the early morning mist. “It looks like we’re in the right place,” I remarked.

	“Thank God,” Joel murmured, sounding distressed. “I was praying the entire time we were caught in those currents. It felt like Wuotan tried to tear me apart.”

	“Same,” I said, invoking my ice magic into my eyes to improve my vision. I saw no signs of stirring amid the houses below, so hopefully no villagers happened to notice the massive gates before they disappeared. “Did he say anything to you?” I shifted my attention to Joel, who stood with his hands on his hips, his chest still heaving.

	“Wuotan said something to you?” His eyes widened.

	“Mocked my faith, basically.” Apparently the demon had not felt the need to do the same to Joel. I looked away, memories of my father’s warning gnawing at my spirit: Wuotan didn’t say whether he wanted you dead . . . or something worse.

	“Pretty sure demons always do that,” Joel said. He had set his things into the grass, bending down on one knee to sift through his quiver of arrows. “I read a story about some old preacher from the 1900s who called up a demon, and it told him he wasn’t exuberant enough to keep the crowds entertained. After that, he went all fire and brimstone.”

	A snort escaped my nostrils. “A preacher who called up a demon. Hypocrisy much?” I laid my own bag onto the ground to give my left shoulder a rest, moving to situate myself upon it. “Did all your arrows come through?”

	“Looks like it. There are twelve in here.” Joel took in my position and knelt into a more comfortable posture. “It really felt like something was trying to hold us back from coming here. That wasn’t anything like our other trip, when it was just the whispers and the laughter.”

	“Makes me wonder if there’s more to my fate than meets the eye.” I propped my chin up with one hand and gazed out at the river.

	“You don’t want to commit suicide with the Prince like Augustin’s record said,” Joel discerned.

	“No. I don’t. And I have only twenty-eight days to figure out why he’d write something so insane. Muniche’s bonds or not, I don’t feel some hopeless attraction to the man who cursed my city with his blood. Keyholder or not.”

	As soon as I spoke the words, though, I sensed Muniche’s spirit awakening inside of me, her countless departed children wrapping their essence around my heart in an unbreakable grip. A strange sensation of nakedness came over me, as though all of creation saw and mocked my solitude. Muniche is lost, crumbled, cursed, forgotten, her city’s spirit moaned within me. Our master has forsaken us . . . the future holds no hope, no light . . . only heartbreak.

	Tears formed in the corners of my eyes, and I shook my head, struggling to reassert my willpower. Prince Otto doesn’t matter. Muniche doesn’t matter. The city will be reborn in the next century. I’m here for Augustin, the Teuton priest who loves me for who I am.

	“Swanie, I need to apologize.” Joel cleared his throat, distracting me from Muniche’s reverie. His eyebrows curved upward as he said, “I shouldn’t have grabbed you like that when we burst through the gates. I know you don’t feel that way about me. I don’t know what came over me.”

	“You were just in shock. It’s okay,” I said, still trying to pull my awareness away from Muniche’s distress. Each heartbeat brought renewed discomfort.

	“No. It’s not. I felt you freeze, sensed your element coming to the fore. I’m sorry.”

	I sighed, my shoulders drooping a little. “I’m the one who should apologize to you,” I confessed, guilt agitating my spirit. “I should have been honest when you tried to court me the first time we came here. I knew you weren’t my type from the start, but I was too afraid to tell you.”

	“At least we both got to relish true love in the modern day,” Joel said, his fingers running the length of his bowstring.

	I managed a half smile in response, for I had not told Joel about the bomb Hans dropped on his deathbed. My true love was here, south of Eisenwald, hidden in a woodland cabin apart from civilization—apart from the living. But the dead city of Muniche wailed for Prince Otto, the Keyholder who rejected her.

	“What made you fall for Augustin?”

	Joel’s question surprised me. “Is this the moment where we’re supposed to spill our guts or something?” I raised an eyebrow at him, sensing the dew in the air around us. If we sat too long on this hill, we might need more than the spring’s sun to dry our clothing. I took a deep breath, working to maintain my focus on the here and now.

	“I’m just curious.” Joel smiled and scratched at the slight growth on his cheek.

	My gaze drifted toward the forests to our left as I replied, “It was mainly the fact that he treated me like a peer instead of like a brainless, emotional woman. You know we spent hours studying English and Ælte Teutonica before the Prince cursed him.” I glanced at Joel, and he nodded. “He was smart, experienced, and unashamed of who he was. He had a reason for everything he did, even the terrible sins. And he was honest. He taught me things about Teutonic magic that no other priest would dare to unveil.”

	“Gust told me you had the heart-bond with him.”

	That threw me for another loop. I should not have left Joel alone with my twenty-first century son, apparently. There seemed to be no point in denying it, so I said, “Augustin held my heart for twenty-three years. And he didn’t need a city’s influence to inspire his devotion. We loved and respected each other.”

	“I think I might agree with what your son said before we leaped through the gates,” Joel admitted, his forehead wrinkled. “‘Find a way to be with the man who loves you.’ Screw the Prince. If I were you, I’d run off with the Cursed One.”

	I chuckled at how he phrased it. “That’s my plan as soon as you’ve made the Rhine your grave. Assuming Muniche’s bonds don’t give me heart failure. We probably ought to decide how we’re going to handle this . . . seeing our children again. Cammie and Max might recognize us.”

	Joel looked thoughtful. “Are you sure about that? Your hair was short back then.” He nodded at my braid. “And you’re in better shape now, for that matter.”

	I scowled at him. “Thanks a lot.” It had taken a lot of effort to rein in my urge to overeat after the NVH targeted my family. I had gained only five kilograms as a result of stress.

	“I’m not sure if they’d recognize me, either,” Joel went on. “I had a full beard in the eleventh century, and my hair was longer then, too. I probably should have dyed it before we left your son’s castle.”

	“Too late now. I’m not going back through those gates for a do-over. Besides, I didn’t bring the Torstein.”

	“Yeah, I know. We need to come up with a story either way, for why we’re here, who we are.” Joel rubbed his forehead.

	“Teuton adventurers seeking asylum from the Saxons,” I supplied.

	“What should our names be?”

	That gave me pause. “Well, Heinrich and Freia will know who we are. But I guess if we want to keep our travels secret from our children, we’ll have to ask them to call us something other than Swanie and Joel.” I tried to think through the names of our noble peers from years past.

	“I could be Otto. Or Paulus.” Joel shot me a goofy look as he rose to his feet and stretched, shaking dew from his sleeves.

	I scrunched my nose at him and stood up myself. “I’ll be Hildegard and you can be Dominik.” Those were the names of the husband and wife who had occupied a neighboring estate to ours, back in Muniche.

	“So we’re the Kueglers. Fantastic.” Joel shouldered his bag and quiver, then nocked a single arrow. “I might try to hit a squirrel on our way into town. So we’ll look like true adventurers.”

	“I’m surprised you remember so much about a time you claimed to ‘forget,’” I said as we descended the hill toward the trade route.

	“The dreams never stopped,” he muttered, his wind evident in his eyes as he scoured the grasses for unsuspecting prey.

	Eisenwald lay still and quiet below the hill, the dirt path marking the eastern trade route curling off toward the main street. Joel and I set out for that familiar path, and he voiced a few reminisces about the last time we had come. I remained silent as we progressed, my thoughts in many directions. Part of me followed Joel’s recollections—the children frolicking upon the grassy knoll, running into Freia’s old nanny on the street, getting to know Lord Edwin, Freia’s gracious father.

	But I also thought of meeting that phantom on the river, when I observed the Rhine snaking along its time-worn path. He had paddled us to his cottage, the bonds of the spirit loosened at last . . . the glory of our mutual love during that day we spent together . . . and the horror of the night, facing the demon who had long conquered my lover’s sanity. Would I have to fear such a thing when I sought my immortal husband in several days? Wuotan had tried to slay me in time’s currents. If he took charge of Augustin’s hands, the demon could launch me back to my son in the twenty-first century—back to a place where Muniche’s bonds lured me into a relationship I could never consummate.

	I have to plant myself in this timeline, whether Wuotan likes it or not, I told myself, shoving aside the past that haunted me. I don’t think he possesses his Black Priests very often, only when he’s aroused their anger. And Augustin shouldn’t be angry to see me again . . . I hope.

	Joel shot an errant squirrel before we reached the edges of the village, his hands directing the arrow with ease. It struck the squirrel right through the nose, and Joel flopped its body over his shoulder with the remark that he could offer it to the cooking pot that afternoon. That reminded me that most people ate only two meals per day in this era—lunch and dinner. Lunch would be at Sext or noon, and dinner would be at Vespers or twilight. Eisenwald’s church bells had not rung since our arrival; I judged the hour to be somewhere between Lauds and Terce.

	I heard livestock stirring as we neared the first cottages, but overall the town appeared strangely quiet. We ran into no one on the road. When we reached the main street we saw just a few women headed for the well, a pair of boys herding a troop of goats. None of the townsfolk looked our way, and I noticed that the women all sported scarves tied about their noses—odd, for the weather was balmy for late May.

	“So why is everyone scurrying around like they’re expecting the apocalypse?” Joel muttered to me in English, casting doubtful glances toward those gathered at the main well.

	The truth hit me in the face, for I realized that I had seen no boats moored at the wharf—an extremely rare occurrence at this Rhenisch town dependent on trade. “Augustin’s record . . . mentioned a pestilence.”

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Two:

	Pestilence

	  

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	“You mean to tell me,” Joel said in a flat voice, “that we’ve escaped one virus just to dig up another? Or is this one bacteria-related like the Black Plague?”

	“What is it with you and the Black Plague?” I beckoned Joel to follow me into a shadowed alley between a pair of shuttered businesses. On our first journey to the past, he had attributed every sniffle to the plague, which would not hit Europe until the fourteenth century.

	Joel paused at the street corner and glanced toward those gathering at the well. “Did you look up our children’s lifespans? Are any of them going to die from whatever this is?” He leveled me with a grim stare and shifted his feet.

	I shook my head and leaned my back against the log wall of what I judged to be a woodworker’s shop—the scent of sawdust itched my nose. “I didn’t dive too deeply into our children’s lives, but they’ll all survive this pestilence. Erika’s the only one who dies young, in 1091.” I shut my eyes to concentrate on my ice, extending its mysticism in a silent quest for other Teuton spirits.

	“You could make a good living here as a fortune teller.”

	“Quiet. I’m trying to sense where everybody lives,” I snapped at him. Joel’s type of humor did not usually appeal to me; and it certainly did not now, when we had come for the sole purpose of dying. Offering our lives to the Rhine River. I felt the spirit of its waters weaving around me, inviting me to play, to dance, to rejoice. Gritting my teeth, I shoved its amity aside and quietly listed the pulses of Teutonic life that inhabited the Rhenisch town.

	“Energy, light. Ice, whirlwind, yellow fire. Earth, metal, light . . . there! That’s Freia and Heinrich, the light and metal together. There are other Teutons nearby, in the same house. Earth and air . . . another metal and fire.”

	I felt Joel’s hand on my shoulder, jostling me slightly. “Enough is enough. I don’t think we need an exhaustive list of all the Teutons in Eisenwald. Lead on.”

	Freia and Heinrich had taken residence in a sizeable dwelling adjacent to the local foundry. I remembered Augustin telling me that Heinrich worked there alongside his eldest son and mine—as of 1067, at least. Whether that was still the case seven years later, I could only speculate. While Joel murmured a few thoughts on the value of his old friend’s metal in a foreign town, I considered the elements I detected earlier, trying to discern to whom each belonged.

	The energy and light together would be Max and Katchen Denlinger; they probably married, like my son had hoped. Cammie would be ice, and whirlwind must be Alger Mohr, the knight who came to Eisenwald with Heinrich. I hope she’s having a pleasant marriage, one built on love rather than necessity. There were a lot of elements in the Denlinger house. Earth would be Lorraine, air for Erika, metal for Freia’s son Edwin, and fire might be one of the servant girls. I wonder if Jarvis and Ulka are still alive.

	We soon reached their front porch, a wooden affair adorning the wall that faced the street, wide enough to serve as the stage for a modified dance. Hesitation gripped me as I climbed the three steps at Joel’s side. The house appeared serene in the light of early morning, its shutters closed, not a servant or child in sight. Would Freia and Heinrich be happy to see us? What would they say when they learned why we had come?

	“Do you think they’re all sick in there?” Joel asked, his brow wrinkling as he paused at the threshold. The house before us showed no sign of life, apart from the smoke rising from two of its chimneys.

	“I hope not, but I’m starting to think we’re breaking some local taboo, wandering the streets so boldly during an epidemic.” I glanced back the way we had come; the road behind us remained deserted. The ironworks, which rose from the ground at the edge of the forest not forty meters from where we stood, appeared dark and silent, emitting no smoke into the sky.

	Joel sighed and dumped his bow and quiver of arrows onto the porch along with his squirrel. “The longer we wait, the less time we’ll have to see how our kids are doing. I had my flu shot, anyway. I’m not afraid of any pestilence.” He knocked firmly, then stepped to the side with the declaration, “Ladies first.”

	I smacked him on the shoulder, irritated at his disjointed sense of humor. Joel had changed little over the years aside from growing more cynical, a natural result of his struggle against the NVH. “I hope you catch the pestilence and die,” I said, only half-joking. “Then you’ll have to do this all over again.”

	“In my attempts to lower the fever, I’ll conveniently bleed myself and jump into the Rhine.” Joel knocked again and smirked at me.

	I huffed, placing my hands onto my hips. “You still don’t take anything seriously, do you?” I accused, recalling how he had shrugged off so many issues during our lengthy stint in the past.

	His smirk wavered, a bleak expression clouding his mien. “The one thing I can’t laugh away is my family’s fate. Some things are hard to forgive.” I lowered my eyes, ashamed for teasing him so harshly. I had no right to scorn Joel now, when we had come to Eisenwald with shattered lives behind us. Wuotan and his racist cronies should have left Joel’s family alone. He had shunned Teutonic traditions entirely when he built his life in the U.S.

	He frowned at the closed door, his irises taking on a grayish hue. “They really must be in there dying, since they won’t come to the door,” he commented, his wind brushing the locks of my hair that had escaped from its braid. “And they are in there. Even I can sense the elements. Light, metal, earth, air.”

	“Maybe their house is quarantined.” I concentrated on my ice again, sending it beyond the door to call for Freia, my radiant friend. A moment later, I heard the sound of approaching footsteps, so I took a deep breath in an attempt to gather my courage, unsure what sort of welcome awaited us.

	A latch clicked, and the door swung open to reveal a darkened parlor lit by a single candlestick poised atop the hearth across from the entrance. A weary woman stepped into the sunlight to greet us, clad in a simple tan dress and apron splotched with moisture, her waist-length blond hair uncovered and flecked with threads of pure white. Her green eyes, ringed with wrinkles and circles of fatigue, locked with mine and widened, her pale lips parting into an O of shock.

	I stared back at her without speaking, my words having gone out of me. And she whispered my name in evident disbelief, “Swanie?”

	It took me a second to order my brain to switch from thinking in German or English to Teutonica, my people’s dead language. Swallowing, I fashioned the first sentence and spoke it. “I apologize . . . for coming . . . at such a bad time.”

	Freia waved her left hand dismissively and stepped onto the porch, shutting the door behind her. “No, you need not apologize. When I sensed your ice out here, I feared you were Cammie bringing me a sick child. Lorraine has some skill with remedies, you see.” She shook her head and leaned against her front door, offering Joel a belated and faltering smile.

	“I read about the sickness,” I told her, then clarified, when I saw her frown, “in Augustin’s histories.”

	“Ah.” Freia’s features became unreadable. “He’s trying to convince my brother-in-law to stop all trade until the illness has run its course. This disease came from the trading ships, naturally. But Reginald doesn’t always take his advice, although the town does look barren this morning.” She nodded toward the deserted streets.

	“I read about that, too. Augustin’s advice to halt commerce.” Freia gave me a doubtful look, and I rushed to reassure her. “But don’t worry. Only eighteen people will die of it; and afterward, life will go on.” I had read through the 1074 tome from May to October, so I was confident of Eisenwald’s recovery.

	Freia’s lips twitched, her gaze dropping from mine to the boards of the porch. “Unfortunately, my youngest child has already passed, and one of my grandchildren lies on her deathbed now.”

	The sorrow in her tone finally broke the barriers between us. I embraced her tightly, my eyes dampening as I felt her weeping upon my back. We stood like that for a long time, two mothers who shouldered the pain of loss, our spirits entwining with offerings of consolation and understanding. As my ice communed with her brilliant light, a small portion of the guilt that had hampered me since the NVH began murdering my loved ones slipped away.

	This is enough, I thought to myself as a measure of peace calmed my heart. Even if Augustin and I can’t work out some way to subvert my recorded destiny, it’s enough to be together with Freia. How I’ve missed her.

	Freia wiped her eyes dry upon her apron when we parted. “Forgive me. I try not to cry in front of the children. I’ve been doing all of this talking and weeping, and I still don’t know why you and Joel are here.” She sniffed, forcing a smile as I shuffled a bit, suddenly unsure whether I wanted to admit the morbid reasons for our visit. “If I’d known you were coming, I’d have arranged a celebration. I might be able to throw something together.”

	“We just got here today.” Joel spoke up at last, standing off to the side with his hands thrust in the pockets of his trousers. “I doubt we could have sent you a message first, with a thousand years between our home and yours.”

	Freia laughed a little, brightening at his joke. Then Joel took on the role of chivalrous gentleman, gesturing toward the weapons and kill he had discarded by the porch’s railing. “I shot this squirrel when we were coming down from the hill. If your family needs any fresh game, I could do some hunting.”

	Freia hesitated at first, but I mentioned that Augustin’s writings claimed the pestilence would rage for over a month. Therefore, it might be best to stock up since some of the shops in town were closed. My friend gave a single nod and urged Joel to go, asking him to bring his kills around the back of the house to be cured. He departed, shouldering his bow and quiver while leaving his pack behind. Freia suggested that I make myself comfortable on one of the porch benches while she prepared tea.

	In her absence, I set my own pack down beside Joel’s and leaned my elbows upon the railing, my ice sharpening my vision to gaze toward the cluster of houses and shops with the Rhine River beyond. Joel and I were here now, on May 27th of 1074, having forsaken the tumult of the twenty-first century. I had left my cursed son, Max, in charge of exacting vengeance upon the Saxon extremists who murdered our friends and family in a mad effort to obtain the Torstein—the blood-red stone with the power to summon time’s gateway.

	Now it was up to Max to protect both the Torstein and the Teuton people. A dead man bound to Wuotan who had put his faith in God. Wuotan, the nefarious demon who tried to slay Joel and me less than an hour ago, when our bodies and souls writhed in time’s currents. Joel and I came here with the intent to die, after catching up with Freia and Heinrich and seeing the lives our eleventh century children had built for themselves. But the demon who had haunted me since I first found the Torstein attempted to block us from reaching our goal.

	In vain.

	Why would he care if we’re here to die? Shouldn’t he be glad we won’t be around to disrupt his evil schemes anymore?

	 Before I could work out his motivations, Freia reappeared with two pewter cups of mint tea. As I took the one she offered to me, her husband slipped out of the house, his gait halting, though he carried naught but his own teacup. Heinrich favored me with a polite nod, his cheeks hollow beneath his gray beard. “It’s good to see you again, Swanie. Can’t say I ever expected you to return, though my wife has always believed.” He gave Freia an affectionate pat on the shoulder, and the pair settled themselves onto the bench that faced the road.

	“I wish I had come at a better time,” I said as I took a seat upon the chair to their right, the tea’s warmth seeping into my fingers, a welcome feeling. Heinrich would be nearing sixty now, if I judged his age correctly. His tunic seemed to hang from his shoulders, unlike the robust man I remembered from medieval Muniche. “Have you been sick with the pestilence?”

	Heinrich bowed his head, and Freia answered me in a quiet voice. “He only just regained the strength to get out of bed last night. When I told him you were here, he insisted upon greeting you himself, against Lorraine’s advice.”

	I judged from Heinrich’s body language that he did not wish to discuss his weakened state. But a morbid curiosity chewed at my insides. “Are there any others . . . who are sick in your house?” Freia had already lost one child and mentioned an afflicted granddaughter.

	“Erika has it, but she’s starting to improve,” Heinrich replied, his gaze fixed upon the road. “Same with our grandson Otto.”  He cleared his throat and finished, “Baby Swanie has been listless since yesterday morning; Lorraine can’t get milk or tonic into her. Jarvis likely won’t last another day.”

	“Jarvis,” I whispered, his status upsetting me more than the idea of a dying baby named after me. He had managed the Thaden estate so effectively over the years, his guidance directing my steps. I wondered whether I dared show myself to him, to wish him an easy crossing into eternity. If he was delirious, as Augustin’s record described, he might imagine me a saint.

	“It’s been a difficult month, but we’re doing well overall,” Freia put in, her sunny countenance cheering me despite the situation. “Cammie married Alger of Freising just six years ago, and they have two young boys. They’ve established a grain farm on the northwestern edge of town, and our son Heino helps them run it, along with Emilie. They’re married now; her first husband died in battle.”

	I sipped at the tea in my cup, ordering my brain to keep up with Freia’s tales of our children. My oldest daughter, Cammie, was married with sons and a farm. Heino Denlinger set aside class differences to wed Jarvis’ daughter, Emilie. Two new families whose Teutonic magic would remain strong. “Are Max and Katchen together?” I inquired, remembering the energy and light I had sensed near the riverbank.

	Freia nodded. “They married the year before Cammie did. Max directs the flow of goods along the Rhine. He has a talent for business.”

	“He was the first who caught the pestilence,” Heinrich added, “but he’s already pushed through it. Strong lad.”

	My son Helmut was apprenticed to the tanner and had married a Rhenisch girl just two years before. They lived in a garret of the tanner’s cottage and were expecting their first child. I cringed at the notion of Helmut diluting his heritage with an outsider, but Freia offered a kind explanation. “He fell in love with Holda, the tanner’s daughter, because she sings almost as beautifully as you. Helmut always had an affinity for music, you remember.”

	I nodded, taking a sip of tea to conceal my disappointment in him. But then Freia said, “He gave his blood for her.”

	A trickle of tea slid down my windpipe. For a minute I coughed and gasped for breath, my hands clutching the arm of the chair where I sat. “He . . . gave his blood . . . for her?” I barely got the words out, but Heinrich and Freia both affirmed it. “It worked?” I had never heard of a successful cross-gender blood-transfer.

	Freia managed a small smile and pointed out, “We trusted him.”

	I rubbed my temple, frightening images filling my mind. The gentle Helmut, howling in agony as a blue-fired demon tore his arteries from his body and burnt them in Wuotan’s flames. “They didn’t do it in public,” I guessed, shuddering at the memory of the bloody river drowning my spiritual lungs.

	“They went to his cottage,” Heinrich said with a pained expression. After glancing at his wife, he finished, “They came back alive, and ninety-seven percent.”

	I barked out a hollow laugh, disturbed at how major a role Augustin seemed to play in this Rhenisch village inundated by Teuton refugees. Then Freia told me about Erika and Hansi—who went by Johann now. Erika was betrothed to Edwin Denlinger, who worked at the foundry alongside his father. Their wedding would be held in August, and they planned to build their own cottage near the ironworks as soon as they could afford it.

	Johann, my youngest, had a talent for archery like his father. He currently had no love interests and spent most of his days in the forest, hunting game and trading it at the butcher’s. That meant Joel might run into the kid during his own hunting expedition. I hoped he would handle himself wisely if they met.

	By that time, the three of us had finished our tea, so Freia collected the cups and said that she would have Felda prepare a chamber for Joel and me. “Lorraine has isolated the sick upstairs, but there’s a small room near the kitchen that you can use.”

	I studied Heinrich out of the corner of my eye as we waited for his wife to return. The war had aged him, but his back was as straight as ever, his hands still sturdy, although the pestilence had stolen some of his bulk. His hair retained no trace of its natural light brown; his gray eyes carried strains he might never express. Part of me longed to ask after his experiences in battle, but I knew not how.

	He spoke again after a time, his gaze upon the roses ornamenting the bushes that lined the porch. “The last time I saw Joel, he led a group of soldiers on a hunt outside of Bamberg. Supplies were running low, and the ground was still frozen. I heard later that he died. It’s peculiar sometimes, being friends with a time traveler.” Heinrich managed a wan smile and turned his face toward me.

	His story sent me into February of 1061, to that morning when I awoke to find the scar from our Teutonic marriage gone forever. I had assumed Joel died in battle, but upon our return to the future . . . . “Did you get it too?” I heard myself asking the beaten warrior. “Dysentery?” I wrapped my arms around my torso.

	“It ran through Count von Reuter’s regiment, not the Prince’s.”

	So Heinrich had been spared the dehydration, the terrible death. Grateful though I was for this news, Muniche’s mournful spirit agitated my heart, unveiling a worse memory. Prince Otto and his knights poised upon the city wall as the Saxons and their inhuman allies ravaged her, casting their blood upon her stones, her avowed master abandoning his duty, cursing her to Wuotan.

	“Did you . . . help the Prince . . . curse Muniche . . . with your blood?” I could not look at Heinrich as I asked the question. I tightened my arms around myself, trying to smother Muniche’s anguish, to reassert my willpower.

	“I did not,” Heinrich answered, bitterness lacing his tone. When I met his eyes, I saw that his element had darkened them. “I could not betray my mother in such a way. On that night I questioned my loyalty to him, the Keyholder who dared relinquish his obligation to one of Satan’s minions. Treason.”

	I could have hugged him, but instead I loosened my arms and smiled as a sense of validation washed over me. Heinrich knew the Prince had sinned, and he was brave enough to take a stand for our city’s honor. Before I decided how to thank him, he asked what brought Joel and me back to the eleventh century. And I replied without thinking, my discernment evaporated. “We came to die.”

	A beat of silence, and then a bladed interjection. “What?”

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Three:

	These Final Hours

	  

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Freia spared me from her husband’s interrogation, but Heinrich grumbled a few phrases implying that Joel had better return for the noon meal. He seemed to view his suicidal intentions as a personal offense, and I wondered whether Joel would be able to keep up with whatever vitriol Heinrich wished to unleash. A practicing Catholic, he believed suicide barred the gates of heaven. Neither Joel nor I shared that belief, yet it would be instructive to learn whether his most trusted eleventh century friend could sway him.

	Joel had nothing left to live for . . . but here in this era, five of his children lived in peace. Maybe there was more to his story, and more to my own.

	Freia showed me around the yard after her husband went inside to rest. She listened while I finally told her what brought me back to her time. A widowed Lady who had lost everything at the hands of a demon and his human sycophants, her end described in her cursed husband’s ancient volume. Fate wished to smile upon the shamed Prince one final time, sending his Lady back to him as a comfort in his final days, a companion in death.

	Augustin had sealed my fate in blood. I was to die on the 27th of June.

	My best friend’s visage appeared distraught by such a prospect. She took my left hand in her right, clutching it as though she would never let go. We passed by a small collection of sheep and chickens, likely the same ones I had sent with my children in the spring of 1066 when they departed Muniche for good. Then we entered the barn to spend some time with the horses, several of which I recognized. As I stroked the tan-and-white-splotched mare Erika had treasured, Freia voiced her thoughts on my prophesied demise.

	“I’m not comfortable with what your husband’s record suggests,” she said, her back turned to me while she ran a brush through the mane of a dark horse in another stall. “You’ve read many accounts of Prince Otto’s suicide, I’m sure. It’s sensible that Wolfgang would have witnessed and recorded an event like that. But he’s the only chronicler who mentioned your involvement.” She shot me a worried look and offered the dark horse some berries from her pocket.

	“Augustin wouldn’t have lied about something that momentous,” I noted, unsure what Freia meant to imply. “A Keyholder and Lady dying together.”

	“Whether Prince Otto’s faith will be enough to save him, I can hardly judge,” Freia went on, not sounding especially concerned whether he would reach heaven or not. She had watched him curse his city just like I had; neither of us harbored a positive opinion of our people’s Prince.

	“But Swanie, what are you hoping to gain by ending your life with him? I’ve reminisced about how you and Wolfgang cherished each other on those final days often, over the years. I remember how your aura glowed with joy when you told me your heart-bond remained, even after we leaped to the future.”

	Her green eyes locked with mine as chills swept over me from head to toe. With time, Muniche’s spirit had blurred my memories of Augustin, fixing my desire upon Hans, my Keyholder . . . the man who preferred a woman long gone. Here, the throbbing bonds of a dead city cried out for the master who deserted her, Prince Otto von Bayern. The coward who cursed his brother to prove himself worthy of Wuotan’s approval.

	It nauseated me to sense Muniche’s attempts to modify the yearnings of my heart, to convince me that I needed the Prince, not Augustin.

	“I don’t know what to think, or what to do,” I confessed, my voice breaking over the words. I buried my face in the horse’s tawny mane and mumbled, “I don’t want Prince Otto that way, not at all. But Muniche does, and she’s stronger than me. She’s whittled away at me for twenty years, fueling my need to serve the Teuton people, to help them, to protect them, to lead them at my Leitaeri’s side. And here in this place, Prince Otto is my Leitaeri. And he’s destined to die in a month. Every historical account agrees on that.”

	I heard Freia sigh, and I lifted my forehead from the horse’s neck, giving her a grateful pat. “We have no right to take away the life God has granted,” my friend said, her back turned to me again. “In battle it can be justified, but no one seeks to harm you here. You left your enemies in the future. And yet you wish to play God over your own life, your own destiny. You can’t be certain your path is complete if you take up the knife yourself.”

	“I know. I know,” I groaned, stomping away from her to the far end of the barn’s hallway and back. “I don’t want to kill myself with Prince Otto. I want to go to Augustin’s cabin, to bare my heart and stay with him for all of eternity, like we promised in our vows. But he’s going to be on earth for another four hundred years, and it’d probably be worse for him to have me only to lose me again.” I clenched and unclenched my hands as I paced, frustration simmering inside of me.

	“Maybe there’s some other way to interpret what your husband wrote in his record,” Freia suggested. “I don’t think he’d give up on you that easily. I remember how he acted after he broke your heart-bond.”

	Dread froze my feet in place, and I lifted my chin to meet her eyes. I chewed on my cheek for a second, then said, “Tell me.” Part of me feared to know. I braced myself for the worst.

	Freia’s lips formed a sad smile. She reached back to stroke the dark horse’s nose as she said, “He used to mention you from time to time, whenever we chanced to meet on the street or if I saw him with Reginald. But he has always drifted here and there, chasing the Saxons and the Toteheri until he desired a respite from the fray. Then he’d return to his cabin and make deals with my brother-in-law, always watching over the Teuton refugees, though most of them fear him. He was here six years ago, and when I ran into him at the port he said that he’d been seeking your Keyholder, that once he found the man, he would have to break your bond.

	“He paddled back to his cottage a few days later, and no one saw him in town for nearly a year. Reginald assumed he stalked the Toteheri again, but I feared otherwise. Several times that summer, I sat amid the flowers, my light embracing the sun. And when I blocked everything from my mind save that magnificent light, broadening my spirit to span the far reaches of the forest . . . .”

	She broke off with a shudder, then admitted quietly, “I almost believed I could hear him screaming, a blue fire burning out, barely answering the brilliance of the fire that brightens me. When he finally visited Eisenwald, he was changed. More distant than ever, more reserved, conducting most of his business after dark . . . and he never spoke of you again.” Freia’s eyes were filled with sorrow.

	“So you’re saying he mourned me and then finally moved on,” I translated, disappointment deepening my despair.

	“No, I don’t think he ever moved on.” Freia crossed the floor to my side and gave me a supportive hug. “I think he hid from the world for a whole year after he lost you. Your husband won’t let you escape him again without a fight.”

	My ice sensed my friend’s light reaching out to me, trying to bolster what little hope I had left. So I did my best to claim her optimism as we headed back to her house, though I feared I could never regain the devotion Augustin and I once shared. Muniche would always stand in the way, closing my heart off from the man who sought it without reservation.

	Lunch at the Denlinger house was an intriguing event, and not just because the stew included pieces of Joel’s squirrel. My ex-husband returned from the forest right at Sext with a pair of hares. After handing those off to a servant around back, he found Freia and me in the kitchen and blabbed about our youngest son, without offering to help with the food.

	“Johann’s eyes look exactly like mine!” Joel groused in English, sprawled upon a stool before the cooking fire. “And he comes up past my shoulders. He’s thirteen, right?”

	I rolled my eyes as I helped Freia retrieve mugs for everyone. “Johann’s birthday was on the 9th of this month, so he hasn’t been thirteen for long. You didn’t tell him you’re his dad, did you?”

	“We didn’t say that much to each other. I’ve been stumbling a lot when I speak Teutonica. He asked me what it’s like to be an adventurer, and I had to make something up. The kid has two geese already,” Joel emphasized, holding up two fingers. “I think he said he stays out most of the day, but he’ll be back at dinner.”

	I translated that for Freia, who said, “It’s almost impossible to keep that boy indoors. We’re never short on game, thanks to him.”

	“His element is snow,” Joel declared.

	“Like Beth’s,” I murmured, remembering how my cousin and I used to dance in winter, our elemental magic summoning the ice and snow to encircle us in mystique. Beth, like many of my loved ones, had fallen prey to the NVH, poisoned alongside her dear husband.

	“Wait. Beth did the blood-transfer?” Joel lowered his voice and trailed Freia and me into the dining room, where some of the household had gathered around an expansive oaken table.

	“That’s a story for another time,” I replied. “Remember, we’re the Kueglers. Dominik and Hildegard,” I added under my breath. I saw Heinrich glowering at us from the head of the table, and I noticed a few other familiar faces. Would any of them identify us?

	Joel sat upon the bench to Heinrich’s left, his countenance alight with joy as he greeted his friend of old. To Heinrich’s credit, he conducted himself with the utmost decorum, making polite conversation rather than condemning our lethal plans. Freia sat on her husband’s right with me at her side, and I concentrated on my food for much of the meal, listening while the others chattered.

	Lorraine Denlinger sat directly across from me, her light brown hair tucked beneath a violet covering, the scents of medicinal herbs rising from her clothing. She was twenty-seven and had not married, though I noticed her casting glances toward Joel beside her. She gave him her full attention anytime he talked, curiosity seeming to shine in her hazel-green eyes. At first I worried that she recognized him from years past, but she did not pay me any special heed.

	My daughter’s fiancé, Edwin Denlinger, sat to my right, his build identical to his father’s—an ironworker whose element reflected his vocation. Concern radiated off of him in strong waves; he asked Lorraine about his fiancée’s health three times. Across from him was Beni, the last child Freia bore before Muniche’s destruction. He seemed more interested in his brother’s and father’s duties at the foundry than in any of the adult conversations.

	Servants occupied the far end of the table. I did my best to avoid looking toward them, for the majority were old enough to connect me with their former mistress. Felda and her husband were in their forties now, with three children of disparate ages between them. Along with her youngest, a boy, Felda was in charge of supervising Freia’s little blond girl, Anna. The cute five-year-old insisted upon clambering all over Heinrich’s lap after she finished her vegetables. This brought a gleam of delight into her father’s eyes, and he encouraged her to recite a bunch of Bible verses in Latin.

	Seeing the Denlingers interact with one another filled me with happiness. Although I had not been privileged to create a family with my one true love, Freia had reaped the glories that evaded me. Her faith remained strong, her contentment evident in her smile. And yet she still wants to see me with Augustin, even though his record stated otherwise. The Black Priest’s living consort, fated to leave the earth and him within a decade or two. Can I really ask that of him?

	When the meal ended, I asked Lorraine whether Joel and I could check on Jarvis, delirious or not. Her eyebrows arched downward as she inquired if the two of us had already recovered from the pestilence. “We haven’t, but we meet all sorts of sicknesses on the road. It’ll be fine,” I assured her. She dithered for a minute but ultimately allowed it, advising us to make our visit brief.

	Jarvis lay upon a thin mattress in a tight garret beside the staircase. I could not stifle a gasp of horror when I saw him, for he looked nothing like I remembered. A candlestick stood upon a small table, along with a bowl of water with towels and a few potion bottles. The natural flames cast shadows upon Jarvis’ sunken face. His skin resembled Hans’ in his final weeks, his frame appearing emaciated beneath a single blanket, his fingers curled and still. His eyes were closed, his chest rising and falling in an erratic manner, saliva pooling around his chin. Clearly he had been unable to climb to the second floor; his personal chamber had become an anteroom to eternity.

	As I drew closer, the heat of his fever seemed to scratch at my ice, prompting it to cool my blood in defense. Joel crept to my right side and whispered, “What . . . exactly . . . does this pestilence do to people?”

	“Augustin mentioned fever, delirium, inability to take in food or water.”

	“He looks like he’s about to die from dysentery,” Joel uttered, the fingers of his left hand brushing my right, a silent request for support. I took his hand in mine, realizing that his past haunted him now. Even if Jarvis could not sense our presence, we must maintain our composure.

	I reached for a towel with my free hand and dabbed the spittle from Jarvis’ chin, something I had done regularly for Hans in his final days. Our former bailiff did not react to my touch, but I dipped the towel in water, cooling it before placing it upon his forehead. Only a few wisps of hair remained around his ears.

	“Maybe I should be more worried about this since I’ll be here for a month,” I muttered to Joel as I stepped back from Jarvis’ bed. My plan was to spend eighteen days with Augustin, seeking a way to unify our destinies. If the pestilence shackled me in its fever, we would hardly have time to accomplish anything.

	Joel exhaled. “At least I’m gone tomorrow night.” His hand twitched against mine, and he edged nearer to Jarvis, bending close to his left ear. He murmured something to him that I did not hear, and to my surprise, the elderly man’s eyelids slid open. I felt Joel tense as he met Jarvis’ clouded eyes.

	The sick man’s jaw quivered. “My . . . lord?” he said in a cracked voice.

	Joel tugged me to his side, and Jarvis focused on me. I suspected that he believed us both to be apparitions on the threshold of heaven. “You . . . came . . . for me.” He wheezed, and his eyelids closed again.

	A mad idea came over me, and I bent down to whisper in Jarvis’ ear, “I need your help with the accounting. Keep track of all God’s cattle.”

	Jarvis did not respond to this, and Lorraine ushered us out of the chamber seconds later. I looked toward the kitchen with the intent of finding the room Felda had readied for us, but Joel’s grip on my hand halted me before the staircase. “Now he’s going to be looking for you the second he gets to heaven, wanting to help count all the cattle. What am I supposed to say if he asks me where to find you?”

	Joel’s brows were cockeyed, as though he was unsure whether to be annoyed with me or amused. “Tell him the time traveler will enter heaven when she wants to. Not a second before.” I winked.

	He smirked and released my hand. “Guess I’d better go find Heinrich. He said he wanted to talk to me alone.” He flexed his fingers and turned for the front parlor.

	“He’s probably going to try to talk you out of dying. Prepare yourself.”

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter Four:

	Looming Strife

	
	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	I spent the afternoon catching up with Freia. We sat together in the chamber Felda had prepared, its open window inviting spring’s fresh breeze into its stillness. The room had one bed—something I did not appreciate, even though sleeping quarters were often shared in this era. A small wardrobe, washing table, chamber pot, and a single stool rounded out the room’s other furnishings. Someone had laid my bag and Joel’s at the foot of the bed, a blanket of dyed blue wool cloaking its straw-filled mattress.

	Freia told me more of her private struggles as we lounged upon the bed, her gaze drifting regularly toward the window’s view of the side yard and ironworks. Heinrich had taken over from the previous ironmaster who died in an accident. He faced some unrest at first, from locals who wanted their industry to remain under Rhenisch management. But the community gradually accepted him, his gift with metals working in his favor, along with his generosity. Heinrich was training Edwin to succeed him, since his oldest son chose to farm the earth.

	Since her husband’s return, Freia experienced three pregnancies. The first had given her Anna, and the second brought the child who succumbed to the pestilence. Freia had miscarried the third child early last year, an episode that terrified her. She nearly bled to death, and Heinrich went to Augustin in spirit form to beg for aid. “He gave me some of his blood to
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