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  Chapter 1

Molly 
Heat blasted from the mouth of the furnace with the intensity of a house on fire, but to Molly, it was a warm embrace. No other work filled her heart and soul more than playing with fire and bending glass into functional and decorative art.
The two were not mutually exclusive. 
She considered herself lucky to have found a well-equipped studio in Wyld Glass Arts, a stone’s throw from Rehoboth Beach. She enjoyed the best of both worlds, working and living near the ocean so she could walk the beach year-round.
The soot-black sides of the two-foot by two-foot opening of the furnace reminded her of the witch’s oven in Hansel and Gretel—no need to stick her head into this oven to test the temperature. 
The heat flowed out like the broil of a tropical sun, never dissipating, regardless of how far away you stood. The whirring jet engines of the four ceiling fans were no match for the scorching hellfire of the two large furnaces that maintained a toasty 2000o F inside their wide-mouthed ovens. 
She tightened her grip on the narrow “puntil”, or  “punty”, as the five-foot-long stainless-steel rod was called. Holding the punty in front of her like a sword, she pushed it slowly and steadily into the flames that licked the interior of the chamber where an amorphous lump of molten glass waited to be gathered. 
The unassuming, transparent blob would be transformed into glorious glass art only after it had been worked to add color and shape, and sent back to the furnace between each step to keep it soft and pliable to be shaped as the artist desired.
The final product, a vase shaped like a rose or a gold iridescent goblet studded with charcoal gray glass nubs, would capture the hearts and imaginations of customers who roamed the studio’s gift shop seeking the beautiful and the unusual. 
As she dipped the tip of the punty rod into the glimmering mass of softened glass,  she smiled broadly as she always did at the start of a project. 
“The adventure is about to begin!” she said out loud, as was her ritual when beginning a project. 
Molly rotated the rod slowly and  rhythmically to evade the forces of gravity. The colorless glass appeared orange at the end of the punty, resembling the head of a matchstick. The color was an artifact of the extraordinarily high temperature, a fact she made sure to point out to the audience when she did demos on the weekends.
As the glass cooled and returned to its solid, more recognizable state, it also returned to its natural, colorless state.
The scorching smell of propane and smoke followed the metal rod out of the furnace, filling the studio with a thin, permanent cloud. 
If glass had an odor, Molly was certain it would be the sweet smell of nascent creativity, of inspiration waiting to be formed into a solid, tangible form that a person could hold and touch with wonderment.
It was the only perfume that complemented her daily work uniform of olive cargo pants, a man’s blue cotton dress shirt, steel-toed boots, and safety glasses. Safety and functionality were a priority over fashion and style when dressing for a long day at the furnace.
The temperatures at the oven interface were hot enough to melt polyester at fifty paces. 
When she worked in the studio, Molly pulled her long black hair into a low ponytail and often tucked it into the back of her shirt to keep it out of the way. Tiny zircon stud earrings, her only jewelry on workdays, glimmered from her earlobes. 
At home, she favored wearing gemstone bracelets and wide silver rings on multiple fingers. Jewelry that made her feel special outside of her work would be a liability here in the studio. 
When she mentioned she would be working late, Joelle, one of her assistants, said,      “I can cut my dinner short and be back here by seven-thirty. Josh will understand.” 
“No need to sacrifice your social life for this little throwaway piece. I can lay out everything I need before I gather the glass.” 
“Call me if you need me. Working safely is easier with two people,” Joelle said, concern written on her face. 
Having a second pair of hands while creating blown glass was a necessity, not a luxury, especially for shaping large or complicated pieces. The small vase she was planning was as basic as it gets and something to keep her hands busy while her brain pondered her future.
That didn’t mean safety wasn’t critical. Even though she was alone in the studio, she made sure the path from the furnace to the marver, the solid metal table for shaping molten glass, was clear. 
“Safety should never be ignored when you are holding a stick whose tip was 2000o Fahrenheit and could sear through skin and bone before the pain even registered,” she had told her assistants many times.
Standing at the marver, she lowered the glass to touch the table’s surface. With rapid movements while the glass was still hot, she rolled the amorphous blob back and forth on the table to shape it into a wide cylinder before the glass could cool and harden. 
Working with glass was always an adventure because the substance had a mind of its own, never hesitating to let you know when you were pushing it too far. She had lost a few arguments to the composite of sand, ashes, and lime before she learned to listen to the whispers of the glass. 
True art was a collaboration between the artist and the glass. By embracing the collaboration, she could bend glass to her will, a feat more astounding than an alchemist turning lead into gold. 
Two of her glass sculptures were on display in the Maritime Museum on the Chesapeake. If her parents had been alive, they would have been bursting their buttons with pride.
Their only child, the girl who plays with fire, created vases that were on display in a museum. 
Just like Picasso, Monet, or Rodin.
Satisfied with the shape of the glass at the end of the rod, Molly settled the punty and its precious cargo onto the rod guides, the cart-like frame that supported the metal rod. She pushed it slowly into the reheating oven, the smaller but hotter furnace that rapidly heated the glass to soften it so she could continue to shape it into the work of art she had imagined.
The heat-resistant shield attached to the frame protected her from the heat as she rolled the cart to a spot inches from the mouth of the reheating oven. The glass on the end of the punty was malleable enough to manipulate. 
Her brain was still processing the interview she had last week at the glass arts facility in Worcester. She, Molly Marzullo, was one of three finalists for the assistant director position. Were she to win the position, it would be a giant step up from principal gaffer, her current position at Wyld Glass Arts. 
As one of three principal gaffers here at Wyld Glass, she was the only female at this level. Like the other two leaders, she managed a team of three or more glassblowers of varying levels of expertise and was responsible for their training and for creating original art to be sold in the studio’s gift shop. 
Of the three assistant gaffers reporting to her, Joelle and Sharna had been with her the longest. After four years of working together, the three of them were able to anticipate each other’s needs at the furnace. 
She often assigned one of them to lead a project. How else would they learn? Both women were capable of stepping into her shoes. She could move on to a new challenge, confident that the work here would continue at its current high quality. Or even better.
The Worcester site dwarfed her current workplace. It had two buildings devoted solely to glassblowing and other structures occupied with flamework and glass fusing. The creative work and teaching activities in those buildings reported directly to the assistant director position.
Was she ready for this huge step up the ladder? Her technical skills and creativity would stand up against either of the other two candidates, even though she wasn’t sure who they were. 
She would miss her team and her co-workers, but the glass community worldwide was a tightly-knit bunch, sharing resources, tips, and camaraderie. She was sure they would stay in touch. 
The blue crystals that she had poured into the tray earlier easily adhered to the molten glass, forming pinpoints of color melting together to infuse the transparent cylinder with a bright cobalt hue. She carried it back to the reheating oven to soften the glass before adding another dose of the blue granules.  
Twisting the rod in the fire, she felt a pang of regret. 
If she got the job in Worcester, she would be giving up the ocean. She walked the Delaware beach year-round, the constant and unpredictable motion of the waves inspiring movement in her vases and wall art. 
The blues and greens of the water, mixing like colors in glass, were the signature colors of her work. When the ocean wasn’t a prominent feature in her creations, it insinuated itself subtly into the details. 
Would her art suffer if she moved to the green, rolling hills of Worcester? Would she lose herself without the ocean an arm’s length away? 
A blue spark leaped from the glass at the end of the punty rod and into the fire.
Was that a piece of dust or an impurity burning off? 
It was unusual but not impossible that there could be a speck of sand or dirt in the frit.
Blue flames appeared only when the furnace temperature was 2600o Fahrenheit or higher, a temperature higher by a few hundred degrees than the temperature for working glass. 
Maybe it was a trick of the studio lights reflecting in the fire. 
The uneven coating of the cobalt blue frit stuck to the semi-formed cylinder of glass in an irregular mosaic pattern. A quick thirty seconds in the reheating oven, and it would be soft enough to roll on the marver again to distribute the color evenly.
Molly pushed the punty into the reheating oven, twisting the metal rod slowly with her fingertips. A spray of blue sparks erupted from the glass as she twirled it in the furnace.  
Squinting through safety glasses, she scanned the orange flames of the furnace and the blackened walls for some foreign substance that might have caused the sparks. 
It couldn’t possibly be the cobalt frit. The blue glass granules had been rinsed several times and allowed to air dry. Had the blue sparks sprung from an impurity in the glass or something on the punty rod? 
She doubted it was the furnace itself. In all her years as a glassblower, she had never seen a furnace generate blue sparks.  
A low hum vibrated through the studio. Molly glanced to the ceiling, but saw nothing unusual. The ceiling fans spun at their normal speed, keeping the temperature in the studio just below that of a sauna. 
She couldn’t place the source of the noise. It wasn’t the wordless roar of the furnaces or the familiar click of the digital programming of the annealing kilns. 
She pulled the punty from the fire. A low growling surrounded her like a pack of attack dogs. A quick sweep of the room assured her that there was nothing out of place. 
Nothing out of the ordinary. No one else was in the studio.
Her heart pounded like a drum as she gasped for breath. Sweat dribbled from her temple and down the side of her face. 
She should abandon this project right now and call the Director. Maybe if she hit the reset button for the furnace or the fans, everything would return to normal. To the way it should be. 
She couldn’t take her eyes off the glass at the end of the punty. 
It was glowing blue. 
It should be glowing orange. 
The blue sparks were multiplying, each growing as large as a spotlight and blinding her. Tears filled her eyes as she blinked, unable to focus. 
Feeling blindly with her fingertips, she found the rod guides and breathed a sigh of relief as she balanced the punty on them and pulled the screen back from the furnace. 
Stepping back from the furnace, she ripped off her safety glasses. Her eyes stung as though they had been sprayed with salt water. Feeling lightheaded and disoriented, she stood riveted to the spot, feeling like a stranger in the very same studio that she could navigate blindfolded. 
A blue light streamed out of the reheating oven, intense and physical, pushing against her. The hum of a thousand voices filled her head, crowding out all thoughts. 
The scent of golden honey filled her with its sweetness. Yielding to the feeling, she closed her eyes as the blue light, burning and blinding, crashed over her like a wave. 






  
  Chapter 2

Molly 
The low crackle of a dying fire chattered in her ears before she opened her eyes. A blue flame licked hungrily on the darkened branches of a half-consumed campfire, the same cobalt light that had poured out of the reheating oven, forceful and blinding.
In contrast, this cobalt light glowed, gentle and inviting.  
The bare ground was hard and cold beneath her, the dank smell of earth soiled by decaying matter. The air held the chill of November when winter pushes autumn aside. 
The fire glimmered and flared, but didn’t throw warmth. 
If it was a fire. 
There should be heat along with the light. The flames, orange, red, yellow, were the colors on the hot end of the spectrum. 
She played with fire every day in the studio. She knew fire inside out. 
These tongues of flame glimmered in the cool shades of ocean and sky.  
Her eyes felt dry and irritated as they did after a swim in the ocean. She remained still, listening for the telltale signs of cars driving by or human voices, but heard only the wind rustling the brush around her. 
As the fog in her brain lifted, she could feel her clothes touching her skin, the belted waist of her pants, the collar of her shirt poking against her neck, the sleeves buttoned around her wrists. 
Moving only her eyes, she scanned along the ground. The clearing was surrounded by thick, thorny brush that she guessed to be five feet tall. At the edge of the clearing were a dozen gray rocks, a foot in diameter each, and stacked as though being stockpiled. 
Three small leafless branches rested atop the rocks. Kindling for the fire? A rumpled length of rough fabric lay in a heap on the dirt. 
Nothing looked familiar. 
This wasn’t the grounds of Wyld Glass Arts with its landscaped paths, seasonal blooms, and outdoor glass sculptures for the visitors to enjoy. Oak, birch, and maple trees lined the roadways between the studio and her apartment. Hydrangeas with their snowball blossoms flowered between houses on the residential streets. 
The dark tangle of brambles that surrounded her seemed crafted by witchery.    
Molly pricked her ears, listening for any sound that would give her a clue as to where she was.
The scent of honey wafted from the blue fire, the same odor that had washed from the re-heat furnace, riding on the blue light just before she had closed her eyes. 
A bird’s mournful call sliced through the damp night air. Holding her breath, she rolled over slowly. There was nothing behind her but more of the thicket, its sharp shadows impenetrable and foreboding. 
Exhaling, she sat up and scuttled closer to the fire, shivering with fear, her heart pounding in her ears. 
Blue sparks danced and teased in the fire, but no warmth radiated from the flames that transmuted from sky blue to turquoise to cerulean. 
She brushed dirt from her hands, wishing she had her jacket.
There must be a road or path nearby that led back to the studio. Or a sign pointing out the direction to town. She’d have to figure it out without the benefit of GPS. 
Her cell phone was in her tote bag in the studio. 
Exhausted, she squeezed her eyes shut, hoping to generate a tear or two to relieve the burning in her eyes. 
Is this a dream or a hallucination brought on by the blue light? 
She hoped she was dreaming. 
If not, she was lost and alone in this unforgiving bramble with no option but to choose a direction and start walking.
In the fire, a spray of blue sparks arched up like miniature fireworks and landed on the ground. Flames rose like swords and died just as quickly, as though the fire had been doused with water. The nest of charred branches disintegrated into dull black embers, leaving nothing but the ashes. 
As her eyes adjusted to the darkness, Molly stared at the remains of the fire, waiting for it to reignite. Or for the embers to disappear. Or for something to happen. 
The embers remained sullen and unmoved in the gusts of wind that filtered through the thick brush. Among the powdery charcoal embers, not one sparkled orange. Or blue. 
A scream fractured the night air. 
Molly jumped and turned in a complete circle, expecting an animal or human to run through the clearing, now dark without the fire’s thin light. 
A second shriek sent a chill down her spine. Through the thicket, the piteous, high-pitched yelps were being drowned out by a male voice, demanding and malicious.  
The language sounded foreign, guttural. She couldn’t make out the words, but she didn’t need to. 
Violence sounds the same in every language. 
She knew that from experience.  
Fear gripped her, pressing on every organ until she vomited a bit of stomach acid into her mouth. She swallowed the foul liquid rather than spitting it out and possibly calling attention to her presence. 
Suddenly unsure if she could be seen, she squatted, her fingertips in the dirt to steady herself. The screams became sobs and pleas as the man’s voice grew louder and nastier.     
Anger swept her to her feet. Deep in her bones, she herself knew that fear. It had stayed with her. The girl’s screams added to her own memory. She wouldn’t let it happen again. She couldn’t live with herself if she did.
She grabbed up the rumpled fabric, a dirty, careworn blanket. Any item could be used as a weapon. Theoretically. 
One of those rocks would be better, but harder to carry through the branches and vines that were knitted together in a web that seemed impervious to the strongest knife blade.
The fabric felt rough in her fingers, like a heavy wool or burlap. Rustic. Not the comforting softness of fleece or the heavy cotton knit of a hoodie.
Hugging the blanket to her chest, she thrust herself into the thicket that resisted her charge like a curtain of tightly-woven chain mail. 
Thorns tore at the skin on her hands and face, leaving a fine pattern of painful scratches that dripped red. The razor edge of a branch ripped a five-inch hole in the leg of her pants. 
With blood dripping from the back of her hand, she shielded her face to keep the needle-sharp spines from poking into her eyes and mouth. 
She ignored the cuts that tore her skin like a thousand knife cuts and shoved her way through the black-brown underbrush until she could see color and movement in the pale light of a clearing ahead. 
Ducking down to stay out of sight, she crept closer. A lantern perched on a stack of rocks cast an eerie amber light on the figures.  
The man, paunchy with a coarse face, held the girl by one arm and pawed at her clothes as she twisted to evade his touch. Delicate and small, perhaps a child, the girl screamed and cried as she struggled against his lock-hold on her scrawny upper arm.  
They were dressed like reenactors at a Renaissance Fair, the girl in a long blue skirt with a black corset over a white blouse like the traditional dirndl in Germany. The same outfit she had seen in Oktoberfest ads. 
The man’s pants and tunic were a thick, rough fabric, brown or black. In the shadowed light, it was impossible to tell.   
The girl twisted to kick him, losing her balance and falling to the ground. He seized the opportunity to throw himself on her, one hand bunching up her skirt, uncovering her bare legs. The young girl disappeared beneath his bulky body. 
Molly glanced cautiously around the clearing for others, but saw no one. As she inched forward, a silver blade flashed in the man’s hand. 
She tightened her grip on the rough fabric. She was bringing a blanket to a knife fight.  
At least it would be unexpected. 
The man crushed the girl under his thick body, his arm across her collarbone while his other hand tore at her skirt. The stench of sweat and filth hung in the damp night air. 
The girl begged him to stop. Molly didn’t understand the words, but the sound of pleading for one’s life was unmistakable and universal. 
He was shaped like a fireplug. Molly knew she didn’t have the physical strength to pull him off the girl. If she botched this, he might kill them both.
Twisting against the thorns that dug a new bloody groove into her hand, she lowered herself to her knees and crawled through the last few inches of the thicket and into the clearing. 
The man was so intent on the girl that he never noticed her. 
He barked demands, pinning down the squirming girl while undoing his trousers with one hand. Lifting her head, the girl bit him in the shoulder. He howled in pain. With brutal force, he turned her over, her face in the dirt. 
Molly saw a rock the size of a dinner plate a foot ahead of her as she crawled toward them. Letting go of the blanket, she dug her fingers under the rock and, in one heroic tug, pried it loose from the soil. 
Holding the rock with both hands, she rose to her feet and took three quick steps toward the man. Stopping at his shoulder, she swung the rock, anger fueling her muscles, and smashed it against the back of his head.  
He dropped the knife and rolled off the girl, his arms and legs thrashing wildly. The girl, her face wide-eyed and tear-stained, jumped up from beneath him and snatched the knife. 
Holding the dagger with both hands, the girl plunged it into his groin, the darkness shattered by his scream as blood spurted from the wound like a geyser.
Molly stood, paralyzed by the violence she had witnessed, wondering if she would be next. Nausea pushed its way to her throat, threatening to erupt from the fear and shock that shivered through her body.
Yet, a voice deep in her heart congratulated the girl. If she herself had had a knife many years ago when she faced a similar situation, she would have done the same thing.  
She had intended to incapacitate the girl’s attacker. To interrupt him long enough to rescue the girl. She hadn’t thought about how she would contain him until the police arrived. 
That was a moot point now. Blood gushed from his wound, drowning his exposed and shriveled manhood, a dark stain soaking his pants. 
The girl remained standing over the dead body, fear in her eyes. Her face, smeared with dirt and mud, was scratched and caked with blood. 
The girl held the knife, staring at Molly as though daring her to take it.
“It’s okay,” Molly said. “Please put down the knife so I can help you.” She gestured from the knife to the ground in case the girl didn’t understand. 
The girl stared at her with distrust and fear. 
She had no reason to trust a stranger, even the stranger who had saved her from her attacker. Molly tried a cautious smile to ease the girl into trusting her.
The girl hadn’t moved from her position over her attacker, although now the tip of the knife pointed directly at Molly.  
Molly felt sweat blooming on her forehead even in the raw night air. A silence fell over the thicket as the man no longer gurgled blood, and his body stopped twitching. She needed to keep her wits about her. 
Suppose the innocence was a ruse, the girl a decoy for a band of thieves who were about to rob the dead man? Were her accomplices hiding in the brush? 
The girl poked the knife in Molly’s direction, but her action seemed more to scare rather than to attack.
“Please put the knife down,” Molly said softly.
The girl tilted her head as though hearing a sound for the first time. A wave of confusion overtook her face.
She had to give the girl credit for her courage in the face of the unknown. The girl held her ground. 
“I’m not going to harm you.” Molly smiled to reinforce her message. 
The cuts on the back of her hands burned like fire.  
“Please!” she cried in frustration.
Startled by her tone, the girl dropped the knife. The two of them stood studying each other, the bloodied knife lying on the dirt between them. 
A tear dribbled down Molly’s cheek as she slowly held her hand out to the girl, begging for her trust. 
Surely, the girl’s family would be worried about her. Molly wasn’t sure who would be worried about her, but she knew one thing for sure. 
They both needed to go home.  






  
  Chapter 3

Molly 
Molly stood motionless, a bloodied knife and a dead body lay on the ground between her and the girl, who glared, daring her to make a move. The scratches on her hands and face stung, black pearls of clotted blood lined the slices on her skin.
Was she dreaming? This had to be a hallucination. 
If she blinked, would she find herself standing in front of the furnace at Wyld Glass, the glob of glass at the end of her punty rod heating until it was pliable enough to bend to her will? 
She didn’t dare move a muscle. She was convinced that the girl, who, without a moment’s hesitation, had plunged the silver blade into her attacker, would do the same to her if she felt threatened.
For a brief moment, Molly considered making a grab for the knife, but instead chose to maintain the fragile truce that floated like a whisper in the space between them.
She didn’t know exactly what to do, but getting out of this clearing would be a good start. Suppose the man had friends waiting nearby? 
Holding her hands waist-height, her palms facing outward in a gesture of openness and vulnerability, Molly nodded in the direction of the blanket that lay crumbled on the ground where she had abandoned it for the rock. 
The girl glanced from the dirty heap at the edge of the clearing and back to Molly, confusion on her face. Not wanting to scare her with a sudden movement, Molly again pointed to the blanket and slowly mimed shivering and pulling a blanket around her shoulders. 
The girl didn’t move. 
Not eager to stay in this dank, dark forest a minute longer, Molly gathered up her courage. Turning slowly, she walked to the heap at the edge of the clearing and picked up the blanket. Shaking off the loose dirt, she handed it to the girl, who took it reluctantly, her eyes never leaving Molly’s face.  
Molly knew her way around a glass blowing studio. Knew where to stand and how to hold the punty rod so as not to endanger the others in the studio. Everyone who worked at the furnace knew the rules for moving about the studio with hot glass on a stick. 
She didn’t know the rules here. She didn’t even know where ‘here’ was.    
In the light and shadow of the lantern, the girl appeared to be a young teen on the verge of womanhood. Her skirt was muddy and torn, her arms bloodied and bruised where the man had grabbed her. The girl wrapped the blanket around her shoulders like a shawl, breaking her gaze for a moment to glance at the knife as though contemplating its disposition before fixing her eyes again on Molly.  
The girl slowly held her hand up, mimicking the gesture Molly had made a moment ago, and bent slowly to pick up the knife. Molly sucked in a short breath, wondering if hers would be the second dead body lying in the clearing. 
The girl held the knife firmly with the blade pointing down. With her free hand, she reached out to Molly, uttering a word that sounded like ‘come’, but wasn’t English. 
Her only other option was to camp out in the dark with the dead guy. Smiling gratefully and hiding the fear that vibrated in her bones, Molly bent to pick up the lantern and then clasped the girl’s cold hand in hers. 
The girl squeezed her hand tightly as she led the way to the opening of a narrow path in the dangerously spiky vegetation. The girl, a slender waif, had no problem navigating the path. Molly twisted sidewards to avoid the needle-sharp spikes pricking again and again at her skin like a swarm of angry wasps. 
The searing pain was a reminder that Mother Nature wasn’t always a gracious hostess. 
The girl could be leading her into danger, but she had to trust that her actions in saving the girl had counted for something. Not necessarily special treatment or being celebrated as a hero. She would settle for simply being allowed to live. 
Her muscles shook, her bones ached, and her throat was parched. Her last meal had been a quick bowl of soup while reviewing the schedule for glass blowing demos for the weekend. 
The thicket gave way to a line of trees and a field beyond. Glad to be free of the torture of the claw-like thorns and the vines that had snaked around her body, Molly swung the lantern up, sweeping its weak beam along the trees and the grassy ground below. 
She sensed that the field stretched far from the tree line, but how far beyond it she couldn’t guess. The light of the lantern dissolved into shadows a few yards away. Caught in the beam was a cabin nestled between two enormous trees with canopies that hid the sky and dwarfed the structure. 
The girl pulled Molly toward the cabin before she could suggest that they approach cautiously. It didn’t matter. The girl didn’t understand English. 
As the girl boldly advanced toward the cabin, Molly strained to see in the dark as her ears pricked for any signs of life, human or animal, that forewarned of a danger ahead. 
She followed the girl, hoping that the people who lived in the cabin would help return the girl to her home. With any luck, they could help her, too. 
The cabin was the size of a generous garden shed, built of rough-hewn wood with a thatched roof and a door with a large metal latch. Two pairs of closed shutters suggested windows on either side of the door. 
The vague scent of smoke wafted on the damp night air, but she heard no crackling sound of a roaring fire. 
The girl unlatched the door and pushed it open, revealing a single small room with a large, round cauldron in the center. Molly hesitated in the doorway, the lantern lighting the room as brightly as the sun. 
The girl gently pushed Molly through the threshold and closed the door behind them. 
The cauldron, large enough to cook stew for fifty hungry campers, held thin, forked branches ready to be burned. It looked like a fire pit, a popular item in outdoor entertainment spaces, but risky to fire up in this tinderbox of a room. 
She hoped there was another, safer, source of heat. The damp autumn chill had followed them inside and clung to every surface.   
The girl took the lantern from Molly and placed it on a long, rough-hewn table that took up most of one wall. The girl dropped the knife alongside the lantern with a sigh. 
Molly stood waiting for direction, feeling awkward in a room so tiny that if she stretched her arms out from her sides, she could almost touch both walls. The girl moved as though she knew her way around.
“Ein Getrank?” the girl said, a touch of brightness lighting up her worried face.
Molly caught her breath, embarrassed at not understanding the question. Whether she answered yes or no, she figured she had a fifty-fifty chance of being right.  
The girl studied her for a moment and then put up a filthy, yet graceful hand as though signaling her to wait.  After wiping her hands energetically on the remains of her skirt, the girl stepped to the corner of the room where two metal goblets rested on the flat top of a wooden cask about two feet tall with the girth of a beach ball. 
Picking up one of the goblets, the girl raised it to her lips and tossed her head back as though drinking. 
“Yes, please,” Molly said, sure that the enthusiasm in her voice and brisk nod of her head communicated her desire even if her words were foreign to the girl.
The girl pushed aside the wooden lid of the cask and pulled out a metal ladle, dipping it a few times to fill the goblets. After replacing the ladle and the lid, she gestured to a simple wooden chair, the only chair in the cabin. 
When Molly hesitated, the girl gently ushered her to the chair and gestured for her to sit down. Molly smiled, glad to be off her feet.
“Thank you,” she said.
She knew how to say ‘please’ and ‘thank you’ in German, assuming that was the girl’s native tongue, but she hesitated to throw around the only words she knew. She didn’t want the girl to think she was fluent and had pretended not to understand. 
The girl might take it as an insult and use the knife on her. For now, her best option was to smile and nod.   
The girl brought the goblet to her as though carrying a holy chalice. With a grateful smile, she took it with both hands as the girl bowed with
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