Overview

A refugee arrives in the small village of Ostholz with grim news. The menfolk have all been massacred in the war, and their killers are approaching. The horrified women are about to flee, when the refugee suggests a solution, with dire consequences.

Characters

Meela Nalbandian – the beautiful, determined wife of the village chief.

Sirisena Fay –  a devious follower of Khorne, pretending to be a refugee.

Summary

The men of Ostholz have gone away to defend their village and Ostland from Chaos marauders, heeding the call of von Raukov, leaving the women and children behind in the quiet mountain village.

Count Hals circles around the beastman, taunting it. Screaming the family battlecry, he charges forward and the two trade blows in furious combat. Count Hals lands a glancing blow on the beastman's head and – the beastman starts crying. Meela sighs and shouts at her eldest son, playing at being Count Hals, to be more careful with his younger brother, while the 'beastman' runs to her skirts for comfort. It is a simple domestic scene outside the family home, where Meela is mending nets.

A stranger is sighted, and Meela and the elder women gather at the blacksmith's cold hearth to greet them.

The stranger is a woman on horseback, Sirisena Fay. She tells the village that she has escaped the fighting with her life  – and some terrible news. The marauders ambushed the village's menfolk, killing them all. They are on their way here, intent on drowning Ostholz in blood, and will arrive by next morning. As proof she shows them a dented helm, matted with blood and hair. It is Meela's husband's, and it is his hair.

The village has no horses or mules. They cannot travel far or fast, and the nearest village is four days away. The river is not navigable. Meela tells them they must prepare to leave, but many of them would rather die in their homes than be chased down like dogs in the woods. Panic begins to set in.

Sirisena tells them they should fight. She shows them the sword blanks in the blacksmith's lean-to. They may not have edges, but they are solid iron and will crush bones. They can defend their village.

Meela persuades them to do it, and the preparations for defense begin.

The village is fortified as best the women and children can manage. The children are taken deep into the forest to the furrier's lodge, with only the eldest remaining behind. Just before nightfall, a pall of smoke is seen off to the west.

The dark of night destroys the women's confidence. Meela is doing all she can to stop many of them simply running off, when Sirisena says she may be able to help. She builds the blacksmith's fire, and gathers the women by its light. There is a god, an old god, who will grant mortals terrible powers in battle. All He asks is blood. The smoke from the fire fills the forge-hut, and Meela feels strange. Sirisena brings out a goat. This old god will guarantee them the power to take revenge if they will sacrifice this goat in His name. With the assent of the others, Meela cuts its throat. Sirisena then paints the eyes of every woman with the goat's blood. The god will bring the Mist of Fear in the morning, bewildering their attackers, but their eyes will see through it. They can strike unseen and win a great victory.

The morning comes and, as promised, so does the thick, deadening mist. Harsh voices are heard, guttural and chilling. The marauders are coming.

Meela directs the women to let them into the village, drawing them on with torches and calls. The marauders come and the women fall on them, hacking at them and burning them, before falling back into the mists. The marauders howl in rage and spread out into the village, slicing at shadows, and Meela leads the women against them time and again, driving them into nets and onto spiked pits.

Some of the marauders make a run for it. Seeing they are heading in the direction of the furrier's hut Meela and three of the women race after them. When they arrive, the children are gone, the hut is drenched in blood and full of marauders. In horror and rage Meela and the women fall on them out of the choking mists, drive them into the hut and set fire to it.

On her way back to the village, Meela is separated from the others and comes across the marauders' horses and packs. She finds an unconscious marauder lying on a makeshift stretcher. She is about to gut him when she notices his head wound. She kneels to take a look, wiping the blood from her eyes. The wound is familiar. She wipes her eyes again. The hair is familiar. She wipes her eyes again. It is her husband, sorely wounded but alive. These are not marauders. They are the menfolk of the village, returning home.

Aghast, Meela returns to the village. It is as silent as the grave now. She sees dead men – villagers, all of them. Dead women too, her friends. They seem to have turned on each other when they ran out of men to kill. She reaches the forge, sees the dead goat. But it is no goat. It is her eldest son, his throat cut. She collapses to her knees.

Sirisena appears, smiling. Her god is pleased. Even the children in the hut are dead, burned by Meela. Only Meela's blood remains to be spilled, and He will be sated. Meela rises, changed and laughing, a new, sanguine light in her eyes. She fights and kills Sirisena, then takes her horse as the mist begins to clear. All blood is the same, and only a fool would think He will ever be sated. 

Two days later, Meela rides into the next village. The women gather to meet her. She has some terrible news for them.

