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Chapter One: Rudesind & Kunibert
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“A savior will emerge, bearing the mark, and harnessing the celestial powers of the Ancient Rulers. When this Gifted One is born, the four Gallar Cones will surface amid the Stars. Finding them will piece together the Moldgold Gallar Cape. Only the True Gifted One shall set the Ancient Rulers free. With adventurers aiding the quest, they will save the Stars from ultimate Bosie destruction.” 

Rudesind recited the prophecy to his older brother Kunibert, who rolled his eyes in boredom. Unlike Rudesind, Kunibert had no interest in prophecies or ancient relics. Kunibert didn’t care about the battles of Ancient Magic and New Magic. He cared about real TownMitts and the Siblinghood he was born into. 

Rudesind looked up at his older brother Kunibert with admiration. Kunibert was tall and handsome, and his hair always fell in the right spot. He always kept himself clean, which was a great talent, considering his occupation. He prided himself on his looks and didn’t leave without spending a few dials in the Auberspie. 

Kunibert spoke in a confident voice and had an elegant poise about him, which was also rare in his profession. Kunibert was a Coal Burner, which meant he was supposed to look dirty all the time. Being a Coal Burner was something that fell in Kunibert’s lap when his father died. 

Although he looked like his father in the face, Kunibert never looked the part of a typical Coal Burner. Most Coal Burners were filthy and rough, but Kunibert was always clean and delicate. He had impeccable taste. Kunibert always kept his environment clean and organized, like himself. 

Rudesind seemed to be the opposite of his brother, admiring the filthy, rough, poor, and haggard. For a true test of character lies when you have nothing to offer another. Rudesind came from the same mother and father but couldn’t be more different than Kunibert. Rudesind was frumpy and much shorter than Kunibert. He was shorter than everyone he knew. 

Rudesind’s voice always made him appear cross, whereas Kunibert came across like a well-spoken aristocrat. The only thing they had in common physically was their eyes. They were his father’s bright eyes. Rudesind never got to know him, or his mother for that matter. Both parents died when he was just a babe. For famine rampaged through the Stars, Placing TownMitts everywhere. 

“Kunibert, you’re not listening to me. Do you think the Moldgold Gallar Cape is real? Surely you believe in the whisper of the Yggs, that the prophecy has already begun to come to pass. What kind of honor and glory do you think the Ancient Rulers would bestow upon the Gifted One? Or the adventurers who help? We could be those adventurers! Kunibert, are you even listening? How far is this coal anyway? I feel like we’ve been walking for ages.” 

Kunibert rolled his eyes and tousled his brother’s unkempt hair. “We are almost there, brother, and yes, I still believe in the prophecy. But I have a respect for it. I’m not sticking my nose where it doesn’t belong. Nor should you. I’m sure the honor and glory will be rightfully dispersed to those deserving. But we should aspire to the dreams that are attainable. Like this load of coal, should be worth a nice exchange. Besides, we get to visit inside a Kingdom, and that’s your favorite.”

He was kidding of course, Rudesind loathed the four rising Kingdoms. Nor was he fond of New Magic, like the Kingdoms were worshipping. But as they continued up the pass to the Vestrist Kingdom, he couldn’t help admiring the waterfall cascading down their glistening rocks. 

The Kingdoms were indeed beautiful, with all that coin. Kunibert did most of his business in the Enchanted Market Square. Although, he also ventured to the rising Kingdoms for sizable coal loads. Rudesind often helped his brother and was ecstatic to be joining him, even if he felt like he was in the way most of the time. 

When they passed the Vestrist Kingdom line, they shuffled into the crowd of ambling TownMitts. Rudesind didn’t like leaving the comfort of his tiny bureton in the Nornn Forest. He had grown accustomed to the comfortable wooden paneled walls and flooring. But he knew Kunibert felt differently. 

His brother hated the rundown bureton they were stuck with since birth. Kunibert always talked about making it to the Vestrist Kingdom, to live along the fence with the Siblinghood. But Rudesind’s dreams were much grander.

Rudesind looked around at the guards atop their posts. The sun glinted off the shiny blades and spears. Each guard wore the Vestrist Kingdom crest, and Rudesind chuckled to himself. He couldn’t grasp the concept of these new foolish Kingdoms, or the need to banish the Ancient Rulers. 

He just wanted to get the load of coal and get out of there, as quickly as possible. The gentle breeze felt pleasant against his face, but it was pungent with the smell of sickness. The cruelty of starvation was amid every bureton along the cobblestone trail, and Rudesind proceeded with a heavy heart. 

TownMitts were starving and gaunt, begging for food from Strangers. It was a pitiful sight, and Rudesind tried to keep his eyes off them. He couldn’t help it, looking at them made it too real. He knew that sting, that empty feeling in his gut that ate away his strength. He had the Luck of the Fates on his side, for Kunibert made sure they always had something. One time, they ate on a single Groundling for a fortnight. 

As they passed the gleaming white Castle grounds, Rudesind spit in distaste. He assumed they were not starving behind those pearly gates. He felt his blood boil in anger at the thought of Royals stuffing their faces with many a feast. 

He followed Kunibert instep, down the meticulous cobblestone, until the crowd around them dwindled. They continued ahead towards the Fence of Nothing. Where the Siblinghoods bunked up along the coal lines. 

They made it as close to the Siblinghood safehouse as possible. When they neared the Fence of Nothing, Kunibert threw off his lucky PokieSac. That tattered PokieSac meant everything to Kunibert.

Apparently, their mother had embroidered ‘K’ on the top pouch, before she died. Kunibert believed the PokieSac aligned him with the Luck of the Fates, and didn’t mind how dirty or torn it became. Kunibert reached in his PokieSac and squinted towards the sky. 

“The suns should be setting soon. We will camp here for the night and bring the coal back with us in the morn.’ I have two pieces of Paminonda and some Honeymilk, to hold us over.” Kunibert’s smile was comforting to Rudesind. It made him feel like everything would be alright. Rudesind was not aware, but the Queen of the Nornns showed a particular interest in them. 

When the brothers were done setting up camp for the night, they played a round of Kunibert’s favorite game, Spieluchre. As Rudesind groaned with his loss, Angel Nornn appeared to them atop a nearby tree. 

She was sitting on a mighty branch, waving her Nornnish Wand. As her wand waved in the dusk, it left a trail of Misty-Dust. Rudesind met Angel Nornn’s penetrating gaze, and she greeted him with her eyes. 

“Hello, my name is Angel Nornn, I am the Queen of the Nornns. I just wanted you to know, should you ever need anything, simply ask and it shall be yours. Soon you will be Gifted with treasures, aligning you with the Luck of the Fates.” 

The small whimsical voice was like a singsong of keys. For Nornns held the original instrument of song, each word sounding like a different note. But Angel Nornn’s sincere words felt insulting to Rudesind. For he knew that Nornns could be tricksters. He turned his back, and folded his arms at her, trying to ignore her very presence. 

“No thank you. We are fine without your treasures.” Even though he hated the Nornns, he knew they were not to be trifled with. Kunibert was embarrassed by Rudesind’s behavior and forced him back around by his arm. Rudesind glared at Angel Nornn through narrow eyes, as Kunibert apologized for his brother’s rude behavior. 

“I don’t know what’s come over him. Please, our deepest apologies, Your Majesty. We thank you for your kind words and any treasure from you, would truly be a treasure indeed.” Kunibert flashed his debonair smile, and Angel Nornn nodded under her miniature Crown of stars. 

She didn’t seem offended, only winked towards Rudesind. But even her charming smile made Rudesind cringe. He tried not to let the pesky creature get the worst of him. Angel Nornn elegantly spread out her soft-white wings as Rudesind scoffed.

She blew Kunibert a kiss and hummed away. Her voice sounded like a melody of wind chimes as she trailed away into the dusky sky. Kunibert held his imposter smile, until Angel Nornn Schynzkd out of sight. Rudesind rolled his eyes and threw a stick in the fire, in defiance.

“Ancient Rulers! I know you hate the Nornns Rudesind, but do not put our lives in peril over it. For some reason, the Queen of the Nornns has taken an interest in us. We need to graciously accept the treasure, whatever it may be, and move on.” Kunibert stirred the campfire with a stick, not knowing if Rudesind was even listening. 

For Rudesind was already curled into a ball under his overlarge cloak. He ignored Kunibert and pretended to be asleep, until he really was. When Kunibert finally drifted into slumber, Angel Nornn appeared above them. She waved her star-shaped Nornnish Wand, sprinkling Misty-Dust into the night air. 

As she did, a great satchel materialized next to their smoldering fire. The brothers were also not aware of Angel Nornn protecting them through the night. Perched upon the nearby tree, she watched them sleep soundly. She hummed blessings over them until the suns rose. 

When the suns rose, Angel Nornn saw Rudesind stirring and fluttered off against the gentle morn’ breeze. Rudesind opened his eyes and peeked over his cloak. He noticed his brother was still sleeping. 

So, Kunibert pulled the cloak back over his brother’s head. When Kunibert finally awoke, he stretched and admired the colorful sky. He looked over towards Rudesind, who was still trying to be asleep. That is when he noticed the large velvet satchel with a rope tie. Atop the satchel, were two neatly wrapped Nornnish Sugarcakes. 

Kunibert knew this was the treasure Angel Nornn was referring to. Rudesind felt Kunibert yank the cloak from over his head, burning his eyes with morn’ light. “Time to wake Brother. Look what the Nornns have left us!”  

Rudesind watched with a crinkled frown, as Kunibert carefully moved the delicate cakes to open the bulging satchel. The rope tie was effortlessly removed, and Kunibert’s nerves were itching with anticipation. Rudesind rubbed the sleep from his eyes and joined his brother. 

As Kunibert carefully opened the velvet satchel, the suns glinted off the different jewels appearing before them. Each tinged with a flickering sparkle of color, reflected in the glimmering light. Rudesind was stunned. 

What was Angel Nornn’s angle with him? He hated New Magic, and Angel Nornn was everything New Magic. She was one of the reasons it was running rampant through the Stars. New Magic brought nothing but famine and hardship. If he hated them so much, why wouldn’t they stop showing him favor? He was annoyed by their constant presence and ‘gifts.’

Kunibert spoke with a gasp of disbelief. “My Stars! This thing is full of jewels and gems. The Luck of the Fates really has aligned with us. This is incredible! There are even Agette Stones! You know what we could do with these? We could buy enough food to last us lifetimes and feed an entire Kingdom. We could even buy a cottage and ditch that old bureton. We mustn’t tell anyone about this brother, Mittligarts would place for this kind of treasure. Here, let us eat something and be on our way.” 

Kunibert threw a wrapped Sugarcake towards his brother. Crumbs burst from the wrapping, and Rudesind ate the little cake hungrily. He may despise the Nornns but couldn’t punish his stomach that growled loudly. Kunibert was too excited to eat his cake, however. He let his fingers run through the sparkling stones before speaking again. 

“We could just stay here, you know. The Vestrist Kingdom is for the Gifted and wise. I have always been fond of this new Kingdom. We could even share food with all of these TownMitts. Remember what father always used to say...If we can save one creature from starvation, we have not lived in vain. This is the good Luck of the Fates that we have been awaiting Brother; we cannot pass it by.” 

Rudesind picked the crumbs off his oversized cloak and licked them off his fingers as he pondered his brother’s words. The Vestrist Kingdom was bare and full of despair. He didn’t think he could handle living so close to Royals, or in any Kingdom for that matter. Nor would he want to go back to the bureton without his brother. 

Rudesind wanted something more significant than a satchel of jewels and a small Nornnish cake. He felt like he was called to a much grander destiny, hoping to be a part of the prophecy one day. 

Now, if they had found a Gallar Cone...he would’ve been riddled with joy. Rudesind looked up at Kunibert’s bright smile. He didn’t want to ruin his brother’s enthusiasm, he felt conflicted. 
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He spoke as warmly as he possibly could. “Well, I assume we aren’t getting that load of coal now. It is exciting to be given such a treasure, Brother, and you really could save the TownMitts by sharing it with them. I just don’t think I could live inside one of these Kingdoms for the rest of my life. But that shouldn’t stop you from your dreams. Who knows, maybe I will be one of the destined adventurers one day and come back to visit.” 

Rudesind watched as his brother’s expression changed from excitement to disappointment. He felt a heavy lump in his throat. The last thing he wanted to do was hurt his brother, who he loved so dearly. Kunibert chose his words carefully as he shuffled through the satchel of colored jewels. 

“I have been so used to caring for you and protecting you, I forgot to let you have a life of your own. You are grown now. Mother and father would be so proud of how you turned out. I feel that it is indeed time for us both to follow our true destiny. Perhaps it is time we finally parted and found our own Luck of the Fates among the Stars. With half this satchel, we could both go anywhere and do anything. Think of all the TownMitts we could save with this treasure.” Kunibert spoke with soft poise, but his eyes welled up with tears. 

Suddenly, two large figures emerged from the shadows, slinking towards them from the infamous Fence of Nothing. It was two Coal Burners, the very two who were supposed to meet with them early that morn.’ 

Kunibert tied the satchel quickly and awkwardly shoved it into his lucky PokieSac. The hearty Coal Burners greeted them with matching char-smudged smiles. It was hard to tell the grizzly beasts apart, as they each reached out a filthy hand to greet Kunibert. 

Every Coal Burner knew the secret Siblinghood handshake, and it was expected before and after all business transactions. It was also their form of acknowledging one another. Rudesind was taught the handshake as a young child, and it was burnt into his brain. 

Rudesind whispered the rhyme, as he watched Kunibert’s easy movements. Scoop the coal with your palm, forearm up to bump the arm. Lump of coal on top and bottom, bump some coal if you got em. 

Kunibert was bursting with positive energy. It spilled out into his hastened speech. “Good ‘morrow fellas, it is a fine day indeed. This is the day that our dreams come true. We are going to pass on the usual load of coal. But I will return with more food and Mid than ever dreamed possible. I intend to stay here and feed as many TownMitts as the fates will allow. But first, I must go to the Market Square. Make ready my friends, I shall return with a feast fit for Kings.” 

The Coal Burners were both speechless, then started laughing heartily. They thought Kunibert might be delirious from starvation. The largest of the two squinted his eyes as he spoke. 

“A feast indedz. Wels if yas comin backs wit a feast, we haves no probums chuckin da load fors yas.” The Coal Burners laughed, and Kunibert chimed in with his own unique chuckle. 

The smile which lit Kunibert’s face warmed Rudesind’s heart. The same smile that helped ease him through childhood. His brother was getting older and the wrinkles around his eyes were beginning to show, but Kunibert’s smile was contagious. He was one of the few TownMitts with white teeth, brushing with HoneyMilk each night until they sparkled. 

Rudesind took one last look at the mounds of coal, near the Fence of Nothing. The Fence of Nothing was notorious for capturing TownMitts. No one ever ventured across the Fence of Nothing, for fear of not returning. Over the ages, the land along the fence became a harbor for the bravest but dirtiest, sort of TownMitts... the Coal Burner Siblinghood.  

It was where free trade reigned with no rule, for the Vestrist Kingdom could not control it. Living among the filth and soot, these Coal Burners were not to be trifled with. Rudesind knew all the TownMitts among the Star needed help, and his brother was a bleeding heart. 

But he hated that his brother wanted to stay among this lot and not venture off with him. He didn’t feel like he owed anything to this rough Siblinghood, and he believed Kunibert shouldn’t either. It was their parent’s lifestyle, not his.

Kunibert’s chuckle turned into a warm smile as he embraced Rudesind. “I love you very much, Brother. Come on fellas, let’s see my little brother off at the Vestrist line. He is going to do wonderful things, mind you. Greater things than I, mark my words.” 

The burly Coal Burners threw their arms around the brothers, escorting them to the Kingdom’s end. Rudesind awkwardly smiled, even though he was secretly jealous and bitter. His brother should be devoting his life to himself, not helping the starving, sick, and poor. It couldn’t make sense to him, and he didn’t want it to. He was angry and didn’t want to be touched. 

Coal Burners were known to always stick together and protect one another, and Kunibert was a true-blooded Coal Burner, through and through. Rudesind knew his brother would be in good company, but it pained him to separate. They had never been apart before, and Rudesind’s stomach jumped into his throat.

He envisioned placing all the Coal Burners and running away with his brother. But he was too weak and powerless against the towering Mitts escorting him. The stench of the large Mitts was making his nose curl up into darker air. 

As they got closer to the Vestrist Kingdom line, they shuffled into the congested crowd of TownMitts. The cries and desperate begging emitted from the rundown buretons, as they passed somberly along the trail. Rudesind felt sorry for the needy TownMitts, but he did not have the urge to save them like Kunibert did. 

Rudesind knew the satchel of jewels could only go so far, as he looked towards his generous brother. Kunibert was lagging behind, crumbling his only Sugarcake among the outstretched hands of the begging TownMitts. Rudesind stopped for a dial to admire Kunibert’s empathy. He knew he would miss having his loving brother around. 

When they crossed the Vestrist line, Rudesind averted his eyes from the glaring guards, each bearing a weapon, atop their individual posts. It was a bittersweet farewell, as tears welled in Rudesind’s eyes. 

The Coal Burners gave them both a breathtaking embrace; squeezing so tightly, Rudesind thought his ribs might burst. Kunibert thanked the burly smudge-stained Coal Burners, who rushed off to greet another fellow from the Siblinghood, coming through the Vestrist gates.

When they were finally alone, Kunibert gave his brother a handshake and a bit of advice. “I know your intrigue lies with the prophecy Brother, but don’t let it run your life. Do not forget to live, to find True Love, and have some fun. Know that anything you give this Star will come back to you in full. If you get out there and realize you want to come home, you will always find a home with me, Brother. Don’t forget we are part of a Siblinghood. If you ever need help, just seek out a member. I love you, Rudesind. May the Luck of the Fates Align in Your Favor.”  

May the Luck of the Fates Align in Your Favor. Rudesind embraced Kunibert, with tears in his eyes. He had never been without his brother, and a lump grew in his throat. Kunibert looked ‘round the shaded wood quickly, before pulling the satchel from his Lucky PokieSac. 

The sun glinted off the different gems as he peeled back the top. Each jewel tinged with flickering music and multi-colors, like glints of a rainbow. Kunibert thrust his hand into the satchel, trying to hide the spectacular glare from ambling passersby. 

He tried to force some gems into his brother’s hand, but Rudesind folded his arms in protest. “I’m not taking any of that treasure, you will do what is right by this gift, not I. But I will come back to visit you, I promise. You will always be my home.” 

Kunibert didn’t argue. Instead, he nodded with a look of acceptance and thrust something into Rudesind’s hand anyway. “At least take the Agette Stones and use them wisely. I will expect to see you soon and hear of your adventures. Goodbye for now, I love you, buddy.” 

As Kunibert shouldered his lucky PokieSac, he gave his brother one last hair tousle. They embraced for the last time and Kunibert headed towards the Square to sell his treasure. From the shadowed canopy of the Nornn Forest, Rudesind watched him go. 

He didn’t move until the embroidered ‘K’ on Kunibert’s lucky PokieSac, disappeared over the horizon. Feeling scared but excited, Rudesind continued in the opposite direction. It was already getting dark as the stars lit up his footpath. 

Once Rudesind left the cobblestone trail and hit the dirt trail of the Harahus, he felt the excitement rise within his chest. He journeyed for what seemed like ages, with only a dial to rest. When he had traveled so far that he could not continue any further, Rudesind decided to get a better view of where he was. 

He threw his cloak on the dirt floor and climbed the nearest tree. Rudesind used his little body to his advantage and climbed to the highest branch. There, he could see far and wide, above the darkness of the twisted trees, and even out into the Aegirementin Sea. He thought it best to continue south, along the Sudrith Kingdom line. 

To his surprise, Rudesind climbed down to see more than his cloak. A glorious meal was spread upon a gold checkered tablecloth under the tree! But when he looked around, there was no one, only darkness. “Ancient Rulers...” 

The whisper rolled off his tongue, as he bent down to grab an entire bottle of Mid. He had never seen so much food in one area before. Rudesind was a bit skeptical of the gift, it could be poison or a trap. But he was starving, and it had been ages since he had an entire bottle of Mid. 

He delicately cradled the bottle, before throwing caution to the wind and popping the cork. As the spirited beverage touched his lips, he quivered with excitement. It was Kunibert’s favorite (thus his favorite) spirit, Moratove Mid. He gulped the bottle so hungrily that he got some down the wrong pipe and coughed. 

Rudesind examined the spread closer as he wiped the Mid from his chin. Elegantly displayed on silver platters were dishes he had never seen before. Rudesind ate Gulpah with delight, combating the internal skepticism that this food was just another treasure from the annoying Nornns. 

Delicacies he had never tasted before, danced on his palate. Suddenly, the most astonishing thing happened. After he ate a dish, it replenished itself. The more he ate, the more he had. 

When he lifted the bottle of Mid to his lips again, it was full! It had to be Nornnish Magic coming from this tablecloth. He stuffed his mouth and laughed with delight. His belly had never been so full in his life. The feeling was amazing! It filled him with a newfound glee, and he suspected this was how the Royals felt all the time. 

When he was stuffed to the brim, he tried folding up the new Enchanted Tablecloth slowly. As he did, the dishes of food and drink magically Schynzkd, folding up with the cloth. It continued to fold into sections until the Enchanted Tablecloth fit perfectly into his cloak pocket. 

He tucked it beside the Agette Stones he was saving. Rudesind had never felt so full and content in his entire life. He felt a twinge of guilt that Kunibert couldn’t be present, to share in this delight. 

Rudesind knew this part of the wood was filled with useful stones. He patted around in the cool dirt until he found a couple of Dabiduo Stones, shining in the moons’ beam. He clicked them together for what felt like ages, wishing he had a Dabiduo rod. Rudesind lit up when he flicked a tiny spark, and the stones finally ignited. 

He quickly fed the spark to the kindling, sending flames dancing into the night sky. After a couple hefty logs, the fire was stable, and Rudesind’s eyes felt heavy. He used his cloak as a blanket and a nearby log as a pillow. He snuggled himself into the warmth as his eyes got heavy.

Rudesind thought he saw a glimpse of Misty-Dust in the darkness but couldn’t be sure. His heavy eyelids closed to the sound of the crackling fire. With his first full belly, he slept heavily that night. Unbeknownst to him, Angel Nornn had been watching the entire time from a faraway tree. 

Her little heart was touched to see Rudesind so happy. When Angel Nornn knew that he was nourished and safe, she spread her shimmering wings in the darkness, leaving him to slumber under the patchy canopy of stars.

The next morn,’ Rudesind wanted to make a trial of the Enchanted Tablecloth before plunging deeper into the Harahus. He concentrated on his heart’s desire, not sure what he was doing, as he spread the cloth atop the cool dirt. 

In an instant, a feast manifested before his beady eyes, with dishes of magnificent food. Complete with another refillable bottle of merry Moratove Mid (which Rudesind grabbed first, with hasty excitement). 

This time, he also had Honeymilk, overflowing in a beautiful glass pitcher. Perfect for a morning picnic. Rudesind dunked his finger into the creamy foam and lapped the milk off with utter delight. 

He ate and drank Gulpah but could not shake the guilt he felt, missing his brother. Rudesind would have to find Kunibert and share a feast with him soon. It had only been one night, but he already missed him dearly. He had never done anything without his brother, and he was suddenly aware of how alone he was. 

But instead of getting down, Rudesind gulped the bottle of Mid and let the raw negative feelings roll off his chest. He enjoyed the warmth of the Mid and the enlightenment of a full stomach. He lounged on the magical cloth for a dial, before folding it back into linen and tucking it away. 

Rudesind delighted in knowing that he would never have to worry about being hungry ever again. This Enchanted Tablecloth would provide him everlasting nourishment. It was much better than any number of jewels. 

With a rather sore midsection, Rudesind continued his hike deeper into the Harahus. Without being aware, he had mistakenly made his way into the ancient part of the Harahus (the deep south of the Harahus). He patted the Enchanted Tablecloth close to his breast pocket. 

In times of starvation, food was more valuable than gold. He traveled along the gnarled path until the suns began to set over the thick treetops. Rudesind could not help but wonder if he could cure Grimmdorflich’s hunger with this gift, perhaps he could be a King for it. Or perhaps he would be placed for it, it just wasn’t worth the risk to him. 

As he continued in the darkness, he saw a flicker of light coming from afar. It was a poor starving family, huddled ‘round a fire in front of a rundown bureton. The sight saddened his heart, and he figured some TownMitts could benefit from the magic, if they were worthy. 

He knew exactly what Kunibert would say. “Father always said, if we can save one Mittligart from starvation, then we have not lived in vain.” Rudesind sighed and hid behind an ancient, twisted tree. When he was quite sure he was alone, he secretly unfolded the Enchanted Tablecloth amid the cool dirt. Before him, elegant dishes popped up along the cloth for his choosing. 

His stomach was beginning to rumble as he saw the delicacies on the cloth before him. He hadn’t realized until now how hungry he was. The gentle breeze throughout the thick trees wafted the smell of food. Rudesind quickly tore off a Hugine leg and took the bottle of Mid from the checkered cloth. 

He also grabbed a loaf of Paminonda and a glass pitcher of Honeymilk. He looked around in haste, before refolding everything into his cloak pocket. He uncorked the bottle and spit it into the dirt, as he fumbled the pitcher around. He quickly devoured the Hugine leg hanging from his mouth, being mindful not to squash the loaf of Paminonda under his arm, as he strolled nearer. 

Rudesind licked the leg clean of meat and tucked the Mid bottle back under his cloak, before approaching the starving family. A mother, father, sister, and brother were all huddled ‘round each other, shaking. The chills must have been from the sickness of starvation, as it was not brisk that evening. 

When Rudesind was upon them he realized they were much worse off than he had originally thought. The children looked like wild savage beasts, with sunken eyes and pale skin, famished to the core. Rudesind took a furtive gulp, as he carefully approached them with the loaf of Paminonda.
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The poor family’s pale skin hung off their bones, like a well-cooked pot-roast. The family caught Rudesind’s gaze with sagging gaunt eyes, haunting him to the core. As he approached, the children delighted in a visitor and perked up to see him. 

Rudesind handed them the loaf and pitcher, and they were overjoyed. They were so grateful for the aliment, they gave Rudesind overwhelming hugs. As they hungrily ate a slice of Paminonda, the family all thanked him through mouthfuls. 

Rudesind couldn’t help but laugh with fulfillment. He was beginning to understand why Kunibert enjoyed helping so much. But he wasn’t fully there yet. The Mid toppled out of his bottle and splashed inside his cloak uncomfortably. 

He politely backed away with kind words of goodbye. He didn’t feel the altruistic pull on his heart like his brother always did to do go above and beyond. But he knew he had done the right thing. He took a swig of what was left in the Mid bottle as he disappeared back into the wood.

At that moment, Rudesind decided that he would share the Enchanted Tablecloth’s feast with only those who showed him kindness. Which drew his mind to the Nornns, and how selfish he thought they were. Just as he was thinking of the annoying creatures, he heard them, like a distant symphony of song. 

He looked around and scoffed, when he saw them in the distance, beyond the treetops. Watching them from afar, he rolled his eyes, as colorful Misty-Dust glimmered into a powdery rainbow. 

TownMitts began to gather in curiosity, as the wind echoed with their enchanting melody. The Nornns were putting on some sort of a show for the surrounding TownMitts, and Rudesind was not interested. 

He decided to walk in the complete opposite direction, towards the overgrown darkness. He knew he would never go back to their rundown childhood bureton without Kunibert, so that wasn’t an option. With the moons rising in the cloudless sky, Rudesind knew he needed to find somewhere to camp for the night. 

As he plotted on a soft patch of moss beneath the shady canopy, he heard whistling nearby. The melody grew stronger as Rudesind grew nearer, until a visible bureton appeared, next to a gigantic mound of coal. His face broke into a smile of relief when he saw a grizzly Coal Burner out-front, stirring an Eldaminicur over a firepit. 

Under this Coal Burner’s burly whiskers, he was whistling a Grimmdorflich tune. The melody reminded Rudesind of his brother, who sang that very tune to him as a child. The grizzly Coal Burner stirred the embers, turning to Rudesind, watchfully, as he approached. 

Rudesind knew those soot smudges, and he felt instantly at ease. The Coal Burner stood as Rudesind offered the Siblinghood handshake greeting. Compared to Rudesind, this grizzly Coal Burner was a Jotnoir. The important rhyme chimed in his head, as his fingers flowed with ease. 

Scoop the coal with your palm, forearm up to bump the arm. Lump of coal on top and bottom, bump some coal, if you got em. 

The Coal Burner smiled under his big beard and asked if Rudesind would like to join him for an eve’ meal and a good night’s rest. Rudesind was grateful for the request and sat down by the fire, where an Eldaminicur of Dunnie Soup was being cooked. 

He investigated the elaborate Eldaminicur, admiring the CraftMittship. When he looked inside, the soup was quite burnt, the noodles were mushy, and it generally lacked any liquid. 

The sight of the soup made his stomach churn, even if it was growling in hunger. But it was the perfect opportunity to use his Enchanted Tablecloth again and show off to a fellow Siblinghood member. Rudesind inspected this Coal Burner’s face, dimly lit in the red glow of the fire, as he scooped two helpings of soup into bowls. 

Rudesind nodded at the invitation into the shabby bureton. “Many kind thanks for allowing me food and shelter for the night, but I don’t want to rob you of your meal. Let me instead invite you to a grand feast of your liking, for your kindness and generosity.” The grizzly Coal Burner nodded at Rudesind with curious eyes. 

Thereupon, Rudesind pinched the checkered linen out his cloak pocket, making a show of whipping it out. (Careful not to let his Agette Stones drop out). He spread the Enchanted Tablecloth near the roaring fire, concentrating on the grandest feast he could imagine. 

The Coal Burner stared with wide eyes, as the glorious tablecloth filled with bountiful food and drink. It did not require much pressing before the black smudged Coal Burner was eating and drinking Gulpah with Rudesind. When they were finished, they shared a renewing bottle of Moratove Mid. 

They clanked goblets and drank merrily inside that dusty shack. At last, the Coal Burner broke the silence. “Yur tablecloth, it be the finest enchant’d itam I eva seen, bet chya it’d be great for these dark, starvin times. How’s bout’ I propose an exchange to ya lad? Dar, in da corner, hangs an old Vengaret enchant’d pokie, inside be the Wand, wich goes wit it. I got dis here item ages ago, when a Vengaret came thru dese parts ans neededa nights’ stay and a bell-ay filup. It be old and shabby, but I guarantees’ ya, it be enchanted. I figure I don’t needs it nos more, I figures I gives it to ya, for dat der speseial tablecloth, aye?” 

Then he belched and wiped his mouth on his sleeve, leaving a black trail of soot behind. Rudesind thought about the trade and tried to ignore how filthy this TownMitt was. He curiously walked over, where the Coal Burner was pointing. 

The cramped bureton was so cluttered, he had to look hard, but there it was hanging on a rusty hook, the Enchanted PokieSac. Rudesind did not want to touch it because it looked so dingy. 

So, he lifted the old shabby PokieSac with a nearby walking stick. Then, raised an eyebrow towards the Coal Burner, who chuckled and spit Mid down his unkempt beard. “Goes ahead lad, dats it.”

When Rudesind took the light PokieSac in his hands, he opened the latch and looked inside. There, glimmering in the firelight, was a real Urvogel Wand! These wands were not easy to come by, for they took great care to make. Rudesind made a show of examining the tattered old PokieSac, like he was not interested. 

“I must first know what the Enchanted PokieSac does before I would even be interested in this trade. Especially in times of the Grand Famine. This Enchanted Tablecloth is priceless.” The Coal Burner got excited and revealed his decaying teeth, with a smile. 

“Ahh, ever time ya tap dat der ol’ Pokie wit dat wand, eight raps, den says, Gigi Rise. If ans yas does it rit, eight of dem geejee werriors, apears. Anee-how, dey are at chur becken call, dey haf ta do whatchu command em, trys it sir.” Rudesind made a face and could feel his eyes involuntarily rolling. Which used to drive Kunibert crazy when they were growing up. 

This TownMitt seemed willing to give Rudesind an Urvogel Wand and an Enchanted PokieSac, for his tablecloth. But since it was such a great time of famine and this was a big fellow, Rudesind could see why he desperately wanted it. 

He pondered a dial longer, before gently rapping the wand eight times against the dusty PokieSac like the Coal Burner mentioned. If this Coal Burner was telling the truth, he would make the trade for a real Urvogel Wand and true ancient Gigi Warriors. 

Under a great cloud of doubt, he mockingly chanted, Gigi Rise. 

Energy flew from the tip of the Urvogel Wand, as the dingy PokieSac opened with a magical force! Rudesind dropped the sac on the ground, as eight female warriors appeared from the tattered PokieSac. 

Forming into shape right before his eyes, from a wisp of color-streamed air to solid Mittligarts, bold and fierce. The magnificent Ancient Warriors knelt before Rudesind, crossing their arms over their hearts in a respectable foreign salute. 

They were much larger than Rudesind, even on their knees, and dressed in some sort of ancient garb, each clutching a glittering Thunderbolt weapon. 

The Gigi Warriors chanted in a unison voice that sent chills up Rudesind’s spine. “What is it you would have us do, Master of the PokieSac?” He paused in consideration; he could have these warriors do anything. His mind swam with possibilities. 

This PokieSac was definitely worth the trade. He could learn to conjure food with a wand, but with a small army, he would be invincible. He anxiously turned to the Coal Burner, ready to discuss trade details. But the Coal Burner wasn’t there anymore!

Rudesind looked around the empty bureton in confusion and noticed his tablecloth was missing. The rotten Coal Burner had taken off, with HIS enchanted item. He quickly turned back to the warriors, still bowing in salute. When Rudesind spoke, they stood expectantly for their first command. 

“Ancient Rulers! Get that Vargger and retrieve my Enchanted Tablecloth.” They gave him the Ancient Salute, before Schynzkd into the air. Rudesind was furiously seething with anger by this Stranger’s betrayal. He couldn’t believe that the Coal Burner would just rob him and leave him standing in his home. 

When the Gigi Warriors reappeared in the small bureton with the tablecloth, they were covered in blood. They handed Rudesind back his Enchanted Tablecloth and knelt before him again. Rudesind was speechless as he stared wide-eyed at the bloodstained warriors. 

“Is there anything else we can do for you Master?” The eight magnificent warriors chanted hauntingly on bended knee. Rudesind’s eyelashes were still fluttering with surprise, as he shook his head in astonishment.

“No, thank you. I didn’t mean for you to... never mind, I thank you for getting my tablecloth back. You may return to your PokieSac now.” The bloody warriors crossed their arms to their hearts, giving Rudesind another honorable salute. Rudesind awkwardly mimicked the ancient greeting; and the warriors Schynzkd back into the PokieSac, from which they came. 

Rudesind slowly lifted the dirty PokieSac off the bureton floor and glared at it. He realized he needed to be careful if he was going to let these
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