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Comet is content to
relive the past, but meeting Salk gives her a glimpse into the
future, and she might just let go of regrets.

 


 


 Comet is five hundred years old by human standards
of linear time, but in her mind, she is the same young woman taken
out of the Middle Ages by Santa.

Being pulled
out of her time to become one of the Christmas reindeer had been
harsh but better than being stoned or hung as a witch.

Her foray away
from the workshop takes her to a modern past, a Ren Faire. The
clothing and traditions are familiar, and she spends time grieving
for a family lost many Christmases ago.

Salk is a coal
elf of the naughty-or-nice department. His job has been to find
those who are definitely naughty and punish them. He never imagined
that he would find a reindeer who needs his nice side more than
anything else.
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Comet looked around the
archive and twisted her lips. “I don’t want to go.”

Ru hugged her.
“I know, but you don’t have to worry about the modern age. The
snowflake will tell you what you need to know.”

Comet fidgeted.
“So, it is all right that I am not looking forward to the human
world?”

“It is fine.
Santa pulled you from your time when you were nearly an adult. You
had every expectation of living your life as a human and milking
cows, having babies and plowing fields. This was not a life you
could have imagined.”

Comet ran a
hand through her hair. “How can the snowflake give me what I want
when I don’t know what I want?”

“Trust the
magic. It will keep you safe and put you where you can be
happy.”

Comet stepped
back and held out her hand, extending the envelope to Ru. “Here it
is.”

“Thank you.
Here is the snowflake. Put it on you and think of what you want,
what you really want. When it is time to return, remove it.”

“Do I really
have to go?”

“It is the only
way to make our point. Come on. A few weeks is a nice change of
pace. When you come home, you won’t have to leave again unless you
want to. I promise.” Ru stroked her hair.

Comet nodded.
“Right. I can do this. The humans aren’t really that scary.”

“You may even
come to enjoy their company.”

Comet opened
the small box and lifted her tunic to press the snowflake below her
navel.

She closed her
eyes and concentrated on what she wanted. She wanted her familiar
world back and a man to call her own.

When she opened
her eyes, her surprise was genuine. She was home again.
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Cora Metzger worked in
the front of the silver shop, melting and pouring metal with a
skill that her father had possessed.

Her skirt
brushed against her legs as she moved around the shop, and she
smiled at the familiar feel. It had taken her less than five
minutes to put the information in her mind together to realize that
she was inside a renaissance festival, but she was content to be in
familiar surroundings, even if it was fake.

For this one
moment in time, she was back where she knew how to do things, knew
what techniques and materials were needed and all communication was
done face to face.

She had a shop
girl named Vivienne with a pierced nose and anachronistic
hairstyle, but she was a whiz at answering the questions from the
public while deftly parting them from their money.

Cora was left
with her work and her metal.

She listened as
Viv sold another of her stylized reindeer pendants. Next to the
snowflakes, it was the bestseller in her booth and had already paid
for the rental of space and materials for a year.

She finished
pouring another casting, and the faces around the open workshop
window were fascinated as she set the cast to one side and she
poured another.

The wood of the
carved mould smoked as the liquid metal touched the surface. The
leather straps buckled the two-part mould tightly together.

It wasn’t the
best mould she had ever carved, but the folks here seemed to enjoy
it. Growing up in her father’s workshop, she had carved moulds out
of any material she could find. Stone was always good, but for
speed, wood was definitely easier. Cuttlefish bone was fine, but
they were trying to stay within the confines of a historical period
that no one could define, so she stuck with wood. For those making
the purchase, it meant that only twenty or less of the pendants
would ever be made.

So, she was
going through the different reindeer and snowflakes that were
definitely different from those sold in other shops at the
faire.

With her metal
hardening, she took her seat at the workbench and started carving
her next design.

After about an
hour, Viv came up to her, “Well, we have sold out today’s castings
and gotten a hold on the two you just poured. What are you putting
in those things?”

Cora chuckled
and kept working with picks and files. “Holiday magic.”

Viv snorted.
“You know I don’t believe in religious holidays.”

Cora smiled.
“Did you know that in the old days, the solstice celebrations were
essential to survival? The food that was brought forth gave a much
needed calorie boost to get through the coldest days of winter, it
was completely consumed. Lords gave their servants a set of
clothing and gifts of preserved food. Everyone focused on survival
and getting to the next year, but they shared what they had so that
they would survive as a community. Now, this wasn’t the case
everywhere, but in some places, it took on heady significance. It
meant crossing the line between life and death and moving into the
future. If that isn’t magical, I don’t know what is.”

Viv stared at
her with wide eyes. “Wow. That was... intense.”

Cora grinned.
“The holidays usually are. All this gift giving is a serious
matter. Folks forget that it used to be about survival.”

“I never
thought of it that way. What are you working on?”

“Oh, the baron
asked for some charms to give to the new knights entering the
barony. Each one is slightly different.”

Viv chuckled.
“Freaky snowflakes.”

“You
betcha.”

More patrons
came to the shop, and Viv showed them their wares. Cora’s ears
perked up when the woman wanted to see the elven coronet.

This was either
going to be a sale or an attempted theft. Sadly, Cora didn’t know
which one she was pulling for.

She finished
her mould and blew the shavings out of the design before using a
fine brush to remove all small bits of wood from the design.

When Viv’s
voice called out a panicked, “Cora!” Cora was on her feet and over
the workbench in a flash.

She sprinted
after the thief with her skirts kicking up around her legs. She
didn’t shout, she simply drew close until she was next to the
thief. Without saying a word, she plucked the coronet from the
woman’s grip and the startled thief fell.

The coronet
buckled between them, and Cora sighed. “I will have to fix that,
you know.”

The woman in
jeans and a t-shirt looked up at her. “How did you catch me in
that?”

Security was
running in, and they were prepared to take her into their care.

Cora smiled.
“It is a matter of practice. If I ever see you near my booth again,
you will be on your ass so fast you won’t even have a chance to
look around.”

The security
officer handed her a form, so she slipped the coronet over one arm
as she filled it out. A minute later, she handed it back with a
smile. “Thanks, Antoine the Stunning.”

He grinned at
her with his two gold teeth gleaming in his tanned face. “A
pleasure as always, Mistress Metzger.”

She held up the
coronet for him to take a photo and then slipped it back on her arm
as she returned to her booth. Several bystanders applauded her as
she walked back with a swing in her hips.

Viv was tearful
as Cora sauntered up. “Did you...”

Cora held up
the coronet. “Got it. Will have it fixed by morning.”

“How did she
bend it?”

“She was
holding it when I caught up to her. She went down and tried to take
it with her. My grip was stronger, but we pulled it out of
shape.”

The torches
were being lit, and it was nearly time to close shop. Cora returned
to her workbench, and she held the coronet in her hands. She
glanced at Viv.

Viv suddenly
got enthusiastic. “Are you going to do the thing?”

Cora looked
around, turned her back to the walkway where patrons were moving in
the distance and she held the coronet up to her lips. With a low,
slow breath, she exhaled magic on the metal, and it formed back
into its proper shape of woven strands of metal wire in intricate
patterns.

Viv shook her
head. “How do you do that?”

“Practice.”
Cora quirked her lips. It was a safe piece of magic to use. Viv was
interested in the magic of the natural world, so when Cora hired
her, she showed her minor magic, and Viv took to it like a duck to
water. She couldn’t properly use it herself, but she respected
Cora’s mastery of it.

By the time
Cora and Viv parted ways, the human would know how to bend metal,
just a little. It would be Cora’s gift to her for the friendship
that she extended.

She handed the
coronet to Viv. “Back on the display.”

Viv took it and
juggled it. “It is still hot.”

“Bending metal
gets it hot.” Cora lit some candles on her worktable and finished
the carving on the last of the medallions.

“I don’t know
how you can do that by candlelight.” Viv watched her work.

How
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