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Prelude: The Farming Couple
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The Eplie Farmers were some of the poorest TownMitts during the Grand Famine of the Grimmdorflich Star. After the Ancient Rulers were banished, starvation ran rampant throughout the Two-Sun Galaxy. 

The Mittligarts had no farming skills to take care of themselves, for they had been fed by the Ancient Rulers since the dawn of ages. So, anyone that knew anything about growing or making food became saviors of the Stars. Teaching others how to fend for themselves after the Ancient Ruler banishment. 

The Austrist Kingdom was full of failing Farmers, all of whom found unyielding land. For the Ancient Rulers cursed them and their land, from bellow. Whosoever decided such a daring profession during those starving times were either mad or didn’t have skills to do anything else. 

Unfortunately, through no fault of their own, a beautifully-aged couple named Leon and Caren, watched the fall of the Eplie Farms. They only knew how to farm and wouldn’t give up as the farms were destroyed with the banishment. They felt the sting of the Ancient Ruler’s curse. But they didn’t give up the trade, for they were true Siblinghood members. 

They learned, from fellow Farmers in the Siblinghood, how to make richer soil by combining nutrients for different effects. After the banishment, they were a couple of the few members remaining. One night, Leon helped his wife, Caren, to bed. They loved each other since they both joined the Siblinghood, so many pahtuallies ago. 

After a few harvests, Leon laid down his head to pray. He prayed with all his Essence to the Creator. He knew she would listen if it came from the bottom of his spirit. She always heard her true followers. He prayed that the soil would turn rich and grow some Eplies. Of course, the next morning it rained all day, and the farmer used his knowledge to feed the soil after the rain. They were harvesting enough every Harvest Moons’ Fest, to feed themselves and give some to the Royals for a pretty coin. 

Leon believed that the Creator answered his prayers, and maybe she had. For their lush soil was admired so greatly by all, that the Siblinghood gained more and more members. Leon and Caren became famous, as starving TownMitts came to learn the trade, to fend for themselves. The Farming Siblinghood suddenly grew to the size of the Coal Burner Siblinghood, and it was all thanks to the two of them. 

The Farmers grew enough funds to expand their land. They began teaching others the best way to farm. It was still a skimpy harvest, but it was enough to bring Harvest Moons’ Fest back to the rest of the Austrist Kingdom. 

A few pahtuallies passed without a celebration amid the Kingdoms, it was a dark time as everyone across the Stars got used to the banishment. The music and the decorating really put the Farmers in the holiday mood that pahtualli, for the first pahtualli in many. 

Leon and Caren decorated the farmhouse to the hilt. It was covered in figurines, and twinkle lights, lighting the way to their farm. The most magnificent part of the celebration décor, was Caren’s brilliantly creative idea. A décor masterpiece, meant to outdo the other Siblinghoods. For that Fest, the couple frosted each Eplie tree on their property with Misty-dust! The entire farm gave the illusion of a snowy wonderland. 

The Misty-dust was no small feat either. But Caren was obsessed with it, she wanted the farmland to give the illusion of winter, and that dreams might come true. Caren had to go to the tiny Nornn Castle in the Nornn Forest. The largest, twisted tree stood above the rest. The glass and pearl Castle was woven throughout the giant tree. 

Covered in a layer of pearl, gems, and glass. It was amazing architecture that most would never take the time to appreciate. As Caren approached the beautiful pearly gates, she shoved her callused hands in her apron pockets and fluffed what was left of her thinning hair. 

First, Caren had to beg an audience with the Queen of the Nornns. The Torro at the pearly gate made her hand over an article of clothing before she was admitted to pass. Opening its slimy mouth, it spit while speaking in a low, gruff voice. 

“What is your business with the Queen of the Nornns? Are you here for food? Did you bring Mittligart clothing for your entrance fee?” Caren tried to answer its questions with efficient haste, thinking about what article of clothing she would hand over. “I have a business deal regarding Misty-dust. I would like to give the Queen something in exchange for Misty-dust. And yes, of course. Hmm, you may have my mother’s shawl.” 

She handed over a beautiful shawl that her own mother once knitted from an Azala plant. The Torro wrapped the shawl around its waist, and it looked like an overlarge gown on its tiny body. 

The Torro admired Caren as another aged-being, one who just wanted to get through the rest of the day’s work. So, he gave her an easy riddle. “I am the modern prophecy and the same prophecy of antiquity. I don’t have legs, so how do I go? My lady.” 

Caren couldn’t believe he would ask such an easy riddle. Was the creature actually just asking for the prophecy? She had always heard it would the correct answer of a riddle. She recited the prophecy, with a doubtful voice. 

“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.”

The Torro nodded and opened the sparkling gates for her. Caren had to double-check, but it looked as if the creature was giving her bedroom eyes. She shook if off, she didn’t have eyes for anyone else but Leon. She gave him a thankful wave as she composed herself. 

Caren was able to stand and walk through the pearly gates. She got to the door and when she went to knock, the doors creaked open as if by magic. But the Nornn Castle door was fit for a Scrat. It was not very welcoming to Mittligarts.

Caren hunched her achy back, and was almost crawling, as she entered the small door. She looked up at the Queen of the Nornns, Angel Nornn. Caren knew of Angel Nornn but had never seen her materialized. 

Angel Nornn was seated upon a beautifully-jeweled throne, as her Sister Nornns fluttered around her, pampering her every desire. The magnificent creature watched as Caren entered her private dwelling. She knew she needed to get a new Torro, but her Torro had been with her since the beginning.

Angel Nornn rolled her eyes as Caren tried to make herself comfortable, in an awkwardly small space. There wasn’t anywhere for her to sit, so she sat down and crossed her legs, best she could. “What brings you to my Castle?” 

Caren looked up in surprise, she didn’t expect Angel Nornn’s voice to be so serene, like a wind instrument, yet firm, full of powerful energy. Caren felt smaller than the Queen, as Angel Nornn hovered before her. Caren watched her humming wings, like a plucked harp string, they sang in the air. 

Caren composed herself the best she could, she didn’t want to stammer in front of the Queen of Nornns. “I...um. Well, I...” But Angel Nornn turned before she could speak. The Queen was bored of waiting for the dumpy Mittligart, and she knew it was going to be a request. 

Angel Nornn had just gotten done with another difficult request and didn’t know if she was up to another. She sighed in her sing-song voice. “What is it TownMitt, it is almost the holiday and our busiest time of the pahtualli.” Caren tried again, and this time she was determined not to stammer. 

“I noticed that you only eat Sugarcakes, and I thought that our farm could make a trade with you, this pahtualli. We were thinking, if we saved all of our Eplie sugar, you could trade us for the same weight in Misty-dust. We just want to have the grandest Harvest Moons’ Fest for our Siblinghood this season. It is the largest this season, than any other season thus far. We are proud and want to cover the trees to represent snow.”

Caren looked at the ground as she focused on not stammering. “Misty-dust doesn’t work without your wands, so we thought it could be the perfect addition. It would appear like every visitor might get their holiday wishes granted, while turning the farm into wintertime. It would really make the farmland sparkle. But I understand if you’re too busy. Please forgive my intrusion, your majesty. I’m sure you have other things going on. I will just leave.” 

Angel Nornn adjusted her tiny crown of stars and looked into Caren’s eyes again. “An entire pahtualli supply of Eplie Sugar? Hmm, well that’s the better than the cane that is grown in the greenhouse. I will allow you to take what we have stockpiled if you bring me the entire load. We shall trade on the ‘morrow. Go, with Nornnish Blessings.” Caren was stunned, and tried to reply with composure, but it didn’t work out that way.

“Thank you, your majesty! Umm...Yes, thank you. We are grateful. Sorry to take up your time. Goodbye, yes. Um, thank you.” Caren wandered out the same way she came in. She passed the Torro, who saluted her as she left. She smiled at the slimy little creature. Leon met her on the trail and took her home in the carriage. 

The following morn, they made the Eplie sugar trade together. Angel Nornn wasn’t waiting past the gates this time. Four other colors of Nornns fluttered to meet them at the gates. They ignored the Torro, opening the gates for the carriage. 

They helped load and unload for the Farmers, together it was done with a quickness. The Nornns weren’t really friendly, they were only doing a business transaction and were busy with other things. Caren could tell they were getting ready for Harvest Moons’ fortnight. Each day of the fortnight was a celebration, which ultimately lead up to the last night, called Fest night! 

That was the night that everyone around the Stars stopped working and celebrated. Harvest Moons’ was set to begin in two moons, and Caren started feeling anxious on the way back to the farm. 

“We have to get all this décor done by tomorrow, Leo. We can do it if we work hard.” Her love gave her an Ancient Salute and crossed his chest with his fist. “I promise, my love.” When he straightened his arm out to finish the salute, Caren started giggling. 

Leon always knew how to make her laugh. From the moment they met, Leon made Caren giggle. Caren smiled at her love. Ignoring the whiskers, she kissed him. Caren still loved kissing him, even with a face full of white hair. 

On the way home, they stopped and talked to many along the way. TownMitts bought a satchel of Misty-dust as they made their stops. They visited the siblinghood members and asked each of them to come to their celebration on the Harvest Moons’ Fest. 

All of them agreed, before showing off their individual lands. By the time the couple got home, they had the magic number of infinity thousand Potince Coins! Almost as much as they were able to make off a pahtualli supply of sugar yield. They were excited to give everyone in the Siblinghood a present and a plate of food for the festivities. 

It made Caren’s Essence fill with joy to know that they would have the grandest Fest of the pahtualli. Leon worked hard through the night, as he let his love take a nap. By the time she awoke to help, he had covered everything in Misty-dust. 

She was like a child on the Afanasyevland Star when it snowed. Her eyes sparkled as Caren twirled her achy arms around in the dust. She would be making every Eplie dish from the Siblinghood recipe book, as Leon continued to decorate for the celebration. 

Caren kissed her partner and put on her apron for the day. She got to work making pie dough while Leon decorated the entire farm. When he was exhausted, he took a nap. When he awoke, he rose to the sound of his beautiful True Love, singing in the kitchen. He went in and started helping her, until they took an eve’ meal. 

“Tomorrow, I’m going to the Square. I need to pick up a few things for the Siblinghood and for us. We need quit a few presents this pahtualli. But don’t worry, we will make the ancestors proud, my Leabling. This will be the best celebration any farmer has ever known on the Grimmdorflich Star. I’m sure you have things in mind too. What do you say we go there tomorrow and split up? We can get each other a present and meet back at the carriage. What do you say, love?” 

Caren was eating so fast, she almost choked when she tried to reply. “Ehm. My Stars! Yes...  Of course. I can make a few trips to the cart and back. That sounds perfect, Leabling.” They ate fried Eplie-meat pies and cleared out the carriage for the morn.’ 

That night, Leon thought he heard a noise in the den, but when he went to investigate, nothing was there. He heard the noise and checked, without results, a second time, before going back to sleep. 

The next morn,’ the holiday decorations were really coming together. The colorful driveway leading up to the farmhouse was staggering, as they rode out to the Enchanted Market Square. There were wooden cutouts of Ancient Rulers and Reapers, throughout the farmland as they rode down the dirt road outside of the property. 

But Caren was going to take this holiday décor to the next level, she rubbed her callused hands together with excitement, as Leon yawned. When they got to the market, the smells were enough to make their stomachs grumble. Leon took two thousand coin out of his belt satchel, leaving the rest for Caren. 

He knew she would get what was needed for the party and presents. While he had a great idea for Caren’s gift, as well. He wanted to make her a leather apron made of exotic fabric, and matching ones for each farmhand. 

He knew he had to make them with haste, but if he found the perfect roll of leather, it would be about two thousand Potince Coin. Caren took off with a rented wheelbarrow, waving goodbye as she bustled off. 

Leon laughed to himself. He just loved it when Caren was so thrilled. It made him happy to see her so elated. The Enchanted Market Square was bustling with activity, as early as the fresh morning dew that set upon everything. 

They had decided to come at the break of dawn, for that was usually when they arose. Leon passed the center carts. He always tried to ignore the center carts. He didn’t like how pushy they were with their merchandise. 

As he thought it, a merchant began following him. “Fresh Cerese dough. Hot mushed Cerese. Hungry for morn’ meal, fella?” Leon smiled and walked faster. He was hungry, but didn’t want to deal with the center carts before he shopped. He waved the Merchant off with the kindest smile he could muster. 

“I will return on my way back, sir. Thank you.” He walked along the shoppe windows, one was full of beautiful Blossoms. Leon was amazed that someone was able to have so many Blossoms in their window. The garlands of blooms were entangled around the windows and sign, signifying the abundance of supply.

When he opened the shoppe door, a bell above him rang twice. He was quickly greeted by an indoor merchant and knew instantly why there were so many Blossoms. One of his own Siblinghood, Misty Earatica, stood before him. 

“Ha. I didn’t know you had a store front now, Misty. Congratulations, why didn’t you tell the group? You should be proud of this.” Misty’s cheeks went red instantly. “My mother doesn’t approve of me being in the Square every day. She thinks I’m turning into a Bogdana or something. If she knew I was selling my portion of the Blossoms here, she would have a fit. So, let’s keep this between us please, please, Grand Master.” 

Leon smiled, he loved heading the Siblinghood, because that meant he had finally reached the status of Grand Master. “Could I have a few holiday Hark Rhodomes to take home with me today, please. They really are looking beautiful, I’m proud of this healthy yield Misty. You should be proud too, and you should be able to sell them wherever you want. If you need me to stand up for you. Just let me know dear.”

As Misty rang up the magic number of infinity Blossoms, she wrapped them in wet, tissued parchment. Then, carefully put them in a giant black cloth PokieSac. “Ok, take these babies home as soon as you can Grand Master. But I’m sure you already knew that.” Misty giggled as Leon thanked her, exiting the shoppe with haste. 

He knew when maidens were interested physically in him, and he didn’t want anything to do with it. Leon made sure to leave with haste. He never wanted his love to think he ever had his eyes on another. But other maidens, didn’t always show the same respect. Especially at the Square.   

The fragrance exploded, as Leon shut the glass door firmly behind him. He shook off the uncomfortable feeling as he looked for the Sewing Shoppe. He hoped they had enough leather to make at least a hundred aprons. 

As all the shoppes opened for the day, smells were so pungent, Leon’s mouth was watering. He continued down the row of shoppes and crossed the path to the other side. He stayed clear of the Bosie shoppe that emitted dark energy. 

He had to push his specs closer to read the sign better. The Magical Shoppe of Wuodinnoch.

In the back, after the long row of colorful shoppes, he found the Sewing Shoppe. He saw the Jotnoir-sized pair of painted wooden shears that were hanging above the door. The sheers were intimidating, threatening to fall on him, as he entered the darkened doorway. 

He was getting used to the annoying sound of the doorbells, as it rang twice with each entry and exit. He tried not to cover his ears, for the second round of bell rings, as another customer came in behind him. It really pierced his old ears, in a bad way. The ring continued far after the bell stopped. 

Leon was confused when a Bosie Shoppekeep came lurking from the back and greeted them. He had oily hair and was clearly Bosie by his fashion. There was a Bosie Shoppe nearby, in the Noir-building a couple shoppes down. He had passed it on his way to the shoppe. He figured this Bosie Shoppekeep must’ve been from the Bosie Shoppe. 

Leon paused for a moment while he put it together in a flash. They must fill in for each other’s shoppes, while the original seller was out. The darkly-dressed Shoppekeep went directly into his space. 

The Shoppekeep’s voice seemed to slither as he spoke, and Leon could smell the Mid on his foul breath, from Nubits away. He understood why Misty’s mother didn’t want her at the Square every day. 

It was littered with questionable characters. “Good morn,’ sir. I need your biggest roll of leather, please. I’m doing a big project for the holiday and need at least a hundred Jotnoir-Nubits. Do you have that much?” 

“Namesss Ssspindey, never sssir. I’m just sssitting here until the owner getsss back. On a big run for sssuppliesss. But I think you’re in luck. We do have a Jotnoir roll in the back, just follow me.” The Shoppekeep turned to the maiden behind Leon who smiled when he acknowledged her. “I’ll be right with yousss. Thanksss for your patience, Leabling.” 

His slithery words gave Leon the chills, he wanted to get out of there just as quickly as he could. Leon followed Spindey, as he twisted and turned around the Sewing Shoppe. He led Leon down the vast aisles of different colored clothing and materials. 

They passed the sparkling material, until they got to a row of thick fabric. Many of the materials were made with magic and were beyond words. He saw that they had many different leathers. The different colors and designs were beautiful, but the rolls weren’t as thick as he’d hoped. “I will take magic number of infinity-plus ten, thousand Potince Coins worth, please.” 

The Shoppekeep looked at Leon, showing off his unhealthy smile, with a sinister grin. “Wellsss, that ssshould be about fifty rollsss, or ssso. What colorsss do you want? Tell you what, just pick out a roll of whichever kindsss ya want, and I’ll get the wheelbarrow. I’ll meetsss you at the front.” 

Leon nodded and pushed his specs up to see better. Leon felt the different materials with his wrinkly fingers. He liked the white leather with the pink spots. The fabric looked exotic, as he pulled it out of the compact grates. 

Leon pulled out a classic brown, and an orange-tan color that he enjoyed. After that, he chose a darker brown, and a cherry red. After looking at the different material. He was satisfied and went up to pay. 

Just as he weaved his way back through the rows, he saw Spindey running with the wheelbarrow. He was a sight, as he cleared out the rows of Leon’s desired fabric. Leon knew he’d better grab a pattern. 

He had about fifty coin extra on him. He grabbed a basic apron pattern from the pattern section, thick shears, a few thick threads, and a fat needle for the big job. When Leon was set, he realized that he had created a small line. 

Two other customers had joined behind the maiden, waiting their turn with Spindey. The customers were holding tea and talking to one another, so they didn’t look like they were in much of a rush. 

When suddenly, a robust Mitt burst through the door. “Sorry I’m late! Spindey. Spindey, where are you? Oh, there you are.” She found Spindey, and tried to hand him a sandwich, but since his hands were full, she put it in his mouth instead. 

Spindey continued jogging to the register, while chomping on his sandwich. His mouth was full as he got to the register. The other Shoppekeep helped the customers waiting in line, while Spindey checked Leon out. Leon dumped his satchel from his belt. He counted out his Potince Coin on the dusty, cluttered desk. 

“Two-thousand and the magic number of infinity-plus ten, please. Leon counted his Potince Coins backwards, knowing he just had to subtract the magic number of infinity-plus ten from fifty and pull those aside. Leon handed over the rest with a cherry smile. Spindey grinned his sinister smile, as he fingered the Potince Coins in his boney fingers. 

When he was finished, Spindey wrapped the leather fabric in elegantly tissued parchment. Then, carefully laid them in a few Jotnoir-sized black-paper PokieSacs. With a rope, Spindey tied them off with the shear emblem. It was the same emblem as the one on the sign, hanging above the door. 

Leon heaved the bag over his shoulder. “Thank you, sir. Have a good day.” Leon smiled the best he could and got out of the shoppe with one thing in mind, getting to the carriage before collapsing under the weight! 

He should’ve rented a wheelbarrow, like Caren. But it was too late, he made it to the carriage one step at a time. When he got there, he fell in his seat, exhausted. Sweat poured down his face, and he had to wipe his face down and his specs. 

As Leon waited on Caren, he watched the TownMitts arriving for a day of shopping. Leon could smell the Sticky Paminonda in the air and hear the merchants shouting. The Square never slept. At night, new activities would begin as the shoppes closed. But he was too old for that kind of fun anymore. 

Leon watched as some TownMitts came to gamble and drink too much. He could tell them apart from the family outings. He could tell the TownMitts who were looking for something specific, while others were there to enjoy the day. 

Some came for the rare food, while others were headed toward the fountain in the center, for the band. Some TownMitts were happy, while others were complaining about the prices or their lives. 

TownMitt watching was one of Leon’s favorite pastimes. He watched a band get out of a carriage with all of their instruments. They parked near him, dressed the same. Leon watch as the band members went back and forth to the carriage. 

They started setting up in the middle of the Square when he spotted Caren. He jogged past the Dress like a Royal shoppe and Paminonda Shoppe to help Caren with her wheelbarrow. Leon helped her load the carriage with an array of items. 

She got everything she needed, from Enchanted Items to more twinkle lights. She even bought new mealware and place setting. Caren was getting everything she could think of. Including an array of boxes and baskets. Leon gave Caren the look, as he put them into the carriage. 

“I am going to fill all of these with useful supplies that every farmer needs, and a holiday treat or ten. Then, I got tissued parchment to make them look festive. Trust me, everyone will love them. What’s in the black PokieSac? Did you get something from the Bosie Shoppe? What was the name... Oh yes. Um, The Magical Shoppe of Wuodinnoch, that’s it. Is that where this is from Leo?”

Leon laughed as he shook his head. “No. But ironically, I think it was the Bosie Shoppekeep that helped me today. It was strange because I wasn’t buying anything at the Bosie Shoppe. But if I told you where I went, then you might be able to figure out what I got for presents this Fest. It’s a surprise, Leabling. Let’s go home and make more pies, I love making extra to eat for eve’ meal.” 

Caren nodded and kissed her love. They headed back the same way they had come, watching as the carriages were backed up all the way down the main path, going in the opposite direction. “Well, that’s unfortunate for them. But our Luck of the Fates, I’d say, wouldn’t you, Love?” 

But Caren was too busy scribbling on parchment to pay attention. She was trying to figure out what she would put in each box or basket. They were fun and decorative and became a holiday staple after that particular Harvest Moons’ Fest. 

Caren was in the holiday mood, as she sang traditional Harvest Moons’ songs the entire way home. They could see the farmhouse from afar, as the Liepners trotted closer. Caren got Leon singing with her, before she would let Leon off the carriage. 

As they pulled into the stables and unhooked the Liepners, Caren insisted on getting all the baskets out herself, she wanted to organize them inside. Leon nodded and helped her carry everything inside. When Caren was intent, bustling around the kitchen, laying out baskets, Leon headed out the door. He turned to Caren before heading to his workshoppe. 

“I’m going to the workshoppe with my present. So, don’t come in and peek. After I’m done with the first part, I’ll come join you for pie making. Love you!” Caren mostly heard what he was saying. She heard her partner say...he was going to the workshoppe, not to disturb him, and that he loved her. She blew a kiss and waved him on. 

He set a fire in the hearth and brewed a cup of tea. He unclipped the first roll of leather. It was the faux pink and white. This would be for his love. Leon even wanted to add hearts as pockets, for a touch of his love. 

He began by cutting fifty aprons, including Caren’s. He used the cutting shears he had just bought and tired his best to cut along the lines of the pattern. Once he had the patterns laid out, he realized he ran out of room and more than half of the leather. Looking at the project, he knew he had to cut it down to the magic number of infinity-times ten. 

Leon worked the better part of the evening, until he heard a noise again. It was the same scurrying noise he heard the night before. He was starting to think they had vermin and would purchase one of the new baby Weijees from the farmhouse down the road. 

After he put his things away, he hid the box under the workbench and called it a night, and he was cheery to do so. He secretly loved the holiday season too. He let everyone think it was Caren who was the holiday nut, but he loved it too. Making presents really made his heart swell. 

When he got inside, Caren was on her baker’s dozen pie. The farmhouse smelled like cinnamon Eplies; the smell came with a waft of nostalgia. Another reason Leon loved the holidays, was because it was a fortnight of constant baking smells and tastes. 

Caren pulled out a couple of Eplie-meat pies and they had eve’ meal. It was hard to get meat due to the famine, so they paid a pretty coin to make sure they had enough for everyone to eat the Fest. Which meant large crusts, without so much filling. Times were tough, but they made-do. It made them feel like Royals for a fortnight and was the beginning of a tradition. 

“I think we have vermin. Have you heard anything? Like scurrying?” Caren looked up from her freshly warmed pie. “I guess I have heard a few bumps in the night recently. But I thought it was just this old farmhouse, settling. What do you think it is?” Leon shrugged. “I don’t know, but I think it’s time to get that Weijee we’ve been talking about. There’s a batch of them down the road, in a Honeymilk box. How about we add to our little family and get a babe.” 

Caren dropped her fork and almost choked. “Did you just say you want to get a babe! I would love to get a Weijee and a babe! Leabling, that is something I’ve wanted my entire life. It was our unfortunate Luck of the Fates that I can’t have children, love. It’s my fault we don’t have pitter-patter of little feet running around the farm. But if we adopted, it would be just as wonderful. When do you think?” 

Caren completely misunderstood her mate’s question, but it was a sensitive subject. Leon wanted a child too; they had wanted one since they fell in love. But it wasn’t in the cards for them, and he had excepted that. “If one finds us, we shall give it the best home possible.” Caren jumped across the table and kissed him. They finished eating and went to bed. 

The next morning, he went to the farmhouse down the road. He found a cute little rascal that was flipping around with spunk. Leon knew that was the baby Weijee he wanted. It would chase down anything that was smaller than it, to play with it, before eating it. 

It was the perfect way to rid oneself of unwanted vermin. Leon picked up the tiny Weijee, and it wrapped its finger like a true babe. It tried to suck on his finger, but its tiny tusks were getting in the way. It had beautiful brown spots like one of the leather rolls he had chosen. 

The little Weijee cost only two Potince Coins but was full of love and cuddles. It licked Leon’s hand until he started chuckling. His stomach rumbled, as he laughed at the cute babe. He was a sucker for babes, especially female ones. 

He decided he would bring the Weijee home to Caren and let her name the rascal. The cute baby Weijee played on Leon’s lap and jumped around on the box seat while they rode home. Leon was already in love with the baby Weijee, as it licked his chin. It was like the babe knew it was at its new home. 

It spun in circles, and purred against the Farmer’s chest, as he brought him inside. He stealthily came in, kissing Caren on the cheek like usual. But this time, he handed over the cuddly, furry, new family member. “She was the cutest one there. But she needs a name, and maybe a bow, mama.”  

Caren looked at the white and spotted brown baby Weijee. She took the handkerchief off her neck. Caren cut a long ribbon in half and wrapped it around her tiny neck, adding a bow with a bell. “I think she looks like a Pie-dough, my love. She’s lumpy and soft like Eplie dough. It’s the perfect holiday name.” 

She smiled and handed Pie-dough back to Leon. He chuckled with cheer, as the tiny Weijee tried to lick his finger again. “Ok. I’m going to get some work done on my presents. Don’t come into the workshoppe. If you need me, ring the meal bell. I’ll hear it. I love you.” Caren waved him off as he went out to the workshoppe. 

Leon took Pie-dough with him, and when he entered the workshoppe, he was completely confused. Inside the door, he gazed with bewilderment at the clothesline before him. There was a long-woven thread that ran the length of the workshoppe. 

Leon put Pie-dough down, and the baby Weijee tumbled around, pawing at everything. She found the end of the mysterious clothesline, rolled to her back, and played with the tied-off ends. He was speechless, he looked with astonishment at the clothesline before him. 

It looked like a professional had put together his apron patterns, complete with stitched pockets and strings! He didn’t have anything to finish because they were already perfectly polished. Pie-dough found a bug and was batting it around on the stone-cold floor when Leon swooped him up and ran back inside. Rushing, with Pie-dough safely in his arms, while keeping his specs from flying off his face. 

“Caren! Caren! Someone went in the workshoppe and finished my project.” Caren was cooking up a storm and listening to a record of holiday tunes. She had his favorite record going. Harvest Moons’ Fest on the Grimmdorflich Star. 

With classics like: First Night of Harvest Moons’ Fest. It’s a Blue Harvest Moons’ Fortnight without My True-Love. Sticky Paminonda and Eplie Pies. Scythe, Scythe, Scythe! Send for a Reaper, and Harvest Moons’ Tea by the Fire Ring Hill. 

After explaining what he saw, he gave away the presents to her. But the surprise element would have to wait because the mystery was too intriguing. "Why don't we stay up tonight and see who is giving us this helping hand." Leon agreed, he was curious himself. 

“Ok I will cut out the rest of the apron patterns and leave them out. Then, when the moons are bright, we can sneak up to the workshoppe window and see who comes. That’s why I love you. You’re brilliant.” He gave Caren a kiss and got to work cutting out fifty patterns. 

Leon’s remaining leather fabric made thirty apron cut-outs. Satisfied, Leon went inside and ate meat pies with Caren. 

They got a few dials of sleep before awaking to Caren’s egg timepiece. The genius in the Sudrith Kingdom found a way to set alarms, using a bell inside a timepiece. Caren lit a candle and followed Leon outside. With haste, Caren put out the light as they got closer. They hid themselves in the shadows, as a little light flickered in the workshoppe. 

The Farmers crept up to the window and peered inside. To their surprise, two mysterious Alftas were sitting at his workbench. The two short creatures had never been seen on the Grimmdorflich Star before. 

Leon and Caren looked at each other in surprise. They watched, as the little pointed-ear creatures picked up the cut-out pieces and worked so unbelievable quick and nimbly that they couldn’t take their eyes from them. The Alftas had a determined glow in their beady eyes. 

The little creatures didn’t stop until they had finished everything. They Placed the completed aprons on the clothesline with wooden clips. Leon tried to get a closer look, and they heard him. The creatures looked toward the window, and the Farmers quickly ran in the opposite direction. 

The Farmers went back inside, throwing the quilt over their heads. Both of them were trying to decide if they had been dreaming or not. But they let exhaustion take hold of them. The next morn,’ they talked about what they had seen over Eplie pies. 

Caren poured her love a glass of Eplie juice, looking at him with a twinkle in her eye. "I’ve been thinking. Those precious little Alftas gave a present to each member of the Siblinghood, during these hard times too. We must show them our thanks. Let’s make them a plate from the Fest food. Also, they are running around with nothing on...I want to sew some shirts, jackets, undershirts, and trousers up for them today. Maybe even knit a pair of stockings for each of them for Harvest Moon’s Fest Eve. What do you think, Leabling?" 

Leon smiled and still couldn’t understand what was going on. “That’s sounds perfect. They should get paid for their work.” That evening, Leon worked on his heart pockets, replacing the ones on the polished apron. He wanted that one to be special, so he was sure to put his love into it. 

When Caren had finished sewing, Leon helped her wrap the miniature clothing. Then, they spent dials cooking some of the expensive ingredients they had purchased for the celebration. Caren was an expert at making the plates look magnificent. 

Caren was brilliant at combining the correct ingredient families, otherwise a magical reaction could occur. She used them correctly to taste, and her plates were better than some of the top Andwhipirs on the Star. 

She plated the food up so artistically; Leon was ready to eat them all. She smothered them in Honeymilk-butter and saved the rest for their eve’ meal. They took the Mitt-sized plates and wrapped presents. Caren followed Leon out to the workshoppe, she handed him the treasures to put around the workshoppe. 

Leon set the presents out instead of the unfinished apron cut-outs that night. Then they hid themselves, in order to see what the little Alftas would do. They hid behind the clothing line that went the length of the place. 

When the moons were high in the night sky, the naked little Alftas came skipping in, intending to start work immediately. When they saw the little stockings where the cut-outs should be, they were elated! 

They tore open the holiday presents, to reveal clothes. At first they seemed puzzled but then delighted. They quickly put them on, stroking the beautiful clothes on their bodies, until they found the food. They jumped into the food Gulpah, like they had never eaten before. 

After getting their fill of the Mittligart Harvest Moons’ delicacies they jumped around the workshoppe and sang:

This pahtualli we won’t be naked Alftas left out on a cold night,

This pahtualli we give back to the Farmers with the cosmos’ delight.

Don’t look twice or we’ll Schynzkd with the morn suns’ light,

The first to pass, wins the Creator’s grace and savior’s insight.

They kept repeating the song, over and over and over again, until they ran away and Schynzkd. The Farmers were blown away and had no idea what they were talking about. But the Creator had plans for the Farmers. 

Little beknown to them, the Alftas were sent there by the great Ancient Ruler, the creator herself. She tested the hearts of this kind, cheery, generous, loving Essences. They found each other for a reason, one that fit into the Creator’s plan perfectly. 

The Farmers went back to bed and had wild dreams involving Alftas. The next morn,” they discussed their dreams. They only had a few moons left before the Harvest Moons’ Fest, when they realized the Alftas had Schynzkd for good. 

They made sure to keep Pie-dough in the farmhouse, as they snuck out every night of Harvest Moons,’ to see if their friends would return. But Harvest Moons’ Fest Eve, Caren’s heart ached because their little friends were gone. So, she decided to give all her motherly love to Pie-dough instead. 

The night of the Harvest Moons’ Fest Eve, the farm was at its most splendor and resplendent. Twinkle lights shone, to the highest treetops, which were covered in magical Misty-Dust. Songs of exquisite music rang through the property as Caren put the biggest amplifying horn she could find. 

They put a fountain of hard Eplie cider in the middle of the frosted wonderland. Their property was transformed into a winter escapade. Most TownMitts on that Star would never get the pleasure of ever seeing snow, even if their’ s was fake. For it only snowed on the top of the Nororith Mountain Range, in Grimmdorflich. 

Red and White Hark Rhodome Blossoms were beautiful centerpieces, thanks to Misty and her family. The Eplie Farm had never looked so majestic, as crowds of TownMitts flooded the gates for the celebration. 

Everyone was in awe of the fake snow. Some weren’t sure if it was real, playing the Hand Game to see who would have to touch it. Some made wishes, knowing it was Misty-dust, but secretly hoping it was holiday magic. The snowy wonderland became tradition, for it was the biggest conversation starter for the rest of the pahtualli. As the night grew, the partiers got braver and 

Leon was able to hand out his aprons, while Caren handed out her baskets. Everyone in the Siblinghood got something and there was enough to share with any who came. It was a beautiful night, but it was the last time the Farmers would see the tiny Alftas for a long time. 

For ages, down the road, on the Gliephey Isle, there came a babe, born of True Love. This inadvertently effected every being on the Grimmdorflich Star and bounced around the Two-Sun Galaxy. Because for a brief moment, the skies sung with delight, and a magnificent force was thrust throughout the galaxy like a bomb! 

She was a gorgeous Mitt, instantly showing off her Gifts from Sajanoch. Her mother miraculously survived the birth. Both of her parents loved her dearly. When it came time to name the magical babe, the name Readina rang through the Isle with jubilee. 

But the Farmers knew nothing of the child, they only knew the energy that burst through their bodies like a lightning bolt. As Leon and Caren sat in their kitchen, they felt the energy burst through the walls and pierce their old bones. It was an unusual energy that others couldn’t explain, and neither could they. 

Only those few who saw the birth could truly understand how the magical babe was born to the Two-Sun Galaxy. For some that watched the birth went blind from the energy. But to the farming couple, it was just another strange weather condition that hurt every bone in their bodies. 

That energy made them tired, like a day full of thunderstorms, which they got often. They curled up under one of Caren’s quilts and slept through the rest of the day. When they both awoke the next morn,’ they were laughing. 

“I can’t believe we slept all day like that. I wonder what that was, maybe a suns’ flare. Whatever it was, it’s over now. But my knees will feel the effects for ages. Did you have any new recipes you wanted to try for eve’ meal? Isn’t life so much better since that hero came and lifted the curse? What was his name again?” 

Caren shrugged and kept scything. “Of course it’s better, but we don’t get as many members on the holiday now.” Leon scythed beside her, creating uniform rows. He pushed his specs up his sweaty nose before continuing. 

“The Enchanted Gardens are the only reason these kids no-a-days are so ungrateful. They don’t know what it was like to starve, like us old folks. No respect. Too bad we couldn’t have any children. You would’ve been a great mother, Leabling.” 

Caren kissed her love’s cheek; she knew how frustrated he got at the new generation coming in. They had lived a long or a short time on the Grimmdorflich Star, but their journey was far from over. 

“If we could’ve had our own child, they wouldn’t be like these kids nowadays. This new generation is rude, non-empathetic, and none of them work hard. That was what we were most proud of growing up, But these kids could care less, always looking for the lazy way out. It makes my blood boil. What are these parents teaching them.... nothing?!” 

Caren soothed down by rubbing his shoulders. “It’s okay, love. The Creator might still have children in our future . Maybe a family won’t be able to take care of their baby and come to the Siblinghood for help or hear about us wanting to adopt. Don’t give up Leabling. You never know what the ‘morrow will bring.” 

She gave him a kiss on his head, and he grabbed her wrinkly hand. Leon rubbed his fingers in hers, while they both daydreamed about how wonderful the farmhouse could be, full of children. But there was more for the Farmers, and they would never guess their future outcome. 

The Farmers got to work. They worked hard together, throughout the suns’ light. They were able to get a harvest of Eplies done before the suns went down. As they headed for the farmhouse hand-in-hand, Leon was talking about cooking because they had worked up such an appetite! 

“I say we try the recipe with the new Groundling we got at the Square. It is a strange one, the red one with spikes. Maybe in Dunnie Soup? The new cookbook I got from the library is all about exotic recipes. I’m sure we will find something in there. I want to start by marinating the Hugine...” Suddenly, a loud banging noise came from the workshoppe.

The noise was startling. They looked at





















































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





