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      It’s three hours until the wedding of Raedrick Baletier to Lani Millens, and Melanie Klemins doesn’t have a present for them.

      Or rather, she did.  But she lost it.

      Now it’s up to Julian Hinderbrook to find the gift and retrieve it, or the wedding will be ruined and the couple’s magical day tarnished forever.

      Wedding Gifts is a 4,600 word short story, about 15 printed pages.  It is set between Books 4 and 5 of the Glimmer Vale Chronicles.
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      Enjoy the book!  After you’re done, please come to Michael’s website and sign up for his mailing list.  Guaranteed to be spam free, he uses it to announce new releases and special promotions for his fans.
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      "Julian, I need your help."

      Julian Hinderbrook put down his tankard and turned in his chair to look at the speaker.

      He knew it was Melanie before he saw her.  No other woman had her relatively deep voice and refined manner of speech, not in Lydelton at least.  And no one else had that way of making a request seem a command.  Though, truth to tell, he and his fellow Constable, Raedrick Baletier, had come to her requesting help far more often than she had come to them.

      It was full Spring now in Glimmer Vale, and the townsfolk of Lydelton had removed their winter layers eagerly.  Melanie was no exception this day, wearing a simple but elegant deep blue gown that was laced at the cuffs, hem, and neckline with silver-white thread.  A similarly stitched belt cinched the gown in at her waist, accentuating as always the curve of her hips even as it supported the knife she always seemed to wear.

      She was a sight to see, between that lush figure, the wavy dark brown hair that hung to just past her shoulders, and the blue eyes that flashed with intelligence and could just draw a man in if he was not careful.  Ordinarily, Julian would be forced to take a moment to admire her beauty, but the worried expression on her face gave him pause.

      "What do you need?"  He gestured at the empty chair at his table.

      Melanie sat, but paused to glance over her shoulder toward where Molli Millens stood over by the bar that ran most of the length of the other side of the taproom from Julian's table.  The Oarlock's proprietor, and mother of the bride-to-be, was dressed in her usual flowery dress covered by a white apron, and she beamed with happiness as she chivvied her similarly-aproned barmaids around in their efforts to ready the taproom of The Oarlock for the night's festivities.

      Molli had gone all out for it.  Flowers of all sorts were strung up on lines that spanned the width of the taproom, and the bar had been scrubbed until the darkly-stained wood of its countertop gleamed in the sunlight that spilled in through the open windows at the front of the room.  The two fireplaces, opposite each other near the front, were clear of ashes and soot stains, filled instead with more flowers in pots.  The small stage that she set up most evenings for performances was draped in a white cloth, with a polished steel trellis center-stage where the high priest would give his blessings.

      And of course it wouldn't be Molli Millens' place without a mouth-watering blend of scents pouring out from the kitchens at the rear.  Spiced fish, fried potatoes, and stewed beef overlaid a veritable cornucopia of goodness that made Julian wish he hadn't just finished lunch.

      "Have you gotten a gift for Raedrick and Lani yet?"

      Melanie's question drew Julian's attention back to her, and he blinked.  That was not the sort of question he expected.  "Uh...  Yes, why?  Haven't you?"

      Melanie flushed slightly.

      He could only stare in disbelief.  "Melanie, the wedding's in three hours!"

      The flush increased, but the level look Melanie directed at him was more irritated than embarrassed.  "I am well aware of that.  It's - "

      One of the few barmaids that Molli let get about her normal duties today arrived right then, and Melanie clamped her mouth shut in a little scowl.

      "Get you something, Mistress Klemins?" the girl, a homely blonde just off her mother's purse strings named Telli, said, and actually bobbed a little curtsy.

      For a second Julian thought Melanie was going to give Telli the rough side of her tongue, but she visibly pulled her irritation back and shook her head.  "No, thank you."

      Telli nodded and made another curtsy, then flashed Julian a quick smile before hurrying off to the only other occupied table in the front section of the taproom, where four grey-cloaked fishing men from the night shift were having their dinner in front of one of the fireplaces.

      A cleared throat from Melanie prompted Julian to turn away from watching Telli depart.  "You were saying?"

      "Yes."  Melanie drew in a breath.  "Lani made Raedrick a new winter cloak, did you know that?  With her own two hands."

      Julian shook his head.  "Wow."

      "Indeed.  She showed it to me shortly after it was made, and I had an idea.  She gave me permission to try, and..."  She stopped and fixed him with another one of her trademark level looks.  "Do you remember what I told you about magical constructs?"

      "Pretty much.  You put the components of the spell inside the thing and it can do the spell."

      She smirked.  "There is a bit more to it than that, but close enough.  Anyway, I've been researching these constructs since we tussled with Job and Iben."

      Julian couldn't help but scowl at the mention of the two corrupt Royal Marshalls.  They had robbed the Covington Brothers' Fishing Company and nearly brought Lydelton's economy to its knees, and only quick action and a bit of magical assistance from Melanie had allowed him and Raedrick to catch them before they could make their escape.

      Melanie continued, "I believe I've worked out the trick to it.  I resolved to enchant the brooch for Raedrick's new cloak so that it would create heat within the cloak itself."

      "You're kidding."

      Melanie shook her head.  "It seemed so easy, so simple.  What could go wrong?"

      Oh no.  Julian saw where this was going.  "You burned up the cloak, didn't you?"

      "What?  No, of course not!"  Melanie looked offended for a second, but then that faded and became full-on embarrassment.  She looked away, avoiding Julian's eyes.  "No.  The cloak...flew away out my window."

      Julian just sat there, gaping at her, speechless.

      Several seconds passed, then Melanie looked back at him and her irritated scowl returned.  "Close your mouth before you swallow a fly."

      Instead of doing that, Julian took a long drag on his tankard.  He swallowed a mouthful of Molli's signature ale and slowly lowered the tankard back onto his table again, then finally spoke.  "The cloak flew away."

      Melanie nodded.

      "Of its own accord."

      Another nod.

      He couldn't help it, he burst out in laughter.  Oh, that was too rich!

      "Julian."

      He slapped the table, still laughing, and had to pinch his eyes shut to hold back tears of mirth.

      "Julian, this is serious."

      He tried to respond, but looking at her steadily deeper flushing cheeks sent another spasm of laughter through him.

      "Julian!"  She slapped the table herself.  Hard, and not out of mirth.

      That combined with the ice in her eyes stopped his laughter.  Mostly.

      He held up a finger, requesting a moment, then took another quick drink.  "Well, you have got a problem there.  What do you need me to do?"

      "Find it, of course!"

      He blinked innocently at her.  "Melanie, I'm the Constable, not a finder of flying cloaks."

      "Do you think I would ask you if it wasn't important?"  Her voice all of a sudden was a mixture of consternation and near desperation.

      Julian looked at her more closely, and realized that she was well and truly upset.  Those level looks, the icy stare...those had just been a mask.  That tightness around her eyes was genuine fear that she had just ruined Lani's wedding day.

      He reached out and laid his hand on her shoulder.  Giving it a gentle squeeze, he said.  "Don't worry, we'll find it."

      Melanie gave a quick shake of her head.  "We?  No, I said I need you to find it."

      "Hold on a second here.  I'm willing to help, but - "

      "I figured out the mistake I made in the enchantment, but I need time to prepare the correction.  Bring the cloak back to my shop in the next hour and a half, and I should be able to fix it in time for the ceremony."

      He snorted.  "Don't you think it would be best to just leave enchantments alone at this point?  Give them a pot or something?"

      She looked at him like he was daft.

      Finally, after a long several seconds that felt like several minutes, Julian rolled his eyes toward the ceiling and threw his hands up.  "Fine.  I'll find the doubly-cursed cloak."  Draining the last of his tankard, he stood, grabbed up his baldric and scabbard from where it had been leaning against his table, and slipped the baldric over his shoulder.  "Don't suppose you know where it is?"

      Melanie shook her head.  "It flew off to the northwest."

      "Great.  Well, I'd best get to it then."

      Melanie smiled at him.

      He turned away from the table and took a step toward The Oarlock's front door.

      "Remember.  An hour and a half.  No longer."

      Julian looked back over his shoulder and smirked.  "Don't you trust me, Melanie?"

      She just gave him a level look in return.

      Against his better judgment, he found he was laughing again as he walked out the door.
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      Julian received no fewer than a dozen quizzical looks from townsfolk as he departed The Oarlock and traversed Lydelton's streets to the west and north, asking if anyone had seen a flying cloak.

      The odd looks would have been tolerable, but one older fellow, a retired blacksmith if Julian recalled correctly, asked whether he had taken a blow to the head.

      Julian stopped asking after that, just trudged up the paving stones of Main Street, muttering to himself and keeping his eyes raised to the sky, searching for any hint of the cloak.  He quickly lost the feeling of amusement he had when he departed The Oarloack and was steadily getting more and more irritated.

      It was completely understandable that Melanie would want to experiment with her new discoveries.  But now?  With this?

      Normally she was pretty level-headed.  What was she thinking?

      He only realized he was scowling when a young lad, running full out from a side street, turned toward him and, seeing his face, turned and ran the other way.

      Julian sighed and shook his head at his own silliness.  No sense getting in a huff over this.  After all, it truly was more amusing than anything else, if he thought about it honestly.

      He picked up the pace, continuing down Main Street and looking to and fro.

      If I were a flying cloak, where would I hide?

      That was the question, and Julian pondered it for two blocks before he came up with a possible answer.

      The same place birds do: corners of rooftops, steeples, lamps, things like that.

      Stopping, he turned a full circle, carefully examining the buildings in that area of town.  Most were low, single or two stories, with sharply pointing roofs designed to allow the heavy snowfall that came during the Vale's winters to slide off easily.

      That left some nice nooks and crannies to hide in.  But where...?

      Ah ha!

      Bigsbe's Boarding House, back a street or two from Main Street, though two stories tall itself, was still a fair bit taller than its surrounding neighbors.  It had a long roof, and was just about on a direct northwest line from Melanie's Mystical Crafts.

      Feeling more cheerful now that he had a target to aim at, Julian turned off of Main Street and its paving stones, and onto the packed earth of Lydelton's side streets. A quick right and then a left, and he stood before the Boarding House's front entrance.

      Ok, now what?

      He slowly paced the length of the building, squinting upwards at the eaves.  It made sense that the cloak might...

      There.

      Over at the leftmost corner of the building, where the roof abruptly changed direction, something dark was hanging in the eaves.  Hanging...like a bat.  Except bats weren't out in the open in the middle of the day.

      The thing fluttered slightly as the breeze took it, and Julian grinned in triumph.

      Got it.

      That left just

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/image-2019-weddinggifts-ebook.jpg
IMME

WEDDING GIEIS






OEBPS/images/glimmervale-map.jpg





OEBPS/images/ssn-logo.jpg





