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Chapter 1

Opportunities

No sweeter meal than the celebrations that come at the end of harvest,
when the food is hot and the winds are cool.
—A Rose in Fall (Act 1, Scene 3)

Halis cradled the bun with one hand as she slipped the
steaming sausage along the crease. With a practiced move-
ment, she set down her tongs and picked up the brush from
the bottle of spiced jelly. Two quick swipes left a pair of par-
allel lines along the meat. She followed with a pinch of
brown sugar and a pat of butter. She set the loaded bun on
the grill to toast for a few seconds. The heat from the fire
rune underneath the metal seared her fingers before she
could pull herself free.

With her concentration broken, the sounds of the festi-
val intruded once again. The noise came from all directions
of her family’s stall, the wooden slat offering no protection
against the yelling, cheers, and celebration. She glanced a-
round for a moment before she realized she was in the mid-
dle of something.
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With a smile, she looked up at Meram and her heart beat
a little faster. “A-Anything else?” She blushed at her stutte-
ring.

Meram pushed her long brown hair away from her face
and hooked it on her ear. Her eyes scanned the table before
she pointed to the jar of crystallized honey on bread sticks.
“Two of those, please?”

Halis didn’t hear. She was losing herself Meram’s smile.
She wanted to reach over to pull the woman close, to taste
brown sugar on her lips.

“Halis?”

With a blush, Halis jumped and blushed hotly. She
fought her urge to stare at Meram again. “What?”

With a grin, Meram gestured to the jar of crystallized
honey sticks. “Two of those?”

“Oh, sorry!” Halis grabbed a piece of waxed paper and
pulled out two of the sticks. She used her thumb to fold the
paper before setting it down on a wooden plate. The toasted
bun slid onto the plate next to the sticks. Taking a deep
breath to enjoy the sweet smell of sugar, she handed the
plate over. “Here you go.”

“Thank you.”

“You have a good...” Halis’s voice trailed off. Meram was
already walking away into the milling crowds.

“At least you didn't drop the plate this time,” Halis’s moth-
er stepped up with a metal tin containing more sausages
for the grill. She smiled out into the lane ahead of them but
not at anyone in specific. One never knew when a smile
would draw in another customer.

Halis blushed even hotter. “‘Mama.”

“You've been pining after her ever since... what? I re-
member the harvest festival where you tried to give your
crown to her.”

“I was six, Mama.”
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“And now you are eighteen. Not much has changed. I'm
sure if I found a crown, you'd still try to crown her.”

Halis watched her crush walking through the crowd. The
occasional person passing between them only gave her a
brief moment of anxiety but she managed to keep track of
Meram by stepping to the side.

Meram was alone, that year. Her husband had died over
a year ago when plague had swept through town. Ever
since, there were more than a few men circling the beauti-
ful woman. Halis didn’t dare speak up with them bothering
her.

Her mother bumped her with her hip. “You could ask.
I'm sure I can grill the meat for a night, I've only been do-
ing this for twenty years.”

The canvas behind them rustled and then parted as
Halis’s father and younger brother came through. He was
carrying a box of breads.

“Why would you be grilling, Kim? That’s Hal’s job this
year.

Halis’s mother shook her head. “Hal’s crush.”

“Who?” asked Purim, her brother. He bounced up to peer
across the table. He was only five years old and barely
spoke without a question. The box of bread in his hand
sagged to the side before their father caught it with his foot.

Halis shook her head. “It doesnt matter, she’s..” Her
voice trailed off as she saw a young man approach Meram.
It was Rail, this year’s Harvest King. He was broad-shoul-
dered with tousled black hair, a slightly crooked nose from
a brawl, and a smile that won the hearts of a number of the
ladies in town.

“She’s... oh,” said her father. “Meram again.”

Halis turned. “Papa!”

“That’s a girl’s name!” pipped Purim from below.
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Halis’s mother patted him on the head. “Good boy. Now
shut up and help your father.”

“Okay, Mama.” The young boy dove back under the can-
vas, stepping on the edge and causing the wooden structure
to sway.

“Don'’t step on the back
ing after him.

Halis chuckled with amusement and then turned back to
the crowds. Meram and Rail were still speaking. She sighed
with frustration.

Then, the two parted ways. She straightened, inhaling
with surprise. Gulping, she looked around to see if any oth-
er man was going to approach. Sweat prickled her brow
when she realized there was no one else. Her opportunity
had just presented herself and she wanted desperately to
take advantage of it.

“Go on,” her mother said with a smile.

Wiping her hands on her apron, Halis stumbled around
the table and then rushed after Meram. She didnt know
what she was going to say, she didn’t even have an idea why
she finally had the courage to speak up.

Throat dry, she pushed her way to Meram who was
standing next to one of the game tables. A bunch of kids
were fooling around as they tried to throw rings onto tightly
packed bottles. They kept stepping out, blocking Halis.

She wanted to scream out for them to move. Instead, she
whimpered as she worked her way around. “Mer—"

Rail was back and holding hands with Meram. His head
was close to hers as he whispered.

Halis saw the sweet smile on Meram’s face, the way her
eyes sparkled and her back arched slightly. It was the same
thing that Halis had dreamed about for years and, once a-
gain, she didn’t have the courage to keep going.

l))

roared her father before stomp-
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Meram glanced toward Halis and then she turned to face
her.

Halis’s cheeks burned with humiliation. She held up her
hands and backed away, staring in embarrassment until the
crowd streamed back and broke the eye contact. Turning a-
round, she sighed and trudged back to the table.

Her mother looked at her and held out her arm. “Come
here.”

Halis hugged her mother for a moment before taking the
tongs. “T got this.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, Mama.” It didn’t feel like that when she focused on
turning the sausages over. Someone would be coming over
soon to order more food. It just wasnt the person Halis
hoped for.
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Chapter 2

Second Chances

Disappointment is a burr in your sock when you
are standing in a puddle.
Kormar proverb

Three hours later, the sting of regret had faded but not
gone away. Everything smelled like sausages and sugar,
from her hair to her socks. Halis handed over a bag with
five sweet sausages wrapped inside. It was for the trip home
for a family heading back in the dark instead of staying in
town. “Have a good evening!” she said with a false smile.

Her father peered over the grill. “Five more? It was a
good night. Think we can sell the last two before everyone
crashes?”

It was almost midnight and the din of the festival had
faded into pools of drunken laughter and merriment. The
cold wind blew down the deserted lane between the games
and the food vendors. Across the way, the couple running
the bottle game were draping a canvas over their stall just
in case it rained.

“Maybe, Papa.”
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“Well, keep them running until the herald comes aro-
und. You never know.”

Halis nodded and rolled the sausages over. There wasn't
much left on the table, only a few bits of jelly and maybe a
pinch of brown sugar left on the bottom of the jar.

“Hal! Hal!” Purim ran up with something in his hand. “I
made you something!”

Halis smiled at her younger brother. She crouched to
bring herself down to his height. “What do you have, Pur?”

“I made you a crown!” He brandished a circle of corn
stalks and flowers, loosely bundled into a ring with a large
mushroom in the front. It was dripping wet and barely held
together with a few threads she suspected he ripped out of
his jacket.

“It’s beautiful,” she said.

“You said you wanted a crown, I heard it. So I made you
one!”

She hugged him tightly. “You are a good brother.”

Purim squirmed free.

“Ew! No hugs!” He set down the makeshift crown on the
table. Taking a few steps, he suddenly spun around and
then ran to hug her tightly. “Love you!”

Halis sighed with a smile. She would always have her
family.

“Could T get two sausages to go?”

Halis froze at the sound of Meram’s voice. Trembling,
she peeked up past Purim’s crown to see Meram on the oth-
er side of the table.

Meram’s hair was tousled and bunched up. It looked like
she had tried to brush it out with her fingers but Halis
could see a few leaves still stuck in the brown strands. Her
smile was still brilliant and she had a faint blush to her
cheeks, probably for reasons more than the cool wind.

Gulping, Halis stood up. “Sure... I'll get those for you.”

8
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Her hands shook as picked up the buns and set the last
two sausages along them. Her heart felt heavy as she
worked as much jelly as she could on the brush.

“Halis?”

She froze, her hand shaking.

“I'm sorry” Meram said softly. “I didn’t realize you were
fishing for Rail, not until... well, I'm sorry if you lost your
chance. I'm not interested in... him anymore. Well, T never
really was but...” She looked bashful. “Sorry. T should have
given you the chance.”

Halis gulped and her tongue felt twisted. She tried to
speak but the words didn’t quite come out. “T wasn’t looking
for him.”

“Oh.” Meram’s smile lit up the night. “T just thought. I
mean, youve always been so sweet to me and I wouldn't
want anything between us.”

Halis almost burst into tears. She looked down with her
blurry vision and fumbled with the brown sugar. It took her
three tries before she finally gave up and then just poured
the rest over the buns. She burned her fingers on the grill
setting them down.

Her chest ached as she looked up. “A-Anything else?”

“Any more of those honey sticks?”

Halis shook her head.

A few moments later and she was handing the paper-
wrapped sausages over.

Meram smiled broadly. “T'll see you tomorrow, Halis?
Bring some of the honey sticks? I'll buy a bunch for the trip
home.”

Halis nodded. “Have a good... evening.”

She fought her emotions as she watched Meram walk
away. To distract herself, she reached out and grabbed the
crown that her brother had made. It was wet but it remi-
nded her of the time she tried to crown Meram.

9
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Her gaze focused on Meram as the brown-haired woman
crossed the aisle while looking in the bag.

Then Meram stopped.

Halis inhaled sharply.

Slowly, Meram turned to look over her shoulder. There
was a strange look on her face, confusion maybe.

Halis realized she was staring. With a blush, she ducked
behind the table in a pretense of picking up the crown. Her
cheeks burned as she used the bottom of her skirt to mop
up the moisture from the woven stalks. Fortunately it was
just water, not anything else.

When she finally caught her breath and the burn of her
cheeks faded, she took a deep breath and stood up.

Meram was standing on the other side of the table.

Halis gasped.

“Were you looking for me?” Meram asked with a smile.

Halis panicked. She opened her mouth to say something
but no words would come out. The seconds passed by and
she found herself growing more and more embarrassed. In
desperation, she shoved the crown toward Meram. “T-This
is for you!”

Meram’s smile lit up the night again. She took it and look
atit.

“I-1..7

“Remember when we were younger? You shoved a crown
like this in my throat? I couldn't talk for days after that.”

Halis cringed. “I... T was trying to crown...” Her voice
trailed off as Meram lifted the crown and set it down on her
tousled hair. Her heart pounded in her chest.

“I think it’s beautiful.” Meram looked up as if she could
see it. “T always wanted to be royalty, even for a night.”

The world spun and Halis had to grab the side of the
table.

10
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Meram’s eyes sparkled as she grinned back at her. “What
are you doing tomorrow night?”

“I-I have to work.”

Someone kicked her from behind. The canvas fluttered
against her back.

Almost dying of embarrassment, Halis cleared her
throat. “I can take—"

Another kick. “The night. Take the night,” whispered her
mother sharply.

There was a giggle, Purim was back there also.

“T have the night off,” finished Halis.

Meram smiled and her shoulder shook for a moment.
Then she tugged her hair back over her ear. “Good, because
I think I've been crowned a Harvest Queen and I'm pretty
sure I need a queen of my own for the night.”

11
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About D. Moonfire

D. Moonfire is the remarkable intersection of a computer
nerd and a scientist. He inherited a desire for learning,
endless curiosity, and a talent for being a polymath from
both of his parents. Instead of focusing on a single genre,
he writes stories and novels in many different settings
ranging from fantasy to science fiction. He also throws in
the occasional romance or forensics murder mystery to mix
things up.

In addition to having a borderline unhealthy obsession
with the written word, he is also a developer who loves to
code as much as he loves writing.

He lives near Cedar Rapids, Iowa with his wife,
numerous pet computers, and a pair of highly mobile
things of the male variety.

You can see more work by D. Moonfire at his website at
https://d.moonfire.us/. His fantasy world, Fedran, can be
found at https://fedran.com/.
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Fedran

Fedran is a world caught on the cusp of two great ages.

For centuries, the Crystal Age shaped society through the
exploration of magic. Every creature had the ability to
affect the world using talents and spells. The only
limitation was imagination, will, and the inescapable rules
of resonance. But as society grew more civilized, magic
became less reliable and weaker.

When an unexpected epiphany seemingly breaks the
laws of resonance, everything changed. Artifacts no longer
exploded when exposed to spells, but only if they were
wrapped in cocoons of steel and brass. The humble fire
rune becomes the fuel for new devices, ones powered by
steam and pressure. These machines herald the birth of a
new age, the Industrial Age.

Now, the powers of the old age struggle against the
onslaught of new technologies and an alien way of
approaching magic. Either the world will adapt or it will be
washed away in the relentless march of innovation.

To explore the world of Fedran, check out https://
fedran.com/. There you'll find stories, novels, character
write-ups and more.
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License

This book is distributed under a Creative Commons
Attribution-NonCommercial-ShareAlike 4.0 International
license. More info can be found at https:/
creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-sa/4.0/. This means:

You are free to:

- Share — copy and redistribute the material in any
medium or format

- Adapt — remix, transform, and build upon the
material

The licensor cannot revoke these freedoms as long as
you follow the license terms.

Under the following terms:

- Attribution — You must give appropriate credit,
provide a link to the license, and indicate if changes
were made. You may do so in any reasonable manner,
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but not in any way that suggests the licensor endorses
you or your use.

- NonCommercial — You may not use the material for
commercial purposes.

- ShareAlike — If you remix, transform, or build upon
the material, you must distribute your contributions
under the same license as the original.

No additional restrictions — You may not apply legal
terms or technological measures that legally restrict others
from doing anything the license permits.

Preferred Attribution

The preferred attribution for this novel is:

“A Missed Chance for Royalty” by D. Moonfire is
licensed under CC BY-NC-SA 4.0

In the above attribution, use the following links:

- Flight of the Scions: https://fedran.com/a-missed-
chance-for-royalty/

- D. Moonfire: https://d.moonfire.us/

- CC BY-NC-SA 4.0: https://creativecommons.org/
licenses/by-nc-sa/4.0/
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