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        Brilliant Luck


        
The forces of mag­ic are im­pos­si­ble to un­der­stand, they guide mages to ac­tions that make no sense to those u­n­touched by ar­cane pow­ers.
—Kil­do­ril Ma­sonar

Ja­com limped and le­aned a­gainst his walk­ing stick as he stag­gered up the walk to­ward his house. It was a small, one room ca­bin. He had hope there were lights and che­e­ring in­side but the wi­ndows were pitch black. No one was home, no neigh­bors wait­ing with news.

“Damn,” he whis­pered and wiped at the sud­den tears in his eyes. His wrist throbbed from where he fell down in the ravine. The ban­dages over the deep cuts from the sharp rocks were so­aked with blood. He clutched his stick and con­ti­nued clos­er to the dark house.

“Just go in. Just go in and get some food.”

What he wa­nted to do was crawl into his bed. He had been search­ing the woods for close to a day and ex­haus­tion burned in the back of his eyes and in all of his joints.

He man­aged to get up the two steps to the front door, but as he o­pened it, a wave of dizzi­ness slammed into him. With a low groan, he slumped a­gainst the side of the frame and slid down. Knuck­les smacked a­gainst the wo­oden planks and the en­tire house shud­dered from a flick­er of mag­ic that radi­ated from his touch.

“Damn the gods,” he whis­pered in a hoarse voice. He reached out in to the dark room. Wood twist­ed and cre­aked. One of the wo­oden planks on the floor buck­led un­der­neath his knee and lift­ed him up. He gripped the frame as he pushed him­self to his feet.

“Just get food,” he mut­tered and shuf­fled into the room. His abil­i­ty to warp and ma­nip­u­late wood had many uses, but find­ing light in a dark room was not one of them.

He pat­ted the table. “Where is that lamp?”

A bright yel­low glow blos­somed through the front door. It shone across the room with the bril­li­ance of sun­light. Dark shad­ows of trees pa­i­nted them­selves across the back walls.

Ja­com’s hope rose. He turned and shield­ed his eyes with his hands. When he saw the po­int of light mov­ing, he smiled. “Gar.”

The light came from a yo­ung man as he walked up the path. His en­tire body was ra­di­at­ing the gold­en light, it se­emed to come from every­where and nowhere at the same time.

Ja­com gro­aned as he con­si­dered re­turn­ing to the door. His en­tire body hurt and he wasn’t sure he was able to move.

In­stead, he wait­ed as his son came strolling up.

Gardim was in his ear­ly twen­ties. He had grown a short beard since Ja­com had last seen him. Skip­ping up the stairs, he stepped into the house and then stopped. “Why are you still up, Dad? It’s past mid­night.”

“Oh, Gar. Thank the cou­ple.” Ja­com limped over and held out his hands. “Thank the cou­ple!”

The smile dropped from his son’s face. “What’s wrong. Where is Glin?” The light flashed a­ro­und him.

Ja­com stopped and lo­wered his hands. “I-I don’t know. She was two days ago, but then she got re­al­ly sick and start­ed get­ting fever­ish. I went to get Mal for a fever down but when I got home, she was gone. The only thing I saw was her bla­nkets by the door and her sheets on the front lawn.”

The light flashed a­ro­und his son. “A­ny­one help­ing you?”

“Al­most the en­tire vil­lage.”

“Even Old Man Saber?” Saber and Ja­com had many fights over the years, most­ly over Glin’s moth­er.

Ja­com nod­ded.

Gardim dropped his back­pack on the table. “You look like shit.”

“I’ve been lo­o­king since yes­ter­day morn­ing. Just let me get some food.”

“And then you’re go­ing to lie down.”

“No!” snapped Ja­com. “That’s my daugh­ter out there and I will not a­ba­n­don her.”

“Look at you, Dad. You are limp­ing, cov­ered in scratch­es, and your eyes are blood­shot. You are in no con­di­tion to be wa­n­de­ring the woods.”

“That’s my daugh­ter!”

“She’s my sis­ter!” snapped Gardim. The light grew brighter un­til it was blind­ing. He grabbed Ja­com by the shoul­ders and pushed him back to­ward his bed. “Now sit down.”

Ja­com sat down heav­i­ly on his bed. He bli­nked at the sud­den fury from his son. Gardim had nev­er spoke out like that be­fore, it was some­thing Ja­com didn’t think he would ever do.

Gardim stepped over to his bag and pulled out two, heav­i­ly carved rods of bone.

Sur­prised and co­n­fused, Ja­com could only stare.

“I’ve learned a lot at school, Dad. I’ll make you proud.” He smiled grim­ly be­fore he held out the rod in front of him.

Ja­com o­pened his mouth but then closed it when mul­ti­col­ored light blos­somed from the rod. It shone through the carv­ings, paint­ing the walls, floor, and ceil­ing with strange sym­bols. Motes of en­er­gy rose up from the room and swirled a­ro­und him.

Gardim frowned in con­cen­tra­tion. He raised the rod for a mo­ment and then re­leased it.

In­stead of falling, the rod hov­ered in the air. Gardim waved the hands in front of him and the motes of light swirled af­ter like leav­ing in a still lake. He ges­tured a­gain, then took a half step back be­fore po­int­ing to­ward the door. “Go.”

The bright po­ints of light sud­den­ly shot out of the door as they blos­somed into bril­li­ance. Like the light when Gardim ap­proached, each one lit up the for­est as bright as day.

Ja­com stared in shock. His son had nev­er been able to do that be­fore.

Gardim grabbed a chair and dragged it to­ward the bed. “Hu­nter sprites. They’ll spi­ral through the for­est and look for any­one wa­n­de­ring a­ro­und. If she’s close, they’ll find her.”

He sighed. “No re­ason to search the woods our­selves un­til they get back. You can rest.”

“What if they find her?”

Gardim ges­tured to Ja­com’s pil­low. “I’ll wake you, I pro­mise. You need to sleep now. You’re ex­haust­ed.”

“You’ve cha­nged.”

“It’s only been a year, Dad.” Gardim dug into his bag and pulled out a no­te­book. He propped up his arm with his leg and wrote down some­thing in it.

For a mo­ment, Ja­com was re­mi­nded of Gardim as a yo­ung boy writ­ing in his jour­nal. He wrote down every­thing those days and there was some­thing com­fort­ing in se­e­ing an old habit.

He sighed, feel­ing old. “A year is a long time.”

Gardim lo­oked up and smiled, two im­ages over­lay­ing in Ja­com’s ex­haust­ed vi­sion: one of his lit­tle boy, and one of the man who sat in front of him.

Ja­com shook his head. Gardim was right. He didn’t both­er cle­a­ning up or even grab­bing some­thing to eat. He rest­ed his dirty head on his pil­low. “Pro­mise me.”

Lo­o­king up from his jour­nal, Gardim smiled grim­ly. “I pro­mise, when you wake up, Glin will be back home.”

Ja­com’s eyes flut­tered. He didn’t want to go to sleep. He forced his eyes open. “Why did you come home?”

“Be­en thi­n­king a­bout it for a week. Just… missed the old place and I thought you’d like com­pa­ny. Mom’s a­nniver­sary is to­mor­row and I know you like to have us here when you vis­it her grave. I thought I’d sur­prise you.”

Ja­com smiled. “Lucky for me you showed up.”

“I as­sume Saber and Glin’s mom are out there?”

“Yes—”

Gardim held up a hand. “Ah, I just fo­und them.”

Ja­com closed his eyes for a mo­ment. “Are they okay?”

Lo­o­king up, Gardim stared at the ceil­ing for a mo­ment and then nod­ded. “He’s hold­ing her hand. It looks like she was cry­ing.”

Ja­com sighed. “Saber is a good man.”

“He’s an ass­hole.”

“Yes, but a good ass­hole.”

Ex­haus­tion caught Ja­com. He closed his eyes for a sec­ond. When he woke up, it was morn­ing. The light was stre­a­ming through the wi­ndows, bright and nat­ur­al.

Voic­es drift­ed through the door as heavy foot­steps came up the stairs.

Ja­com man­aged to sit up when the door o­pened and Gardim came stagge­ring in while car­ry­ing Glin in his arms. He he­aded straight for her bed.

“Glin!” gasped Ja­com. “What hap­pened? Is she okay?”

“Fa­i­ries caught her,” came the strained re­ply. Gardim set his sis­ter down on the bed.

Saber, an old man with a ragged beard, stood in the frame. Be­hind him, Ja­com could see Glin’s moth­er, Hi­lan, pe­e­ring over his shoul­der. They were nev­er mar­ried, but Ja­com was proud to raise Glin as his daugh­ter.

Gardim straight­ened. He lo­oked ex­haust­ed. Turn­ing on his heels, he strode over to grab his rod and jour­nal. Shov­ing both in his back, he hiked it over his shoul­der.

“W-Where are you go­ing?”

When Garim lo­oked back, there was a look of fury on his face. “I have some fa­i­ries to burn.”

As his son left, Ja­com re­al­ized how lucky he was to have a good son like Garim. He was also star­tled a­bout how much his boy had grown in only a year.


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        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/.


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        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.


    




    
        
    

    
        
            
             
            
        


        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, 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:


“Brilliant Luck” 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/brilliant-luck/

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

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




    




    