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Naming the Kitten 

Edmund strode into the small garden that surrounded a brick patio outside of the back 

door of Buckmore Cottage. There, Farrendel sat on the bricks, trailing a short length of twine 

over the ground. A fluff ball of orange fur pounced on the twine, trying to catch it between its 

paws.  

Essie lounged on a bench, grinning as she watched Farrendel and the kitten. Wearing a 

loose shirt, any signs of her pregnancy were hidden.  

“I see the kitten is old enough to go home with you.” Edmund couldn’t help but smile at 

the way his brother-in-law Farrendel was already wrapped around this little kitten’s paw. It 

would be highly amusing to watch him fall head-over-heels for his son or daughter in a few 

months.  

Essie glanced up. “Edmund. Help us decide. Which name do you think is better? Fluffy 

or Mustache?”  

Edmund eyed the two of them, crossing his arms. “I think neither of you should be 

allowed to name your child.”  

Essie rolled her eyes and huffed. “Very funny. But really, which name is better?”  

He resisted the urge to grimace. He would rather not get in the middle of this, thanks very 

much. “Mustache, if you go with a nickname like Stache or something like that.”  

“Ha!” Essie pointed at Farrendel. “Told you it was better.”  

Farrendel scowled, though the expression lacked any heat. “I do not see why you get to 

name my cat.”  

“Because the name Fluffy is too literal.”  
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“But fluffy is exactly what he is.” Farrendel picked up the floofball of a kitten, as if to 

demonstrate his point. When the kitten squirmed, he set it back on the patio, where it promptly 

raced off and attacked the toe of Edmund’s boot.  

Edmund wiggled his foot, causing the kitten to attack it even more energetically. Would 

Essie and Farrendel notice if Edmund slipped away quietly before he was pulled into this name 

discussion any further?  

Farrendel’s eyes narrowed and got that glint that said he was planning something. “If we 

go with your name for the kitten, then I get my first choice of name for our child.”  

“Hey, now that is playing dirty.” Essie rested a hand on the tiny swell of her belly, her 

mouth moving like she was torn between scowling and smiling.  

Farrendel did a better job of keeping a straight face. “How set on the name Mustache are 

you?”  

After a moment, Essie sighed. “Our child is going to be named after his or her hair color, 

right?”  

A smug grin crossed Farrendel’s face. “Most likely.”  

“Fine. But I get a veto if the name is too terrible. And it has to be neutral enough to sound 

good in Escarland as well as Tarenhiel.” Essie sprawled back in her chair.  

“Are you saying my name is too long and elven?” Farrendel picked up the twine and set 

it skittering across the patio again. The newly named Mustache raced after it.  

Edmund took that as his cue to gracefully bow out. He backed away, then quietly slipped 

into the cottage.  

Yet, a hint of a smile tugged at his mouth. Would he and Jalissa someday have the same 

discussion over what to name their child, if they should be so blessed?  
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Inside, Jalissa sat on the couch in the parlor, sorting through a pile of envelopes. She 

glanced up and smiled as he entered.  

He leaned over and kissed her cheek. “Are those all invitations?”  

“Yes. It seems the nobles of Escarland are rather delighted to have an elf princess 

courting their spy prince.” Jalissa smiled and tossed the entire stack on the coffee table. “Do you 

have a preference as to which events we attend?”  

In other words, what ones would aid in his investigation. It was the same thing they had 

done in Tarenhiel for the first month after they started courting. They smoozed the elven court 

and the citizens of Estyra, searching for any indications of traitorous intentions. Once they were 

satisfied that Mongavaria hadn’t managed to plant any spies in Tarenhiel, they had returned to 

Escarland.  

While he hadn’t turned up any more Mongavarian spies among Escarland’s nobility, 

several of them were up to some highly suspect importing practices—well, smuggling—that 

Edmund wanted to look into further.  

Edmund joined her on the couch and began sifting through the invitations. This dinner 

party was hosted by one of the nobles on his list. He and Jalissa would definitely have to attend 

that one. This soiree would also have many of the nobles he was investigating in attendance. He 

set aside a few more of the invitations, making sure none of them conflicted. “We’ll need to 

attend these.”  

Jalissa’s smile took on a hint of a smirk. “I see.”  

“Do any of the other invitations sound appealing to you?” Edmund spread them out on 

the table. “We might as well attend a few for enjoyment and not just for work. Besides, if we 

only attend parties for the investigation, someone might catch on.”  
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Jalissa sorted through the invitations, then plucked one from the table. “Lord and Lady 

Fiskre invited us to attend an opera with them. I have heard of this human custom, and I would 

like to experience it at least once.”  

Lord and Lady Fiskre were elderly and loyal to the crown. Edmund wouldn’t mind an 

evening spent in their box, though Lord Fiskre would likely snore his way through the opera. 

“Yes, let’s accept that one. How about this one as well? It is at Lord and Lady Humberley’s 

estate just outside of Aldon. They have extensive gardens that I think you would love to 

explore.”  

Jalissa’s eyes lit up, and she all but snatched the invitation and slapped it onto the accept 

pile. “Yes, we must go to that one.”  

“We’ll have to ask if Essie and Farrendel were invited to that one as well. They might be 

willing to attend if we’re there as well.” While most of the furor over Farrendel’s illegitimate 

birth had died down, it still wouldn’t hurt if Farrendel and Essie made a public appearance or two 

while they were here in Escarland.  

“Yes.” Jalissa nodded, tapping the invitations they were going to accept into a neat stack.  

Edmund looked through the remaining invitations and didn’t see any others that looked 

even remotely appealing. Besides, they wouldn’t want to overschedule themselves. They were 

sure to receive more invitations, and he wouldn’t mind a few quiet evenings to spend with 

Jalissa.  

Not to mention, they had a wedding to plan. He’d heard those were complicated things, if 

one didn’t hold it last minute like Essie and Farrendel’s. And as much as simply eloping with 

Jalissa sounded like the better option, Edmund wasn’t even going to suggest it. Sure, their 
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wedding was likely going to be more for their kingdoms than for them. He and Jalissa were both 

politically minded enough that they would even play into that aspect.  

But, in the end, he would finally be married to Jalissa. And he’d do it as himself, not 

under disguise or hiding in the shadows.  

 

 


