Chapter 2: Thief
  Kalena was walking on the Mandalia plains, towards the magic city of Gariland. She would slowly make her way west and then ask about Grej or any of the other Conclave members.

  As she walked across one field after another, her legs began to weaken, and her stomach beckoned to be fed. “I whish I had brought a chocobo with me. How long is it going to take to get to Gariland?” she whined. Obviously traveling wasn’t something she usually did. There was also threat of thieves or other highwaymen just waiting to take her belongings, but her rapier would help her with that.

  The only thing that compelled her to go on was her memories of her brother, and a promise that she made to her father before he died. She may have been risking her life, and she might not even be able to get back in time to save her brother, but this was something she had to do.
  She continued walking for over 2 hours, but she saw nothing but fields for miles. It was a depressing sight, there was absolutely no civilization for what seemed to be forever in every direction, but she pressed on.
  Hour after hour she walked, still no sign of Gariland. She would every once in a while come across a monster or two, but they were small and weak, and presented no challenge for her skills.

  Although her father had intended that David would carry on the family legacy, he had taught her some skills in fencing, which her mother greatly disapproved of. Kalena was fascinated with weapons and warfare and things like that. When she was only a little child she read books of great warriors and the battles they fought.

  More hours passed and still she pressed on. Her food was running short. She had hoped to meet a merchant on the road so she could buy some more food, but she hadn’t encountered a single person the whole time. By now she was almost hoping to run into a band of thieves, a thought that she would later regret.

  The sun was setting, and Kalena was unbearably tired. She became unfocused and she paid less attention to her surroundings. Her green eyes were slowly being blanketed by her eyelids, and just before she thought she would collapse, someone came up from behind her and knocked her to the ground.
  Kalena slowly opened her eyes. It was late, probably around midnight. She rolled over to face a campfire burning beside her. She sat up to see that she had a blanket over her. She moved her hand over to her belt, her rapier had been removed. She checked her pockets; all her belongings had been removed. She felt the back of her head; she could feel some sort of mended wound.
  She got up to her feet and began looking around for her things. It was obvious that she had been kidnapped by a bandit, or bandits. She quivered at the thought of what they might have done to her while she was sleeping. “I’ll get back at those dirty bandits once I get my rapier.”
  “Bandits? Why, that’s an awful thing to call someone who saved your life. If it wasn’t for me, some real bandits might have taken you away to their fort.” The voice came from behind her. The man walked over in front of her to face her. The sound of his voice seemed elegant and polite, but Kalena’s impression of him from his voice didn’t match up to his appearance. He wore a brown shirt under a green vest, and he was wearing green shorts topped by a quite dirty looking green hat. It was definitely the look of a thief.
  “Oh, about your rapier…” he continued. He unsheathed a very fine looking rapier from his belt; it was the one that belonged to her.

  “Give that back!” she exclaimed, thrusting her hands towards him to try and take her weapon. He quickly darted back and ran around to the other side of the fire, evading Kalena’s attempts at retaking the rapier.

  “As gift for me saving you, I shall take this weapon for myself, along with many of your other possessions.” He said smiling, He sheathed the blade and turned away from her. He kneeled down and started packing a bag near the fire.

  “What are you doing? You can’t take my things, I need them. Give them back!” She demanded. She was now standing behind him, watching as he put her belongings into the bag.

  The thief lifted the bag and strapped it onto his back. He then Got up and turned towards Kalena. “Well it was nice meeting you…uh what is your name?” Kalena didn’t answer. “Well anyways, I must be off, I have other pressing matters I must attend.” With that he began walking away from her.

  Kalena got down on the ground and lifted a rather large rock into her hand. As he was walking away she quickly and quietly walked after him with the rock in her hand. She walked up behind him and swung the rock towards his face. The thief quickly grabbed her arm with his right hand, stopping the rock from hitting him. He then pulled out a dagger up to her throat
  “I wouldn’t be doing that m’lady. It is not my custom to harm pretty girls such as yourself, but be certain I will if you try anything like that again.” He shook the rock from her hand and then released her from his grip. “Now it saddens me to say this but, I think it’s time we went our separate ways” He said as he walked backwards further away from her. As he was walking away he blew her a kiss and then faded away into the dark.

  After he had completely disappeared into the darkness, Kalena fell to her knees and began to cry. She got up and kicked some gravel into the air in anger. She felt hopeless; there was nothing now she could do to save her brother. David was probably already dead, and she would be lucky not to be killed all alone in the middle of the Mandalia plains with no way of protecting herself. She couldn’t go home, or anywhere else if she didn’t know which way she was going. Her compass too was stolen by the thief.
  With no other choice left to her, she picked a random direction, and began walking. She had no idea whether she was heading northeast to the domain of Grej, or if she was heading straight towards the south sea.

  It was hard to tell if she was indeed going anywhere, it was so dark that she could hardly tell the difference between her surroundings. The only thing she was able to see was a small twinkle of light in the distance from the fire at the thief’s encampment. She could only think of getting back at him. Maybe if she is lucky, or if he is unlucky, they’ll run into each other again.
  Hours passed, the sun began rising. It seemed that all she had been doing lately was walking. Her legs hurt almost as her stomach did, she was unbearably hungry. She stumbled in her steps, giving her a very unusually looking gait. If there were indeed bandits following her, they would probably be confused whether they should attack her or run in fear from her.

  The rising sun was now floating a very tiny distance above the horizon. She at least knew what direction was east. Despite the gleaming sun that was blinding her, she headed in it’s direction.

  As she was walking, she stumbled over a rock on the ground, falling face first into the ground. She lifted herself up and fortunately turned her head north, where she noticed that in the distance, she could barely make out a chocobo-driven caravan heading southeast. She quickly got to her feet and went as fast as she could to intercept it’s path. The nature of the caravan didn’t matter to her, if they were friendly; she’d beg to get a ride, if they were nasty; she’d beg them to get a ride. No matter what the outcome could be, Kalena could not stand walking miles in a direction she had no idea where it would take her.
  She ran, limping a bit, up to the side of the caravan. There was a short old man sitting at the front, guiding the chocobo. “He looks friendly enough” she thought. She walked up in front of the caravan and the rider brought the chocobo to a stop.

  “Uh, can I help young lass?” he asked, looking strangely at her.

  “I believe you can” she replied, “where is this caravan headed?”

  “The city of Gariland, are you in need of a ride?” he asked politely. Kalena could barely help herself from bursting out into joy, but she tried to remain as elegant and ladylike as she possibly could.

  “I could so very much need one, and I would be grateful for any food you could spare, I haven’t eaten for quite a while now and the hunger is unbearable.”

  The old man laughed, it was amusing to him to see her beg in the most etiquette and polite way possible. He grabbed a loaf of bread and an apple from the bag sitting behind him and then tossed them to her. “Of coarse, Get on now, we best be on our way”.

  Kalena ran with the food around to the back of the caravan and got on. She dug her teeth into the apple; it tasted better than anything she had ever eaten before. She lay down on the wooden floor. She now felt alot better. She could finely relax, things were finely going well for her, and she felt ready to take on anyone else who gets in her way.

  Coincidentally, with that thought she turned her head to see, resting behind a crate, was the same thief who she encountered at night. She got up and looked around the back of the caravan to see that he had hid all of her belongings there. She almost felt like laughing she was so happy. She pondered what different things she could do to him as she took back her things. She then began searching his pockets and taking whatever he had. She even took his dagger, although she had no experience wielding one, she thought she could perhaps sell it.
  When the thief was robbed of almost everything he had on him, except of coarse his clothes, she then thought of the perfect thing to do to him. She carefully tied his hands behind his back, lightly though. She then took his water casket and poured the water on his face.

  He woke up startled. He then tried to break free of the knot behind his back. Kalena laughed while watching him scramble to his feet. “You! How did you find me?” Kalena just continued laughing and pulled him over to the edge of the caravan, she turned him around with his back facing the back of the moving caravan. She walked up in front of him and held her rapier up to his chest. “What did you do with my stuff? Where’s my dagger?” he yelled.

  The old man could slightly hear them, “Are you alright back there? What’s going on?” he yelled to the back of the caravan.

  “I’m alright, just having some trouble with bandits, you should probably get this thing moving faster or they’ll rob this entire caravan” She answered.

  “Bandits!” he yelped. The Caravan started moving faster.
  “What are you going to do with me you witch!” exclaimed the thief.

  Kalena smiled and began speaking in a familiar tone. “Witch? Why that’s an awful thing to call someone who just saved your life. If it wasn’t for me, a real witch might have come and done away with you.” Kalena was enjoying this too much. “Oh and about your dagger, I’ll be keeping it as a gift for me saving your life.

  The Thief growled at Kalena, trying harder to break free of the knot behind his back. “Now it saddens me to say this but, I think it’s time we went our separate ways.” She then lightly poked him off the back of the speeding caravan, and as he was lying on the ground falling farther behind, she blew him a kiss. 

