Zidane’s Journey
Chapter I: Blue Dreams

It was wonderful; the glowing light, the warmth, the feeling of ultimate satisfaction. It could only mean one thing: he was home. After years of trying to find his origins, he had succeeded. He floated through space toward the light, pulsing with life and energy. As he approached, he could see the blue light getting brighter, seemingly welcoming him back home. He reached out for the light, so close to finding out who he was.


A clash of thunder boomed overhead. Zidane awoke, startled, covered in sweat. For a second, he didn’t know where he was. This certainly wasn’t his home. The leaky wooden ceiling and peeling paint he could see in the dim candlelight assured him of that. It all came back to him in a flash. He was in the Lindblum clock tower in the Theater District; hideout for the Tantalus gang. It was nighttime and a heavy rainstorm was passing over Lindblum. Zidane could hear the rainfall outside strumming the rooftops as it came down and flowing through the gutters and drains in the street. Puddles were collecting on the floor through cracks and openings in the ceiling. Suddenly, the gusts howling outside blew in the door along with much of the rain.

“What the-! Hey, Blank, go close that door. We’re all trying to sleep here!” a voice ordered. Zidane knew who it was without thinking. Baku, the leader of the Tanatalus gang. Four years before, Zidane had made the mistake of trying to steal from Baku in Treno. He was a four year old orphan back then, scrounging around and stealing for whatever Gil was around to live. His life had been horrible back then. Dealing with drunks, muggers, soldiers, and nobles who all wanted to see you dead was a lot for a four year old to handle. For six months, he had been living the thief’s life in Treno, languishing in the slums of the East Side beside the luxurious mansions and resorts of the nobles. Anytime he needed Gil to spend, he would descend upon the West Side and try to scam, rob, or beg himself some money. So he didn’t think much of the six-foot, red bearded man walking down the West Side street that day. Zidane followed him past the Card Stadium and snuck in close enough to pick his pockets. When Baku knew he was there, Zidane never realized, but all of a sudden, he turned around, seized Zidane by the wrist and held him out. That was their first meeting. As it turns out, Baku was a thief himself walking around the West Side trying to scope out a mansion to rob. He was impressed enough with Zidane’s skill in sneaking and pick pocketing, that he made him part of Tantalus. That was four years ago, Zidane recalled.

“Hey!” Baku cried out in anger. “Blank, close that door!”


“All right, I’m up! I’m up!” Blank called out. Zidane watching him in the dim light as he shut and locked the door. The storm had made a mess inside, spraying the floor with water and tossing paper everywhere. Zidane knew he’d have to clean that mess up tomorrow with the rest of the gang. Two drops of water landed on his cheek as he lay there. Another leak had sprung up above him. He’d have to fix that too. Zidane grabbed the covers, pulled them over his head and went back to sleep. No, he thought as he drifted into slumber, this was not home.
Routine

The all-too familiar clanging of the six o’clock bell woke Zidane from his wonderful sleep. It seemed to him that only in his dreams could he feel the most tranquil. The bell continued ringing until all of Lindblum was certain it was six in the morning. The unfortunate aspect of living right beside the Theater District clock tower was that mornings were impossible to sleep through. Zidane leapt out of bed as he had done for the past four years. The wispy memories of the previous night became frustratingly sharp as he landed in a cold puddle from the rainstorm.


“Gwahaha!” Baku guffawed as he saw the scene unfold. “I guess you guys’ll be taking care of that.”


Zidane mumbled a response and sloshed across the room toward the center table. He grabbed his dagger, enclosed in a brown leather sheath. It was a normal dagger, commonly used by thieves, but Zidane was proud to wear it. Although it wasn’t equipped with magic or made of a rare metal like some luxurious ones sold throughout the Mist Continent, Zidane felt it was the best dagger in all of Gaia. It had been Zidane’s first steal in Tantalus. When Baku took him in, he never gave Zidane a weapon to fight with. While in Treno, he managed a quick swipe from a weapon’s shop and ended up with the dagger now buckled around his waist. A fine steal, Zidane thought. After that, Zidane proudly wore his dagger around on all the adventures he and Tantalus had.

Tantalus’ cover was as a theater troupe aboard the Prima Vista. It was here that Zidane had traveled the continent. From shows in Burmecia, Lindblum, Alexandria, and Treno, Tantalus had managed to survive. In between stage appearances, the gang had different hideouts throughout the continent. There was the Treno hideout in a West Side inn, the Theater District hideout and a small hideout in Burmecia. The gang always stayed together from place to place. The main gaggle of thieves close to Baku were Blank, Zenero, Genero, Benero, Cinna, and Zidane.

“Blank, Cinna, Zidane, get the mops out boys, gwahahaha!”


Blank grabbed three mops resting against a corner and passed them out. Blank had been in Tantalus since before Zidane joined. He was about three years older than Zidane and had a surly, jokester attitude most of the time. He wore a tin visor over his eyes and had been Zidane’s rival for some time. They had become close friends, but every once in a while Blank liked to play tricks on Zidane.

“Here ya go, Zidane,” Blank said as he put the mop in Zidane’s face. Zidane swatted it away wiping away at his face. “What was that for, Blank? Jeez!”


Blank laughed and handed the third mop over to Cinna. Cinna was an older member of Tantalus, as everyone could tell from his rugged, unshaven face. He carried around a hammer everywhere and didn’t allow anyone to touch it. As far as Zidane knew, he had joined up when Tantalus had first started many years ago. Baku and Cinna were close friends, but Cinna always knew Baku was boss.


The three began mopping away all the water from the last night’s storm. As they worked, Zidane could hear the morning birds chirping away and the citizens of Lindblum begin their daily routines. Lindblum was the capital of the kingdom by the same name led by Regent Cid. It was one of the four kingdoms of the Mist Continent. Alexandria, led by Queen Brahn and King Alexandros was further east and comprised the cities of Alexandria and Treno as well as the Village of Dali. To the north were the lands of Burmecia, Realm of Eternal Rain, as well as the lesser known, inaccessible kingdom known as Cleyra.

Zidane frequently wished he could visit these mystical lands whenever he wanted, but a Tantalus member always went where the gang went. Now the gang was readying for a show in Alexandria to celebrate Princess Garnet’s eight birthday. Tantalus was going to play ‘I Want to be your Canary’, the princess’ favorite. Zidane, however, was far from looking forward to the trip to Alexandria.


“I’m sick of always following these people around,” he muttered to himself as he mopped. “It’s the same thing every day: rehearsing and cleaning up our hideouts. I want to go to Burmecia and see the festival there. I want to travel.”


“Hm? What’d you say, Zidane?” Blank asked from across the room.


“Nothing.”


I’ve gotta get out of here!
