Alexandria by Rug


The ship then whisked by above nearly blowing my hat off.  This is the kingdom of Alexandria, an immense castle with an even larger town.  Today is the showing of “I Want to be Your Canary”, the most popular play of Alexandria.  The ship that had just soared over me is called the theater ship, the fastest ship known to date.  It is a ship that flies on a material called Mist that was created in another kingdom, namely Lindbulm by Regent Cid.  This theater ship holds the cast members and strangely the entire stage.  

How am I here you ask? Well my name is Vivian.  You may recognize me by my large patched floppy hat and dark blue coat.  I am a nine-year old boy from the deep bowels of a cave known as Quan’s dwelling.  My grandfather raised me there until he deceased a short time ago.  After that dreadful event, I moved out of the cave and into the world.  Currently I had heard and purchased a ticket for this particular play from a cheap hustler in the alley named “Alley Way Jack”.  I had gained the gil, a common form of money in this continent; by performing an old fire trick I had taught myself on the streets.  

I am now walking through Alexandria waiting to have my ticket ripped for allowance entrance to the show.  The streets were overflowing of excited children, plenty of nobles, and very informal soldiers.  Little did I know of the sprinting children behind me who flew by just an inch from colliding with me?  Suddenly, a large force engaged into my back sending myself several feet forward and some of my fallen documents even further.  Compared to this impact it seemed as a relief since I saw a large fat hippo kid wobble by tightly clinching some of his cards.  I’d hate to see that tubby charge into me.  As I recuperated from the shattering blow, I saw the rushing youngster in front of me.  “Look out kid, I’m running heeya!” said the rat looking child “What’s ya name anyway?”


“Vivi” I replied with a shaky voice.


“I’m Puck.  Hey, ya have a ticket!  Wait a sec, ya look too grubby to have a rich ticket which nobles mostly buy… bet ya its phony.”  


“er..no” I quickly murmured from the corner of mouth.


“Shaw…” Puck coolly assumed.   We then departed; I soon saw the ticket-ripping booth only a few feet ahead.  I stepped up to the booth and spoke to the administrator who looked as if he could actually be in the play itself.  I then handed the ticket to Barren, as it had proclaimed on the nametag for convenience.


“Oy, anotha stinka…sorry kid the shmoe that dealed you this was a fraud” claimed the disgruntled burly man.  As I stepped down from the ticket stall in a sigh of shame, the corner of my eye had spotted Puck and his mouse-like features slink into the alley.  “PUCK!” I yelled as I tracked him down into the alleyway and stupidly tripped on the way.  


“So, ya found I was right, Ey?” stated Puck as soon as he recognized me from a fair distance. “Folla me, I know a place dat’s free to watch da play. Watch da alley ta see if anybody’s watchin’.”  Of course I was just struggling to tie my shoes the entire time I was supposedly watching.  Puck then grabbed a ladder from the town’s local carpenter and then climbed the town’s church tower while hauling the ladder.  I had much trouble keeping after him since I obtain a slight phobia of heights.  One of the beams I had to balance on in order to travel from one roof to the next scared the heck out of me when it snapped under my feet.  I had to make a pathetic leap to the rooftop which ended up with me waddling my feet like a fish in attempt to hoist myself up the roof edge.  After traveling and edging through the houses’ roof tops, Puck had shown his use for the ladder he had stolen by using it as a walkway from one house roof to a much higher one.  Puck then stuck his head to the edge of the newly accessed building, which had looked as if it hadn’t been occupied within years.  As my eyes wandered throughout the newly acquired surroundings, I had spotted a scruffy blonde person running across the castle towers.  An oglop had then leaped from the tower and on to my hat.   Puck then slapped the frog-like creature off my hat after humorously watching me run in circles with freight.  Puck also then shoved my head over the building frame.

 I had laid eyes on a magnificent view nearly as well as Queen Brahn’s perspective herself and better than any noble in the mob.  After a few minutes, fireworks and other merriments commenced.  Soon, a large king-appearing actor emerged from the center stage.  The stage consisted of a wooden base, brick painted walls and cobblestone steps.  

“ Welcome!  Queen Brahne, Princess Garnet, Generals Steiner and Beatrix, noble men and women, and rooftop viewers.  We now present to you “I Want to be Your Canary”!”  The applause roared and the queen pranced in joy, which looked like a fat blue blob was consuming the thrown chair; while the princess sat in sorrow, which gained Steiner’s concern.  Presently, I thought this would be one of the best nights of my life.  Unfortunately, I had hardly an indication of what would soon turn into the worst, especially with all the sores that had ensued on me.                    

