Dali by Russell Pohl


From the watchtower’s view, you could see any area of the continent. This is the village of Dali, a humdrum town with common folk and hardly any others visit. Little did I know of the secrets held within this shell of a town? Since the fiasco in Alexandria, I somehow ended up with Princess Garnet, Zidane, and General Steiner. You see there was a plan to kidnap Garnet and bring her to Lindbulm by the cast group of the play in disguise being the actual infamous Tantalus bandits. But the princess was actually willing to be kidnapped due to her oppressive life in royalty. Somehow, the kidnapping was pulled off and ended with Steiner on a rescue mission and myself being bustled on to the ship. This whole disaster ended the Queen in a state of furious matters. The theater ship barely escaped by the missiles and bombs and had to emergency land from all the barrages of firepower into the Evil forest. Since then, I have gained the magic skills besides fire, but of ice and lightning. I have also granted these skills to General Steiner’s sword, which greatly enhances his sword fighting techniques. Speaking of Steiner, he feels quite guilty in his failure to retrieve Garnet and end up on the queen’s bad side, which is awful for him since he is always in competition with General Beatrix. Also, since Garnet is still unwilling to go back to Alexandria, she is under the code name Dagger to avoid any one’s discovery of her actual identity and is practicing to not speak like royal family. 

We are now exploring this village before leaving to Lindbulm after having a good night sleep at the Dali Inn and talking about things by Mr. Morrid’s watchtower, the two oldest things of this town. Zidane is still sleeping; Steiner is helping the cute medicine shop owner with hauling supplies due to his formal manners, Dagger is practicing her common folk talk by the vegetable garden and I am exploring this gigantic windmill. The innards of the mill is very wooden and creaky barely able to spin on its own. What? A hatchet is on the inside of the mill floor. I decided to further explore this mystery by opening the hatchet and going right down the metal stairs. Inside, was this obscure gas flowing through out the inner sanctum. There was a conveyor belt to my left, which was fully operational. As I further went down the underground factory, I suspected this must have been some sort of shady business being all-secretive and underground. Suddenly, a dark figure shadowed over from behind me, but before I could turn to see who it was, he shoved me into a coffin-like box labeled TO ALEXANDRIA: FRAGILE on it. I knew I would die of suffocation inside here, so I screamed and screamed for as loud and as long as possible. 
“Vivi, you down there.” a voice from above shouted. That must have been Zidane’s voice calling from the surface by an air hole or something. “Yes, it’s me, look, come down here and get me out of this thing. There should be a hatchet in the windmill. A few minutes later, Zidane busted me from the box causing me to breath quite heavily afterward. Now with Dagger and Zidane by my side, I felt safer to investigate this area. Soon, I laid eyes on the gate to another room. When we had opened the doors two horrible-looking creatures had flung out, but we took them down quite easily what with my magic and Zidane’s experience with weapons like daggers. Also, as we searched even further through this industrial unit, we discovered on the conveyor belt came out these mages who looked just like me. But they were lifeless, not powered up as if they were mere products. Could I have been produced such as these …things? I had no time to think about this since the group and I had to hide behind a crate stack. Two men came from opposite sides discussing the shipment of the mages that look like me to Alexandria’s armies. When they had left, I had come out vigorous but accidentally slipped onto the moving belt and pulled into a sort of boxing machine. Zidane and Dagger both attempted to save after me on the belt. This ultimately left us all shrieking for help in our packages. I then felt us being lifted out of the building and onto the ground for airship lift. Luckily, Steiner had heard our help yells and opened the boxes. Before we were going to board the airship to Lindbulm and get the heck out of this mad town, a large intimidating Wizard looking similar to me flew to us four.
“I am the Black Waltz Wizard no.2. Queen Brahne has orders to retrieve Princess Garnet and destroy the three of you. I shall fill out all of these directives at any cost, so I suggest you come quietly princess.” The wizard demanded.                                              “NEVER!!!” Dagger immediately replied as she lunged a rock at the supernatural being. 
“Your ignorant actions shall come back by the expense of your friends!”

Zidane, Steiner and I all attacked the wizard with our most powerful techniques of battle. I then blasted him with an array of fire only to be retaliated with a much stronger blast of his own sending me to ground. Zidane attempted to slash the mighty thing but did hardly a scratch and was hit by a strike of ice. Steiner in fear of his and the princesses safety let loose a slash of his grand sword but did no damage and was retaliated with the same blast of ice. “You see princess, your protection has been easily defeated.” The wizard established. 
“It’s not over yet!!” Dagger shouted. Dagger then let loose a floating white smog that floated over the three of us. Dagger obtained magic such as mine but it was white magic. White magic was actually defensive magic, which cured wounds or ailments. Suddenly, my injuries were gone and I felt better than ever. “Master Vivi, grant my sword, quick!” Steiner requested. I then cast my lightning magic to Steiner’s mighty sword. Steiner then sliced his lightning emitted sword at the wizard sending it to oblivion. 
“Nice goin’ Sir Rustalot.” Zidane complimented. 
“Like I said before, refrain from identifying myself as that. Besides, I could not have accomplished this feat with out Master Vivi.” Steiner angrily replied. 
“Yeah, nice goin Vivi. Ya showed ‘em a good one-two. ” Zidane said. 
“Please, we are obliged to hurry to Lindbulm before mother’s other forces draw closer to us.” proclaimed Dagger. 
“Oblige, draw closer? C’mon Dagger, talk normal.” Zidane ordered. 
“Do not badger the princess, lowly scoundrel.” Steiner demanded. 
“No, It’s my fault, I should still be practicing. C’mon, lets g-get on.” Dagger apologized. We all then climbed the stairs to the airship, which surprisingly was run by those products in that Mist factory. Each had those pointy hats, coats, and gloves like mine. The ship then took off blowing debris all around. As the group immediately left to the Captains room, I decided to explore the lower decks and talk to these mage crewmembers. I then approached the mage working the engine.
“Hey, hey you, do you know where you came from?” I asked. The mage responded with not even a glimpse at me. So I went on to the next upper levels of the ship to speak to the mages controlling the sails. 
“You two, did you wonder why you’re here working constantly?” I asked. This one actually responded.
“What do you mean, I work always to work?” The mage answered.
“Like, what’s your name?” I asked. 
“Me, I don’t have a name. People hardly ever refer to me myself. But I believe I’m known as number 256.” The mage said. “Oh, okay, I’ll be visiting the others now.” As I observed Steiner and Zidane bickering and wielding their weapons at each other, the ship then quavered with peril. Throwing us to one side of the ship, Steiner had been crushed by Zidane, Dagger, and I nearly knocking the wind out of the guy. The captain mage then stuck his head to the backside of the ship to peer at the crisis followed by everyone else sticking their heads out. It was a warship firing at us, which was captained by another as it looked, waltz wizard! The wizard then soared out of the ship and handed the ship wheel to another crewmember. The wizard, taller than the first and shorter than the second, let loose a barrage of fire blasts. The captain mage was then knocked out of the ship falling to his doom. Dagger shouted in horror after seeing the fallen soul, but that would seem false, since mages seemed to be soulless. The wizard then boarded the front ship and started to rage a hail of powerful magic destroying almost everything in sight and blasting crates off the ship. I then looked down at the boxes. The boxes opened and let loose more falling lifeless mages to their deaths. “Foolish humans, you may have defeated wizards one and two but where they failed, three shall succeed!” the next wizard bellowed.
“How could you? How could you destroy your own kind?” I yelled.
“What? These things are not me, they were lifeless already!” the wizard barked. 
“NO, they may not have feelings, but they still are living things!” I screamed.
I then started to glow profusely and my adrenaline pumped abundantly. I believe this was my stage of trance. An emotional phase of someone where special abilities are optional to you and everything is slightly advanced in spirit and attack. I then let loose a superior blast of fire and ice to the paranormal creature sending it to daze and off the ship to its demise. Before the wizard fell to its death, Zidane, using his thief instincts, swiped some items from the wizard’s pockets. I then stopped glowing after recovering from my emotional dilemma. “Nice work, Vivi, but we got bigger problems. That ships gaining and our ship is wrecked and our pilot’s toast.” Zidane complained. Another fire hit our ship, now leaving us with an air-sailing ship with no mobile power. With both ships speeding forward to the Lindbulm gate doomed to crash, and our ship nearly inflamed all seemed hopeless. Zidane then made a bold leap towards the Lindbulm entrance and surprisingly succeeded. Steiner then followed while carrying Dagger. With no one to save me, I had to make that daring jump to safety. I gave my mightiest bound to the entrance and fortunately was lifted by Steiner to the entry. The two ships then crashed against the Lindbulm stronghold forming immense explosion sending debris flying in every direction nearly hitting Steiner in the head. Safety was finally acquired and the last of the waltz wizards were dead. But surely Queen Brahne’s forces were not over.

