
A figure sat at the crossroads, a dirt ‘X’ shaped mark extending off to both horizons. The faint sounds 

of the morning echoed throughout the setting. The figure, sat amongst a group of rucksacks around 

his feet, a tan feathery 2-legged steed grazing on the berry bush behind him.  

He sighs, looking up from his map. He scratches his scalp behind the hat he wears, and had two 

pointy ears sticking out from the ratty mop of hair. “A-hoy hoy there!”, he waves a free hand in the 

sunlight. The man slowly stands up, patting the dust away from his baggy pants as he smiles a 

greeting to the two new arrivals. 

A man and a woman, both clad for battle, albeit in different ways.  

The pointy-eared man performed a sweeping bow to the lady, and tipped his hat towards the male. 

“Pardon me for intruding on yer fine mornin’ walk, but I seem to be a tad lost.” He grins back at the 

female. “Names Ven. Merchant. So ye see I cannae really stay here in one place with all me goods 

lyin’ about around me, yeah?” The merchant’s hand sweeped in gesticulation behind him. “Can’t just 

bring leedle Clara over there nilly willy without me knowin’ where to be goin’ you know?” The 

feathered mouth warked what seemed to be an agreement to the Merchant’s statement. 

The male hesitated, looking at the merchant in suspicion, and noticing her burly companion’s 

silence, the female clad in white and red extended a hand and a smile. “Chira. This is Rue.”, nodding 

to her companion.  

Ven the merchant took the hand and shook it with enthusiasm. “Pleased to meet you both. Now I’m 

lookin’ fer the Town of Meridia.” He jerked his thumb to a broken down signage at the middle of the 

crossroads, now fallen over with naught an idea of where the 4 arrows once pointed. “First time 

down this way, me maps… er… embarressin’ to say, doesn’t cover this region.”  

Rue, clad in rusty red, slung his shield back over his shoulder and sheathed his sword. Walking 

towards the fallen sign, he inspects the surrounding area silently. 

Chira glances at her partner before turning back to the merchant. “Well, Meridia is just back that 

way,” She turns partway and points down the road she and Rue had just walked back from. “It’ll 

probably get you there in early evening…” She looked back towards the merchant and his steed, 

“Though with your chocobo, you might get there in mid afternoon…”  

The merchant bowed a thank you to the female before picking up the various rucksacks and slinging 

them back on the Clara’s saddle.  

“Looks like the report of the murder crows was true.” Rue had come back from the signage, running 

a calloused hand through his shaggy hair. Explaining, he looked at the merchant who regarded him 

with a bemused look. “Murder Crows. Over grown birds that like fresh meat, even if they have to kill 

for it.” He sighed, muttering, “Of all days for the patrol to be off…” 

Rue picked up the signage and attempted to place it back into the ground, with the arrows pointing 

in the appropriate directions. “Buncha travelers probably got attacked in the night, knocked into the 

post and knocked it over.” He pointed at large dent on the post. “Prolly got hit with a warhammer, 

or such.”  



Chira, noticing the falter in the merchant’s, until now sunny face, chuckled. “Don’t really have to 

worry much about them if you’re with Clara. They don’t like the smell of chocobos.”  

Ven’s relief was apparent on his face as he slung the last bag on the feathery mount’s saddle hook. 

“That’s good to know, then, ey?” Turning back to the two others on the road, he reached into his 

pocket and pulled out several vials. “Now then, correct me if I’m assumin’ wrong, but you my dear 

are a white mage.” He handed to Chira a couple of blue – green vials with an oval shaped stopper. 

“And you sir, are a red mage, are you not?” He handed Rue a red vial with dark viscous liquid and a 

white vial containing a softly glowing feather.  

Discomfort showed on the male’s face as his gloved hand fingered the pommel of his one handed 

sword. He muttered a thank you to the merchant, and with his free hand, accepted the vials.  

Chira  nodded her enthusiastic thanks. “Thanks for this!” and slipped the vials into a pouch by her 

waist. Watching as the merchant mounted up on his chocobo, her face lit up. “Oh wait!” 

The merchant halted Clara’s advance, pulling slightly at her reigns. A look of slight confusion skated 

across his face.  

A slight glow with a green-blue tint appeared on Chira’s fingers as she gripped her staff. Muttering a 

couple words, the staff had channeled the glowing energy from her towards the merchant and the 

chocobo. It shot over towards the merchant, the energy swiftly forming a sigil over Ven and the 

chocobo’s head.  

A grin showed in the pointy eared merchant’s face. He tipped his hat once more, wishing the two 

good wishes. And thus he rode off towards the direction of Meridia. 

Rue turned to Chira, his face a little frowny. He seemed to glower at her before turning to walk off in 

another direction. 

Chira hesitated and went off after him. “Rue!” She called, “What? What’d I do wrong this time?” 

“Nothing.” 

She looked around her, still slightly uncomfortable. “Rue, slow down. What’s wrong?” 

Rue scowled at the road ahead of them. “Nothing. Just…” He took a deep breath and attempted a 

reassuring smile. “Don’t worry.” He then slowed down, and took something out of a pocket, in 

attempts to change the subject.  

Watching him unfold the piece of parchment, she sighs and looks away, her short, light hair blowing 

slightly in the breeze. The dull taps of her staff on the dirt road accompanying Rue’s ‘hrm’s and the 

ruffling of his parchment. 

“So...” Chira spoke up, attempting to break the silence. “We’re to go get some pighen’s piggies.” 

“Yep.” Rue replied, his face looking at the parchment, but his eyes and voice seemingly distant.  

 



Chira pressed on. “Henpigs usually stay in fields with tall grass, but their dens are on river banks… so 

our best bet is to check near the Ardith Fen.” She smiled at her companion and nudged him with her 

elbow. “Remember where that is?” 

He started slightly, as if snapping from a reverie. “Hm? What?” he stopped in his tracks, a rubbed his 

eyes, his head hanging low. “Sorry. I-” 

Chira shook her head, interrupting him. “Don’t worry Rue. It’s okay.” 

He looked at her briefly and then averted his eyes. “No, its not. I shouldn’t be so distracted. Bad to 

be distracted in battle, what if we were in battle? I shouldn’t be out in field like this.” His hand fell to 

his side, the map crumpled in his hand.  

Chira reached up to the taller man, patting his shoulder. “I’m here to help you, Rue. I’ve known you 

since we were kids, and you’ve always looked out for me. Can’t I do the same for you?” Her soft eyes 

smiled at him, attempting to reassure the red mage.  

The corners of his lips twitched in a small smile. “Aye, I suppose.” He ran his free hand through his 

hair once more. “Its just that… everything that’s happened, you know?” the smile faded away, 

leaving a sullen look on his rugged face. His brown eyes looked down at the empty dirt road.  

“Rue,” Chira sighed, “Remember the reason we went out on this hunt?” Her waist cloak flapped in 

the light breeze.  

He looked at her with a slight grin, “Money?” he said, sticking his tongue out between his teeth. 

Chira chuckled slightly and playfully punched his bare arm. “Well, that too. But we’re trying to get 

your mind off… things, remember? Keep you busy and keep you occupied.”  

He gave her another smile and walked off. “Ardith Fen, hey?” He called back. 

---- 

Trudging through wet soil, each step made a distinct squelching noise. Squawks of distant marsh 

birds rang out in the noon sun. Hissing of different animals punctuated the otherwise very naturely 

scene. 

Chira and Rue hunched over in the tall grass, observing from a distance the pighen and its piglets. 

The pighen lay in the marsh, its hooved feet splaying up in the air, letting various small birds pick at 

its under skin, while the piglets went about amusing itself.  A couple were digging through the wet 

marshland, finding worms, while a couple others were feeding themselves on their mothers small 

teats.  

“Four piglets.” Rue counted, eying the mother and doing a small calculation in his head. “Plus 

mother, that’s about 3,000 ish gil.” He drew his sword, and ran his left index and middle finger along 

its length, muttering an incantation, the result of which caused the sword to softly glow red. 

Chira frowned slightly. “Leave the mother alone, and lets only take 2 of the piglets.” She prepared to 

move forward when her elbow was grabbed by her companion. 



“Why take only the 2 piglets, that’s less than half of what we could make if we take the mother and 

the 4 piglets!” Rue argued in a whispering voice, with one hand gripped his sword, the other hand 

holding her in place. 

Chira took her eyes off the pighen for a moment to regard Rue. “If we take the mother and all her 

children, there’ll be none to keep around to make more piggies.” She turned back to look at the 

frolicking juveniles. “Overhunt and that’s the end of our income.” 

Rue rolled his eyes, letting her go. “Fine, fine. He unslung his shield and crept forward, and as he 

stayed downwind from the pighen and her children, he raised his head ever so slightly, and pointed 

his sword forward. 

“Nahad otnih!” the words materialized from his mouth and vapourised towards the pighen and her 

offspring. Ripples could be seen by those whose eyes and mind were trained, and all of a sudden the 

pighen and the piglets sounds of frolicking ceased. Even the birds ceased all activity, those in 

midflight halting their actions and hung in midair as if suspended on invisible strings.  

Chira rushed forward, sliding down the bankside they were perching on, some mud spattering her 

white and red waist cloak. Keeping her balance was made easier with her staff, as she readied a rope 

and a wooden flat stretcher to keep the piglets in. The marsh was just slightly baked in the noon sun, 

allowing her a certain amount of leverage in making her way through the tall grass. Rue followed 

her, keeping his sword trained on the area he had cast Stop on.  

She reached the first piglet, and placed the tip of her staff on the piglet’s head, chanting softly, 

“Goltuma, goltuma.” And the piglet’s eyes slowly started to lose focus, its eyelids drooping. 

Rue glanced at Chira. “Can’t you get that Sleep spell done a little faster?” and he looked around the 

glade. The fen didn’t house only Pighens, but the occasional Coeurl was seen in the vicinity. Coeurls 

were known for their Anti-Magic prowess, psionic abilities, as well as their carnivorous tendencies, 

and would not do well for two mages to come across one.  

He tried to focus more on channeling his energy into his Stop spell, and found himself keeping an 

eye out  for another predator in the area; Tindalos – a breed of reptilians with the body shape and 

ferocity worgs, usually found in a hunting pack of 4 or 5. The overall pack can have a family of 

upwards to 30 Tindalo, with the Alpha Female the largest and most ferocious.  

Chira finally got the piglet, a body 2 and a half feet tall, weighing at 70 lbs, it was no mere feet 

getting the piglet onto the raft on her own. “That’s one.” She huffed slightly, the exertion evident on 

her face.  

She moved to work on the second piglet, when a hiss sounded behind them. The pair swerved 

around to the direction the hiss was coming from, and seeing a small coeurl perched on a slightly 

upraised log, ready to pounce, its whisker tentacles arched behind it menacingly.  

Chira started to cast another spell when the coeurl pounced between the two, its heavy tail swatting 

Rue’s sword arm. The coeurl was obviously not fully matured; its small stature posed itself as being 

just slightly older than juvenile, though it still would be a fair match if it were provoked. 



The Stop spell interrupted, the Coeurl snatched a plump red bird between its teeth and slipped away 

from the ensuing chaos. The Pighen mother rolled aggressively back on her hoofed feet, and 

immediately turned to Rue and Chira, its head lowered as its tusked snout growled threateningly. Its 

remaining children squealed and ran back away from the two intruders, as the young coeurl had 

bounded away. 

Rue cursed and gripped his sword tightly, and started murmuring a quick spell once more. Bringing 

his shield forward quickly as the mother pighen charged at him, he swung his sword under-handedly, 

catching the mother by her muzzle, leaving a large red gash. The pighen screamed, shaking its head 

to rid itself from the shock of the wound. Rue finished his incantation and swung his sword again, 

using the flat of his blade, at the pighen mother even if she was over 2 arms lengths away. The 

sword swing created blast of wind that caused the pighen to topple over in an angry mess. Squealing 

its anger, it got back up on its two legs and glowered at Rue once before turning and fleeing from 

the scene. Getting his footing back, Rue pursued the mother hen with his sword in hand, barely 

hearing Chira attempting to call him back. 

--- 

Chira sighed as she knelt in the fen, looking down at the piglet with a wry face.  

She knew that Rue was going through a rough time, but she was determined to stay there for him. 

However much he frustrated her, she grew up with him, his family took care of her as she had no 

family of her own. However much he frustrated her, she considered him a brother, a family.  

Though that never stopped her from feeling frustrated, often when he’d run off on his own 

recklessly. 

She watched the piglet breathing, its eyes drowsy and drugged looking, and decided to get out of the 

noon sun and out of the marsh. Rue would be able to find her easily. 

After making sure that the piglet was securely fastened, she picked up the handles on one end of the 

stretcher, pulling and dragging the wooden thing behind her. The piglet would make barely quarter 

of rent, thus having them go off to accept another job in the interim, and as she thought back, was 

probably the reason why Rue went off after the mother pighen.  

She shook her head and prepared to haul the stretcher by herself up the bank and onto more solid 

ground. Still, would it have been too hard to stay behind to help her get the drugged piglet to a safe 

spot before dashing off for the rest of the quarry?  

Grunting slightly and hoping that no more predators are getting ready to pounce on her, she made it 

over the crest of the bank and dragged the piglet under some shade as she sat down herself, leaning 

against the rough wood of the tree.  

She took off the circlet (which had two small wing flourishes on them), and rubbed her temple. Chira 

watched the piglet slowly breathing as she waited for her friend to return. 

 

--- 



Rue had followed the henpig to the other side of the fen, the mother’s tracks leading into a slightly 

dropped area with a cave leading downward. The cave itself seemed  to be dug out, only one wall 

and half the ceiling made of rock. It wasn’t even big enough for him to stand up in, having to bend 

over to crawl in.  

He cursed the coeurl. ‘If it hadn’t been for that sunnova Chira and I would be on our way back to 

Meridia by now. For fuckssake.’ he thought. He touched the ground, his path barely illuminated by 

the glow of the enchantment on his sword. Touching the ground and finding that the soil had been 

stirred up was indicative that the henpig had come this way.  

He inched his way down the tunnel, crouching low to avoid the low dirt ceiling. The red mage 

reached a fork in the tunnel, and brought his sword down to the floor to inspect the trail. He sighed 

and went down one path he believed to be the way that the henpig had gone.  

After a while, thoughts of having gone down the wrong path flirted with Rue’s consciousness but his 

curiosity had gotten the better, as the soil walls had given way to stone and scratchings were evident 

on them.  

The air had gotten musty and stale, and it was fairly obvious that the henpigs had not gone down 

this way yet Rue kept on moving forward, spurred on by curiosity. He wouldn’t have been able to 

explain it if one had asked him why, except perhaps as if someone was calling him.  

His face illuminated by the red glow of his sword, he looked at the symbols as he sat back for a slight 

bit. His shield discarded sometime earlier, and his rusty red clothes now patched with dust and dirt. 

His hair was now plastered against his face due to sweat.  

He stared at the scratches on the stone wall across from him and slowly, in some far reach of his 

mind, the scratchings turned into symbols, and in turn, they started telling a story to him. 

-- 

It was mid afternoon when Chira saw Rue walking back up the bank from the fen. He had lost his 

shield and his sword was slipped in its sheath, but his overall appearance had a view of raggedness 

to him, and his clothes were smudged and caked in soil.  

“Rue? What happened?” Chira asked, getting up from her sitting position against a tree.  

Her companion shook his head, running his grimy hand through his sweat drenched hair. “Nothing. 

Lost track of the mother and her children.” He looked at her then, “Anything happen to you?” 

Chira knelt down shaking her head. “Not much… a couple more juvenile Mus came by but didn’t 

really come to investigate.” She touched the tip of her staff to the baby pighen again and murmured 

the same incantation and then stood up.  

Rue had sat down slumped against the tree, and unstoppered a vial, one of which the Merchant had 

given them earlier. Chira watched as he poured some of the viscous liquid into his palm and smeared 

it onto some of the scratches he had acquired. She smiled when he would wince from the stinging 

sensation. 



She knelt down with him, and sitting down with her legs off to one side. He looked at her with a 

glum and somewhat surly look on his face, his finger still smeared with potion. Chira smiled and 

raised her index and middle finger and whispered some words that caused her fingers to glow softly. 

She then traced his wounds with the glow, and once done, she opened her eyes. 

“Renew.” She smiled at him. “Just learned it before we left.” 

Rue gave her a wry grin. “Nice.” He grunted as he got up once more. “Now, since I’ve lost my shield. 

We should go back.” 

Chira blinked at him in slight confusion. “With just one piglet? You sure?” 

Rue looked down his nose at her, “I lost their tracks they’re gone.” He snapped.  

Taken aback at his sudden outburst, she looked away hurt. Rue set his jaw and picked up one end of 

the stretcher that held the piglet and started dragging it up the road, leaving Chira to catch up to 

him. 

 

-- 

 

Back in Meridia, they brought the piglet to the skinner and tanner, who also doubled as a 

leatherworker.  

“Hey Glynn, we’re back.” Chira trudged through the open door of the wrought stone building, her 

boots clunked on the rough wooden floors. She helped Rue with one end of the stretcher holding 

the piglet in place, the Sleep effects still working on it. They brought the wooden frame up onto the 

table where Glynn approached. 

Glynn brought up her goggles and it served as a headband to her greasy and sweaty hair, a pipe, not 

lit, was clenched between her teeth and showed evidence of the mouthpiece being chewed. Her 

hard apron was stained with black and had signs of thorough wear and tear, and the wrinkles on her 

face were testament to the length of time she had lived. Through her clenched teeth, her weary, yet 

lively voice sounded in the otherwise quite portion of town. “Only one, eh? Well,” She scratched her 

nape with a gloved finger, “Lesse the wee bugger.” She stroked against the grain of the fur, peering 

close at the hide. “So why only one?” 

Chira glanced at Rue who only scowled slightly. “Well…” 

But she was cut off as Rue spoke suddenly, “Nothing. Mother and the rest of the little shits got 

away.” 

Glynn looked up sharply as Rue had interrupted and blurted out ‘shit’, and pursed her lips. 

Straightening up, she patted the sleeping juvenile. “Looks good, still, deals-a-deal. 500 gil for a 

piggy.” 



Chira sighed and opened her mouth to plead to Glynn. “Oh, come on Glynnie?” She leaned forward 

on the wooden table. “Just a little bit?” 

The skinner pursed her lips once more. “Oh alright, if Rue there helps me get this fat wee thing out 

back, I’ll give a little something extra.”  

Rue grunted what seemed to sound like a “Fine.” And began untying the piglet from the stretcher 

and hauling the body to the back of the shop. 

Glynn looked through her matronly eyes at the younger girl. “Whats happened with Rue, dear?”  

“I.. Well, you know…” Chira trailed off in a soft voice, unsure how to proceed. She kept her gaze 

averted from her friend, her slightly dirty hands grimed with dirt. She then watched as Glynn sighed 

and reached into one pocket to bring out a leather stringed pouch. 

“Dearie, I know what happened to… Angelica.” Glynn said the name as if spitting it out. “But its been 

half a year, that boy has to move on.” She continued, counting the various coloured chips and 

placing a certain amount into two separate piles. “He can’t just mope on forever, it wasn’t his fault.” 

Two neat stacks sat on the rough wood, each denoting 350 gil. Chira nodded her thanks and took her 

pile, before softly responding, “I… just don’t know how to help him. I’ve tried to keep him busy, to 

keep his mind off things, but its just not working.” Her face had a look of loss to it. Her shoulders 

slumped, leaving her staring at the wood grain. 

Glynn looked at her, and bustled to the back door. “Rue, honey, make sure you tie up that wee piggy 

well. I ain’t fixin’ it up till tomorrow. You can get some harnesses or rope or whatnot up in the attic 

out back.” She called to the unseen Red Mage. She walked back to the saddened White Mage, and 

taking off her gloves, she pulled up a stool for both herself and Chira. 

Glynn slapped the gloves onto the table and threw a grimy arm over Chira’s pale shoulders. “Well, all 

then you can do is let him know that yer there for him.” She chuckled, “Men always say, ‘Females 

are some strange creatures’, and that they don’t know how to read us. Well,” Glynn shrugged her 

broad shoulders, “55 years on and I still have trouble figuring out exactly how each man acts that 

walks in on my life.” She let go the of the other’s petite frame, but following it up with a gentle pat.  

“I can’t pretend to know what its like to grow up without a family.” She tapped out the ashes of her 

pipe. “Heck, you can say I grew up with too much family.” Glynn smiled fondly. “So tha’s why I know 

what you’re missing out on, and that’s why I can say, if you need anything, jus holler.”  

Chira smiled her thanks to the matronly skinner, but hesitated, unsure of how to act. She had known 

Glynn for well over 3 years, but she never really thought she was that close to her. While Chira often 

did visit just to chat, she never really unloaded real personal problems with the elder woman. This 

was the first time Glynn had shown any outward affection for the white mage.  

Glynn continued in a somewhat hushed tone, “I mean, something like that is life changing… make no 

mistake, what happened to him?” She hrmm’d before exhaling some smoke. “I know that he and his 

fam are all you got, but its tough when you gotta support him, and I don’t jus’ mean with money.” 

She tapped the butt of her pipe against the hardwood once more, resting the weight of her body on 



her elbows, her head hanging low. “He ain’t the only one there fer you, Chira. Seen you grow up, and 

you come to this old lonely girlie.” She indicated herself. “’T’s the least I can do fer you.” 

Rue rounded the door frame, still looking somewhat surly. He glanced at the money left for him, 

swiping it up and pocketing it, just mumbling a thanks and started heading out of the store.  

Chira looked from Rue then to Glynn with an apologetic look on her face, as if apologizing on behalf 

of Rue. Gynn responded with a fond smile and a wave of her hand as if ushering Chira out the door. 

The skinner then got up from her stool, brought down the goggles to her eyes. She donned her 

gloves and then grabbed a nearby knife and headed out the backdoor to where the piglet was taken. 

 

-- 

 

Rue marched down the street from where Glynn’s leatherworks sat, the dirt road packed down with 

each step he took. His face was set in a frown, obviously unhappy and was unwilling to make way for 

anyone but himself. Chira trailed slightly behind him, but was able to still see his profile. A look of 

worry was on her face that evidently he did not take notice of.  

Rue made his way down another street in silence, before halting at the corner of one intersection. 

Chira hesitantly walked level with him, to see him have a look of exasperation on his face. He leaned 

against a plaster wall strewn with posters, his forehead resting against the web of flesh between his 

index and thumb.  

Chira waited in silence, although their location could hardly be called quiet. Carts rattled past, being 

pulled by all manner of creatures, and pedestrians and peddlers alternately rushed passed as well as 

ambled through the busy walkway.  

Rue turned his head to her, without shifting his body, and looked at her with tired eyes. “Sorry for 

worrying you, Chira.” He said in a voice just audible above the din. He had his hands in his pocket, 

and for his tall frame, was slightly slouched when he turned his body to face her. “I… thanks for 

putting up with me.” He didn’t meet her gaze and kept his eyes turned towards the road.  

Chira sighed, and even as they were both dirty and sweaty, she moved forward to wrap her arms 

around his chest. “It’s okay, Rue. You loved her, I know.” She rested her head on his chest, but her 

arms did not tighten to squeeze. She left her arms at a reassuring pressure, no indication on her part 

of further passion or intent.  

He hesitated and then brought up one arm to rest his hand on her shoulder. Rue sighed.  

She withdrew, keeping his hand clasped in both of hers. “You know that I’ll be there for you if you 

need someone to talk to, yeah?” She gave him a smile. 

Rue nodded, a ghost of a smile creeping at his eyes. “You know it.” 

She nodded, and taking a deep breath, she waved him good night and headed off towards her 

apartment.  



Rue stood there, watching her leave and fingered something in his pocket. 

 

-- 

 

Chira woke the next morning, to a bright sunny day. Her apartment wasn’t much, but it was enough 

to get her by. A couple of wooden trunks held what possessions she had, and her battle garments 

were often hung at the end of her single bed or over a chair. A table stood at the other side of the 

room on the way to the kitchen and toilet, and there on top of it were the remnants of her small 

dinner last night.  

Padding towards the single window, she pulled open the wooden slats acting as blinds and smiled. 

Today was going to be a great day. 

She freshened up and cleaned up, preparing to do her duties for the day. See if there were any 

available quests that she or Rue and herself would be interested in doing, and if not, she could 

always lend her hand at the local clinic, learning more from the doctor and white mage there.  

She grabbed an apple from the table and headed out the door, clad in her white and red-trimmed 

cloak, and her staff slung behind her.  

Chira made her way down High Street, a lane that curved around a hill that overlooked a Cliffside. 

Peering over the edge would give one a view of a drop into a loch below where the Merida ports lay. 

High Street was known for its cheap accommodations due to the houses being born into the Cliffside 

and the narrow alleys to get to it. This accompanied with occasional high winds that buffeted its 

residents gave High Street low rent opportunities.  

Residents of High Street, were often of the winged variety, taking advantage of the high wind and 

the height from which they can launch themselves with not much issue. Chira made her way through 

the slight crowd, majority of the residents still asleep as it was an Aegyl festival and the party-going 

would not start until late afternoon. 

Chira sat on a bench, watching the crowd mill by as she finished her apple. She contemplated just 

working until mid-afternoon and coming back to High Street  for the festivities. She watched some 

early riser Aegyl children run around on their bare clawed feet, their already developed wings 

allowing them to glide when they can, down the sloping street. Other Aegyl had begun decorations 

of the street itself, stringing banners and setting up stalls.  

A man clad in shorts and a simple hat walked up to Chira, sitting down on the other side of the 

bench. He tipped his hat to her, “Good morn, lady white mage. I take it you’re here for the Moon-

Fire Festival too?” 

Catching her off guard, she was in the middle of a particularly large bite of her apple and was unable 

to reply straight away. Aware of that fact, the traveler laughed. “My applogies, take your time.” 



Chira, swallowing her food, chuckled, “Good morning to you too. I’m thinking of going to the 

Festivities, but I actually live here, on High Street.” She tossed the apple core into a nearby bin.  

The traveler made an, “Ohh” sound and looked at her, attempting to not look scrutinizing. “But 

you’re not half Aegyl, or anything, are you?” He glanced down at her boots before hastily look back 

up at her.  

Chira gave him a small smile. “Oh no, I just live here, cheap rent and all.”  

The stranger nodded. “I see. The wind and heights don’t bother you?”  

She shook her head. “Just a little bit, but what can you do? Price to pay for cheap rent.” 

He laughed heartily. “Fair enough, fair lady.” 

She made a move to get up, brushing down her skirt. 

“Oh? I thought you would be staying for the festivities.” The traveler said. 

Chira swept her hand across the scene. “The festival doesn’t start until about mid to late afternoon, 

sir.” She shrugged. “If you like watching people setting up, you’re welcome to stay and watch, but 

not much is really happening.” 

The stranger nods, getting up from his seat. “I see. Thank you for telling me.” He follows her down 

the incline. “So as a resident of this city, would you be able to refer to me several places  that I may 

waste my time till the festivities begin?” 

Chira looked at the stranger, and tapped her index against her chin, thinking. “Well, I suppose you 

can take a visit to Ziz gardens... it has the largest collection of sky living flora on the ground.” She 

pointed at a location on the sprawling city before them. “Or, I suppose that the Westersand Markets 

would be open by now.” 

The stranger waved his hand in a “No” fashion. “You misunderstand me, miss. I meant as a person 

who lives in this city, to someone who would like to see the sights that normal tourists do not see.” 

Chira smiled, stopping and then pointed down a passing lane. “Go down that road, and take a… right 

at the second intersection and left at the T-junction. At the end of that road is a small café that 

serves the best tea cakes in Meridia. They have an overhand patio out back that shows the entire 

city, and across from the café is a little bookstore/theatre. Next to the store is a crystal shop that 

contains a whole manner of gems and crystals.” She gushed.  

The stranger laughed and tipped his head, and walked down said alleyway. Chira smiled to herself, 

happy to have helped another person and she made her way down the hill to help in the 

Greensborough hub and tavern to check the bulletin board for listings.  

When she arrived there, Chira noticed that not a lot of people were looking at the boards, as, she 

surmised, most of them would be taking the day off for the Moon-fire festival as well. She 

approached the wooden panel, and slowly walked along side it, scanning the various jobs listed, as 

she always did.  



Help requested – spirits plaguing South Wharf, spirit has been described as a large shark with 

tentacles. Job to be finished in the presence of Wharfmaster Weyland. Reward 500 Gil. Contact 

Wharfmaster Sakko. 

She snorted. Slaying mission with an escort? For a measly 500 Gil? They must be ridiculous. ‘Then 

again,’ she thought, ‘Must be why no one has taken the job.’ 

Assistance required – Escort Lady Whitnall from the Western Temple of the Wind to the Midsummer 

Temple on Crescent Island. Pay – 1500 Gil upfront, 1500 upon safe delivery. Contact Master Hiekoru 

at the Western Temple School. 

Missing Kitty – Jak is a Big Eared Stripped Fenline, with a tufted tail. Has bell around his neck. 

Friendly. Reward: 150 gil. Contact DeeDee at Café Fen on Brook Street. 

Escaped Golem – I am ashamed to admit but I was not able to control my golem. Contains invaluable 

materials and research. I requeste that golem be returned in one piece, please contact Cosien 

LeFurter at Meridia College of the Arts. Reward negotiable.  

Materials requested – 3 Arctic Furs, 12 oz of Crocodilian tears, and 10 burning embers from the Fire 

Elementals of Mt. Garzet. Reward – 3000 Gil – Shadow Labyrinth. 

She reached for the Materials Requested flyer but it was snatched from underneath Chira’s fingers 

by an Aegyl with an eyepatch. He gave her a smirk while waving the flyer at her. “Too slow, girlie. 

Maybe next time.” The aegyl left with one other cohort, and they went off in the direction of the 

Thieves Guild – The Shadow Labyrinth.  

She sighed, letting her eyes wander over the board, but her mind was wandering somewhere else. 

She sighed, and waved halfheartedly at the front desk boy, before turning to leave the Hub. She 

turned back towards High Street’s direction, but at the first intersection she passed, she halted. 

The world kept on going without her, and she just stared up at the sky.  

--- 

A knock on the door.  

Somewhat timid. He knew immediately who it was. Chira.  

Rue blinked away the sleep in his eyes, and rolled out of bed. He barely muttered a, “Coming” before 

staggering up onto his feet. His room was still dim, the cold stone floors contrasting against his warm 

feet. A single blade of sunlight shone through a gap in his curtains.  

His room was a mess. He knew that. Never had the chance to really clean it after…  

Rue shook his head. No. Never think back to that. To her.  

He walked over to his wash basin and splashed some water on his face and pulled on some pants. 

His eyes glanced at the stone by his bedside and quickly stuffed it into the drawer, swiftly closing it. 

He walked over to the door, and opened it a crack to see that ever familiar face, that friendly face of 

a timid girl he grew up with.  



“Morning Rue.” She said cheerily. She had brought some pastries. Good. Breakfast. 

Rue eyed the paper bag of goods that Chira had carried, and turned around back into his room, 

saying, “Hold on”, before closing the door. He pulled on a somewhat fresh undershirt and a 

somewhat fresh tunic over him (tan and muddy red respectively) before grabbing his wallet and, 

after hesitating slightly, the stone he had hidden in his drawer, and pocketed both.  

He opened the door once more, and slipped out, locking it behind him. The brightly lit hallway 

seemed to shimmer with all the dust mites lingering in the air. He slouched slightly, and looked at 

Chira. “Morning. Where to?” 

Chira gave him a jam puff and took a pink puff for herself. “Well, Moon-fire Festival is tonight, and I 

was wondering if you’d like to go with me later.” 

He mentally rolled his eyes. “Chira, you could have asked me later in the day.” He turned as if he was 

to go back into his room, knowing how Chira was going to act. 

She pouted slightly, “Well I did want to keep you company and stuff.” She playfully nudged him with 

her elbow. “Else you would have been sleeping the whole day anyway.” She chuckled and added, 

“Was obvious that that was what you were going to be doing anyway.” 

Rue allowed himself a tiny smile to creep at the corners of his mouth. “Alright, alright.” He turned 

and headed down the hallway with the white mage.  

Chira smiled up at him, and started babbling away in that soft voice of hers that always seemed to 

carry life and energy despite it all.  

He ate his jam puff, his mind only half listening. He caught snippets here and there, Aegyls, White 

Magic, healing, jobs, festivals, a tourist. They made their way down his building’s stairwell, Chira just 

content chatting away. Rue’s ears perked up when they made their way through the front door and 

Chira had mentioned something about crystals.  

Chira looked at him with slight surprise, “W-what?” 

Rue looked at her, his half eaten puff hanging loosely from his fingers. “Crystals?” 

Chira nodded, making a sound of affirmation. “Yeah… there’s this small store near High Street that 

specializes in them… I mean, you know… even moreso than the commercial places. I thought that 

the tourist would like to see.” 

Rue took another bite from his jam puff and then swallowing, asked, “Could you take me there?” 

Chira looked at him in a strange manner but else wise agreed.  

They made their way back up High Street and then turned into the corner that Chira had indicated 

at. The lane was not so dimly lit, as it had sunlight reflecting off the ochre sandstone, giving it a slight 

yellowish tinge. The bustle of High Street behind them, they made their way through the lane, 

Chira’s heels dully clicking against the cobblestone.   



Rue had a hand in his pocket, fiddling with the crystal. He felt it cold against his fingers, as if it was 

seeping down into his bones. He followed Chira in silence. 

--- 

Chira walked down the lane and then took the appropriate directions she had indicated earlier that 

morning.  She could still hear the distant and muffled sounds of children waking up and playing on 

High Street, and snippets of discussions from open windows would float down to the two.  

She wondered why Rue was suddenly interested in this crystal shop, the last time he was interested 

in gems was to buy something of value for Angelica. Obviously those times were past, but for 

prettiness’s sake, those weren’t the only use of crystals.  

She briefly wondered if Rue was wanting to shift into being a summoner, but she knew him. He liked 

getting his hands dirty and wasn’t the type to fight from afar and let something make the attacks for 

him. While there have been accounts of Warsummoners that trained both body and mind to attack 

with their summons as back up, these have been few and far between as keeping the summon 

tangible often took a toll on the summoner’s consciousness as they performed physical activities. 

She took a look once more at her partner. No, he definitely did not look the type to do that.  

“What?” He asked when he noticed her looking at him. 

She shook her head, “Nothing.” She turned a corner and pointed down the Alley. “There. The store 

on the left is the crystal store. I’ll be at the café next to it.” She watched as Rue walked past her, and 

disappeared into the dim light of the crystal store, and hesitating, turned and walked through the 

entrance of Café Glaceau.  

Her boots clicked on the stone floor as she made her way to the counter, taking in the wonderful 

smell of the baking coffee beans. A slight haggard teen  


