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It's a rainy day, one of those days that mark the slow death of the summer, and the beginning of the autumn in Canara. 

Along the canal waistwork, Doulifée is slowly walking under the rain. 
"Saleté de temps" Doulifee whispers. 
He hates rain, and the wet cigarette in his mouth proves the fact. 

His idea for the day was to cross the town and buy some spices from an oriental shop he'd heard of. 
Half of the plan was perfect except on his way back the rain started to fall. 
Protected under his small black coat was the half-wet paper bag that contained the spice and a bottle of red wine he'd bought for himself. 

The shopping activity was killed by the rain, a few hours ago. People fleeing the rain are the only ones Doulifée meets. 

"Look like the city is dead" thinks Douli. 

Suddenly a cry of distress crosses the air. No one around and the cry sounds vaguely feminine, 
enough to grab doulifee's attention. Probably a back alley aggression, maybe a Lady lured by a thief. 
Looking around, doulifee quickly climbs over some garbage at a corner of a house and walks through the darkness and wetness of the back alley. 
Not far, some laughter from street scum can be heard, and a woman's voice, stressed by fear. 

Around the next corner, Three thieves are trying to rob a woman of her money, and maybe more, the thought crosses douli's mind. 
The woman wears one of those cerulean blue caps that protect from the rain. A part of the cap is cut, probably by the knife one of the thieves has in his hand. 

"Need some help, Milady ?" doulifee asks in a loud voice. 
Camping at the beginning of the alley, his wet hair through his face, he stands with a steady smile on his face. 
Two of the thieves quickly turn to face our gentleman, while the other one firmly grabs the lady. 
"It's none of your business Mr White Knight !" Ironically responds the thief."Get out of here before you wind up being hurt !" 
"It always my business when a damsel is in distress" answers doulifee, using at the same time his bare feet skills. 

Before the thief holding the lady, could barely move, doulifee hits a loosened brick from the pavement, uplifting the stone, quickly followed by a horizontal kick. The ballistic brick ends its trajectory into the thief head, who falls completely stunned to the ground. 

"You really shouldn't do that" retorts the thief. 
His sidekick starts to laugh. They both throw a knife at Doulifee. Hopefully granted good reflexes, doulifee starts to avoid the two lethal blades targeting him - bad luck for him, the wet pavement is slick. Losing his balance, douli is forced to move his feet on the next wall to start a back flip using the power of his right leg to propel himself. 
The first knife disappears into the night while the second one lands in the paper bag doulifee is still carrying. 
The Bottle of red wine crashes onto the ground and spills its contents, quickly drained by the rain. 

Back on his feet, doulifee slowly stands up. Taking his hand out of his pocket, doulifee grabs his lighter, and lights his wet cigarette. 
Exhaling a long trail of smoke, he says : 
"I really don't like when people spill food, especially exquisite red-wine like that" 

With a quick sprint Doulifee is near the two thieves, and using his hand on the ground as support, he starts spinning his leg like two deadly weapons. Quickly stunning the two thieves with this powerful technique, doulifee back on his leg starts to look around. "Bande d'idiots" he concludes . 
The three thieves lying on the ground and the glass shards of his bottle are the only things remaining of the battle, as apparently the lady took the oportunity to flee while he was fighting the filthy thieves. 

Suddenly the rain stops, and a small wind blows through the alley. A blue cap grabbed by the wind lands on douli's face. 
"damn" swear doulifee while he grabs the clothe. 
"it's the cerulean cap that the lady was wearing" 
After a short examination, only two letters on the blue cap seem to identify the woman. "K.L" 
"Well... That doesn't help really." thinks douli. 

Grabbing the iron box of spices that survived the battle, doulifee quickly runs back home, before the rain starts again. 

