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The city was bustling more then usual today. Merchants from all over came to Jendisc this past week to celebrate the anniversary of Jendisc's victory in the Independance Wars. Every year its the same thing. The streets are littered with vendors and goods rarely seen anywhere. Usually very high quality goods at much lower prices then per the usual. This was Galin's first time walking through the streets of Jendisc's capital city during this celebration. He's never seen so many people gathered in one place before. The rich smells of freshly baked goods, the sound of the vendors yelling out to the crowd about the various goods they have to sell, the jesters and bards prancing around the streets telling stories, singing songs, and putting on amazing feats of acrobatics. It is truly was a sight to behold, something that everyone should experience at least once in their lifetime. Galin was trying hard not to be distracted by the carts and shops, he had far more important things to do at the moment. 

"Today's the day." He thought to himself. "I AM going to make it this time. There are no doubts in my mind." His eyes peered up toward Jendisc Castle now. He began to think about the previous years he came here. It was the time of the soldier try outs. This year was going to be big due to the festival but that would probably make things easier on Galin. More stuck up brats thinking they are the best thing since sliced bread will be there and Galin knew he had more skill in his right pinky finger then most of them in their whole body. There would also be many more picked from the group this year because of the larger numbers so his chances of making it this year were almost guarenteed. 

"Excuse me sir!" Shouted a merchant from his shop. "You, sir! The young man with the spaced out look on his face!" It was at this moment Galin realized the merchant was talking to him. 

"Yes?" he replied. 

"Excellent I knew that would get your attention! Come here I have something that might interest you." He gave a slight smirk as he said this. Galin wondered what could be so interesting. He had everything he needed and he really wanted to reach the castle, however, he did have time to spare so he went along with what the merchant had to say anyway. 

"Oh? What could possibly so interesting you just HAD to yell out to me like that? I am in kind of a hurry here so please make it quick merchant." 

"Heh, your a fiesty one aren't you? Come closer." Galin approached the merchants stand. Upon closer inspection Galin began to think, "What the hell kind of merchant is this?" The stand was rickety and consisted mostly of rusted weapons and armor. The merchant himself was also in fairly poor condition. He was old, his face was covered in wrinkles and his he wear old dirty brown robes that were mostly torn but perhaps the most odd thing was the thing he was holding. Galin could not tell what it was but it was wrapped in a fine blue cloth, a little dirty but nothing compared to his clothes or merchandise he had. "You look like the type that may be interested in this." 

"Somehow I doubt it old man." Galin mumbled. 

The merchant snapped back, "I can still hear you know. Don't mind the state of my shop, I can assure you, this object will prove to be quite important to you." 

"Alright I get it already, show this "wonderful" item you have." 

The old merchant places the object down on the stand and begins to unravel the cloth. To Galin's surprise there was a guantlet wrapped inside, and a nice one too. The metal glove was well polished and very well crafted but there was only a right glove. 

"Hey old man, where's the other one?" 

"There is no other, only this one." The merchant lowered his tone slightly. 

"Did the other break or something?" 

"No such thing. Only a right glove was ever made, although I couldn't tell you why." 

"What's this for then?" Galin points toward a chain that seems attached to the gauntlet and is wrapped around the wrist section. 

"Hm? Oh that? You should know shouldn't you? ............ahem." The merchant lets out a fake cough as he makes a poor attempt at directing Galin's attention to his back. 

"What, my sword? What about it?" Galin inherited his swordfrom his father years ago. He fought and died during the Independance Wars and he was truly a great fighter. He is the one who tought Galin how to wield a sword in the first place. 

"Oh come on, you never wondered what why that loop was attached to the hilt before?" 

The merchant was right. The hilt wasn't normal for a broadsword. There was a loop that always seemed to serve absolutely no purpose right above the grip but right underneath the guard. It never became a problem in combat but it still seemed very odd. The rest of the sword was pretty much just like any normal broadsword however, it was masterfully crafted and had a very fairly unique design to seperate it from any generic blade. 

Galin became very suspicious of the man at this point, "Who the hell are you, how do you know about my sword?" 

The man gave a big grimace and chuckled slightly, "Lets just say I am a very good salesman. Go ahead, try it." 

Galin looked over the gauntlet more carefully now. He unwrapped the chain around the wrist and to his surprise there was some sort of unlockable link in the chain on the end. He unstrapped his sheath from his back and placed his sword on the table. The link fit perfectly. 

"Amazing...." 

"Try the glove on now, see how it feels." 

Without even thinking Galin obliged and put the glove on. Once again, a perfect fit. At this point something swept over Galin. It was strange but he got the feeling of familiarity, like he knows this is right, as if he was meant to have this. Just then Galin's father flashed through his head. Thoughts of when his father came to help him when he fell down and scraped his knee as a child, about when his father first handed him a blade, how they fought side by side as bandits attacked their farmhouse, and about when his father finally left for the War. There was one thing that stuck out from these visions though that he never noticed before until now, the gauntlet. It was with his father when they fought they bandits and when he left for war. Immediately upon seeing this something snapped inside him, he grabbed the merchant by the neck of his robe and pulled him toward his face. 

"WHERE THE HELL DID YOU GET THIS!?" 

The merchant, still smiling, replied in a very calm manner, "Relax, you don't want to draw any unnessacary attention now do you? After all, you DO want to become a knight like your father don't you?", again chuckling. 

"You BASTARD! You stole this from his grave didn't you, DIDN'T YOU!" Galin didn't care about the attention, he had never felt this kind of rage before in his life and he couldn't keep it under control any longer. 

"HA! I would do no such foul thing. If you let go of me I could explain it easier, unless of course you WANT to get arrested." His eyes shifted down the rode slightly. Two guards were patrolling the marketplace and heard the shouting, it doesn't look like they noticed Galin's outburst yet. Seeing the guards, Galin decided what was more important right now and relaxed his grip. 

"Thanks boy. Now then where should I begin..." He placed his hand under his chin and began to stroke his grimy beard. 

"How about you start how you know who I was and how you knew my father....and it better be good "salesman"." You can tell Galin was not pleased with the situation. 

"Alright, alright, I'll make this quick since you are so impatient-" 

"You are lucky I have any patience left old man." 

"...ahem, right well anyway, I knew your father during the Independance Wars. A great man Sir Gavin was..." Galin lowered his head slightly upon hearing his father's spoken of so highly, "...saved me countless of times too. He spoke highly of his son as well, as a matter of fact, he wouldn't shutup about ya, haha! Thats how I knew you were his son, you look just like him. He said that one day you would try to follow in his footsteps so I waited here, waited for you. When he died, he gave me this gauntlet and told me to give it to his son. It has been a family heirloom that was passed down for generations apparently. He wanted to give it to you in person but his wounds were far to grievous for even him to stand. He really wanted to see you one last time......you really do look so much like your father you know." 

Galin knew the old man was speaking the truth, the smirking, wily merchant was now a soft-spoken and solemn old veteran. Tears began to well up in Galin's eyes for a moment hearing about how much his father cared for him. He wiped his eyes clean and began to speak, "...thank you...for passing this message on to me." 

"Ah don't mention it lad. You know, I think it would do your old man proud if you wore the rest of his armor you be carrying with you to the trials. Oh and one more thing, this is something you should also take." The vet picks up the blue cloth that carried the gauntlet and holds it out for Galin to see. The cloth was actually a wonderfully made blue cape with the symbol of the City of Angels, Galin's hometown, it was his fathers cape. "I took this as well, I figured it would suit you better then being buried 6 feet under." 

"I....I don't know what to say. I am forever in your debt." Galin graciously bows to the merchant vet. 

"Hahahaha! No need for that boy! Actually, I should be the one bowing to you! Now go and make your father a proud man!" 

"I will thanks!" Galin says as he begins to walk away after strapping his sword to his back and unhooking the chain from the gauntlet. He walks for a few feet before pausing for a moment, he turns around to find the merchant, "Hey! I didn't even catch your-" but as he turned to looked for the merchant he was gone. Nothing was left, the rusted swords and armor, even the stand, all gone, as if they were never there. "...uhhh." He pulls a random merchant from his stand "Hey, did you see a scraggily old merchant selling rusted merchandise over there?" 

The spice salesman responded, "...hm? No, not that I can think of? Why do you ask?" 

"But, he was standing right there! I was speaking to him!" 

"Sorry sir, guess I didn't notice." 

Galin's jaw was wide open with surprise but he composed himself. He looked at the empty space that was contained a rickety wooden shopping stand and smiled. "...heh...hehehe...haha.....hahahaha!" Galin bursts out into laughter for a short moment. "......hope I see you again merchant." Galin turns back toward the castle and goes about his way.
