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Delcor stood in the alley, his next target in sight. His stomach growled as he walked toward the fruit stand. It was perfect, the stall owner was distracted with a picky customer. He could finally eat. His paws thudded along as his right hand snuck a fruit from the stand and moved back into the pocket of his coat. He continued walking along, taking food and money from unsuspecting people in the crowded market. His trench coat and top hat making him blend into the crowd in the haze of rain that pelted the town of Drakton. Or so he thought.
The market guards took hold of his left arm. “You planning on paying for that fruit you stole,” asked one. “If you aren’t, it won’t end pretty for ya,” added another. Before he could speak, the guards had removed the stolen goods. “Hey! I was gonna pay for those!” 
“You weren’t if we hadn’t caught you.” The guard had a fair point. He wasn’t going to pay for it. “Fine, here’s the money.” He said, paying the guard and retrieving the apple. Being finished with that business, he carried on to the tailor, picking up his new outfit. It consisted of a black top hat with emerald trim at 50 Durlins, a black long coat and cloak at 175 Durlins, a gray vest at 50 Durlins, an emerald jabot at 14 Durlins, white formal gloves at 20 Durlins, black slacks at 40 Durlins, and black dress shoes at 150 Durlins.[footnoteRef:1] [1:  One Durlin is half a dollar.] 

“Your total comes to 499 Durlins, sir,” said the tailor. As Delcor took the clothing in exchange for the stolen coins and wandered into the nearest alley, he heard a shout. “Great,” he thought, “more of those fecking Alhazar[footnoteRef:2].” [2:  Alhazar, short for The Order of Alhazar’s Eye, is a name given to those who take up arms in the name of Alhazar, a demonic, dragon-like entity.] 

“Well boys, looks like we caught us an Assassin[footnoteRef:3].” [3:  Assassin, a member belonging to the Creed of Ghol’rahg, the God of Justice and Equality.] 

“Come on guys,” said Delcor in his thick Irish accent, “let’s not do this now. I’ve got a party to go to.”
“Which party would that be, maggot? The one the High Cleric[footnoteRef:4] is holding?” [4:  High Cleric is the highest position in the Alhazar ranks.] 

“Oh, the High Cleric is holdin’ a party, is he?”
“Uh…no, what gave you that idea?”
“Well, where is this party not being held?”
“It’s definitely not at the High Cleric’s mansion.”
“His mansion? The one at seventh and main?”
“No, the one at eighth and third.”
“Ah, alright fellas, it’s time for me to be goin’ then.”
“Hey, we ain’t through yet.”
“Well, then, I guess I could use a warm-up.”
Delcor tosses his hat at one of the three Alhazar. As the male catches the hat, his sternum is met with the bottom of the folf’s boot. This bald Alhazar falls back and knocks his head against the wall of the alley, leaving the fight as a two on one. The Alhazar that had spoken first threw a right hook, which Delcor blocked and his knee, met the enemy’s stomach then nose.
“Two down, one to go,” Delcor said. Click. The Irish folf felt the cold steel of the pistol touch the back of his head. Judging from the feel of the barrel and the sound of the click, it was an Enfurld Revolver. The male knew just how much time he had based on the pistol. He swiped the equine’s hoof out from under him, surprising the colt and making the pistol hit the ground. Delcor whipped around and scooped it up in one paw, pressing it to the young colt’s head.
“Don’t kill me…please…”
The folf whirled the gun around and delivered a knockout blow to the back of the horse’s head. “G’night losers.”
He ran off, to find his target, Izarius.
