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Of all the places inthe Old Warld, why here? Wiy now? All he wanted was  good night's wark, and a bagfullof stolen gold to go home with
Instead, Kalen Eichmann was trapped in the midst of a batile between good and evil. It had all begun an hour or 5o ago.

Kalen dropped silently rom the skylight to the floor. Rernaining motionless in his landing position, he listened for movement.His only hope
was that this merchant had no wizard colleagues kind enough to set magical alarms. Awhole minute he remained motianless.

Nothing. Kalen breathed out,the sound loud in the silence. Straightening himself he reached into his pocket He withdrew what was
possibly the most practical theft he had ever made. The small gern set n the ring produced the same light as a lanter, but never went out
The master burglar smiled with pride, then setto wark.

“This rooftop raom was empty- fom a thiefs perspective. The spare bedroom was beautully lined, but thers was no foom in his sackfor
four-poster bed orthe antique wardrobe that faced him. Kalen shook his head and moved to the door. Now the real work starts. The von
Rheinziey mansion was bound to be well guarded. He had barely escaped notice from the guards autside. He clenched his fist and tensed
s forearm. With @ near silent swish, his needle-dagger shot forward. Relaxing, the dagger sl back. The contraption was genius. Stealing
foryoursefis good, but stealing for rich, crooked Dwarves has its advantages. The dagger was tipped with a potion that puts the targetto
sleep for around an hour, and even then they awake with a hangover a Dwarfwould be proud of. Expecting the worse, Kalen opened the
door. Nothing. The thief wandered the top floor ofthree. No guards anywhere. Plenty of swag, but nothing special. He descended the stairs
carefully, heading for Von Rheinzieg’s chamber, roofing on the spot as he hit a creaky floorboard. Nothing came of it The second flaor was
unguarded, highly unexpected. This was supposed to be the toughest steal of his career, yet Kalen thought itwas fuming into a sham

Eyes glistening, he reached the master bedroom. He peered through the keyhole and sawhe huge, silk-sheeted bed empty. Had he gone
away? The merchant was rumoured to have an estats in Nuln. Picking the lock he found the room was not locked. No doubts now,
something was wrong. A brief rush of fear sweptthe thief and he hesitated in opening the door. Was the game up? Had a magical alarm
been triggered? Were guards walting to help him out of his kneecaps? Well, e thought,Ive started so Il inish. He grited his teeth and
entered the room. No axe relieved him of his skull. Fear was switly overpowsred by areed as he sawthe foom. Rugs from Cathay, sheets
from Nippon, smarnents from Araby, Small gold statues from who cares where .. He was RICHI!
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