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Thieve’s Tale

By: Trench Wolfhound
The escape was the easy part.

No, wait. I’m getting ahead of myself, here.  I should start back to the beginning; explain what it was I had to escape from.  As well as probably stating who I am.  The name I was born with was Tom.  It was Thomas McMoore, to be exact.  That was before I had joined the Black Thorn Clan.  I still remember the day I had joined.


I was young, very young.  I couldn’t have been any older than my mid-teens.  My father had left a few years earlier, leaving myself and my brother alone in the care of our mother.  Mother wasn’t the best at what most would call ‘care taking’, and tended to leave us to our own in the evenings when her ‘gentlemen’ came to call.  During the days, she wasn’t a great prize, either.  Yet, what she did was about all that kept the roof over our heads and food on our plates, so we couldn’t complain too much.  Still, it left a lot to be desired in our lives.  Sam, my younger brother, spent his time working with the local blacksmith, trying to learn his trade.  I never understood why he wanted to live like a typical kind of guy.  I always suspected he just felt he couldn’t do any better, considering the life we came from.  I desired more, though.  And I was willing to do whatever it took to get it.

I had picked up a few tricks that I had learned from some older kids, early on.  I spent a few months randomly picking a few pockets, earning myself up a few extra coins.  Sometimes, I’d get nothing, usually it was just a few bills.  But sometimes, just sometimes, I hit real gold.  In time, I even began to learn how to spot a real target.  It wasn’t always the best dressed people that carried the heavy coin.  They knew they were targets.  Chances were, if they had been rich for more than a week, they learned quickly.  I wasn’t the only pickpocket on the streets, especially with the Thorn out there.  But, it wasn’t too bad. The Thorn usually didn’t use such common tactics as picking pockets.  Still, everyone was seeking to make a living, and a lot of us weren’t doing it the legal way.


I thought I had everything figured out.  A lot of kids were picking pockets, but a lot of them also got caught.  I never got caught.  Not by the authorities, anyway.  Not by anyone until I decided to target a Black Thorn member. 

He seemed like a common target.  Alright, not a common target, a prime target.  He wore normal clothing, but there were subtle clues as to a certain wealth.  He had subtly expensive shoes.  The blade that hung by his side was a quality that would only be recognized by a blacksmith.  I knew it only because of my brother’s constant conversation about the work he did.  He was a prime target.  However, unknown to myself, he was also a thief, and well versed in knowledge of how to keep his money to himself.  The pouch that hung at his side didn’t have a standard tie.  It was actually belted down to his side from a loop on the side of the pouch.  I was quite surprised when I tried to pull it away from his body, as subtle as I was.  One moment I was pulling on the pouch, the next second I had that well crafted blade at my throat.  I felt a little awkward.


I was fortunate that it was a member of the Thorn.  I never found out his true name.  None in the Thorn ever inform others of their birth names, not even among themselves.  But, I did learn that he was known through the Clan simply as Quick Fingers, or Quick for short.  We figured shortening his name to Fingers might present the wrong message.

Anyway, he swooped me up, faster than I could even think, and before I knew what was going on, I was sitting in a dark, large open room surrounded by members of the Black Thorn Clan.  Not the most comfortable situation I think I could’ve found myself in.  Quick had talked to one of the members surrounding me for a moment, and laughter was exchanged between the two.  I thought for certain my head was as good as gone.  Or, at the very least, my hand.  You could imagine my surprise when I found out that they were actually impressed with the attempt.  It was only later that I found at that it actually was common practice to slice off the hand of the offender.  I was fortunate.  It turned out, my reputation had gotten around. The fact that I didn’t back down, even when surrounded by them seemed to help, as well.  Though, I think they all knew it was an act.  I was scared shitless.

Still, they let me in.  It was quickly concluded that I would no longer be picking pockets.  I guess that went without stating.  Still, they appreciated my thieving skills and wanted to see what I could do in houses.  I had never really given such thought to actually going into houses.  Always figured if I advanced beyond picking pockets, I’d be hitting up merchant shops.  It was suggested I do both.

Now, with the backing of the Black Thorns, I felt nearly invincible.  For a great deal of time, I was.  Typically, the Thorn never used you for talents you weren’t accustomed to.  A thief never assassinated, a warrior never tailed anyone.  You only changed positions in the Clan if you were ready to.  I liked my thieving.  I stuck to it.  At least, I tried to.


The job was supposed to be just another run.  I had been stealing for years, by that point.  Now in my early twenties, I had grown quite accustomed to what was asked of me.  I had even begun traveling with a crew, acquiring “protection” from the local merchants.  Some were more willing to give than others.  I wasn’t the first to establish the system, but I did fairly well at keeping up my areas.  This job was to be no exception, though.  It was a blacksmith that refused to pay his dues.  So, we figured we’d help him out a bit by getting him to pay for things, ourselves.  We decided to liberate a few of his arms to help our cause a bit further.  I found it strange that all that was manning the counter was a small girl.  It was then that I realized it was going to be an easy payment.  So, I had taken up a few of the blades and made my way out.  At first, I thought it was to be no problem.  I got overconfident.  Turned out the child had noticed, seemed she was a sharp one.  The blade I had liberated was a bit sharper.  As she pulled a knife on me, it seemed to be almost like a sword in her small hands, I turned around and slashed her with one of her own blades that I had procured.  The slash seemed to have caught her off guard and it gave me the opportunity to make my escape.  As it turned out, I should’ve slashed her throat, because she let out such a wild scream.  How unfortunate that just outside the shop was a guard.  Needless to say, it didn’t end well.

There were others of the Thorn around, and we probably could’ve easily taken out the guard.  But, they were already providing a bit more stress for us, and I felt it better just to take whatever sentence they’d give me for the thieving and be done with the issue.  Little did I know that the girl had been slashed a bit too deeply.  Unfortunately, she didn’t make it, and my sentence was extended considerably.  No Thorn remains in prison for too long.  And for me, it was even worse.  Apparently the girl had been well known through the city, and the magistrate that was in charge of the trial had little sympathy for me.  Guess I couldn’t blame him.  I still think he was over reacting when he sentenced me to be hung, though.  I just couldn’t have that.  Nor would the Thorn permit the death of one that worked so well for them.

I was fortunate enough to get a private cell, for more than one reason.  Some detail about not placing those on death row with the other prisoners.  Lucky me.  But, it made things less complicated when the BTC decided to gather up a few of the horses together and yank the wall from the path of my escape.  I didn’t even see it coming.  I was quite surprised to see the two large hooks attaching themselves to the barred window on my cell.  Even more relieved than surprised when I saw the dark uniforms.  The horses also made for an easy getaway when I was able to hop on the back of one and make my way well out of the town.  I decided it may be best if I hooked up with another chapter of the Thorn, somewhere well away from that town.


Like I said, the escape was the easy part.  Now, I’m here, trying to build back up what I had created elsewhere.  Here, I had no reputation to back me.  I had no knowledge of the streets.  Here, I’m just another thief.  And now, the girl haunts me.  I am a thief, always have been.  I had never been willing to change to being an assassin.  Death, killing, it wasn’t my way. It isn’t my way.  The word of my deeds had followed me, and now it’s not only known that I can kill, but that I seem to have no morals in such.  Still, I do what I must.  I continue to steal, and I’m more cautious in pulling a blade.  They say, in time, it’ll dull down until I’m as quick as I had been.  I can only hope so.  To draw a slow sword in this business can mean your death.


I do what I must to survive.  And I continue to do such.  But now, the Red Rose almost seem to target me, specifically.  Maybe they’re just more intent in this new city.  Whatever the case, I’m back to make my mark on this world, however small it may be.  I’m out for one thing, and one thing alone… My own success.  And, as proven, there is nothing that shall prevent me from such. 

