One day,-two years earlier to be precise- Lein was walking through the Jungle Tribe’s village with his girlfriend Dyra by his side, looking for some potential customers. Suddenly, he came across a hooded stranger. “Hey, you, see,” said the stranger in a raspy voice. “Wanna toss a leaf? If it lands bright-side up, I get your cart, see. It lands dull-side-up, I give you a lot of money, see?” Lein wasn’t too thrilled about this idea. His cart was still full of wares. And this guy added see on the end of most of his sentences, and Lein had a feeling that people who did that were either thieves, murderers, conmen, or any other kind of dangerous criminal. Or a Skrall spy, but in Lein’s experience, there really wasn’t much difference. 

Dyra, however, saw this as a grand opportunity, and successfully convinced Lein to take the bet. “Alright, stranger, you got yourself a deal,” Lein said, despite still having some doubts about this. The stranger smiled and tossed the leaf, which landed bright-side-up. Lein cursed under his breath. “I-I need this cart still,” stammered Lein as a bunch of other strangers came up and surrounded him. “Can I give it to you later?” almost immediately after Lein asked the stranger’s friends all aimed Thornax Launchers at him. “You know, a simple ‘no’ would have sufficed,” said Lein. ”Don’t care. Now fork over the cart, see,” said the first hooded stranger. Lein cursed under his breath again and reluctantly complied. 

In his journal, Lein wrote the following of the incident: ”Today, I got robbed at launcherpoint of my cart, which still had all my goods in it. All thanks to a stupid bet with a stranger and a bunch of his buddies who all had the aforementioned launchers. Oh well. This won’t take long to recover from, right? Right? Well, can’t dwell on it too much. Only time can tell.”
To be continued…
