Chapter 24: Application

     Meillienne looked up apprehensively at the five people sitting upon a long desk situated a level above her head. The five people were made up off the top ranking people in the church, the High Priests, some orderlies plus a cardinal. Meillienne felt rather nervous, feeling like she was being judged like some criminal of some sort. She had been brought here for an examination of some sort, in order for the church to accept her as an acolyte.

     Meillienne twiddled her fingers nervously as she watched the men seated above her whisper to one another in hushed voices, discussing about Meillienne's fate. She had just finished a short demonstration of her powers, healing a cut Selene made on her hand. Now, she was patiently waiting for them to reply. She looked behind her for a while, glancing at Selene, who gave her an encouraging nod.

     “ Meillienne, is it?” the cardinal spoke.

     “ Yes,” Meillienne responded quickly, bowing her head.

     The cardinal stroked his chin, looking at some chart of some sort. Selene frowned at this cardinal. As far as she could remember, this was a strict old cardinal, and by the way he was looking at Meillienne in general, it looked like he was disapproving of her.

     “ What's your family name?” he asked.

     “ Crescent,” Selene lied, blurting out the first name she could think of.

     “ Windwalker,” Meillienne calmly replied. Selene raised her eyebrows, wondering what she was up to. That wasn't going as planned. The five people whispered between each other again, and the cardinal seemed to be smirking.

     “ Where are you from?” one of the High Priests asked.

     “ One of the exterior villages outside Comodo,” Selene answered again on Meillienne's behalf.

     “ Morroc,” Meillienne corrected.

     Selene raised her eyebrows. She could not fanthom what Meillienne was planning right now. Before  they came here, Selene had given her some advice on how to act.

     “ Look, the higher echelons from the church aren't going to be too happy to let a person from Morroc into the church, alright. So, if possible, keep your background about your hometown to the least as possible. If that's not possible, I'll answer on your behalf,” Selene said, kneeling down and placing both her hands on her shoulder when she told Meillienne that. Meillienne thought for a while, then nodded her head while smiling.

     So, what is she doing now? Selene thought to herself.

     The cardinal placed his papers aside and looked at Meillienne calmly. “ Well, I must say, Meillienne, that was a pretty impressive performance you made for us...”

     “ But unfortunately don't like it because you are a racist,” Meillienne replied.

     There was absolute silence in the room for a while as Meillienne spoke those words. Selene's eyes widened in surprise when she heard, along with the five other people judging her.   Saying that one could hear a pin drop in the room was quite an understatement for the situation. One could 'clearly' hear a pin drop in the room. Meillienne merely twiddled her fingers and looked aside. Apparently some part of the floor held more interest to her.

     “ What did you just say?” the cardinal asked.

     “ You heard me the first time, so I don't think I'll repeat myself unless you are about as old as I think you are. You are an apparently lousy judge if I could figure out that you don't like me even before you tell me that,” Meillienne replied, still looking at the floor and twiddling her thumbs.

     “ Such impudence...” one of the high priests exclaimed.

     “ I'm sure that somewhere in the Bible it says that one should not care about where people come from, but open willing arms to accept them. That is evidently not what you are doing, since you are more interested in my background and my family name. After all, I'm sure almost none of the people who come here to apply to become an acolyte has shown such skill, save a few exceptional ones, but you don't seemed interested in my ability and willingness to serve, but more that I came from Morroc,” Meillienne replied with a straight face, with the exact expression she always used. “ And you also assumed that since I was from Morroc, I'd be some ignorant person. I perhaps know more of the quotes in the Bible than all of you do.”

     The five men looked incredulously at Meillienne. Selene had to totally stifle her laugher. 

     “ Of course, you don't fancy us Morrocans, that's why you are screening us out. But really, I can go in the church and pick out a few people who are really Morroccans just to prove how stupid your filtering system is, picking on a young sixteen year old on her background seems like the best you can do,” Meillienne continued. “ I'm sure that you were about to use my brother, Izlan, who is a rogue, against me and state that a person such as me who is affiliated to such a person should not be induced into the church.”

     “ Isn't your brother...”

     “ Looking at the fact that you could instantly correct my lie upon the fact that I don't have a brother named Izlan but instead is Grimjaw, which I'm sure all of you know by now, only proves my previous statement, along with my initial argument that you are all racists, correct and true,” Meillienne replied. 

     “ How dare you insult us in such a manner!” the cardinal roared, obviously pissed. 

     “ Your anger is only a testament to my brilliance,” Meillienne replied softly, blushing.

     “ You will never be accepted!” he roared.

     “ Save your breath. I knew I was never going to be accepted when I stepped into the room, but I thought it would be imprudent to waste my session with you people,” Meillienne replied, blushing even harder.

     This was the last Selene could stand, and despite the situation, she started to burst out into giggles. The five men who sat on the high table apparently did not hear her, too shocked and transfixed on Meillienne's words.

     “ I'm right, you are wrong, and there is nothing you can do about it,” Meillienne replied, smiling sweetly at them. Selene was totally surprised that Meillienne had the ability to sarcastically insult people while keeping such a straight, sweet, innocent face. 

     They were interrupted by the sound of someone clapping his or her hands. Turning around, they spotted a figure dressed in rather majestic robes of crimson and snow white, along with a matching High Priest attire. The lady brushed back her short, lustrous hair as she stepped in the hall gracefully, her steps silent on the carpeted floor.

     “ Oh...your Highness, Reinne Malkenthos!” Meillienne exclaimed in surprise, immediately dropping to her knees, bowing down respectfully. 

     “ My, my...I haven't met another person who could insult people like that, even without any personal standings...” Reinne laughed good-naturedly as she stepped in. Looking at Meillienne who was bowing down, she went up next to her and said “ Oh, please, I hate people kneeling down in front of me unless I ask them personally to.”

     “ Eh...er, if you insist,” Meillienne said, blushing as she stood up.

     “ Well, I must say, you sure found someone interesting this time, Morroc of all places, eh Sister?” Reinne laughed.

     “ Um...please don't address me as such...” Selene stammered, this time the one blushing.

     “ Your Highness, what are you doing here?” one of the high priests asked.

     “ Oh, just looking around. But anyway, since I'm here, and I was pretty impressed with your speech about wanting to become an acolyte, I think we are in agreement that we shall accept Meillienne as one of us, no?” Reinne replied.

     “ But, Your Highness...”

     “ I remember saying that we were in agreement, didn't I?” Reinne scowled, raising her eyebrows.

     “ But...”

     “ Hmm?” Reinne scowled, raising her eyebrows even higher.

     “...Yes, Your Highness...”

     “ Excellent. Meillienne, welcome to the Holy Order. Come now, why don't you follow me and tell me a bit about yourself,” Reinne said, patting Meillienne affectionately on her back. Meillienne seemed to be swooning being in the presence of royalty, and she looked like she was about to faint. Reinne guided the two of them outside.

     “ Sister, I sincerely hope you don't mind me taking her along,” Reinne said.

     “ ...I told you not to call me that...”

     “ Why not? You are 6 years older than me...” Reinne laughed.

     “ Please don't make me feel old, Reinne,” Selene sighed.

     “ Well, if you can casually call me Reinne, then I can very well call you Sister,” Reinne argued.

     “ That's because you ordered me to,” Selene retorted patiently.

     “ Fine then, I make it another order this time...” Reinne laughed.

     How can she be the royal princess when she acts upon things on a whim? Selene thought, before smiling to herself. Perhaps it's for the best. Then, a thought occurred to her.

     “ Reinne, I hope I'm not pressing upon too hard, but I was hoping you could keep Meillienne for a while. I have some business to take care of, and I don't think Meillienne might be safe around with me,” Selene asked.

     Reinne turned around and looked at her. “ Sure, just make sure you come back in one piece,” she replied smiling.

     “ Um, you will be back right?” Meillienne asked, looking back at Selene.

     “ Yes, I will...I'll tell your brother the good news,” she said.

     Meillienne's face lighted up. “ Please do!”

     “ So, how'd it go?” Teranis asked Selene as soon as she entered the room without dropping her book. However, hearing the lack of footsteps made her put down her book and take a look. “ Hey, where did Meillienne go to? I thought she was with you?!”

     “ I've asked Reinne Malkenthos to take care of her for a while, seeing the situation we are dealing with here. Don't worry, Grimjaw. She has been accepted as an acolyte, and she is in capable hands under Reinne,” Selene said, facing Grimjaw who was still hanging off the ledge of the window, smoking what looked like a new cigarette.

     “ Reinne? Who's she?” Grimjaw asked.

     “ The Princess and daughter of the King,” Selene quickly replied.

     “ Ah, go figure. No wonder I've heard that name before. I think Meillienne mentioned it a few times,” Grimjaw muttered, taking another puff and blowing the smoke out of the room. “ Why was she placed with Reinne anyway?”

     Selene looked at Grimjaw funnily, wondering why was he addressing the princess of Rune-Midguard so casually, but then remembering her previous encounter with her and knowing her habits, Reinne would probably not kind him at all. Perhaps he was just less morally inclined than his sister.

     “ Reinne just dropped by after insulting the higher echelons. Since we are investigating the Holy Order now, she might be in danger if she stayed with us, so I asked Reinne to take care of her for a while. She should be safe with her after all,” Selene answered.

     “ Well thought of,” Grimjaw said.

     “ Wait a second, what did you say?” Teranis suddenly exclaimed.

     “ That she was under Reinne's care?” 

     “ No, something about insulting the higher echelons,” Teranis replied. Both of them turned to Grimjaw as he suddenly started chuckling all of a sudden, small puffs of smoke billowing out of his mouth each time he chuckled. His chuckling slowly turned into a hearty laugh. It was pretty scary seeing him laugh, especially with his scared features of his face as he cackled with laughter. 

     “ Looks I was a pretty good teacher,” he laughed.

     “ You asked her to insult them?!” Selene exclaimed, almost sounding angry.

     “ You misunderstand me, priestess. I didn't ask her to insult them. I always told her to make the best out of every situation. I go under the assumption that they didn't like her initially and she then insulted them before Reinne came in and decided to pull ranks,” Grimjaw replied.

     “ You sound like you were there,” Teranis replied, lowering her glasses even further as she looked at him.

     “ Let's just say I know my sister very well and that we rogues assume a lot,” Grimjaw replied. “ Anyway, with my sister out of the picture, what are we going to do now?”

     Meillienne looked around wide-eyed at Reinne's room in awe. Reinne had taken her to her quarters, which surprisingly wasn't located at the castle. In fact, Meillienne had been taken along a trip all along the army barracks, weaving through the crowd of soldiers: knights, crusaders, hunters, swordsmen and archers. Meillienne tagged along behind Reinne like some little puppy, keeping close.

     “ Where are we going?” Meillienne asked tentatively.

     “ My quarters, where else. We can wash you up and freshen you up before we start,” Reinne replied. 

     “ And...um, why are we here?” Meillienne asked.

     “ Didn't you hear me just now?”

     “ Your quarters in the army barracks?”

     “ Well, not exactly, but all the division commanders stay in the main administration centre of the army. That's where my quarters is. Yes, I do have a nice room in the castle itself, but I rarely use it since I'm usually here, and besides, it takes quite a walk, and I'm just too lazy to walk that far,” Reinne answered.

     Meillienne looked around, noticing that several people were staring at her as she was tagging along with Reinne, wondering what business she had with a child like her. Reinne walked along, moving deeper into the army centre. Several sentries bowed slightly at her presence. 

     The administration centre for the army was a pretty impressive place. It was a large building that stood three stories tall and about the size of an average wheat field wide. It looked pretty old though, tell-tale signs of age visible on the brown, crumbling stone that held the building in one piece. Large flags of Prontera and it's affiliates were hoisted in place, along with the banner for the Pronteran army, a big bloody red flag with double crosses made from a two-handed sword, a large axe, a staff and arrow, all of them placed upon the background of a shield, with every equipment intricately designed.

     “ Wow...” Meillienne gasped.

     “ Yeah, wow...” Reinne replied, chuckling slightly, heading to the back of the building where her room was located.

     Reinne's room was pretty luxurious for Meillienne's standards. The floor was made entirely of marble, and Meillienne could even see the reflection of her face upon the cold marble surface. There was a large four poster bed by the corner, and from the looks, it looked like it the frame was made from ivory. There were stacks and stacks of books lined all over the place, ranging from all topics. Meillienne's eyes seemed to sparkle at the sight of the number of books around the place. Reinne noticed Meillienne's expression.

     “ Avid fan of books?” Reinne asked.

     “ Oh yes,” Meillienne replied, running up to a shelf to take a look at all the books. 

     “ Feel free to take a look if you wish,” Reinne replied, pouring herself a drink. “ However, why don't you take a bath first. When you are done, we can discuss what to do next. Towels are in the bathroom, help yourself.”

     Meillienne wondered if she was even allowed to do that. Reinne waved her hand, asking her to go. Meillienne left towards the bathroom, locking the door as she entered. A second later, Reinne could hear the water running out from one of the taps.

      “ Why are you hiding in the balcony?” Reinne asked, sighing as she took another sip on her glass.

      The door of the balcony opened, and the figure of Aesis stepped in, giving her a sheepish smile. Reinne raised her eyebrows, seeing Aesis act in such a manner. She merely shrugged as she took another sip of her drink.

     “ I didn't know you were having a guest, so I decided to hide in the balcony to avoid any misunderstanding. Who is she anyway? A new fan of yours?” Aesis asked.

     “ You know, you should stop this bad habit of your of coming into us division commanders rooms without permission, especially us females. I mean, what would everyone think about it?” Reinne sighed.

     “ You are avoiding the question,” Aesis argued.

     “ And you are avoiding the situation,” Reinne retorted. Aesis merely shrugged his shoulders.

     “ Her name is Meillienne Windwalker. She's some piece of talent Selene managed to pick up. However, it seems that Selene has some things to take care of, so she has asked me to take care of her for a while. She's a new acolyte starting today,” Reinne answered.

     “ I'm assuming she is from Morroc,” Aesis replied.

     “ How'd you know that?” Reinne asked, raising her eyebrows.

     “ Windwalker isn't a common last name here, and moreover it sounds Moroccans,” Aesis replied. “ What so interesting about her?”

     “ She is similar to me,” Reinne answered.

     “ What? Bitchy?” Aesis quizzed, raising his eyebrows.

     “ No, this...” Reinne replied, snapping her fingers. Bright sparks were emitted as she snapped her fingers, leaving what looked like golden dust floating around in mid-air. Aesis folded his hands and rubbed his chin, smiling slightly. 

     “ Interesting...so, we have two of you. She's make a good priestess,” Azaroth replied.

     “ Perhaps...but I'm sure you didn't come here to discuss about a newly inducted acolyte. What is it that you want?” Reinne asked.

     “ Well, I've got some bad news...” Aesis admitted.

     “ Well, spill it out! You are in love with me...” Reinne sighed, taking another sip from her drink.

     “ Utter nonsense!” Aesis exclaimed.

     “ You think that the Dark Legion is rising once more,” Reinne sighed.

     “ Eh? How'd you know that?” Aesis asked, perplexed that Reinne knew what he wanted to talk about.

     “ Don't assume that you know things much better than other people, Aesis. Do know that besides Melanie Stryfort, I have other sources of information where I can pluck out from. I assume that Melanie's talk with you had sprouted something in your mind to make you think that way. Perhaps what you think is true, but what do you really think about it?” Reinne mused.

     “ It can't be happening...logically speaking, unless someone else besides Aeris is commanding the legion, which I find highly unlikely. And it is not possible that he could do that now, since he is long dead,” Aesis replied.

     “ One of his generals, perhaps?” Reinne suggested.

     “ There is a possibility...well, a possibility I hate to consider. After all, the on-goings about this Azaroth Crimson is making me think again. Feels like a funny development of events, don't you think?” Aesis asked.

     “ What is this Azaroth Crimson to you?” Reinne asked.

     “ For starters, I knew his father...personally,” Aesis answered. It was Reinne's turn to raise her eyebrows.

     “ Personally?”

     “ Long story...perhaps there is more than meets the eye...” Aesis said, musing.

     “ What do you plan on doing?” Reinne asked.

     “ Nothing. There is nothing much I can really do about it as of yet. We will have to wait for developments before I act. Keeping an eye on the cardinals might be a good idea,” Aesis replied.

     “ You think some of them are involved in this?” Reinne questioned.

     “ I don't think...I'm quite certain,” Aesis replied, walking out of the room. “ I'll see you around then.”

     Reinne wondered why did Aesis decide to leave all of a sudden, before realising that the sound of running water had stopped coming from the bathroom. It seems that Meillienne had finished her bath. Grinning at Aesis's attitude, she went up to her wardrobe and opened the lowest drawer. Fishing out a dress she had not worn in some time, she called out to Meillienne, saying “ Mei, don't dress up yet. There is something I want you to wear.”

     Meillienne opened the door of the bathroom, steaming seeping out of the saturated bathroom. She had a towel around herself, and her head was dripping wet. However, Meillienne's eyes seemed to widen to the size of saucers when she saw what Reinne wanted her to wear.

     “ Haven't worn this in years. I think it'll suit you well,” Reinne replied, smiling brightly.

     “ But commander, why do you want to go there?” Maycron asked.

     “ Just do as you are told. I have something to check upon there,” Melanie scowled, barging down the lawn.

     “ What the heck is there to check in Morroc?” Maycron asked.

     Loosing her cool, Melanie spun around and seemingly pounced upon Maycron, grabbing him and pushing him back against a conveniently placed tree nearby, fuming slightly. “ You just do as you are told. Why the hell do you need to question my authority?!” Melanie snarled menacingly.

     It most certainly took Melanie by surprise when Maycron grabbed her hands and roughly pushed her off before speaking his mind. “ I've had it with you bossing the shit out of me today! I'm totally alright if you don't wish to tell me whatever it is you want to do in Morroc! I could care less if you were going to see someone there just to get laid, because I know damn well that you'd need some for a person like you!” Maycron exploded.

     “ What are you implying, you little...”

     “ You're pissed! I can very well see you are pissed! Fine! Who doesn't get pissed?! Just don't take it out on me! I'm doing you a favour here, so can you just stop breathing down my neck?!” Maycron yelled.

    Melanie flung his arms away, cursing silently to herself as she walked several steps away. It took a while for her to cool down. She held her hand to her head, sighing deeply as she hung her head. Maycron softened up, never seeing his commander acting this way.

     “ Sorry, I spoke out of turn...” Maycron apologised.

     “ No, don't...”

     “ Wanna talk about it?” 

     “ No, just get me to Morroc with no questions asked...please.”

     “ Will do. I'll get my things and we will be off,” Maycron replied, running off. Melanie watched him take off towards his quarters. 

     “ Good Lord, why the heck am I so stressed out about?!” she moaned to herself, sinking down on the floor.

