



























































































































































"Night of the Jester"

by Johne Cook

Breezeway, WI  USA

September, 2004

mid-Night – Zero Hour
The history of Kenatos might be different if the gaoler didn’t happen to be passing by that specific cell as that specific moment.











The shipbuilder was sleeping in his cell when his eyes snapped wide open.  “He’s here!”, he whispered.  Curious, the gaoler stopped and asked “Who’s here?”
“The Jester!”

The Night Warden stopped by at the sound of voices.  “What is it”, he asked.  The gaoler related what happened with the precision of a military man (which, in fact, he used to be).  

The Night Warden thought for a moment and stroked his chin.  Then, “Stay here”, he said.  “I’m going to alert the Sandman.”
2nd Gong AM – the Second Hour

Lorosz was in a subterranean dive in Undertown when he received the tell.  He tipped the Crow who'd delivered the message and polished off the brew he'd been nursing.  Yawning, he folded yet another “losing” hand, settled up, and drifted out the door.  He stopped by a hidden place and freshened his "inventory" on the way to the Catacombs.   Time to see the Sandman.


It would be the longest day of his life.

*   *   *


It was a strange request for an assassin, Lorosz thought as rotated his shoulder.  The black tattoo of his house, seen as a vulture in a certain light, was itching tonight, and it unsettled him.


As a Reaper of the Hand of the Vulture, a Caducean House, Lorosz didn’t like being unsettled.  Lack of focus is lethal for an assassin.
Lorosz took the 23rd exit from the Grotto tonight and pulled back the heavy hood of his cloak.  He'd never seen the face of his superior, and didn't know if the Sandman was name or title. All he knew was that given those eyes peering out from underneath the cowl, he wasn’t about to ask.


His meeting had been the very soul of brevity:  "Follow the grey man."


Lorosz did a courtesy scan to see if he was being followed and caught the grey cloak out of the corner of his eye.  Wheeling on the ball of his foot, he deftly changed directions and did as he was bid, unable to shake the feeling he'd gotten as he'd prayed; someone would die today, and he had the clammy feeling it might be him.

*   *   *

Rodrik awoke to the feeling that he wasn't alone.


"This is beginning to become a pattern," he thought.


Being careful to avoid sudden movements, he rolled over and saw the candle burning on his table.  Padding over, he picked up the message waiting there and carried it to the door.  The loop had been slipped but not slit.  He snorted quietly to himself and reattached it, more as a formality than anything.


He broke the seal and then stared.


He whistled softly.  "Well, I'll be...  dipped."


Fifteen minutes later, Rodrik was dressed in his off-duty garb and was on his way out the door.  As an afterthought, he briefly returned to his rooms and strapped on his vambraces.  Considering what he needed to do, and to whom, better safe than sorry.


This decision would pay off almost immediately.

4th Gong AM  - the Fourth Hour

It made no sense.  The grey man was just sitting there drinking a klona. There was no indication what Lorosz was supposed to do.  
Follow, and what then?
Despite the hour, Lorosz was as sharp and bright as ever sitting in a shadowed corner watching the cafe, one of the special gifts attendant to his profession.  Therefore, it came as a complete shock to him when the cloaked figure passing by in the street between he and the grey man suddenly stopped and looked right at him.


Lorosz had thrown three knives and watched them glance off the stranger's vambraces before something occurred to him, and he straightened and stepped forward out of the shadow.  He noticed that the grey man was gone and was savvy enough to figure it out.


"Hand of the Dove!", he said, gritting it out like an oath.


The Knight Templar threw back his hood and actually grinned.  "Hand of the Vulture," he greeted him.  He flipped his thumb behind him in a casual gesture.  "I think one of your daggers went off that way," he said and started to adjust his vambraces.


Lorosz was up in his face with the point pressed up under his jaw before he knew it.  "Those are knives.  In Undertown, we call *this* a dagger.  Meet ” Swordbreaker.”

The dagger in question was not quite a foot long, had a matte-black blade, and was distinguished by having 17 "teeth" along the top side of the blade.  

Rodrik calmly met his stare.  ”The Sandman sends his regards,”  he said quietly, and then gently guided the dagger to the side with his right index finger.  "We're going to have to come up with a better way to meet if we're going to work together," he observed with a bemused look, and then he strode off to seat himself at the cafe'.


" I'm going to need more knives before this day is over", Lorosz muttered to himself, and then he stalked off after Rodrik.
*   *   *

When they got to the table, they discovered that the Grey Man had left a parchment.  Rodrik looked a question at Lorosz, who bowed and presented it back to Rodrik with a flourish that the Knight interpreted as ironic.

He accepted it from the Reaper and broke the seal.  He read for a long moment, looked up and met Lorosz’s stare, silently passed it over, and sat down heavily at the table.  Reading quickly, Lorosz stopped and went back to the beginning and then slowly lowered the parchment.
“Well, crabs,” he said.
6th Gong AM – the Sixth Hour
The first hour was a little bumpy.   The instructions were clear – this was All Howl’s Eve, there was a pattern of strange murders on this day, they were tasked to work together to figure out the pattern and stop the murders, and they had less than a day to do it.
Lorosz was not impressed with this arrangement.

“So let me get this straight – a Knight of the Hand of the Dove and a Reaper from the Hand of the Vulture are thrown together to hunt down a being that appears once a year, that has no body, but that possesses…”

”...’O’ presses…”.

”...an upstanding member of the community and inflames them to commit murder against a high profile innocent.”

“That’s what I have been told by The… by your Boss, yes.”

Lorosz didn’t like this at all.

“So you’re saying two mortal enemies have until mid-Night tonight to work together and find a being that can’t be found and stop him with methods that don’t exist yet without killing each other.”

Rodrik raised his kona mug as a toast. “Sounds like a good day’s work,” he said.

“Alright,” said Lorosz. “You get the innocent dignitary and I’ll take the incorporeal spirit.”

Rodrik opened his mouth to protest but Lorosz quickly interrupted him with a significant glare: “There’s no time to argue about this – it makes perfect sense.  Stopping murder is your specialty, getting away with it is mine.”
2nd Gong AN – the Fifteenth Hour
They met up again after Noon.

Knight prayer vs assassin prayer

Wisdom from On High.  For me, intercessory epiphany would just get in the way.

“I’ve seen Action on the border of the Scourgelands.” Said Rodrik.  He said “Action” the way Lorosz would say “Work”.  Both meant killing by their own hand.
There isn’t much time.  I’m calling in some help.
