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I reached into the shadow and plucked him out as easily as one would apprehend a snake.

Or a Vulture.

I don't know what I expected him to say.

"You even carry your mail gloves when you're off-duty?"  He was plainly incredulous.  Assassins fixate on the strangest things, apparently.

"Yes," I said, looking over his shoulder.  Something wasn’t right, here, and this time, it had nothing to do with him.  They always say there are exceptions to every rule.  I hate that expression.
"So that's your strong right hand?  Or is it a wing?  Is that the Wing of the Dove?  What are you going to do with all that hardware?  Wing the truth out of me?"

"I suppose you think you're funny", I observed, but my attention was elsewhere.  Then, my hand was drawing on mailed glove out from my belt - I can’t tell you why.  It’s just how these things work for the Knights Templar.
He had started to say something else that was meant to be witty when there was the slightest movement in the shadow.
The stroke descended quickly and was aimed right at the assassin's exposed neck.  Having left my sword with my uniform, there was just one thing to do.

I sprang forward and stuck out the palm of my strong right hand.

"Stop", I said, but it was too late for both of us, the die was cast, and our fate was now intertwined.

The sword struck my mailed fist a right good whack but wasn't sharp enough to cut through the link.  There is no sword made by mere morals that would have.  

It was solid stroke, well delivered, and while it didn't incapacitate me, I would surely be sore in the morning.

Besides the already odd circumstances of the moment, there was something else that clamored for my attention.  The stroke was more than firm, it was precise.  It bespoke a professional.

Not assassin, not civilian.  Military.

I prayed it wasn't one of us.
I grasped the blade and pulled.  There was a brief conflict of wills but I wound up with the sword (and nothing else).  There was something in the air...

I looked at Lorosz for the first time.  Moving faster than he expected, I grasped his precious dagger out the hidden sheath, withdrew it, and stood back.

Thus commanding his attention, I had one more surprise for him.

"Go get him and bring him back here," I said.  And then I let him go.

Startled as he was, and loathe as he was to have anything to do with me (or my kind, I realized), he was quick enough to size up the situation.  While his eyes turned inky black and narrowed to mere slits, he kept his head.  When he finally spoke, he only said one thing.
"Where will I find you," he said quietly through gritted teeth.

"Rodrik," I said, redirecting.  "Ask for Rodrik."

To his credit, he didn't spar with me but disappeared into the shadows before my eyes and was gone without a sound.

He left behind him a trail of rage that was potent enough to trail if I had a mind to, but that wasn't necessary.  I knew what his credentials were as an assassin – sorry, a member of the House of the Vulture – and we both knew that for the time being, his future was in my hands.
He'd be back for his dagger.
With that out of the way, I started the arduous work of resetting the crime scene.  There was something here that I wasn’t seeing, and I intended to sniff it out.  Something wasn’t right, and that’s my job – to set things right.
Little did I know at the time that this decision would rock the very foundation of our city before I was done.  If I knew then what I know now, I’m not sure if I would have proceeded.

Later, as I was examining the sword against the backdrop of the fire in my hearth, I was troubled by things that were over the head of a simple knight such as myself.

The sword that had been left behind (clue number 1) was crude and rusted, clearly not someone's personal property.  This had been picked up likely bare moments before the attempted assault.

That troubled me.  That meant that somebody wasn't just careful of having a weapon compared for its maker, but fearful of having the weapon traced.

That opened up a whole new trencher of noodles.  That meant that whoever was behind the attempted assassination was a) capable enough to sneak up on somebody whose very existence depending on being unfindable, and b) somebody who didn't want to take any chances that the weapon might be traced, an exceedingly expensive and time consuming procedure.

As I sat in my chair in front of the fire and regarded the flames, one minor event after another was stacking up to suggest one inescapable conclusion - there was somebody very big who wanted a minor assassin out of the way and was willing to frame or kill him to do it.

I felt my jaw set.  I wouldn't allow that.  I had plans of my own for the assassin, plans that didn't include his death.

Until I brought him forward to face due justice, that is.  Then I would pray for his soul and deliver him to the chopping block and send word to his House that Justice had been served and that he would not be the last, or my name wasn't Sir Rodrik of the House of the Dove.
Thus reinforced, I retired for the evening.

He was waiting for me the following morning, seated in my favorite chair, legs crossed, playing idly with a gold chain.  If he hadn’t slept, he betrayed no weariness.  In fact, his calm exterior belied an almost frightening focus underneath.
This was not a man to trifle with.

“Morning, whiskers,” he said conversationally.  “Have you made klona?  No?  Well, I believe I’ll have some, then,” and padded into the corner, lit a small fire, and set some water to boiling.

My sword belt was against the wall, my mail glove was on the mantle, and I didn’t give it all a second thought.  The dagger wasn’t here, and he wasn’t going anywhere without it.

Therefore, he wasn’t going anywhere without me.

I was a little surprised that the place was as neat as it was.  If he’d ransacked the place, he’d done it without waking me and without leaving anything amiss.

Clearly, he had some experience with this sort of thing.

Fortunately, so did I.

R and L work together piecing together clues.  Whoever it is ignores R and is intent on killing L
Rodrick’s sword is interesting.  It appears to be flaming to him when he pulls it out, but anybody else would just see bare metal.

End

As I said. if I knew then what I know now, I’m not sure if I would have proceeded, especially as I lay there on the floor of the cathedral under a foot of rock and dust, and not sure if I was even alive.  I must be alive, I decided.  I ached all over and wasn’t sure if anything was broken.
If I was alive, that meant that I was breathing, or should be, so I took in a great lungful of air (despite the dust), and felt that great drum within me start back up.
Our creed went through my head: “No matter when, no matter where, take a wrong step, The Doves will be there.”
Here I was, laying down on the job.  This would not do.

I tried to move but was completely weighted down by blackness and rock.  I could not move under my own power.  Then it came to me.

Fool that I am.  “Not my will, but thine, oh Jed,” and he was not ready for me to rest just yet.  

I opened my heart to Jed and He opened his power to me and that was pretty much that.
With a low moan that grew into a great roar, I gathered myself and rose from the stoney wreckage, shrugging off the weight that sought to keep me down.   With a final, convulsive effort, I straightened up and cast off the darkness, and stones and debris exploded away from me.

I stretched and cracked my neck as the rocks finished rolling around on the stone floor, and then I stepped out of the crater where I had fallen.  I bent to dust myself off, oblivious to the stares of the one who had thought me dead.   
I saw Lorosz frozen in his tracks.  He had been walking away from the scene with his head down and I caught him just as he was looking back.  
I only gave him a glance, but the look on his face – equal parts disbelief and what could only be what I will call spiritual envy – will warm me when I think of it in quiet moments of reflection.
It was clear to me that the danger to Lorosz was over and was now attached to me.  I nodded in satisfaction.  My task to protect Lorosz was complete for the moment, and I felt emboldened in my knowledge that it takes far more than this to kill a humble servant of the One.
Lorosz spun on his nimble feet and rushed back to me.  “Rodrick, you’re alive!”, he said.   As soon as he said that, I could tell he was cursing himself for stating the obvious.  He never liked to look the fool.

A lesser man would have rubbed it in, but that is not my way.

I returned to the business at hand, for that is my way.  “You are safe, it appears,” I said.  “They’re after me now.  You’re free to go.”

He didn’t need to be told twice, and was already halfway out of the room before I brought him up short.

“Lorosz, this changes nothing - watch your path, Vulture, and pray that ours don’t cross again.”

It just goes to show that even a Dove needs Jed.  My words were accurate but unintentionally harsh, and he immediately relaxed into his old ways.  “I’ll leave the praying to you, Dove,”, he spat.
I smiled for the briefest moment at the absolute futility of ultimate purity even for one such as I, and I couldn’t help it.  Without thinking, I winked at him to take the sting off, an act which perversely only made him madder.  
With that brief moment over, I turned my attention back to task at hand, and when I looked back again, he was gone.

It’s just as well.  With that task out of the way, I had an idea where to go next, and the work of the Dove is never done.

I thought of what must be done, set my jaw, and straightened my shoulders.   “May your gods help any who stand in my way,” I thought, “because mine is helping me.”
With that, I took a deep breath , drew my flaming sword, and strode forward into the darkness.

