The Journal of Martin Madigan, Hatter and personal guard of Ambassador Val Aeryn

Entering Martin Madigan’s chambers from the spiral staircase of the Onyx Tower, there was a narrow entryway that opened into the lounge room. The walls of the room are designed to look like the room was a vast colorful garden.

Past the entryway appeared to be large wooden mushrooms. On the base of the mushrooms were scratches and on the top of the mushrooms were small cushions. The visitor would get the feeling that unseen eyes were watching their every movement.

In the center of the room was a stuffed combat dummy that looked like it was used frequently and was covered with slices in the fabric. The fabric was stitched in many places as though old tears were mended. The body of the dummy was rectangular and appeared to be some sort of cloth covered pasteboard with colorful markings on it. On close examination, it had an “A” and a black spade on the upper left corner and the same was printed upside down on the bottom right corner. A large black spade was in the center. The spade in the center seemed to have the most tears and repairs, likely where a heart would be.

The floor of the garden appeared to be an actual garden of colorful flowers with a grassy pathway to his bedroom. A long dining room table could be seen past the combat dummy, surrounded with comfortable chairs. The table was set as though Martin was expecting guests for a party. The smell of brewed tea filled the air, along with those of the flowers and grass.

Beyond the garden path was the door to his bedroom. It was less decorated, but the garden theme continued into the room. A large Victorian style light oak bed with large posts and a canopy was at the far end of the room. It was covered with Victorian style nine patch quilts and thick comforters and oversized pillows. Near the head of the bed was a night stand, where a top hat rested near the lamp. Hanging on the wall nearby was a scabbard with his ebony blade.

A large clothes cupboard was on the left side of the bedroom. A door on the right led to the bathroom. It would be obvious that all the woodwork was light oak, which seemed to frame the outline of the garden everywhere.
Martin woke as he felt something climb into bed and walk over the blanket and finally settle onto his chest. He didn't see what it was that settled on his chest, but he knew. "Yes, Chessie?"

A pair of eyes appeared before him and an eyebrow rose. "You instructed me to wake you promptly at dawn."

"Yes I did, thank you, you can get off now." Martin said and the cat acquiesced.

Martin got up, made the bed, and got ready for the morning's duties. A quick bath and dressing woke him up somewhat, but he was missing something. 'Tea, that's it.' he thought.  He walked into the lounge and poured himself a cup of tea, then returned to dressing. Taking an occasional sip of the strong tea.

After strapping on his weaponry, he slipped his overcoat on and tapped his hat into place, checking himself in a mirror on the inside door of the cupboard. He felt the gazing eyes upon him. "These things must be done properly, you know. Just because we are not home, I refuse to break from habits. And precautions. One never knows what one will encounter in this place. I'm sure they aren't pleased at our presence." Martin looked down his nose at the blinking eyes. "Now... While I am on duty, you may wander the town, but stay out of trouble. These people don't like to be bothered or startled by nosey animals. Got it? Report back anything of interest, of course."

A mouthful of feline teeth appeared in a grin. "I promise to behave myself."

"Good, now that's settled. I have to report to the Ambassador. See you later, Chessie."

"Maybe yes, maybe no, Hatter." The cat responded in amusement.

Martin's eyebrow shot up in irritation but he chose to ignore the troublesome cat. Then he proceeded to take the staircase to the Ambassador's offices.

Made from Chaosian black onyx shipped all the way from the Courts of Chaos, the Chaosian Embassy, sometimes known as Onyx Tower is a recent addition to the city’s skyline.

Standing at ten floors high in the center of the magisterial district, Onyx Tower has but one entrance from the street level, guarded by bound Demons. The colors of the current Ambassador are hung from the windows, flagpoles and worn by all the guards.

Looking like a cross between an ultramodern skyscraper and a gothic museum, the walls of the Embassy always reflect a moonlit sky – even at noon on a cloudy day. A person can use the reflection to check their hair or adjust their clothes, but they will notice red eyes over their shoulder, reflected from bushes that are not actually there.

Known Chaosians in the city are automatically granted access to the Embassy at any time of day or night. Chaosian tourists always visit the Embassy. Amber Ambassadors are allowed access without an appointment; actually talking to someone will usually take much more effort. All other citizens of Amber are refused access unless accompanied by a Chaosian noble or carry a broach of admission – granted only by the current Chaosian Ambassador.

Lord Martin Madigan, the Ambassador's personal agent, bodyguard, and gofer strode into the Ambassador's outer office. He removed his hat, collapsing it, then tucking it into the inside lining of his jacket.

He removed a deck of cards from his locked mail tube then examined the cards within. The sequence of them indicated a coded message from the security team, something he designed to discourage eavesdroppers of passed messages. After examining them and interpreting the message, he frowned slightly. He rearranged the cards, providing acknowledgment and orders; he slipped the deck into the appropriate mail tube and sent it on its way.

He spent the long morning pouring over status reports, making contacts, and double checking that everything was in order with Embassy security.

It was slightly after noon, when he strode into the inner chamber of the Ambassador's office. He stood still for a moment, regarded the Ambassador, and nodded slightly. "Good afternoon, Ambassador, you look well." He grinned almost imperceptibly. "What is on the agenda for the rest of the day? There has been no security incidents reported in the embassy, so the locals haven't tried anything... foolish. That in itself is troubling. I don't wish our people to be lulled into a false sense of security in this stagnant realm."

He paused, and then continued with a slight tilt of his head. "Security reported that Aeron departed moments ago. Should I be in the loop on something, Ambassador?"

"It is good to see you again Martin.  I could tell you that trouble was brewing and that we were all moving out of Amber in the next week.  Would that please you?"   Her voice is dead pan, as it usually is.  She really could use learning to smile more like Chessie, or relax with a cup of tea.  Many said she had loosened up in the last twenty years here.  Perhaps she had a different face for in the Embassy, and outside it.

"Your guess is as good as mine as to Aeron's purpose.  He leaves his comings and goings as a mystery to many of us."   Either the woman is being obtuse for good reason, or she doesn't have a clue.  One is obviously more dangerous than the other, and if she is implying that it is a rogue Chaosian, it is doubtful that it would be good for the peace treaty or any of the Chaosians serving here in Amber.  "It might be best if the three of us sat down to have a little 'chat' as the locals like to say."

Martin grinned at that and kept from chuckling. "Sadly, I am realistic enough to know that there is no chance of that, Val Aeryn." His expression changed to a more serious mood. "You know that I take my responsibilities here seriously and your safety is my prime concern."

"I might be able to relax if I was certain that there was no possibility of danger from our hosts or the locals. From what I've heard of the Royal family, some have accepted our presence but others barely tolerate us. The locals seem to accept us, but they are likely more suspicious of us. I'm sure I would be."

Regarding the discussion with Aeron, Martin nodded. "That sounds like an excellent suggestion and I would be delighted to free up some time for that. If he is aware of potential trouble, I would like to know of it and head it off, if possible. If no trouble exists, it would not be wise for him to go looking for it."

"Please let me know when we can 'chat', as you say, I'll make sure we aren't disturbed. Any orders for me today, Val Aeryn?" He dipped his head slightly as a sign of respect.

"Let's set it up for tomorrow morning.  Second turn, scratch that."  She sighed, as she adjusted to the local time.  "Ten am."

"Further, I think my time amongst the royals may have allowed me to let things slide back here Martin.  I need to get a briefing on the comings and goings, which Chaosians are here, and a general overview.  Can you manage to get that together for me by the end of the day?"

Martin nodded. "I will mark that on my schedule. 10AM tomorrow morning, thank you Val Aeryn. I shall have the intelligence and staff status report to you by the end of the day."

"If anyone has been absent from the Tower for over six turnings, should I try to locate them by Trump or Logrus or just report their absence?"

He waited for her response before expecting to be dismissed.

"No need to contact them.  This should merely be informational in nature.  Once we have a pulse on the known individuals we can begin examining if any of your special talents will need to be called into play."

"Oh, and have you been allowing that cat of yours run loose in the tower again?  I swear that it was laughing at me yesterday from the throne."  She jerks her thumb at the throne that has her sanguine cloak hanging from it.  "I still have no idea how it gets by the Arch Demons that guard the entrance to this floor."

Martin knew by now that she liked Chessie, it was merely a talking point the two of them shared.   Val Aeryn often looked for ways to make a personal connection with those whose company she found pleasing.   More than once over the years, Martin had caught her enjoying petting or talking to Chessie until she would "throw her ambassadors switch," and tell him that Chessie was not to be allowed to wander the floors, or the like.  Martin was pretty sure that Val Aeryn actually did know when the cat was in her office, as Chessie never came back with any good information on her doings there, though Val Aeryn still used it as a good connection point with him on occasion.

Martin reddened a bit. It was hard enough to keep Chessie from leaving his Shadow, but he apparently had little control over the furry nuisance. "My apologies, Val Aeryn, I let Chessie run loose among the locals to gather information about them. I try to gather mostly social, fashion, and political news. And it gives him something to do to stay out of mischief."

"Sorry to say that I rarely get any useful information. Once he wandered out into the nearby forest. The only useful bit of data I got from him, was that it was a beautiful vast woodland but there are huge dogs and hawks that roam the area and they weren't 'natural'. They didn't like to be tormented and he has avoided it since."

"I wasn't aware that he was roaming the Tower and I will have words with him if he is a bother. He seems to lack... tact and impulse control. Yet he seems to be quite fond of you.  I'm not sure how he manages getting past the demons though. He seems to be truly able to mask his scent and body temperature as well as his appearance. If I didn't know better, I would surmise he had some innate bizarre trump abilities, but that's quite impossible."

"I'll have the report ready for you." At that point, he tried to change the subject.

"Of course.  Though a cat with Trump by thought, or even Logrus on demand would suffice.  He isn't some affectation of your walk on the Logrus is he?  That could explain a bit.  Or the traitor Amberite, who brought them all down upon us.  He had that knack that brought him to the Courts during the war.... What as his name, Brandon?  Brendan?"  She knew damn well who he was, but she wasn't going to bothered spitting out the name of a man who betrayed her people by bringing his entire House down upon the Courts in a cruel betrayal of the agree upon arrangements."

A small pyramid glows red on her desk.

"It would appear that someone wishes to speak with me.  I have no appointments, and I don't desire to waste time on social functions.  Perhaps you might go and find out if it is worth my time?"  She smiles, the two long canines hanging over her lips deliciously.  "Play nice with them, if they are the locals Martin.  No inviting them to tea."

"I believe his name was Brand, yes." The feel of the word over his lips nearly triggered reflux. "I understand that there was a massive shredding campaign when things fell through with him. Some functionaries were in full CYA mode, but I'm sure there are some who know the entire story, if one dared dig deep enough. Myself, I prefer to go on living." It would be difficult to determine if Martin was serious or not.

"I hadn't considered that those of my Shadow would be affected so, by the Logrus. But I suppose that is possible. I'll consider the possibilities..."

Martin noticed the glowing pyramid and realized that social playtime was over. He nodded and grinned. "As you wish, Ambassador, but there's always time for tea." He took that as dismissal and bowed, making his way out of her office.

Having returned from an expedition to the city, Aeron cross the entry way and found the nearest functionary. "Tell the Ambassador that I'm ready to see her," he told them as he began to investigate the room. He picked up a sphere of liquid lightning and sloshed it about before returning it to the black stone stand it had come from.

"Not enough edges," he muttered about the room in general.

Martin left the Ambassador's office and headed to the outer area to greet the visitor. He had no idea who it would be, until he saw the gentleman set down the drink. He approached the man and offered his hand.

"I could provide a hookah, if that is more to your liking, Lord Aeron. I suspect that tea wouldn't be, ah, your cup of tea." Martin chuckled. "I'm glad you are back. The Ambassador and I were just talking about you. I trust your excursion was uneventful."

"... and she sent you," he said as he ignored the hookah comment and paced about Martin, watching his disposition from every angle. His heavy boots tread loudly on the solid floor like a death clock. "How about we go and visit her?"

Martin shrugged. "It's more like I was dismissed to see if you were a local or not. You know how many requests she gets for an audience. She didn't wish to be disturbed unless it was important and a local didn't qualify. But I suppose you qualify." He smirked, amused at Aeron's comment.

"Actually, the three of us are scheduled to have a troika tomorrow morning at 10, so you have some free time till then. Perhaps I could arrange some entertainment for you, there is a fresh shipment of succubae and nymphs in from the Courts."

"But if you feel that it's important to disturb her, the Ambassador might not mind the interruption. We'll see..." Martin sighed and tilted his head, then motioned him to approach the office.


Special note: It is eight levels up from the outer area to the Ambassador’s office. It requires getting past the demons. (I wasn't aware of that till now. We'll note that going back.)

"It's important," he said before following Martin up the stairs. He watched the demons as they came into view. "Security is... a hobby of mine," Aeron mutters to Martin.

"How long have they been posted here?"

Martin smirked. "They get replaced with the succubae and nymphs; it was Val Aeryn's suggestion. She thought some of the staff was getting lazy. Most demons tend to stand down in the presence of a Lord, unless you wish a confrontation or berate them. They respect positions of authority, but they don't appreciate having their inferiority thrown in their faces, whatever faces they wear. It's certainly a deterrent for many visitors."

"It's a hobby of mine as well." As they approached the demon, Martin shifted to his demon form; his clothes vanished in the process. Martin's was a massive form with a large head full of teeth. The body looked like a freakish lizard or dinosaur. Steam escaped from his lips as the air near Martin grew hotter. His form was difficult to describe, but it was referred to as a Jabberwocky. A breath of fire made a couple of the guard demons skitter to the side, not wishing to be incinerated. Martin stepped onward, ignoring the demons and approached the stairs.

They progress upward, battling demon warriors and evading the stairs that eat people, until they get to the 6th floor.

Aeron takes a good look at where the stairs ought to be. He then nods.
"Be right back."
Moments later he returns with one of the demon warriors and uses it as a launching point, jumping and grabbing the lip of the floor above.

"Lead on," he says.

A larger than average demon blocked the passage leading to the next level, but rather than engage the two Chaos Lords, it chose instead to reach towards the outer wall and a moment later, an eight-foot tall bear, wearing a top hat and tuxedo, appeared, shimmering into existence as it Trumped in next to the demon.

Turning and growling, it snarled, “Would you kindly inform me why it was necessary for you to slay two of my demons instead of just asking permission to pass – or, maybe even Trumping to your destination? What IS it with you self-important types, always making my responsibilities all the harder? Abyss knows I do not already have enough problems without having to explain reductions in specialist guards.”

Captain Ardoss crossed his arms and glared at the pair of Chaosites.

"Why were they completely unprepared? Aren't they supposed to be guards?" Aeron approached Captain Ardoss. "We went easy on them."

Martin shifted back momentarily. He certainly hadn't considered himself self-important. "Captain, my intent is never to slay anyone in the service of Chaos, unless my own life or that of the Ambassador is threatened. I simply provide a display of power to prove my identity and continue on without harming them."

"All of us serve in some way and that is something worthy of respect." He tilted his head in a nod as a form of salute. "Hopefully the demons are still alive and if they are seriously harmed, they should be tended to promptly. I hope that simple combat provides them some amusement and training."

"If there is a reduction in staff, perhaps I can speak to the Ambassador on your behalf. It is in all of our best interests that we maintain a more than adequate security force."

Martin hoped that it would be enough to satisfy the captain.
“You may be the Ambassador’s man, Madigan, but your duties do not extend to the protection of this embassy,” Ardoss snarled, pointing a sharp claw at the Chaos Lord. “Do something like this again and you might find your own quarters much harder to enter.”

The captain of the guards turned on Aeron, “And as for you, you have even less right to do as you please here. Consider yourself warned. Abuse my people again and I’ll be seeing you at a disciplinary hearing.”

The big bear like Chaos Lord snarled once more, probably for effect, and made a signal, the huge demon standing to one side and ushering Martin and Aeron through.

“Like I don’t have enough trouble already,” Ardoss muttered to himself.

Martin nodded understanding to the Captain. In Martin's mind, security of the Tower equated to security of the Ambassador. But it was best not to upset the Captain by stating his view on that.

He shifted back to his Chaos form to fly up to the next level, then he leaped up the vacant stairwell. Martin didn't look over his shoulder to see if Aeron followed or not.

Aeron followed, landing behind Martin with a grunt. As they walked he looked at Martin's back.

Soon, they reached the entryway to the 7th floor. Martin shifted back to his human form and he took his hat from his jacket, popped it open, and tapped it into place.

With his hand outstretched, he summoned the Logrus which snaked out and entered into the door's mechanism the door opened. "One last floor to go." Martin said as he stepped through.

Aeron followed cautiously. He reached into a pocket and felt something, but didn't pull it out. The remaining floor made him a little uneasy. He shut the door behind him.

Martin strode purposefully the remainder of the way to the Ambassador's office. Being chastised by the security Captain set his teeth on edge and it didn't set well with him. He went out of his way to take it easy with the demon guards, out of respect for their position and commitment to duty that likely matched his own.

He thought that this interruption better be worthy of disturbing Val Aeryn, bad enough that it will delay his data gathering for her status report, it would be discussed the next morning. 'This had better be an emergency.' He mentally repeated to himself as he entered her inner chamber and paused. He waited for a moment or so before speaking. He was certain that she knew they were there and everything that transpired and she likely enjoyed his discomfiture.

Martin placed his hand over his mouth and cleared his throat. "Ambassador, forgive the interruption, but Aeron is here to speak with you." Then he inclined his head slightly in greeting.

Aeron peered over Martin at the Ambassador, his one eye critical of her. He gave a gentle nod as if to agree with the previous statement.

Val Aeryn looked up.  "Back so soon?  This really must be important.  Approach please and introduce our guest."

She watches him as they come closer, the carpet letting off little screams that could be heard as the pair approached.  "My demons tell me that a guest from Chaos has come to call."  She stands now.  "I am Ambassador Tsun Barimen.  How can I serve Chaos by seeing you?"

It was a traditional welcome that was a variation of the one used in the Temple of the Logrus back home.  Now it was reserved for a Chaosian who arrived in a weaker form covered in flesh to the Black Spike.  Tower... *mental sigh*

There's something about this one.  An aura of distrust.  What is it that he exudes that puts me on edge and makes me want the throne chair here to be resplendent?  Something...  Val Aeryn couldn't put her finger on it.

Martin stepped aside and maintained an 'at ease' posture, while observing and letting Aeron pass. "Ambassador, may I present Lord Aeron." He paused considering. "You'll have to excuse me, but I'm not aware of your official title, Aeron."

He waited for orders from Val Aeryn.

"'Lord' is fine," Aeron replied to Martin as they awaited Aeryn's response.
Not familiar with any Aeron denoting a 'royal rank' in the Courts or Amber, she decides to clarify.

"Aeron...  The name is not yet familiar to me.  Which House do you represent, and what business brings you here?"  Val Aeryn never one for social niceties drops right to the point, finding refuge in the strength of dealing with Chaosians rather than prima donna's of House Amber and their superficial etiquette.

She motions him to a seat.   Luckily they are ones that are meant for humans, and should fit him well.
"Houses are restrictive, ambassador. Do you represent your house, or Chaos?"  He looked at the seat that she offered, but decided to remain standing. "I was under the impression that the embassy could use my... talents. And the only quality we need to share is a lack of love for Amberites."

"I was born a Barimen before I was ever accepted to the Court life.   My accomplishments are my own, reflecting on, but not belonging to Chaos.  Serving Chaos is why I exist here, she had to be careful now, things had a way of being heard elsewhere.  Whoever led you to believe that serving Chaos meant that you abandoned your House loyalties, to pick up a weapon of hate against our conquerors did you an injustice."

Val Aeryn takes a seat, though the newcomer has not.  "We are here to serve Chaosian interests, by being liaisons to the House of Amber.  You will be held responsible for your actions while in Amber and for any way they reflect upon Chaos.  While a guest in the realm of Amber, only within this tower do you answer to Chaos alone.  Outside these walls, you answer to the Royals, to Chaos, and via that responsibility, to me."

Who is this man, to think he is a lone gun, refusing to answer simple questions, and broadcasting his distaste of Amber?  Probably a spy from back home.  Is it a test, and should I be sending his head back?  "I will not tolerate the peaceful co-existence that we have maintained here.  Not by any person with ties to Chaos."

"Your entry into the Chaosian Embassy mandates your registry."  Looking to Martin, "Please be sure Aeron has been fully registered and briefed."  What a waste of time this is turning out to be. 

Looking at Aeron once more.  "If that is all you came here for, to give me your name, I believe my business and yours is done."

“Lords and ladies, here and there. Whomever you are, we all should beware…” the familiar voice of the cryptic purple cat that had followed Martin back from his home Shadow seems to almost ooze across the room.

Above the ambassador’s chair, fading into view on a windowsill, appears the strange, grinning creature, stripped purple and his grin appearing before the rest of him, “It has been said, that too many cooks, spoil the broth. What meals are we making of the day, Madigan? Is someone going to get burned?”

"I was chained in shadow and," he motioned towards his missing eye, "abused. The perpetrator made me believe that he was from Amber, and I'm willing to believe that... for now."

"I don't serve a house because, for as long as I have been aware, I have not belonged to one. The circumstances of my birth are... unknown to me."

Val Aeryn takes in Aeron's information and categorizes it.  She ignores Chessie as if the cat weren't there.

"So you came here looking for vengeance?" That could be problematic, but she personally agreed with it, though she couldn't endorse it now and here.  "Please, have a seat."

"Do you have any idea who had done this to you?  A visual description, or if you are an artist, a portrait of the person?  As an acknowledged Chaos citizen, it is your right to demand justice, and have your embassy listen to you."

"With no house, than you are without the protection that one might otherwise provide.  That will not stop this embassy from defending you, so long as I am the ambassador here."

She motions Martin over to join in the conversation.

"Would you object to telling us more of what befell you?  We might know who the person is by what you tell us.  The Amberites have codes that they follow, and while it would not be a traditional duel, it is possible that we could request and have granted a request for justice at your hand."

"It is more complicated than that... I want answers more than just vengeance. And all I ever had of my captor was a voice, so I have no physical description to work from." He finally took a seat, breathing out. He'd not expected to be answering so bluntly questions of his past, but it seemed necessary in order to gain their help, and he had no means to accomplish his ends by himself.

"Before being released, my eye was removed using a metal hook."

Martin observed the events and listened closely to the conversation and remained alert. The appearance of Chessie was a slight distraction, yet it would be necessary to interpret the cryptic comment. Martin removed his top hat out of respect. He seemed to nervously tap the rim on the palm of his hand, perhaps he appeared a trifle impatient.

He kept his gaze on Aeron. "He will be registered and briefed, as all other liaisons to the Courts are obligated, Ambassador. Lord Aeron, although I can sincerely appreciate your circumstances, it is not in the best interest of the Courts to get involved in personal vendettas."

"If I may speak freely, Ambassador."

"It may be as you say, Lord Aeron that one of Amber was responsible, and it is also likely that someone else posed as one of them to set you against them. There are plenty of enemies to go around, there may be fighting among themselves. Either way, we can't let the Courts to become involved."

Martin considered Chessie's words, but didn't risk a look in his direction. "Chessie, the intention is peaceful co-existence and serving Chaos. Keep the pepper out of the food and tempers will cool. Keep vinegar out of the food and emotions will not embitter."

"Ambassador, as an act of good faith, perhaps one could go through the channels to see if Lord Aeron might gain an audience to the royals of Amber. Perhaps he can then make his case with them. They may be able to settle the issues of his birth and grievances. The Tower may serve both sides honorably, if this can be dealt with peaceably."

"If that is acceptable to lord Aeron, it is entirely the Ambassador’s decision. But the register and briefing stands." Martin wasn't certain if it would be well received. If not, Aeron was soon to be escorted out of the Tower.
Val Aeryn considers the hook.  Why a hook?  Why not a claw? Or a spoon?

"Likely than we need to get you around other Amberites, so that voices may sound familiar, or not."  She considers, before continuing.  "I am prepared to make that happen, if you are prepared to swear an oath to hold back on action until we can confirm your conclusions and take steps to seek justice." Amberite Justice unfortunately.  Things are handled more directly back home.  Now, matters are more complex.

"Martin, you make excellent suggestions, although I would be surprised to find that the Amberites could speak as to the birthing and lineage of one of our own.  Still, if they did have such knowledge, it could open doorways to discovering why he was assaulted in the first place."

"How long ago was this Aeron?"  She wants to do some mental equations trying to see who was in Amber, and who was not when the attacks occurred.
"My eye was lost a few months ago," he says. "But this was in a shadow that feels accelerated next to Amber. As little as one month here, maybe. I had been in that shadow for years." He looked downward, and could feel the chains that shackled him before. "I swear that I will not seek immediate vengeance upon such a person until you've done your best to get justice some other way."

Martin nodded. "I misspoke, Ambassador. If Lord Aeron is uncertain about his birthing, perhaps he may be one of them or one of us or neither. They might have a way to narrow that down."

"I would be very interested in discovering the motives behind the actions of your captors, Lord Aeron. It seems to be unnecessarily... cruel and perhaps give a clue to their identity. Hooks aren't that common, and sounds like something a man of the sea would use or a butcher."

"So long as they don't use the family's power.  The Pattern is supposed to be as deadly as the Logrus, and from what we know, only those of the blood can walk it.   If they try to use that as a test, we could lose Aeron, and solve little."

"Do you happen to remember, Aeron, if the individual who held you was there daily?  If it was a fast time Shadow, it is likely that they weren't in Amber at all, even via the use of Trumps.  If they were only stopping by every couple days, than they might have made appearances back here."

"They weren't there all the time. They would just check in on me." He felt anxious and it showed, the urge to get out of the chair and pace... walk... anything, was pretty urgent. Still, he stayed.

"I don't think I'll use either Pattern or Logrus. Being dead isn't my favorite pastime."

"So you do not have the power of Logrus?   How did you travel the distance to get here?  How did you escape from your captors?"

Val Aeryn becomes quite curious at this point.  It is very much like a large gap in the story she is hearing.

"The shadow I was in became suddenly popular," he responded quietly. "I followed others until I arrived here."

"Popular."  She lets the word linger on her lips like the flutter of a still beating heart.   Deciding that she doesn't want to push Aeron, since he has been forthright she waits a moment to see if he will volunteer more, or if Martin will ask something.

Than after a moments hesitation she asked, "When you followed, was it the same group that you came in here with?"  Martin may have to privately find out more about those ones, and possibly confirm whatever Aeron can reveal.

Martin rolled Chessie's words over in his mind, 'too many cooks'. He said it softly. "Too many cooks..."

"Aeron, others shifted Shadow, you used it in the plural. This Shadow you were in, might be the domain of the one who held you prisoner, but there were others with Power. Their appearance may or may not have been expected by the one who held you. I wonder if your captor knows of your escape?"

He let that thought take root in Aeron's mind.

Val Aeryn could always trust in Martin's superior strategies.   He seemed to recognize the machinations of others on a more cynical level than even how many believed the ambassador did.  He was a powerful ally and one she couldn't see doing without.

I wonder what else he can bring out of Aeron?

"He'll find out as soon as he checks back in," Aeron responded. "Plans that depend on his not knowing need to be put in motion soon." He was back on his feet in moments.  "I did follow the ones that I came here with," he said as he continued, thinking.

Madigan made a scowl. "Plans and machinations, indeed. Ambassador, four things immediately come to mind."

The hatter ticked them off on his fingers. "One, that his captor may have had a Trump of Aeron made, by which he could be reached and possibly seized. If, they had access to an artist and if they were farsighted enough to plan for that eventuality. Enough ifs to consider the possibility at least, considering the amount of work required. It would be advisable to block all contacts he may receive. Unless... it could be used to identify the captor."

"Two, he may have something on his person that allows his captor track him, of course, without his knowledge. A scan would be advisable, for his protection and the Tower."

"Three, if he is escorted to Amber for an audience, his captor may be present and wish him to not bring his grievance to the Courts. If we have a Master of Shifting, they may be able to mold his guise, at least temporarily, until he has his say. And his true guise could then be revealed. Just a thought..."

"Four, if his captor was from somewhere other than Amber, magical means or a Power such as Logrus could be used to snare him again. I'd rather that not happen under our noses. I prefer to think that this is a family matter, in this realm."

"Ambassador, without necessary precautions, someone is likely to get burnt. And we should prevent that from happening." He closed his fist after the final count. "Personally, I would like to meet those people that Aeron followed here. They may know much about that realm."

"I agree with each of your points in good order, though we have need of identifying Aeron first of all.  Ensure his blood has the necessary components to at least guarantee he is of Chaosian origin."  She speaks as if Aeron were not right in front of her, as if the necessity of the information Aeron shared was forcing her to move with less of the formality and passion that Aeron may have noticed from his captor.  "I won't risk bringing a mere Shadow or possible threat into the Amber House under our protection.  The ramifications would be... unpleasant."

She then looks at Aeron, "Providing our guest finds the necessity of verifying who he is acceptable?" She looks again at Martin.   "If Aeron is willing, perhaps he can give you information on these others he came with that can assist with you in your," she smiles revealing the long canines, 'interviews.'"  She emphasizes the last word.  I always preferred 'interrogation' personally...   "Let's make sure we have a good understanding of how the coincidence of their arrival coincides with Aeron's escape.  It seems rather, convenient."

"Once Aeron's identity is confirmed, and things are to your satisfaction as security, let's arrange for Aeron to have a room here in the tower.  I don't want his captor to have easy access to him.  If he has entered the Demon's Cage, than he should at least be given Claw and Armor with which to defend himself.  The Towers resources can assist in such."

"No reports back to the Courts at the current time.  And let's keep an eye on the Trump Gate."  That thing was a hell of a double edged sword.  Instant travel to and from Chaos.  A constantly open vent that vibrated of home.  Ideally a means of transport, but in truth a tool like any other.  And tools, like any weapon, had a nasty way of being turned against the creators original intentions.

Martin inclined his head slightly, as if in abeyance. "As you wish, Ambassador. If Lord Aeron is willing, we will assist him any way we can."

He turned to face Aeron. "There are means in which a small amount of blood is withdrawn and tested. Master shifters can examine it and help answer questions about your heritage. We will do that first, so they can begin their work in earnest."

"Then we will go to the Tower's armory, to find you suitable arms and armor. And then I will take you to your quarters and we will have a short briefing. Afterwards, you are free to go where you wish, or simply rest if you desire. For your own protection, you should remain in the Tower and avoid the Trump Gate. I will talk with the captain to see if additional guards can be placed at the Gate."

"Once the Master Shifters have found some answers, we can proceed from there. If you have no Trumps of yourself, one should be drawn of you, at least to help you defend yourself from a Trump assault. I assure you, your protection is important. Not only to you, but to us. Your enemy will also be our enemy if they choose to attack here."  


"Lord Aeron, if this is acceptable to you; we will get started right away."
"Your idea to train him in mental defenses is excellent Hatter.  Please let me know how I may be of assistance."

Aeron watched the exchange passively. "This is acceptable," he said to Martin, and, with the closing words from Val Aeryn, he expected them to leave to visit the shifters.

The two demons go back to their statuary support of the arch, as the two men leave Val Aeryn's chambers.   The rug lets out screams of pain.  That one's bringing trouble.  I can smell it.

Where's that damn cat when you want someone to stroke.
Martin nodded to the Ambassador, acknowledging the end of the audience. He waved to Aeron to follow along out of the offices. They walked down the stairs.

"First stop, Medical, sixth level, one floor down. Doc will handle things, it's fairly painless, Lord Aeron." On the sixth floor, they approached glass walls and doors. Beyond, could be seen a group of people working in a hospital-like setting. Everyone was busy on some sort of work.

Martin pushed in the thick double glass doors and strode in, approaching an older gentleman with slightly graying hair.

"Doc, I have a priority request from the Ambassador. We need you to draw some blood and test it to see if you can determine biological factors. Likely heritage, full screen, potential, the works. Then send the sample and report to my quarters, I'll take it to the Ambassador. I'll wait out here for Lord Aeron, when you have drawn the sample. Thanks!"

The Doc nodded and motioned Aeron to follow him.

Martin stepped aside and let the men take care of business and he waited.

Aeron entered and the door came between him and Martin. Through the glass the physician can be seen talking to Aeron, who responds with brief words. Once in a while he nods, but he never shakes his head.

Eventually Aeron is drawn aside and an even briefer exchange is made.

A few moments later Aeron walks out of the door.  "How long will we have to wait," he asks.

Martin gave a slight shrug. "It shouldn't take more than a couple hours, unless they need to run more tests. They will have a team work on it, it's pretty routine."

"I'll show you to your quarters; it's near mine on this floor." He led the way around the Medical complex and a row of private apartments.

"The first apartment is mine. The second one will be yours. Let's get you settled in and armed while we are waiting." The Hatter led him to the second door and opened it. The apartment was comfortably furnished and a similar size to the Hatter's rooms.

Martin walked in and turned the lights on. He took his hat off and reached into it, summoning the Logrus as he reached in. He sent the tendril out to a nearby secure location and found the keys to the apartment. He withdrew the keys and handed them to Aeron. "Keep your doors locked, no one has been notified that this place will be occupied. Yet..."

"Now, let's get you armed. What are your preferences for weapons and armor? Oh yes, let me know when you are getting hungry. I have no idea how long it has been since you've dined, given your circumstances. I suppose that should be addressed soon."
Aeron followed Martin to the apartments, his motorcycle boots hitting the floor with an almost militaristic cadence that echoed in the halls and tapped along the walks, only the sound of chains from somewhere on his person interrupting with a rhythm of its own.

When they arrived at the apartment and Martin gave him security instruction, Aeron merely nodded. As the talk concluded and Martin asked about armor and weaponry, he looked at himself.

"Flexible."
Martin grinned as he summoned the sign of the Logrus. "Flexible? Those parameters can bring me back anything, like a rubber chicken or kielbasa sausage. You can hit someone with them, but they aren't likely to do much damage. What is the weapon of your desire? I'll see what I can do. The more specific and unique the parameters, the longer it will take. Oh, and just so you know, gunpowder doesn't work in this realm, a few things don't."

"Then we'll search for armor. And I'll get a meal for both of us. This'll be hungry and thirsty work." Madigan rubbed his hands together and gave them a loud clap, as the dark tendrils shot out and disappeared in Shadow. "What's your pleasure?" He had an amused grin on his face, wondering how imaginative his guest was.

"Chain based weapon," Aeron responded, "tri-staff." Apparently he was feeling only slightly imaginative.
Martin nodded. "Interesting weapon. Most people beat themselves to death with them, before they get skilled at them, then they give up on them." He chuckled. He concentrated on the image of the tri-sectional staff. Not a common weapon one would find, it requires the Logrus to weed out and bypass a few nearby Shadows."

Minutes passed as Martin continued to focus on his goal and he felt the rattling of chains as the tendrils locked onto something. Before drawing it back, he concentrated on the image in his mind to confirm. The tendril didn't release it, so he brought the object to him.

The object appeared in Martin's hands as the tendril vanished. He examined it closely to see if it matched what he imagined. The chains were made of good quality steel. He tested the strength and it seemed quite serviceable. The staves were made of a white oak, pretty solid. Each stave was approximately two feet long.
Note: http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Three-section_staff

He handed it over to Aeron. "Will this serve?"
"Yes," Aeron says, making a few practice moves with it. He manages to not embarrass himself.

"You mentioned food?"

Madigan refrained from commenting on Aeron's skills with the staves; he knew how important it was to get the feel of the balance of the weapon. He thought 'Yes, it would serve.'

"Ah, food. Excellent idea. Since you are our guest, you can join me at my table, it's quite comfortable and it's always tea time, but I have access to any fare you require."

Martin made his way to the door and led the way to his place next door and remembered his manners. "Please..."

Martin pulled the key out of his waistcoat pocket and unlocked his door. He walked in and left the door open. He made his way along the garden path to this dining room table in the middle of the garden. He didn't look back to see if Aeron followed or not, but he left the door open.

He could smell fresh brewed tea which always brought a smile to his lips. The table had every place set with fine silver and china.

He pulled out a couple comfortable chairs and summoned the Logrus. He sent the tendrils out to search nearby kitchens for freshly cooked meals that he enjoyed. It was easy to find food in nearby Shadows. He tried not to search places he searched before. In a way, it was impolite to repeatedly take food from the same sources. And there were enough bars to find excellent bottles of wine or liquor.

Soon, the table had a small feast spread on the table. Martin picked up one of the napkins from the table and tucked it into his collar, then sat down.

"It looks and smells divine." He said to himself.
