“Murder is no Joke”
Case No. 04:03 - An excerpt from the casebooks of Jack “Tarquin” Wylde, Private Investigator and Diabolist.

On my first return from Spielberg, I was very busy and constantly on the move.
After my daily morning routine, breakfast at the Portside Inn and the daily paper; I visited various Alchemist shops and sold most of my demon bones. It took quite awhile, selling only a few at each shop. They had to verify the authenticity of the bones, discuss the price, and arrange payments.

It isn’t good to flood the market, because it may result in a drop in prices. So it took time to visit as many places as possible and quickly. And I knew that Tavara and Thalia were doing the same, hopefully in different shops. I collected the bank notes and deposited them into my local bank account; along with the one I already deposited from the Alchemist shop I visited in Spielberg. It took all of a fortnight and a little more, to scatter the bones to the four corners of the Western Kingdom and accumulate my wealth.

And as you know, I returned to Spielberg to settle affairs with the Baron, the Church of Light, and the Adventurer’s Guild. With everything resolved there, I could now focus on the home front.

So, I was home again and I had considered the many ways to spend my newfound wealth. My take from the sale of the Raksasha bones were 480,000 gold pieces and I kept ten bones for my own use. And I thought of a few things to spend it on. My extravagance in Spielberg, reduced the amount to 468,000. Not a huge investment, for what I hope to be a vast improvement on life for a few in Spielberg.
The day after my return I fell back into my daily routine and caught up on reading the papers I missed, while enjoying my breakfast at the Dockside Inn.
The paper reported the murder of a General Bellaria, who was part of a military force planning to expand the Western Kingdom. This expansion would encompass the islands of Phi and Lopan, which would have probably caused a major war with the Eastern Kingdom. And the expansion would disrupt the neutrality of the islands and the prosperous businesses there. The body of the General was found in his home, by a friend. The home was well guarded and no one saw anything suspicious. The family was out of town, there were no signs of forced entry, and the main suspect was the Ghost.

The rumor section of the paper stated that, although there were no clues left and it appeared to be the style of the Ghost, it was unlikely that it was him. The Ghost had been more of a prankster and a thief that steals from the rich and gives to the poor. The thought that he was involved in a murder, especially a high profile political murder, was not the modus operandi of the Ghost.  
I heard someone behind me clearing his throat. I turned around and saw Inspector Gromley. “Good morning Inspector. Beautiful morning, care for some java?”

“Some detective you are. I’m trying not to be seen talking to you.”

I played it up good. I turned away from him, picked up my paper, buried my face in it, and spoke quieter. “What can I do for you, Inspector?”

“I see you are reading about the murder of General Bellaria. There were a few details left out of the paper. He was killed with his own sword. His mistress found the body, her name is Cherish. The family was out of town and didn’t know about the mistress. Of course, the Ghost was the main suspect, but I have a bad feeling about this whole murder. Something isn’t right about it and I’d give a month’s pay to catch the murderer; Ghost or no Ghost.”
“Why are you telling me this? I don’t have a client.”

“I’m not getting anywhere on the case. The Thieves Guild and the Assassins Guild have gone into hiding. My men can’t find anyone to interrogate. The brass upstairs is breathing down my neck. The military is threatening reprisals if we don’t bring in the murderer.”

“Up the proverbial creek, I’d say.”

“Right! And I don’t like it. This is MY town; I don’t need the military bringing their ships onto my docks and threatening to invade us.”

“They have warships docked?”

“There are as many as ten ships docked along the coastline of the Western Kingdom. Three of them are docked in Port Monivey.”

I whistled. “Three ships would hold enough men and arms to invade a good sized town – like ours. Not good.”

“Now you see it as I do. As I said, I don’t like it. I have more men on this case than I can afford to spare. It burns my soul to ask you, but damnit I have no choice. Nuts! Would you consider spending some time investigating it?” He growled and made a face, like he did something utterly distasteful to him. And he had.

“Gromley, I appreciate your honesty. And I can appreciate your position. I will snoop around and see what I can stir up. I can’t promise anything, because I doubt that I will get any cooperation from anyone either. But I will give it a shot. Give me the addresses of the parties involved.”

He did. “That’s all I ask. Thanks, Jack. If anyone asks, I wasn’t here. Got it?”

“I got it.” 

He got up, downed the last of his coffee, threw his cigar at a waste bin and missed it, and left.

I started out by visiting the mistress, Cherish. The house was easy enough to find. I knocked and an attractive lady with a bit too much face paint, bleached hair, and dark brows answered the door.

“Yes, who are you and what do you want?”

“I’m Jack Wylde, a private investigator, looking into the death of General Bellaria. I would like to ask some questions.”

“I’ve nothing to discuss.” She slammed the door closed.

I knocked again. She opened the door and glared at me. I have that effect on people at times.

“Don’t you want to find out who killed the General?”

“I don’t care who did it. I didn’t kill him and I don’t like people who pry.” She slammed the door again.

I could have kept this up until one of us tired with it, but I decided it was pointless. I slipped a card under the door. “If you want to talk about it or if you remember anything important, contact me. Or if you need to hire a detective to clear you as a suspect or to help find the murderer, contact me. I’m a good listener.” 

She called out something unfit to print and I decided to move on.

I went to the General’s home. I knocked and a butler opened the door.

“Sir?”

“Are there any family members home? I am Jack Wylde, a private investigator, looking into the death of General Bellarius. And I would like to speak with anyone who was here that night.”

“I’m sorry sir, there is no one home. The guards have all left and I was dismissed the night of the murder. The family is still out of town. As I told the police, no one saw or heard anything.”

“I see.” I handed him a card. “If someone in the family is interested in hiring an investigator to find the murderer, or if someone has information about the murder, please have them contact me.”

“Yes sir. Good day, sir.” He closed the door.

I decided to try to reach my old contact, Silk. Perhaps he may have some information that will help. I went to the back alleys where we prearrange contacts. I spotted a beggar in the alley. I handed the beggar my card and a silver piece, the standard price.

“Thank you, kind sir,” the beggar said and walked off into the alley.

Now, I wait for Silk to appear later.     

Having done what I could for Gromley, which was very little, it was time to change plans. 

I paid a visit to the largest Alchemist shop in the area, “Wahooka’s Emporium”. It was a place where I hadn’t sold any bones. I was amused by the novelty of the sign. It wasn’t the name on the sign or the design of the sign itself, colorful though it was. It was the object that dangled from the sign that got my attention.

It was a large eye about a foot in diameter. And the eye was following my movements. As I passed under the sign, it moved downward to keep following me. When I reached the door, it opened on its own. 

I stepped inside and saw a smallish Goblin Alchemist; he sat on a chair in the center of the room. “Welcome to my shop. I am Wahooka. May I interest you in something?”

I smiled. “I’m Jack Wylde. You already interested me in something. Do you have more of those eyes?”

“Oh, that old thing? I suppose I might have more. It has some interesting features.” He pulled a small mirror out of a pocket and moved it around, and showed me what was in the mirror. It looked like a holographic three-dimensional image of the outside of the shop and the eye moved as the mirror moved. ”The range is unlimited. You can be anywhere and see what the eye sees.”

“Impressive. Does the eye come in different colors?”

“What color eye do you want?”

“Gray, like my peepers.”

“Let me look.” He squinted while examining my eyes carefully, got up, went into a small room, made a lot of noise moving things around, and came out with a small box. He opened the box and went through some papers. He got an eye from a cabinet and spoke a few words. The color changed to match my eyes precisely. “Will this do? If you want it changed, just bring it back and I will change the color for you.”

“It will do, indeed. How much is it?”

“40,000 gold pieces. And I will give you the material and spells to mount it and remove it.”

“Excellent. It will make a fine addition to my shop.”

“What shop is that?”

“Wylde’s Emporium of Magic and Detection, I’m a Private Detective and a Diabolist.”

He chuckles. “How fitting and quite symbolic, I’m glad I could help. Is there anything else, brother practitioner of the arts?”

“I am looking for a small magical crossbow, to replace this old thing.” I withdraw the crossbow, using my fingertips. Then I return it to its clip.

“Sorry, I don’t sell magical weapons; anything else?”

“Pity, I’m also looking for some crystals that emit a continual light. I would like to get better lighting for my shop, something besides lanterns and candles. Do you have anything of this nature?”

“I do indeed. How many crystals and what color lighting do you need?”

“White light would be the best for illumination. Three crystals, one for each floor of the house and one to carry for my detective work.”
“Wise decision, I hope they serve you well. Three white crystals for 6,000 gold pieces, anything else?”

So far, so good, I thought. “I was thinking of something that may be complicated and probably rare. In my line of work, I often need to get somewhere fast or to get out of dangerous situations. I am looking for something that will move me out of danger fast.”
“I think I understand what you need, but it will be very expensive. It is rare indeed, a Ring of Teleportation.”
“Yes? What will it do and how much is it?”

“With the ring, you will be able to instantly teleport as far as 600 miles three times a week. And you can take with you as much as a ton of people and equipment, perhaps farther and more weight as you become more proficient with your skills in using it. The price of this rare ring, you ask? 250,000 gold pieces, too expensive I know. I have had this for years and no one passing through that door has been able to afford it.”

I grin. “I will take it. I can arrange transfer of funds for everything today, if that is satisfactory.”

He gave me a double take. “Indeed it will be satisfactory. I like you, Mr. Jack Wylde. You are a man of good taste and of no modest means. My sources of information have told me that there has been a large quantity of demon bones being sold throughout this area of the Western Kingdom. I purchased a few recently from a lovely young lady. You wouldn’t know anything of this, would you?”

In a modest manner, I said. “Not much of real significance. It was a Rakshasha demon. It imprisoned forty Elves in an Elven Keep, north of Spielberg. My companions and I were captured. We escaped, killed it, and released the Elves. The press was pretty quiet about it. Since I like doing business with you, I thought I should be frank with you. We didn’t want any publicity, you see.”

“I do indeed. I wish you came to me as well. Is there anything else I can interest you in?”

I was disappointed in not getting a crossbow, so I asked about a few items that were either recently sold or rarely found in this area. One of which was magical armor, just sold to a special customer. Yet there was one more thing, a spell book.

“You are looking for the Book of Serpents. The book is bound in silver and leather. It has 300 pages of quality parchment, which will hold quite a few Wards and magic symbols. The book is protected by magic, a serpent that will fiercely attack anyone but you that tries to open it. Once it samples a drop of your blood, it becomes attuned to you. It has a modest price of 50,000 gold pieces.”

“Excellent. I will make the necessary financial arrangements and return, a bank note for 346,000 gold pieces. Correct?”

“Wonderful. I will have everything in readiness for you. If you have any more bones to sell, please keep me in mind.”

“I will indeed.” I handed him my card. “If anything turns up that you think might be interesting, please let me know. I’ll be right back.”

I left and did a quick mental calculation. This little shopping spree reduced my funds to a modest 122,000 gold pieces. Still more money than I would have dreamed of a few months ago.

I went to the next smaller Alchemist shop, run by an Elven male, Pilarus. No magical crossbows and nothing else of interest. When I withdrew my crossbow to show it to the Alchemist, my hand froze in place. I activated a spell of defense, which was careless of me. I put it back on the hook. I gave him my card in case something should turn up and left.

Next was an even smaller Alchemist shop, run by a human female, Zoe. Same results as before. I decided that Wahooka was the man or Goblin, that I would continue doing business with for future items.

I made the necessary financial arrangements at the local bank that keeps my account; the manager’s name is Simon Gilfrey. He was dressed very proper and his manner was stern and stiff, but he did his job well. With my bank note in hand, I returned to purchase my expensive but desired objects. I returned to Wahooka’s Emporium and smiled at the moving eye and tipped my hat. The door opened. “Yes, come on in, Mr. Wylde.” I entered and was ready to complete the financial transaction. I signed over the bank note to Wahooka and he presented me with my property. He collected the necessary drops of blood to attune the book to me. He gave me the spells needed to mount and remove the eye for my sign. And he explained the operation of all the items.
I placed the ring on my finger and resisted the urge to test it out. I thanked him and went on my way.
I returned to my shop and dropped off my valuables for the shop, except the ring. A few moments later, the door opened and the bell rang. I turned to see who entered. It was a sharp dressed businessman, the suit was pinstriped and the creases were well pressed. The face was altered with quality make-up, but I knew who it was, I’ve seen Silk in his various disguises and this was a good one.

“Hello sir, welcome to my humble shop.” I closed the door and bolted it.

“Hello Jack, what can I do for you?” 

“Hello Silk, you must give me the name of your tailor.”

“I will consider it. Give. Time is money.”

“Two things; first, I’d like to purchase a set of tool. Tools I can only get through the Guild. It’s embarrassing to be caught without a set.”
“It’s embarrassing to get caught, period. I will see what can be done. Second?”

“Second, I need some information about the death of General Bellarius and what connection there may be with the Ghost.”
“Jack, you have a habit of thinking I am a miracle worker and asking for the impossible.”

“If I could put it together myself, I wouldn’t bother you about it. As for my opinion of your abilities, you are probably right. I will be honest with you, as usual. I have no client, with no likelihood of finding one. I am looking into it as a favor. It would seem to be best if I assume that the Ghost didn’t do it, to keep the Thieves Guild out of it. If you could contact him, maybe he can hire me to investigate and clear him.”

“Jack, wait! There is nothing to assume. He isn’t a member of the Thieves Guild. He’s a freelance.”

“What? Not a member of the Guild? Then who is he working for?”

“No one knows. And no one knows who he is. This is on the level Jack; his activities have made things difficult and embarrassing for the Guild, but not dangerous. Even if I wanted to, I couldn’t find him. And a murder isn’t the way he operates.”

“Could he be a member of the Assassins Guild, leading up to a murder with complex thefts to throw everyone off his real goal?”

“That thought has crossed the minds of many in the Guild. Are you sure you don’t want to join our Guild? You certainly think like a thief.”

“Thank you no. I’m not a member of any Guild, I’m a freelance like the Ghost and I like that way. I am getting to like this Ghost more and more, I hope I don’t have to capture him. I won’t ask you if you are the Ghost; and before you ask, no I’m not the Ghost either.”

Silk smiled. “No, but the two of us together could do whatever this Ghost could.”

“Perhaps, but I’d rather not be on the wrong side of the law. And I’d always be looking over my shoulder for someone like me to take him in. Besides, I like our present arrangement, old friend.”

“As do I, old friend, as do I.”

“So the Thieves Guild is out. Let’s approach this differently. Is there a way to contact the Assassins Guild to see if the Ghost is one of them? Or even find out who hired a hit on the General and who did the hit, if the Ghost wasn’t involved. Currently, most of the people on the Western and Eastern Kingdom had a motive for hiring an assassin. The General had a lot of enemies. If the killer wasn’t a member of the Assassins Guild, I’m sure they want to put an end to freelances in their profession. I understand they are ‘stricter’ than most Guilds.” 

“Stricter is hardly the word I would use. More likely, they are ‘dead set’ against freelances. Again, you ask for miracles, but at least it’s a better tactic than you originally asked for. I will be in touch later. If I need funds for expenses, I will send someone.” 

“Great. Good hunting, Silk.” I unbolted the door and he left. It would take quite some time before I would hear from Silk. 

I still had a sizable amount of gold left and decided it was time to invest it in a business. I walked to Tavern Row to check out the prospects. I knew that Tavera and her partners were expanding their business and bought the Grinning Gryphon, previously owned by Bill and Velma Dunn. They also bought Pete’s Bar, what was left of it from the fire. They were tearing it down and rebuilding it. They were building an Inn.
There was another Bar that needed a new owner and I thought that I should check it out. Across the road from Coyote Ugly was Green Eyes. It was owned by Lady Finnegan, who was killed by the vampires and Terry Deuce was the bartender. There was a for sale sign in the window. The doors of Green Eyes were locked. I knocked and in a few minutes the door opened.

“Yes? Oh, it’s you, Mr. Wylde. What can I do for you?”

“Is Green Eyes for sale?”

“Yes, I was hoping I could buy it but the house funds were taken by Lady Finnegan’s relatives. The mortgage for Green Eyes was turned over to me, but I don’t have the funds to buy it.”

“Would you be interested in a business proposition?”

“Certainly, what do you have in mind?”

I laid it out for him. I would front the money for the bar and he would run the business. He would make all the decisions and I would help out if we needed some emergency funds. We would share ownership of the bar 50-50 and we would share the profits 50-50. I take the financial risks and he controls the business.
He was pleased at my generosity. He wouldn’t be a bartender, he would be half owner.

I made three suggestions that he was quite happy with.

One, that we turn it into a gambling saloon for playing cards. It wouldn’t compete with Coyote Ugly, in anything they did. Contrariwise, they didn’t compete with us either. Their Inn would draw a vacation crowd and we gave the vacationers a comfortable and quiet place to play poker.
Second, we would hire a piano player for entertainment. I suggested dancing girls as a possibility for entertainment later, but for now a piano player would be satisfactory. The piano player could live upstairs.

The third suggestion was that the name would be changed. We agreed upon “Deuce’s Wylde”, combining both our surnames. This would set us apart from Green Eyes and clue customers in on what we do.
I would provide the funds to add a full upstairs for: living quarters for Terry and the piano player, a small office for me, and a large storage area. Funds would be needed to redesign the bar and get new supplies for the bar: food, drinks, cards, tables, chandeliers, etc. We would have a limited dining menu, to supplement the drinks we would sell. To get us started the expected outlay would be 31,000 gold pieces, leaving me a smidge under 91,000. He went through some calculations on paper, based on expected income and expenses.

Terry looked up from his figures. “We should make 200 a night, minus 150 for expenses. That would make around 1500 a month. If we put half into a house account for a maintenance fund and split the other half, that would net us both 350 a month. A piano player would cost around 150 a month and a piano will cost around 500. We could take salaries out of the house fund. We may need to hire a barmaid if we get more business.”

I offered. “If there is a sizable amount in the house funds at the end of the year, we can take some of it and split those profits. It would be a fair year end bonus for us both. But I will leave those decisions to you, partner. I will make the financial arrangements and you can organize the details. When could we have our grand opening?”

“In less than a month, I would guess. Three weeks if all goes smoothly.”

“You still have my card if you have any questions for me. I want you to know how to reach me. I’ll let you get started and I’ll check with you occasionally to see if you need anything else, or if I have any ideas. I will be working on some Wards of protection for the bar. I have a couple of Wards in mind to hang over the door. I will explain after I get them working.”  

He said that I had a partner and we shook hands.

Perfect. We spent some time and worked on the layout of the second floor. My office was a small room overlooking the front entrance. Terry’s and the piano player would have larger mirror image rooms on the front corners. We took security, storage, and access to the upper floor into consideration. We came up with an acceptable layout, ideal for our needs. All we needed was some construction workers to build it for us.
Then we worked on the design of the ground floor. We estimated how many tables, chairs, chandeliers with lanterns, decorations, signs, upstairs furniture, and other supplies we would need. We thought we had things well covered.   

I made another trip to the bank. I returned with a bank note and I took Terry to the title agency. We got the legal paperwork started, signed some papers, and were now full partners of a new bar. Deuce’s Wylde was now official. Terry went to hire some contractors, purchase some supplies, and look for a piano player.

I moved on.

I went across the road to Coyote Ugly. The ladies were busy directing the work on the new bars. I saw Tavera and got her attention. “Howdy, neighbor. How’s the work coming along?”

“Everything is going well. I think we will have everything ready in a month or so.” She paused. “Neighbors? Don’t tell me you are moving into Tavern Row.”
“I’m investing in the community and opening a new place.”

“No! Where?” She laughed.

“I just bought Green Eyes. Terry and I are equal partners in Deuce’s Wylde, a poker house.”

“I thought you had a good head for business and Terry is a good man to have. We couldn’t hire him away from Lady Finnegan. By the way, I have something for you.”

She handed me a small box. I opened it and saw a black leather bracer, designed for my left wrist. I looked at her and smiled. ”Thank you, what does it do?”

“I noticed you had some difficulty in protecting yourself during our encounters. I got a matching one for Thalia. It will provide some magical protection from attacks. It is called a Bracer of Ithan.”

“A Bracer of Ithan. Thanks, blue eyes. Hopefully I’ll cover your back better.”

“I’d appreciate that. Welcome to the neighborhood.”

“Thanks, it shouldn’t provide any real competition to Coyote Ugly; our businesses should compliment each other. At least until I bring in some dancing girls.”

“You sound as if you could find dancers that could to compete with us.”

“Nonsense, there ‘is’ no competition with you.”

“Flatterer.”
“I’m just being honest. To change the subject, did you plan to visit the Elven Keep later?”
“When things settle down, I’d love to spend a few days in the library. Why?”

“I thought perhaps we could make a quick visit sometime and bypass all that mucking about with a ship and cart. Pop in, spend some time there, and pop out again. What do you say?”

“How would you manage that?”

I showed her my new ring. “I got a little trinket from Wahooka. With it, I can teleport three times a week and take a ton of people and supplies with me. Libraries can be rather stuffy and some company would be nice.”

She whistled. “Count me in!”

“I hoped so. Let me know when you have a few days to spare and we will try it out.”

“I will. Meanwhile, don’t leave without me.”

“Agreed. Stop by for the Grand Opening and have a drink. I will show you around.”

“I’ll do that. Enjoy the trinkets.”
“I will, see you later, blue eyes. Thanks.”

I went to see Thalia, to let her know what I have been up to.
The Raven was docked and the improvements have made it look like a new ship. I shouted, “Ahoy! Is Captain Thalia aboard?”

“Aye, I’ll get her,” said one of the hands.

Shortly Thalia appeared and she waved me aboard. I noticed she was wearing her matching bracer and she noticed mine. She smiled. “Jack! Nice to see you. You are wearing your bracer too. How much did she stick you for it?”

“Pardon me? It was a gift. Don’t tell me…”

She looked hurt. “That furry vixen! I’d watch my back if I were you, Jack. She has long sharp claws and she knows how to use them.”
“I prefer to have her watch it ‘for’ me. And she wouldn’t have to dig in too far. I see things are going well on the Raven. It looks great.”

“Yes they are. I’ve replaced the masts, and made some reinforcements. It’s much cleaner too. Have you been a big spender too?”

“I’ve done my share. I’m expanding my business. I just bought Green Eyes. Terry Deuce and I are equal partners in Deuce’s Wylde, a poker house.”

“Well I’ll be. Good choice, Terry’s a good business man.”

“I hope so. There is something else I wanted to ask you. Were you interested in visiting the Elven Keep sometime?”

“Certainly, I could spend days going over the books on animal biology.”

“I thought perhaps we could make a quick visit sometime and bypass all that mucking about with a ship and cart. Pop in, spend some time there, and pop out again. What do you say?”

“How would you manage that?”

I showed her my new ring. “I got a little trinket from an Alchemist named Wahooka. With it, I can teleport three times a week and take a ton of people and supplies with me. Libraries can be rather stuffy and some company would be nice.”

“You will put me out of business. What else is a ship good for? Never mind. The ship belongs to my brother anyway. I will enjoy traveling without worrying about the ship. I’m in!”

“I hoped so. Let me know when you have a few days to spare and we will try it out. Tavera wants to go too. Just like old times.”

“It will be. Meanwhile, don’t leave without me.”

“I won’t. Stop by Deuce’s Wylde after we have our Grand Opening and have a drink. I will show you around.”

“I’ll do that.”

“I wanted to ask you something else. You’ve heard about the murder of General Bellaria.”

“I have. And I would like to meet the person who did us all a favor.”

“I know what he intended with the islands, I hope they call it off now. I have been asked to investigate his murder. The rumor mill is that the Ghost did it, but I don’t buy it. Do you have any thoughts on it?”

“It doesn’t sound like the work of the Ghost. Perhaps an assassin was hired for the job.”

“If it was, he was as good as the Ghost at not leaving clues.”

“Really? He would be a dangerous man to cross. But it still doesn’t sound like the Ghost.”

“That is what I thought. I would almost welcome a visit from the Ghost to hire me to clear his name in this matter. But that isn’t likely.”

“That is an understatement. No client?”

“Nope. I’ve been approached about the case, but no chance of a client yet.”

“Sorry, I can’t help you. No one knows who the Ghost is.”

“That’s what I thought, but it couldn’t hurt to ask around. Thanks anyway. I’ll see you later, Captain.”

“Later, Jack.”
It occurred to me that we could use more security when we opened Deuce’s Wylde and I told Terry as much. I had some Wards in mind that I can prepare and planned to work on. But I recalled something that one of the Alchemists mentioned in passing and Wahooka’s mirror device reminded me.

I returned to Wahooka’s Emporium. Tipped my hat at the moving eye, and I knew that the little goblin was watching me. The door opened. “Come in, my dear Mr. Wylde.”
“Hello again, Wahooka. I recall someone mentioning that you may provide some help about ‘one way’ mirrored glass.” 

“I don’t make the glass, I just give it special properties if desired. You should visit the Glasshouse. It is a glassmaker and blacksmith shop, run by two mages; a fire Mage and an earth Mage. Together they can design any glass to the desired specifications. In the case you mention, mirrored on one side and clear on the other. Perfect for spying on others, check this out.” And he took me to the door to a back room. The door has a mirror on it. “Look behind the door.” I opened it and looked from behind it. I saw the room clearly.

“Very nice! That’s exactly what I am looking for, thanks.”
“My pleasure, let them know I sent you. They are a couple of nice lads.”

 “Great. I’ll see you later.”

I left for the Glasshouse and made arrangements with the Mages. When the construction area was ready, I was to have them stop by. They would measure the size and shape needed and custom design it for the job. The cost was estimated at 10 gold pieces per square foot of one-way glass and 2 gold pieces per square foot of clear glass. If the glass needed any magical qualities, Wahooka handled that. We may have them do the glass for all the construction.
I went back to Green Eyes; soon to be Deuce’s Wylde and discussed the glass with Terry. We reviewed the plans and determined where to place the glass, so we could view the main floor from the upper floor rooms. I would have a glass in my office and Terry would have one in his room. We would arrange smaller glass portals to see each table from above. I could only foresee them needed in case there was a potential for trouble or cheating. Cheating would be something we would do our best to discourage. A Ward I had in mind would make cheating more difficult and amusing.
With the floor plan changed, we were satisfied. He would visit the Mages when the area was ready.
It was getting late and I made a brief stop at homicide. I left a sealed note for Inspector Gromley.

I returned home and worked on my Wards for the rest of the evening. I carved the Wards on one of me demon bones. I decided to do the easier one first. I’ve had lots of practice with this Ward, ‘Protection from Undead’, but I was also carving a ‘Permanence Ward’ on it as well. I wanted to make sure I did it right. One mistake and an 8,000 gold piece demon bone would be worthless. I planned to hang this over the door, to prevent any undead creatures from entering our front door. I doubt that we will have a re-occurrence or the vampire problem, but I didn’t want to take any chances.

My next Ward would take many hours of work. And it wouldn’t be needed until the Grand Opening. And it will have an amusing result. Forgive me reader, but I want to save the surprise for later. It should be worth it.

I hid my Book of Serpent in the hole in the floor. Later, I would draw in the Wards I wanted to keep there. I took off my ring and put it away with the bracer, not wanting to take a chance that I could be spirited away in my sleep. That could prove to be disastrous or at least embarrassing.
Fatigue sat in and I gave in to the surrender of sleep. I had dreams of chasing an elusive assassin, who kept just out of range. I got closer and closer. And I woke with a start.
It was morning, the light of dawn intruded into my room. I got up and prepared for the day. I made sure that I was wearing my bracer and ring, and hung my weapons on my belt hook. Thus armed, I was ready for today’s activities.

During breakfast, I heard someone sit down behind me and cleared his throat.

I kept my face behind the paper. “Good morning Inspector, care for some coffee?”

“Yeah, I heard you wanted to see me, Wylde. Have you discovered anything yet?”

I motioned to the waiter for a refill and a cup for the Inspector.

“Nothing from the people you steered me to. No one wants to talk with me. The mistress slammed the door in my face, twice. The General’s family is gone or not receiving guests, probably the latter. I could make progress if I broke in, applied thumbscrews, and gave them a decent grilling. But that’s not my style. Usually I have clients come to me, not to go begging for a client. Face it Inspector, no one cares about the General. And I’m not sure I care about him either.”

“Tough break. Neither do I, but I’m getting pressure from upstairs; so, unlike you, I don’t have a choice. That can’t be why you wanted to see me.”

"Astute as ever; there ‘is’ something else. First I have a little information for you, if it can be kept out of the press.”

“Please. I’m an honest cop. Any information the press gets, it isn’t from me.”

“I know that, I just want you to know I want it kept quiet. This Ghost is a freelance. He isn’t a member of the Thieves Guild and they are as in the dark about him as you are.”

“I’ll be damned. Are they on the level?”

“Certainly, I have a friend checking with the Assassins Guild. The Ghost may be a member there - or not. The Guild may know who hired the hit - or not. The Guild may know who did the hit - or not.”

“That’s an awful lot of guessing. If he is freelancing, the Assassins Guild won’t like it.”

“That is my thought too, and quite an understatement. But that is the Ghost’s problem not ours.” I paused. “I gave you that as a freebie because there is something else I wanted to ask, remember that cell you are so fond of placing me in?"

 

"Yeah, is there a reason I should put you there again?" He smiled at the possibility.

 

"As a matter of fact, yes, there is."

 

"Huh?"

 

"Is it empty now?"

 

"Yeah, I was saving it for the Ghost. I thought you would appreciate the irony of it."

 

"I do indeed. Hold that thought. I want you to keep it available and I would like to see it again. Just for a few minutes. In the next day or so, I just want to see it again."

 

"Homesick?" He smiled at that thought.

 

"Something like that. But I have something else in mind. I have a hypothetical question for you. If someone were to mysteriously 'appear' in that cell, what would be your actions? Release him? Hold him for questioning?"

 

"Question him of course. And probably release him if there is nothing to hold him for. The District Attorney would get upset if we held someone without cause. What's up your sleeve?"

 

"Hypothetically, if I were to find your murderer or any other criminal for that matter; do you want me to just tell you who he is, where he can be found, and let you round him up? Or would you like me to wrap him up and deliver him to you?"

 

"Hypothetically speaking, if you found him, I would be happy with either. If you just came and told me, he might get away. I see your point. It would certainly be best to prevent him from getting away. Very well, have it your way, but I want to know 'how' you expect to put him in that cell." 

 

"Denied, that’s privileged information. It's part of the other side of my work and leave it at that. You should have more respect for Diabolists, we're not just bookworms, you know. I've never planned to use any magic in your jails in the past. I behave myself in lock-up, you know that. Although I have to go through de-lousing each time, I lose sleep, and the food isn't remotely edible, I have every reason to get out of there; but I only have one reason to stay, I like keeping my license." I pause, remembering the last time I was there, a couple of months ago. It took awhile to get over the dysentery.

 

"I am making some modifications to my office in a couple of days. If you want to get a message to me and I am out of touch, have someone hold up a written message in front of the gray eye. If the eye moves, I'm reading it. If it doesn't, I'm unavailable. Otherwise, slide it under the door."

 

"Nuts! More of that hocus pocus crud. Why can't you be just a normal Joe, like the rest of us?"  

 

"It gives me something to do between clients. I like keeping busy. That reminds me, I don't have a client now and I don't anticipate ever finding one on this strange case. Most of the Western Kingdom is glad that the General is dead and the rest don't care. Most people in town don't believe the Ghost was involved and the rest don't care. Unless the Ghost hires me to clear him, I seriously doubt that I will see a single copper piece out of this case. It will cost me plenty in expenses and I will probably make a host of enemies in the process."

 

"Look, I know what you are up against. So are we." 

 

"I just wanted you to know how I saw things dealt to us. So, if someone shows up in that cell, don't let them get away. Just look for me and I will fill in the details then. Buy some time or you might lose him again. Search him good and triple the guard. I would even keep a Mage on retainer for good measure. You know how slippery someone like the Ghost could be. I'm betting on someone more dangerous."

 

"Yeah, he may slip out, even if we have him locked up. I appreciate the idea of all these precautions." He mangles the cigar. "Look, I can get you a few minutes in the cell. Stop by later and ask for Sgt. Stubby. He will take you there." He flashed me a wicked grin. 


"Stubby would like to keep me there."

 

"He would at that." He chuckles.

 

"I wouldn't count on my hanging around, if he did it just for spite. If he did, I would be tempted to send him to a cave I know that is filled with cat-sized spiders. It may be worth my license just to see his face."

 

"I thought as much. All right, I'll make sure he behaves himself. Good hunting." He threw his cigar at a waste bin and missed, again. I think he does it on purpose, he certainly gets enough practice. He left me to finish my paper and the rest of my java.

 

"Thanks." The last bit was too cold. When coffee gets to be room temperature, it is undrinkable; so I left it and a tip. The point of that discussion was obvious, at least to me, but not at all to Gromley. Getting another good look at the cell will give me a fix on it so I can teleport someone or something there; if the opportunity presented itself. I doubted that it would hold whoever is behind all of this, but it was an option that I considered.

I had my hands full and the clock was ticking.
There are things I want to do with the office; that will have to wait for the sign to be mounted. And the light crystals need to be put into lanterns.
I will have to occasionally check with Terry Deuce at Deuce’s Wylde to check on the progress or the construction, just to let him know I have confidence in his abilities. And to see what my new office will look like.
There was the investigation of the General’s death, with no profit to be made. But I had to wait for Silk’s report or someone to approach me about the murder.
I should spend some time on Wards for Deuce’s Wylde and for the Book of Serpents; one Ward is done and the other will take some time to make and I have less than a month to get it ready, for the Grand Opening.
I would like to go to the Elven Keep to browse the library, but that will have to wait for a couple of weeks at least. Thalia, Tavera, and I want to go, but we will be tied up on the other business at hand. So, our trip will have to wait. The Keep has been there for centuries and would likely be for a few more, so I shouldn’t feel rushed.

I took it a step at a time. I went to a sign maker shop, Myro’s Signs. I commissioned Myro to make me a new sign, like the one on my door, but stuck out from the sandstone building at a ninety degree angle. I wanted a sign that I could hang my new eye on. He would stop out later and plan the design and have it ready to mount in a couple of days. It would cost me 15 gold pieces and I paid him in advance.
I made yet another stop at Wahooka’s Emporium. I tipped my hat at the eye and the door opened. “Please enter. Hello again, Mr. Wylde. How may I serve you today?”

“I am looking for a gift for a friend, to return her generosity. What would you recommend for a were-coyote?”

“Hmmm, let me think about what I have in stock. Yes, of course!” He digs into a chest on the counter and pulls out a small painted wooden box. “Behold, the Ring of the Chameleon. With it, she could blend in with her surroundings for a few moments a couple of times a day. It is a superb device for stalking prey and remaining unseen, for only 40,000 gold pieces.”

“It is a great idea, I’ll take it. I will be back with another bank note.”

I left and made the arrangements at the bank. The manager, Simon Gilfrey, reminded me that I only had 50,000 in the bank, as if I was spending his money; I had a tad less than 1,000 in assorted pocket coins. I thanked him and told him that I would take it easy on my spending for awhile. 
I returned with the note and pocketed the ring in the colorful wooden box. The Alchemist gave me the instructions on how to activate and deactivate it. “Nice doing business with you, Mr. Wylde.”

“Likewise, Wahooka, and please call me Jack.”

“Very well, Jack. Good day and come back soon.”

“Good day.”

I walked to Coyote Ugly and found Tavera. “Hello again neighbor.”

“Hello Jack. What are you up to now?”

“I really like the bracer and I wanted to give you something in return.” I handed her the box and she opened it.

She put the ring on. “How lovely, what does it do?”

I told her the instructions on how to activate and deactivate it and explained its properties. She activated the ring. Her body began to shimmer and take on the coloration of the background, blending in perfectly. She became nearly invisible. She deactivated it and reappeared.

“Sweet! That was thoughtful, Jack. Thank you.” She leaned over and gave me a peck on the cheek. 

“I’m glad you like it. I will see you later; I have to get back to work. Let me know if you want to get together for dinner sometime.”

“That sounds nice, later then.”

I left and walked home. There were no messages and no clients. I locked up the shop for the day. If someone knocks, I will hear it.

I got my light crystals out and placed them in the lanterns. I placed one on the counter in the main floor. I carried the other upstairs and placed it on my desk. The crystals will keep the rooms lit day and night, unless I close the little metal doors on the lantern.
I sat at my desk and prepared my tools for the next Ward carving. The lighting is better than I was used to and I was pleased with that. I needed the best lighting to do this complicated work.

I chose the largest of the demon bones, because I would need room for each of the Wards. I started out simple with a Trigger Ward and a symbol for the item that would trigger it. I added an ‘Area of Effect’ Ward of 10 feet. Next, I carved an ‘Inflict’ Ward and a symbol for what effect it would inflict. I completed the work with a ‘Permanence’ Ward, which is a complicated Ward to carve and the most time consuming of all the Wards to make. I was at it for over six hours and it was getting very late at night; I stopped only for a drink of water and to stretch my aching muscles occasionally. I collected all the dust made from the carving and put it into a pouch. I would hate to waste potential spell material, although I wasn’t certain what spells could be made from the dust of a demon bone. Perhaps Wahooka would know.
I reviewed my work to see if there were any mistakes and I decided it was satisfactory. When I activate it, I will test the results.
It is now time to explain my secret Ward. The Ward of ‘Marking the Deck’ as I decided to call it, will be placed over the door of Deuce’s Wylde, next to the other Ward of ‘Protection from Undead’. If someone carries in, or sneaks in, a deck of playing cards or any cards. It will trigger the Ward to activate the effect. It will ‘Inflict’ the color ‘white’ on the playing cards, making them plain white pasteboard. It would be a harmless Ward to everyone and everything else, but an amusing effect nonetheless. And I would be alerted that it was set off and the permanence would keep the Wards activated. The card tables will be a safe distance from the Ward and if anyone walks out with our cards, they will be turned white as well.

You may wonder why I wasted my time on such a cheap parlor trick. As I stated before, I want to run an honest business. We will provide the cards to use on the premises and not allow any cards to be brought into the establishment. This would include any playing cards secreted up a sleeve or elsewhere. The cheater will be surprised when the card they pull out is blank. If someone sees it, they will know that they intended to cheat.

It won’t stop all cheating, but it will curb most of it. The one way mirrors we will install, will help as well.
I had a deck of cards downstairs to test it with. I activated the Ward of ‘Marking the Deck’ and carried it downstairs. I felt the surge of the trigger activated, when I was within ten feet of the deck. I took the deck of cards from the cabinet to examine them and sure enough, each card was bleached white, front and back. The Ward was still active. Perfect.
I decided to keep the Wards here until Deuce’s Wylde is completed and the display box over the door is ready to hold the collection of Wards. The box will be masked as part of the decorations; only someone trained to detect magical Wards, will notice they are there. I can put more Wards in it if I think of more to make.
I went upstairs, put the Wards and the blank cards in the desk, and prepared for bed. I closed the doors on the lantern and all was dark.
I fell into bed. Sleep came quickly and if I dreamed, I don’t recall it. And I hadn’t given a thought to what I would do in the morning.
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