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Epi/ogue

It was a ]orig}lt, clement clay at the monastery. [t was early morning, and monks were
coming out of their cells , yawning and trying to rub the last sleep out of their weary eyes.
It would be time for breakfast soon. After mass, of course. Then more prayer, and worlz,
and more prayer. The daily routine at a monastery was only broken on holy days, where

prayers and mass were celebrated even more rigorously.

The cour’cyard was still soggy after the outlandish rainfall during the night. The weather
had been so bad that many of the monks hadn't spent much time sleeping. They had
been praying instead, convinced that the end of olays had arrived. Ligh’cning had spli’c the
slzy again and again. Twice it had struck so close to the Luildings that everyone who had
managecl to sleep were awakened. One had split an olive tree. It was over a hundred years
olcl, but had never produced much yielcl ... but it was still sad. It had stood so close to the

monastery walls that one could use them to climb in or out when no one was 1oolzing.

It had been used extensively for that purpose })y younger monks and novices for
decades. Everyone lznew about it and no one did a thing to change it.

The other bolt of lightning had set fire to a toolshed, but the rain had been so fierce
that it had doused the fire quiclzly enough. It hadn't spread at least.

A couple of yawning monks shuffled across the cour’cyarcl, the bottom of their white
robes alreacly soaked through. They looked more asleep than awake and no clou})t, they
would find a way to snooze for a while cluring mass. It was frowned upon but everyone did
it from time to time. Mass was 1engthy and once you had seen it a hundred times, it did
rather lose its novelty anyway.



It, like everything else at a holy institution such as this , became routine and trivial.

A feline in his forties came Wauzing across the cour’cyarcl. He was wearing a heavy golcl
crucifix around his neck and his right ring-ﬁnger was adorned with a very large, almost
gaudy signet ring. His tonsure was perfect ... as if it had been renewed that very morning.

The look on his face was one of sligh’c awe mixed With a clear sense of his own Value.

It made for a strange mix.

Next to him walked a tall but rather thin canid. He looked like a wolf, except he wasn't
as ]orawny as most of that breed tended to be. He, however, was clearly the reason for the

feline's sense of awe.

He was dressed all in red and white. With a broad brimmed red ha’c, a red cape and a
white gown and enough gold trim and jewelry to pay a 12ing's ransom. He walked with a
ligh’c stoop, but while his posture made him look like he was getting on in years, his steps

were secure.

"This is a beautiful convent. And the monks are disciplinecl. [ see only one closed door
to the cells ! the Cardinal saicl, pointing towards the doors around the balustrade. "I
assume that fur is about to be woken up and reminded of Mass?"

"Your Eminence is most gracious," the feline said, clearly flattered. "But that cell
Lelongs to Brother Luca. He is exempt from Mass and other Holy Services until his taslz
is completed. The ’caslz the Curia set before him."

The Cardinal nodded slowly. "Very good. Then everyone is accounted £or, as | assume
that Brother Luca is alreaoly at Worlz."

"I imagine he is putting the last touches on the manuscript now, Your Eminence. It
will be a relief for him to complete it. He is an old fur and proba]oly misses ]oeing able to
attend mass. At his age, even monks feel death approac}ling and he wi”, most cer’cainly,

want to make sure God 1s with him."

Smiling slightly, the Cardinal nodded. "Of course he would," he said, matter—o£—£act1y.

"Now, show me to the scriptorium, Abbot. I must collect this manuscript and ]oring it to
Rome forthwith. It is a matter of some urgency. Holy Father is writing on a very

important edict and he WiH need this manuscript to comple’ce it to his own sa’cis£action

and the glory of Our Lord."



The feline smiled and nodded. "Of course. Your Eminence will be satisfied, I am sure
of that. Brother Luca has done excellent work ... " he ]:)egan but fell quiet when he saw
the glare the Cardinal sent him.

"You have read it? You have seen Jche contents o£ this 1)0012?” he growled.

The abbot shook his head Vigorously and cast his eyes to the ground. "No Your
Eminence. | swear before God, I have not even gleaned at it. The instructions from the
Curia were very specific! But Father Luca is our finest calligrapher. His texts are
]oeauti{-uﬂy written and easily read. That is all I meant, [ swear on the sanctity of the
blessed virgin!"

The Cardinal seemed mollified and he noddecl, slowly. "Very well. Tt is good that you

have not read it. The information therein regar(ls events that took place over a century
ago, but 12nowledge thereof is restricted to His Holiness, Pope Innocent, and those he
deem Worthy thereo£ such as select members o£ the Curia ... mze myseH. Bro’cher Luca

was chosen to write it down for his exemplary service to the Church over a 1ong life."

"I am sure Brother Luca understands the honour that has been shown him," the abbot
said and irnrnecliately regretted it.

The Cardinal huffed clismissively. "The only honour is that which we cons’can’cly give to
God and His Church."

"We are all but servants," the abbot squealze(l, realizing he was in trouble. But at least
that seemed to calm the Cardinal down again.

He led the way into the passage under the ]:)alustrade, up the stairs and up onto the
balustrade itself. The Cardinal followed closely behind him, without spealzing a word.

As t}ley turned a corner, the Cardinal took out a folded up piece of paper. It had a seal
on it, but it had been broken. "As for Brother Luca feeling honoured, this was
interceptecl Ly my guards during the night."

"What is it, Your Eminence."

"Ttisa letter from Brother Luca. Sugice to say the contents are ... questionable. He
seems to have lost his faith."

The abbot looked horrified and immedia’cely did the sign of the Cross three times in
front of himself. "And the messenger?"



"He £ought like something best not spolzen of in this holy place," the Cardinal
grum]:)led. "But he is dead. My guards finished him off."

The Abbot nodded and once more did the sign of the cross to ward off evil. "But to
have 1os’c his faith? Brother Luca was always such a devout fur."

"No one is ever above reproaclj or suspicion, abl’)ot,” the Cardinal said, sternly, before

pushing open the door to the scriptorium When the feline ges’cured towards it.

He entered, followed ]ay a flustered and fearful abbot. The feline emitted a low shriek of
surprise at what he saw, but the Cardinal simply nodded, sagely.

Across his writing clesle, Brother Luca was slumped. His oil—lamp had burnt out. His
inkwell had fallen to the floor and the ink had all spilled out around his feet.

He was clearly dead.
He was also smiling serenely.

At first glance, he might simply have been sleeping. His eyes were closed, but ...

nonet}leless, it was obvious to anyone but the most casual observer that he was dead.

The abbot began praying immedia’cely, lzneeling. The Cardinal rolled his eyes and
gestured for the fur to rise as he approached the dead monk's desk.

"If he's lost his fai’ch, your prayers are wasted anyway. God won't help such a fur,” he
said and moved Brother Luca's corpse a little to get to the book.

It looked finished and the Cardinal nodded as he read the last few lines , just to make

sure. Yes, it was indeed finished.

" am compelled to point out, that [ am not surprised that Brother Luca lost his faith,"
he Said, not talzing his eyes off the page.

The abbot looked worried again as he rose to his feet. "How ... Why is tha’c, Your

E . on
minence:

"You seem to 1zeep a very lax attitude to some things , abbot. The monks may seem
disciplined, but out there on the balustrade, I saw a ][ema/e! Reaﬂy, abbot ... a female
inside the walls of a monastery? You rea”y allow the sin{-ul, pervertecl progeny of Bve to
set foot in this place?"

"A ... a female?" the feline croaked. He was sweating ba(ﬂy.



The Cardinal flicked back a few pages. "Indeed. A young vixen, and she was dressed like
a male. A further sin, may [ add. And she was armed! With a bow, nonetheless.

understand that you need game for the monks to eat at times , but a ][ema/e? Let alone a

female in the monk's private quarters? I might think something unsavoury was going on,

abbot!" he said, his voice full of blame and reproach.

The abbot shuddered and cast his eyes to the floor. "I shall see to it that she is removed
from the premises at once! She must be one of the locals. Sometimes t}ley crawl over the
wall to steal herbs and Vegetables from the garclens , Your Eminence. She'll be found and

punis}lecl, [ promise!"

He hurried out and began running along the ]aalustrade caﬂing for monlzs to come and

help him search.

Father Bernd looked after him and close(l the book with an evil little smile. "Good luck
ﬁnding her," he muttered and pa’cted Brother Luca's shoulder. "It's time to leave."

And the soul of Brother Luca shuddered



