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To the east of the city of The Rook lies Greenheart. It is a mainly agricultural area, with meandering roads that wind through small, picturesque villages, leading to the other parts of the city, which lie primarily to the west. 
There is one small town, however, that goes by the name of Greenway, and it is here that the merchants and tradespeople of the area live, as well as being a quiet haven for those working in the more established trades found in any city, such as bankers, civil services and those more inclined to a quieter pace of life away from the hustle and bustle of the city. Greenway is the centre of the region’s retail emporia, banks and civic buildings. There is a museum (of sorts) and a large residential area where the more well-off live in fine brick houses amongst the sprawling parks surrounding the village.
That’s the postcard view, but more importantly, to the south of Greenheart lies the beating heart of The Rook - the docks and the river Ardenweald. Here lies the port that serves the city and the entire country. The East End and Brassnail Docks are both large, serving not only as the principal route for goods from overseas arriving from all over the world, but also as home to the fishing fleets and boat-building yards. It is impossible to generalise, but realistically, the East End Docks deal more with boat building and fishing, as well as the sale of nautical commercial goods.
The East End Docks provide boats for the other major industries of the river, that is to say, water ferries and taxis. Because there is no bridge over the Aldenweald river, the only way to cross back and forth across its broad expanse is to use a boat. These vary from two-seaters to long passenger ferries, but the predominant craft found on the river is a smaller boat, usually known as a wherry , usually rowed by a sculler .  These are accessible by stairs around the banks of the river, most being busy hives of jostling wherrymen keen to pick up their next fare.  
Both docks also contain large warehouse complexes used for storage and the industries that thrive along the river. Around these areas, inns, some long established, some not, serve the area’s workers, sailors, and anyone else with a jot to spare - and serve food, drink, and rooms for boarders. The somewhat more salubrious inns are a little further north, for the hotels on the docks are at best rudimentary, often suffering from short occupation rates. 
So the docks have their own little eco-system, much in the same way as Greenway within Greenheart, off to the north. Only a little grubbier, and definitely busier.
It is the southern mass of warehouses of the Eastend Docks we are drawn to today. By the Eastend Stairs by the river, and then west a little to the long wooden boards of Butcher’s pier, we approach Pig Lane, and the area known throughout the city as “The Butcher’s quarter”. A significant number of warehouses, both small and large, surround and cross the narrow lanes here, some well-lit by lamps, others less so. It has a reputation as being quite a fearsome place, especially of a night, but there is no need to worry, for it is just after noon presently, and a bright cloudless sky floats above, the sun shining down on the river which is beset with many wherries making their way across the river from both directions.
Pig Lane runs parallel to the river but suddenly curves north at its westernmost end, becoming Sausage Street after a small crossroads. Beyond that is a small maze of narrow lanes and streets that run between small warehouses and manufacturers of small goods, primarily related to boats. There are chandlers, oar-makers and canvas sail makers. Just beyond this, at the junction of West Street and Sally Crescent, stands a small cart, from which a large horse is being uncoupled. A stable door stands open nearby, ready and waiting. The man freeing the horse from its harness is Seamus Kirby, and the horse is called Dandelion. Written upon the side of the cart are the words, “Seamus Kirby - Mechanical Chimney Sweep Vendor”, in it must be said, very poorly drawn letters. They are so untidy that it looks as if someone has painted them with a very thick paintbrush.
Seamus finally freed the horse from the cart and led it into the stable.
“There you are, Dandelion,” he said soothingly. “Here’s a nosebag of grub for you. I will be back to brush you down shortly. I just have to let Mary know we are back so she can get on.”
Making sure the stable door was secure, he wandered back to the street outside and took a small sack from the back of the cart. A small tarpaulin covered whatever was inside the truck's bed, and he walked to a small door with his business name on a sign that hung above it. Opening the door, he went inside.
The shop inside is quite functional and clearly not used by many customers. Apart from a small table and several chairs, the only other piece of furniture inside the office is a large wooden desk, behind which sits a woman staring out of the window.
“I’m here, Mary Mulligan,” he said, putting the sack down behind the desk. Mary had no idea why he always used her surname when he addressed her, but he always did.
“Oh, you’re back early,” she said.
“Aye. No point in lingering. There’s not much doing, really. Business isn’t what it was since that slight accident.”
“Hardly a 'slight accident',” she said sternly. She has quite a deep, well-bred voice, and as she stands from behind the desk, it can be seen that she is of medium height and build. Her long hair is tied back in a ponytail, and she is wearing what looks like a black leather jacket with a small hood that lies flat against her back.
“After all, your mechanical sweep did decapitate that poor woman,” she finished brusquely.
“Well, it’s not something that will happen twice, is it now? Even the guards concluded it was to do with those patches of blue mist that the Hydromancer’s were buggering about with. Hardly my fault.”
“Try telling the customers that,” said Mary, heading for the office door. “There hasn’t been a single pigeon all day.” Kirby sighed and sat down on the chair just vacated by Mary. She picked up a small umbrella and a bag, from which poked several pieces of paper.
“I don’t think people understand, Mary. My sweeps save kids from having to go up them bloody chimneys. Far be it from me to get on me soapbox, but I would have thought that would be worth supporting.”
“I think people get nervous when heads start to roll,” said Mary. Seamus sighed and looked out of the window. He turned and watched her getting her things together. “Off to your second job?” he asked.
“I am.”
“What is it you do, did you say?”
“I didn’t,” smiled Mary. She greatly favoured the “tell nobody nothing and you can’t get caught out” school of thought. “Same time tomorrow?”
“Aye,” he said, and Mary left without another word, closing the office door behind her.
“Right, Dandelion,” said Kirby wearily, getting back up from the chair. “Time for a brush.”

      [image: ]Mary walked back along the lane, heading for the river. From the Church of the Other David to the north, the bells rang the quarter to the hour. She picked up her pace. It was only a short walk to the river, but there were several wharfs and jetties she had to cross to get to where she wanted to go, and the waterfront was busy at this time of day. She kept her bag tight to her side, keeping a careful eye out for pickpockets or purse snatchers - or worse. She had deliberately kept a low profile while conducting her business here, and she knew that some would mistake her indifference as meekness, and feeling the long, thin blade strapped to her leg moving as she walked, this was most definitely not the case, for Mary was no fool.
In her early thirties, she had been brought up in The Rook the hard way - on the street. Abandoned as a child, she had nobody else to fall back on but herself, and her self-reliance was the mainstay upon which her entire outlook was based.
She left the crowds behind, crossing to an abandoned wharf and reached a small shed at the side of the jetty. She unlocked the door and stepped inside. It had taken her several months to find a suitable empty building, and for the cost of a padlock, she now considered it hers. When searching for her 'office', several things had to be taken into consideration. It had to be sufficiently isolated, near the water, and not too far from the rest of the dock, or potential customers would get suspicious. It also had to have mooring facilities to tie up her boat. Finally, it had to be free of the smell of fish. Mary considered the last one to be supremely important. There was little benefit in finding customers with weak stomachs.
She looked out at the back window of the hut to the mooring beside the pier and smiled as she saw the sleek, slim boat moored there. It was a smallish rowing boat for about eight to ten people, brand new and made of solid oak. The gunwales were resplendent, the inlaid brass finish glinting brightly in the afternoon sun. The strakes - all three of them - were covered in the most expensive leather. They looked comfortable and gave a fine impression of both quality and fine workmanship. 
She sighed. It really was a most magnificent craft. No wonder so many people had bought it! She peered into the boat. Leaving such a fine craft unattended in the Eastend Docks was not an especially good idea, she knew, but the small trap she had laid into the prow of the boat had been an exemplary precaution. So far, she had only had to fish two bodies out of the water beside the pier - nothing a sturdy boathook and a few rocks couldn’t solve - and so the boat remained in situ, which was just where Mary wanted it.
It was a superb piece of craftsmanship, worth a fortune, and an absolute steal for the price she was selling it for. Which, she reflected, was quite ironic, for that was precisely how she had procured it, or more precisely, how she had stolen it.
There came a knock at the door. Straightening her hair, she spread a few of her leaflets on the table and went to open the door. A large man stood on the pier nervously hopping from foot to foot. He was quite a round-looking man with a nervous look about him. He had bright orange hair, which was combed over his head with a quiet, desperate flourish, like a magician bluffing the finale with an empty hat. He simpered hopefully and gave a slight bow.
“Ah, Oscar,” smiled Mary. “Step inside, please.”
“Is it still available?” he asked nervously, stepping inside. Mary smiled.
“Of course not,” she said. Oscar instantly deflated as Mary continued. “Such fine workmanship as this was, of course, instantly snapped up.”
“Oh…” said Oscar, and no more than that.
“However, I have been in touch with the boatbuilder responsible for creating this masterpiece, and he assures me he can have another available within a month.”
Oscar did not look over-impressed at this, as Mary had thought he would be.
“But the cost?” he asked.
“I have secured a commission from the boatbuilder. Did I mention he is my cousin?” Oscar nodded. “The cost remains the same. Twenty pounds.” She paused for a second. It was a lovely sunny day, and everything seemed to be going well, so she felt a little generous. “And he will throw a set of oars in, too.”
Oscar clapped his hands in excitement.
“How does that sound?” smiled Mary.
“Marvellous,” said Oscar, his smile spreading across his face in a way that Mary considered similar to cutting a slice out of a large melon. She began to regret feeling generous. “You will require a deposit, I take it?” Mary smiled. This was the sting. 
“Payment in full, I am afraid. The materials are very costly right now, and my cousin barely makes a profit at all. I am sure you understand."
“Of course,” said Oscar, “Only I don’t have the full twenty pounds on me.” Mary frowned. She had been hoping this was to be her final sting. It was time to get out of this particular con. She did a quick count in her head. She had sold this particular boat seventeen times already, and the first victim was due to come to collect it in three days. She needed to be gone before that, and also before the other sixteen expectant purchasers turned up to collect it.
“I will be here early tomorrow, say nine o’clock. I take it that you can secure the payment by then?”
“Of course,” said Oscar, all smiles once again.
“Excellent,” said Mary, pushing Oscar to the hut's door. “Cash only, remember. Used notes. And the offer doesn’t stand for long—remember that. Just until the wind changes, as they say."
“Indeed,” said Oscar, turning to look at the fine boat outside the window as he was guided to the door. Mary let him out and watched him head up the pier, almost skipping up the wharf as he went.
One born every minute, she thought. Now I need to see Kirby about my wages and tell him I’m off. With a smile, she locked the hut and bustled back up the pier, completely unaware that at that precise moment in time, a small telescope was trained on her from nearby. The person on the other end of the brass device grunted and disappeared into the shadows. 
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Greenway is the principal town of Greenheart and its most populous district. However, it could not be considered urban. The small town is surrounded by extensive parks, fields, and woods. Greenheart gets its name from somewhere, and this delicate combination of green pastures and rolling uplands is why. Its pleasant vistas make it one of the city's most sought-after middle class areas. 
The largest park is in the centre of the town and is impressive in scope. It is surrounded by tall iron railings - painted black - and gates on all four sides. The park closes each evening; the time depending on the season, but when it is due to close, the wardens separate and gather at each gate then blow their whistles in turn. Only when the fourth whistle is heard will the gates be closed and locked until the morning, when the procedure is repeated at daybreak to open the park to the public once again.
The main gate is nearest the town centre, and today, a busker is entertaining a small crowd gathered at the gate. On first look, the man is dressed strangely, for his clothes: a well-worn flat cap, soot-stained jerkin and trousers with sturdy boots, suggest more the appearance of a chimney sweep than a busker, but today at least, a busker he is. The large bass drum strapped to his back and accordion in his hands brooks no mistake about that.
He bangs the drum loudly, dancing around and singing. As he
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