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Rez Diamond:
Creation

 


Many in the world call themselves
dangerous, assassins, clever negotiators, and masters of their
fate. Unless you were created through training on the island of
Canterix, you’re simply a lost killer. Canterix is a land as far
removed from any civilization as geographically possible, lying in
the middle of the ocean. Orphans, slaves, the deformed, the
abandoned and the doomed; as infants they are shipped to Canterix
like so much unwanted furniture. The training on the island is so
cruel, so intense and unrelenting that only four out of the
thousands of “Attempters’” as they are called, have lived to become
“Shadow Men.” Rez Diamond is one of the four to have completed
their training as shadow men, earning the privilege to leave the
island of Canterix to do as they please. Those in charge of the
islands training are the unknown ones; they do not seek to create
assassins for the world of everyday men. Becoming a shadow man is a
near impossible task akin to becoming a living god; many speak of
dark magic being involved in their final training. Who can know
these things? Four have gone from attempter to shadow man. Rez
Diamond is the only one known to the world, two stayed on Canterix
to train the next batch of attempters. The fourth is said to roam
the world, nameless, faceless.

Upon his completion in sands of death
training, Rez had the vision of a giant blue demon. Having this
vision is a requirement to become a shadow man, it is said this is
why only four have reached completion. Without the vision from the
blue demon you cannot have complete knowledge. When appearing to
Rez it held a scimitar in each of its four muscular and human
looking arms, with the head of a raging bull it had a bone through
its nose with a skull hanging from it, and the body of a writhing
snake. It commanded him to go into the world of mortal men and
teach them humility through strength and skill. The blue demon
promised Rez the longest lifespan of any human in return for his
service.

When he brought this up to his
instructors they went silent, they took him to a room under skull
keep he had never seen and past some strange blue stair which
seemed to be a border. Because the instructors and Rez’s overlord
Morvis breathed a sigh of relief when he passed it unharmed. One of
the elder instructors “Gloger,” casually told him as they continued
under the keep.

“Had you been lying about
your vision you would have been ash on the blue step.”

The small room was full of old scrolls
waist high and on the wall was a large tapestry of the blue demon
from his vision; large enough to cover the entire wall.

“What is this room lord?”
Rez asked Morvis “the crazed”, his personal overlord. Each
attempter on Canterix has many instructors but only one personal
overlord responsible for them until death or completion.

“Only three have had the
vision before you, these are their writings after returning from
the world. Many scrolls in here are said to have been written by
the blue lord himself.”

Rez walked around slowly, running his
hand across the tapestry and scrolls, becoming absorbed in his
surroundings. He didn’t notice Morvis leave the room locking the
door behind him. Vision after knowledgeable vision hit Rez while
sitting in the solitude. He learned more than he could have
imagined from the blue demon’s room. One of the greater tools they
teach during the attempting process is the ability to listen to the
sounds of nature. Still, as a person you always feel on the outside
looking in. This is not so for a shadow man and in this room Rez
learned the very language of the forests. The scrolls of the blue
demon taught that like a man’s brain the roots of trees are
interconnected and “speak” to each other via an intermediate
fungus. Master this skill and the world itself can truly be your
home, food and water wherever you go, as well as company! The same
went for insects and animals.

Only those gifted with the vision of
the blue demon can read the scrolls. The reason is the language
they are written in, ancient Demish; a demon tongue. Those blessed
with a vision learn the language instantly, anyone who tries to
learn without the vision dies painfully, and the only question
never answered is why they are chosen for the vision by the blue
demon in the first place? Men can never know the ways of
gods.

Rez was unaware but his overlord was
gone four weeks until the door reopened and Morvis came to check on
him. Time actually stops in the scroll chamber of the blue demon,
it is considered a physical part of his realm, this is why it is
buried so deep and specifically under skull keep. This is the
unspoken, final training in making a shadow man. Without the vision
and the knowledge granted by this mysterious blue demon one can
never ascend the world of mortal assassins to become a myth.
---

Whirling winds blew back the long
golden brown hair of Rez Diamond as he stood on deck of the ship
“Tram’s swift,” plowing towards East Barrow. Thoughts of his
training and the final weeks of completion in the company of the
blue demon blew through his mind like the wind through his hair.
That was so long ago, decades had passed; almost five of them.
Still, it felt like yesterday to Rez. No one knew that after his
four weeks in the scroll room of the blue demon he stopped
aging.

Rez worked to spread his name far and
wide, and though his name was famous he remained faceless, another
person lost in the crowd. All intentional, should his fame become a
liability connected to him in some way he would simply change his
name, as it was for show anyway. No one on the ship knew who he
really was, no one ever does, and that’s the way he wants it;
unless the plan calls for more… specific means. Never mistake Rez
for a human being; he works in the world the way a snake does a
bird’s nest. There’s no malice in it, just the simple nature of the
beast.

East Barrow is a hulking port city full
of squawking seagulls and made of a gray stone from the surrounding
mountains. There is a town built around the port with their
residences higher up in the hills to avoid the stink of the harbor.
In the highest part of the city is a massive castle made of the
same gray stone as the rest of the city. No attempt at all to make
it cheerful.

“Depressing,” Rez remarked
to himself on the dull colors as the ship swept into port and he
fastened the clasp of his shadow cloak. Another nasty, sweaty city
of men, another payment; Rez was in East Barrow to collect. He was
owed a large sum of gold from a previously unpaid job, but it was
more about teaching a lesson. The man responsible sent a sarcastic
letter thanking Rez for his service and then mocked him with his
payment saying,

“You are on the other side
of the world; if you ever find your way back to East Barrow I will
consider paying you. Now screw off!”

Clay Lazshell

He was not a king or a lord, simply a
successful merchant named Clay Lazshell and one way or another, he
would pay Rez. Clay was confident; he sent the letter via crow less
than ten days ago.

“Imagine the surprise,” Rez
said to himself while slowly making his way through the bustling,
narrow, East Barrow streets. Having to perform these mundane
collection tasks could easily be assigned to an underling, but Rez
enjoyed the work himself.

Greed was the first lesson on Canterix,
and that it has no place among the shadows with the assassin.
Blinded and starved, the first lesson for the attempters once of
age is to survive. It is easy to lose your ego and your greed
living on a diet of grass and insects, the survivors learn to hunt
blind, the rest die.

The smell of the fish in the harbor was
gone this high up in the hills where the residences of the
wealthier East Barrow citizens began. Looking back, one had a nice
view of the docked ships, and people scurrying here and there
performing their tasks like obedient ants. A cold gust of wind blew
past Rez, whipping the cloak revealing his custom sword. The wind
had a new smell, not fish but something pleasant.

“Lavender,” Rez said to
himself walking down the neatly ornamented residential road. Every
ten paces on each side was a marble statue of a god or hero in
Barrow lore. Rez decided to go where his nose was leading him. The
road was cobblestone but smooth, much worn from travel. No one took
any notice of Rez, just another merchant on his way to a bar, or a
brothel.

Every sense is developed separately to
its full potential on Canterix. Using various potions over the
years of training, one by one, they take away the senses and return
them. The other senses are developed to such keenness in this
depravation that the attempters who do not become shadow men are
allowed to use their sense perfection for other purposes in
accordance with the rulers of Canterix instead of being killed. Rez
took quickly to sensory training, each becoming its own weapon.
Now, the weapon of his pointy nose smelled the lavender and he
found himself upon the doorstep of the home enjoying the smell…and
the moment.

Before he could knock there was a voice
behind him.

“Ay! I know you! Yeah you,
you’re Jered Blainzer! I can tell by that ugly scar on your face.
You still owe me twelve silver squiddies ya bastard!”

Rez sighed, this skill no one had
mastered; perhaps it’s part of the blue demon curse? When one
becomes a shadow man of full knowledge and vision, weaker minds
sometimes see you as the object of their fury; especially when
intoxicated. Over time this is said to go away, but neither Rez nor
Morvis knew of any answer so Rez deals with it, as it happens
infrequently.

“Been lookin’ for you a long
time now Jered!” The man stunk of alcohol from over ten yards away
to the trained smell of Rez. “I knew you was no good for them
squiddies. Now I’m gonna take it out of your face!” As the
disheveled drunk reached back to punch, Rez held out a golden
Chymerix, which is worth a hundred silver squiddies. The drunk put
his arm down and grabbed the coin, biting it immediately. Rez
helped the drunk along with his false perception.

“Sorry I’ve been avoiding
you, I was saving for the interest.”

The drunk stood there astonished, he
held the coin up to the sunlight and smiled a wide and toothless
grin.

“You did a good thing Jered
my boy, a great thing in fact! “Hiccup””

The drunk pointed his finger at Rez
while pocketing the coin and wobbling back to leave the scene. Rez
smiled and nodded, the drunk walked off, almost floating on air he
was so happy.

“The mouse and the snake,
the spider and the fly,” Rez whispered to himself chuckling about
the foolish drunkard while remembering old stories. That man will
live in the bliss of ignorance, never knowing how close he was to
death. Turning back to the house of lavender,

“Knock…knock…knock” Rez
tapped on the door with his hidden rings and listened. A woman,
alone, cooking. She opened the door only enough to see Rez in the
face.

“Can I help you with
something?” She asked looking the stranger up and down, Rez had
changed his appearance to remind her of her childhood home; far
away in the mountain forests…she was fond of that place…

“Forgive the intrusion
miss?”

“Mrs.” She spoke quickly.
“Mrs. Clay Lazshell.”

“Ah Mrs. Lazshell, I
couldn’t help but smell the beautiful lavender as I was walking by;
do you sell the lavender by chance?” Rez asked already having
examined the layout and dimensions of the home through the small
door crack.

“No I don’t, my husband
loves the smell and he’s due back this evening from an eight day
trade mission.”

“Is he really? What an odd
coincidence. Then you won’t mind if I wait inside.” Before a
response could be uttered Rez was inside and sitting comfortably
near the pantry nook. Mrs. Lazshell was so shocked she began
shaking.

“Calm down and close the
door Mrs. Lazshell, we’re simply waiting for your
husband.”

“But who are you? What are
you d…” Rez help up a finger to signal silence.

“When Clay arrives he will
answer your questions for you.” Rez cleared his throat. “Do you
happen to have any tea? This salt air dries my throat.”

 

For the next two hours they sat
drinking tea and talking. By the time Clay arrived home you would
think Mrs. Lazshell and Rez, who she insisted now call her Gayle
were lifelong friends. Gone was the tension and fear when Rez first
arrived, now replaced with warm feelings of grace and friendship.
This is
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