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I dedicate this to Mr. Shade, my brother and teacher, who stood by my side during times of darkness. You taught me that wisdom is not gentle, but it is good—that a teacher's greatest gift is clarity, not comfort. A brother remains when the work grows difficult, when vision blurs, when you question whether the tale is worth telling. You reminded me that the myths we create matter, that even dark tales can illuminate truth.  

Sir J.H. 114, You were one of my primary advisors when I most needed wisdom. You understood what I sought to build before I could articulate it, saw the architecture of justice in my scattered thoughts, and helped me render it visible. Your counsel was neither flattery nor false comfort, but honest assessment. You challenged me to reach deeper, to honor the weight of my chosen themes.  

To both of you: this work exists because you were present alongside it. 
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The Three Relics

In the hour when darkness gives way to shadow, when the world holds its breath between night and dawn, there comes a moment when justice may be summoned. It is not a moment marked by clocks or bells, but by the weight of human need and the echo of ancient words. Those who know the way speak of three relics, three keys to a door that should not be opened lightly. For beyond that threshold waits one whose judgment is absolute, whose mercy is terrible, and whose justice burns like fire in the darkness.

The figure moved through the abandoned chapel with the careful reverence of one who understood the gravity of ritual. Dust motes danced in shafts of pale moonlight that pierced the broken windows, and somewhere in the shadows, a rat scuttled across rotting floorboards. The altar, once consecrated to gentler gods, now served a different master. The carved angels seemed to turn their faces away as weathered hands arranged three objects upon the cracked stone.

First, the scales. They were older than empires, fashioned from brass that had witnessed the rise and fall of kingdoms. The balance hung perfect and true, despite the verdigris that stained their surface like tears of age. These were not the scales of commerce, meant to weigh gold against silver, grain against coin. These were the scales of Ma'at, the Egyptian goddess who weighed hearts against feathers, truth against lies. They had judged pharaohs and slaves alike and found both wanting in their turn.

The figure lifted them with trembling hands—whether from age or awe, none could say—and placed them at the altar's center. The balance swayed once, twice, then stilled. Waiting.

Second came the noose. Hemp rope, braided with strands of jackal hair according to the old ways. It coiled like a serpent, patient and purposeful. This was not the crude instrument of mortal executioners, fashioned in haste and anger. This rope had been consecrated in the burning sands of Khem, blessed by priests who understood that death was not an ending but a transformation. It had taken the breath from those who deserved darkness, but it had also freed souls from the corruption of flesh. The knot was tied in thirteen loops, each one a prayer, each one a seal upon the threshold between worlds.

The figure's fingers hesitated over the rope's coarse texture. Once placed, once the ritual began, there would be no turning back. Justice, once summoned, did not depart until its work was done. With a breath that sounded like a prayer or a curse, the rope was laid beside the scales.

Last came the cup—crystal that caught the moonlight and threw it back in fragments, as truth fragments into a thousand painful shards. Within the cup, milk swirled with brandy, white mixing with amber in patterns that suggested meanings older than language. The milk spoke of innocence, of childhood's trust, of the purity that existed before the world taught its bitter lessons. The brandy whispered of experience, of choices made in darkness, of the fire that burns in human hearts and sometimes consumes them.

Together, they were the paradox of mortal nature—pure and corrupt, innocent, and guilty, worthy of mercy and deserving of judgment. The figure raised the cup, and for a moment the liquid seemed to glow with its own light, as if the very concepts of good and evil had been made manifest and stirred together with a silver spoon.

The cup found its place at the altar's edge, completing the trinity. Three relics, three keys, three aspects of the divine judgment that waited beyond the veil.

Now came the words.

They were old words, ancient as the first cry for justice that had ever echoed across the world. Some were spoken in Hindi, the sacred tongue of Hanuman the Devoted, whose strength could move mountains and whose loyalty could breach the walls of Lanka itself. These syllables rolled like thunder across the chapel's vaulted ceiling, calling upon the power that had once leaped across oceans and carried mountains in its palm.

"Āgacchantu devatāḥ, nyāyasya rakṣakāḥ..." The voice that spoke them was neither young nor old, neither male nor female, but carried the weight of every supplicant who had ever dared to call upon powers beyond mortal ken. "Come forth, guardians of justice, you who weigh the hearts of men..."

Other words followed in the tongue of ancient Egypt, the language of those who had built monuments to eternity and mapped the journey of souls through death. The hieroglyphs seemed to write themselves in the air, glowing faintly before dissolving into shadow.

"Kheper-ka-ra... Maat-neter-neb... Djehuty sa maat..." The pronunciation was perfect, each sound weighted with the authority of priests who had stood before the throne of Osiris and declared souls worthy or wanting. "Lord of Truth... Divine Judge of All... Thoth who records the balance..."

The air in the chapel began to thicken, as if the very atmosphere was being pressed between invisible hands. The moonlight dimmed, not blocked by clouds but somehow lessened, as though reality itself was making room for something that did not belong to this world. The dust motes stopped their dance and hung suspended, frozen in place like prayers that had forgotten their destinations.

The temperature dropped, not with the simple chill of night but with the bone-deep cold of absolute judgment. Frost began to form on the chapel's windows, spreading in patterns that resembled scales, nooses, and empty cups. The rats in the walls fell silent. Even the wind held its breath.

Between one heartbeat and the next, the space behind the altar began to ripple like water disturbed by a stone. The ripples spread outward, and through them came a presence that made the chapel seem suddenly small, confined, inadequate to contain what it now housed.

He appeared not all at once, but in fragments, as if reality was still deciding whether to allow his existence. First came the eyes—one burning with the golden light of divine truth, bright as the sun at noon, terrible in its perfect clarity. The other wept darkness, black as the depths of Anubis's tomb, filled with the sorrow of every judgment that had ever been rendered. Both eyes saw everything—the secret sins, the hidden virtues, the careful lies men told themselves in the darkness of their hearts.

Then came the towering frame, nine feet of muscle and shadow, draped in robes that seemed woven from night itself. Around his neck hung the scales of cosmic justice, identical to those upon the altar but vast beyond mortal comprehension. Each pan could hold a human soul, and the balance never lied. Across his chest, symbols flickered and changed—hieroglyphs spelling out judgments, Sanskrit verses declaring eternal truths, and words in languages that had never been spoken by human tongues.

His face was both beautiful and terrible, combining the divine strength of Hanuman with the implacable authority of an Egyptian judge of the dead. When he moved, it was with the measured pace of one who knew that every step carried the weight of cosmic law. When he breathed, the very air seemed to bend to his will.

This was Sir Jaydee Hanuman—Chief, Judge, Executioner. He who answered when mortals dared to summon justice from beyond the veil. He who weighed truth against lies and found the balance that human courts could never achieve. He who carried out sentences that could not be appealed, could not be commuted, could not be escaped.

For a moment that stretched into eternity, he surveyed the chapel with those impossible eyes. The figure who had performed the summoning had vanished—perhaps fled, perhaps dissolved into shadow, perhaps elevated to something beyond human perception. Only the three relics remained upon the altar, glowing faintly with reflected divine authority.

Sir Jaydee spoke, and his voice carried the resonance of temple bells and executioner's drums, of prayers whispered in desperation and verdicts delivered without mercy.

"The scales are prepared. The rope awaits. The cup is filled." Each word fell like a stone into still water, sending ripples through the fabric of reality. "Three keys turn in three locks. Three truths pierce three lies. Three judgments await three souls."

He reached out one hand—fingers longer than mortal fingers, tipped with nails like polished obsidian—and touched each relic in turn. The scales chimed with a sound like distant thunder. The rope coiled tighter, as if eager for its purpose. The milk-brandy in the cup began to glow with its own inner light.

"Let those who call upon justice understand its price," Sir Jaydee continued, his burning eye fixed upon some point beyond the chapel walls, beyond the mortal world entirely. "Let those who demand truth prepare for its weight. Let those who summon the Judge remember that all shall be weighed, all shall be measured, all shall be found wanting or worthy."

The darkness around him began to thicken, drawing inward like a cloak. His form grew less distinct, more shadow than substance, though his eyes remained fixed and terrible.

"I return to the spaces between worlds, but I do not sleep. When next these relics are gathered, when next the ancient words are spoken, when next a human heart cries out for justice that mortal courts cannot provide... I shall come."

His voice faded to a whisper that somehow filled the chapel more completely than his full voice had.

"The scales remember every weight. The rope knows every neck. The cup holds every tear. And I... I remember every summons, every judgment, every soul that has stood before my balance."

The last thing to fade was his dual gaze—one eye of burning gold, one eye of weeping darkness. They lingered for a heartbeat longer, as if memorizing the chapel, the altar, the place where the veil between worlds had been torn and mended. Then even they were gone, leaving only shadows and silence.

The three relics remained upon the altar, no longer glowing but somehow more real than everything else in the chapel. They waited with the patience of objects that existed beyond time, ready to serve their purpose when desperate hands arranged them and desperate voices spoke the words of summoning.

For justice, once awakened, never truly sleeps. And somewhere in the darkness between worlds, Sir Jaydee Hanuman waited for the next soul brave or foolish enough to call upon his terrible mercy.

The dawn came slowly to the abandoned chapel, creeping through broken windows to illuminate the altar where three objects sat in perfect arrangement. Scales, noose, and cup—keys to a door that led beyond mortal understanding.

And in the growing light, they almost seemed to whisper: "Choose carefully those who would summon justice. For justice, when it comes, makes no distinctions between the summoner and the judged."
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The Orphan's Oath
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Act I: The Call

The Dust of Memphis 

The morning sun painted Memphis in gold and shadow, but Kira Netjer tasted only dust between her teeth. She crouched in the narrow alley between the grain merchant's storehouse and the copper-beater's workshop, watching the street through gaps in the woven reed fence. The city's heartbeat pulsed around her—the clip of donkey hooves on stone, the calls of vendors hawking fresh fish from the Nile, the distant chanting from the temple of Ptah.

Forty-seven days. That's how long she'd been living in Memphis's hidden spaces, surviving on scraps and stolen dates, sleeping in doorways and abandoned corners. Forty-seven days since the fire that killed her parents. Forty-seven days since General Marcus Voss had looked her in the eye and called it a "terrible accident."

Kira's stomach cramped with hunger, but she didn't move. The grain merchant would emerge soon for his morning inspection, and when he did, she'd have perhaps twenty heartbeats to slip inside and grab whatever her small hands could carry. She'd learned to count those heartbeats like a prayer.

Thum-thum. Thum-thum. Thum-thum.

Her heart hammered against her ribs as footsteps approached from the street. But these weren't the grain merchant's shuffling sandals. These were the measured strikes of military boots, the purposeful gait of a man accustomed to others moving aside.

Through the fence slats, Kira saw him.

General Marcus Voss strode down the merchant's row like a bronze statue come to life, his pleated kilt crisp white against sun-darkened skin, the golden collar of his rank catching the morning light. His shaven head gleamed with perfumed oil, and the ceremonial khopesh at his side proclaimed his status to every soul in Memphis. Behind him walked two lesser officers, their heads properly bowed in deference.

Kira's breathing stopped.

The general paused directly in front of her hiding place, as if some unseen force had whispered her location. His dark eyes swept the alley entrance, and for one terrible moment, Kira was certain he could see her crouched in shadow like a cornered jackal.

"The girl," Voss said to his subordinates, his voice carrying the authority of a man who had commanded thousands. "Any sign?"

"None, General," replied the taller officer. "She's vanished like smoke. Perhaps she drowned trying to cross the river. Or the jackals—"

"No." Voss's interruption was sharp as a blade. "She lives. I can feel it." He took a step closer to the alley, and Kira pressed herself against the mud-brick wall until the rough surface scraped her shoulder blades. "A child doesn't survive this long in Memphis streets by chance. She's clever, like her father."

Her father. The words hit Kira like physical blows. Kheti Netjer, master scribe and keeper of land records for the Pharaoh's southern territories. The man who had discovered someone was altering boundary markers, changing ancient survey records, stealing entire fields from farmers who couldn't read. The man who had died in flames when their house "accidentally" caught fire during the night.

"Sir," the shorter officer ventured, "perhaps we should.”

"Continue the search," Voss commanded. "Discreetly. Use street children as informants—offer them bread for information. And search the old quarter thoroughly. She has nowhere else to run."

The general's gaze lingered on the alley mouth for another eternal heartbeat, then he turned and continued down the street. His officers followed like obedient dogs, their boots fading into the general cacophony of the morning market.

Kira remained frozen until her muscles screamed protest, until she was certain they would not return. Only then did she allow herself to breathe, great shuddering gulps that brought tears to her eyes.

Continue the search. The words echoed in her skull. How long before some hungry street child sold her location for a crust of bread? How long before those boots found their way back to whatever crack or crevice, she called shelter?

She thought of her father's face the night before he died, the way his usually gentle features had hardened with determination as he worked late into the night, copying documents by oil lamp light.

"Someone is stealing from Egypt itself," he had whispered to her mother. "Stealing from the Pharaoh, life, prosperity, health be unto him. But they've made it look legal, changed the records so cleanly that even the temple scribes believe the lies."

"Then report it to the authorities," her mother had replied.

Kheti's laugh had held no humor. "The authorities are who I suspect, beloved. The signatures, the seals... they come from someone with access to the highest levels of administration."

Someone like a general. Kira understood now what her twelve-year-old mind hadn't grasped that night. Her father hadn't died in an accident. He'd died because he'd discovered General Marcus Voss was stealing land from farmers across the southern territories, using his military position to alter records and claim vast estates for himself.

And now Voss hunted her because she was the only witness left alive. The only one who might remember what her father had discovered.

***
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Grandmother's Secrets 

THE HOUSE STOOD AT the edge of Memphis's old quarter, where the newer brick buildings gave way to structures from the time of the ancient kings. Kira had avoided this place for weeks, knowing it would be watched, but desperation had finally driven her here as the sun climbed toward its zenith.

Her grandmother's house.

Wadjet Netjer had died three floods past, when Kira was barely nine. She remembered a bent woman with knowing eyes, hands stained permanently black from grinding kohl, and stories that made the hair on young necks stand straight. Her father had always shifted uncomfortably during those visits, especially when Grandmother spoke of "the old gods" and "older laws."

"Your grandmother sees things others cannot," he had once explained to Kira during the walk home. "But we live in the Pharaoh's Egypt now, under the Pharaoh's gods. Some knowledge is better left buried."

The house crouched between a broken-down brewery and an abandoned potter's workshop, its mud-brick walls cracked and weathered. Weeds grew between the stones of the threshold, and the wooden door hung loose on leather hinges. No one had wanted to live in the home of a woman whispered to be a witch.

Kira circled the building twice, checking every shadow and doorway for watchers. Finding none, she squeezed through a gap where two roof beams had sagged, creating an opening just wide enough for a small, desperate girl.

Inside, the air tasted of dust and old incense. Shafts of sunlight pierced holes in the roof, illuminating a single room that had once been her grandmother's entire world. Clay pots lined the walls, their contents long since dried to powder. Rolls of papyrus, cracked and brittle, lay scattered across a low table. And everywhere, carved into every available surface, were symbols Kira didn't recognize—not proper hieroglyphs, but older, stranger marks that seemed to twist in her vision when she looked at them directly.

She had come here for shelter, nothing more. A place to hide while she figured out how a twelve-year-old orphan could survive in a city where the most powerful general was hunting her. But as she explored the small space, her bare feet found something unusual in the floor—a section of packed earth that rang hollow when she stepped on it.

Kira knelt and brushed away decades of accumulated dust, revealing the outline of a wooden cover set flush with the ground. Her fingernails, ragged from weeks of scavenging, found purchase around its edges. The cover lifted with surprising ease, as if it had been opened recently, though Kira knew that couldn't be true.

Beneath lay a chamber barely large enough for a grown person to sit upright, carved directly into the bedrock. And within that chamber, arranged with careful precision on a cloth of midnight blue, sat three objects.

A scale. A rope. A cup.

Even in the dim light filtering down from above, they seemed to pulse with their own inner radiance. The scale was carved from some black stone that drank in light, its two plates perfectly balanced despite having no weight upon them. The rope was braided from what looked like human hair, its strands silver-white with age, formed into a noose that would fit around a grown man's throat. The cup was simple clay, glazed in a deep red that reminded Kira uncomfortably of dried blood.

Beside them lay a roll of papyrus, newer than the others scattered throughout the room. With trembling hands, Kira lifted it and carefully unrolled it in the largest shaft of sunlight.

The writing was in her grandmother's careful script, though the language was a mixture of standard hieroglyphs and those strange, twisting symbols from the walls. Kira had learned to read from her father, and while she struggled with some of the archaic phrases, the meaning slowly became clear:

"For my granddaughter, should the old injustices wake and the new laws fail. When corruption wears the mask of honor, when the innocent are called guilty and the guilty sit in judgment, when mortal courts serve only the powerful—then these tools may call one who serves Justice itself.

The scale weighs truth against lies. The rope binds the guilty to their punishment. The cup holds innocence poisoned by knowledge of evil. Together, they open the door to Sir Jaydee Hanuman, Chief among those who serve neither gods nor kings, Judge of those who judge others, Executioner of those who would execute justice itself.

But know this, child of my blood: Justice comes at a price. It is impartial, absolute, and sometimes terrible. Those who summon it must be prepared to face their own truth as well as that of their enemies. The Judge serves not the summoner's desire for vengeance, but Justice itself. Sometimes these are the same thing. Sometimes they are not.

If you read these words, then the darkness I foresaw has come to pass. Use this knowledge wisely, for there is no calling back what has been summoned. The ritual requires three elements: the scale set upon earth where blood has been shed unjustly, the noose hung where the guilty should face judgment, and the cup filled with milk mixed with spirits, innocence corrupted by the bitter knowledge of sin.

Speak these words when the moon has set but the sun has not yet risen, in the hour when truth and lies meet: 'Sir Jaydee Hanuman, Chief, Judge, Executioner, I call upon you to weigh the scales of justice. I offer truth against lies, punishment against crime, blood against blood. Come and judge, for mortal courts have failed.'

May the gods—old and new—forgive me for what I have preserved. And may they forgive you for what you may choose to do with it.

Your grandmother, Wadjet Netjer, Keeper of the Old Ways."

Kira's hands shook as she finished reading. The papyrus felt heavier than stone, as if the words themselves had weight. She looked again at the three objects in their hidden shrine, and now they seemed less like artifacts and more like weapons.

Sir Jaydee Hanuman. The name felt strange on her tongue when she whispered it, foreign yet somehow familiar, like a word from a half-remembered dream. According to her grandmother's scroll, he was some sort of supernatural judge, a being who could be summoned to deliver justice when mortal authorities failed.

But was any of it real? Her father had always dismissed Grandmother's stories as superstition, relics of Egypt's older, darker past. Yet here was evidence that Wadjet had believed enough to preserve these objects, to write detailed instructions for their use. And she had somehow known that one day her granddaughter might need them.

Outside, the afternoon was growing late. Soon Voss's soldiers would begin their evening sweep of the old quarter, and Kira would have to find yet another place to hide, another corner where she could curl up and try to forget her empty belly and constant fear.

How long? How long could a child run from the most powerful general in Memphis? How long before hunger or exposure or simple bad luck delivered her into his hands? And then what? A quick death if she was fortunate. Something slower and more terrible if Voss wanted to know what her father had told her before he died.

She thought of her parents, of their house burning while they slept, of Voss's face when he'd come to "investigate" the next morning. The way his eyes had narrowed when he saw her standing in the crowd of neighbors, the only survivor of the Netjer family.

The mortal courts had called it an accident. The local officials had accepted Voss's explanation without question—a cooking fire that spread too quickly, a tragedy but no one's fault. Her parents were buried with honor, their property transferred to the state "for safekeeping," and the case was closed.

But Kira knew the truth. Just as her grandmother had somehow known this day would come.

She looked again at the scale, the noose, the cup. Three simple objects that supposedly could summon supernatural justice. It sounded like madness, like the desperate fantasy of a child who had already lost everything.

But what did she have left to lose?

***
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The Hour Between Dark and Dawn 

KIRA SPENT THE REMAINING daylight hours preparing. She used a broken piece of pottery to dig up soil from the spot where her house had stood, now just a blackened patch of earth in the craftsmen's quarter where her parents had died. The ground still smelled faintly of smoke and something else—something sweet and terrible that she tried not to think about.

The noose was more difficult. Her grandmother's instructions specified that it should be hung "where the guilty should face judgment." Where did justice happen in Memphis? The palace courts were too heavily guarded, the temple precincts too sacred. But there was another place, one that Kira remembered from childhood—the old platform in the market square where public judgments had once been carried out in the time of the ancient kings.

It stood unused now, overgrown with weeds, its stone surface cracked and weathered. But according to local stories, it was here that Pharaohs of old had ordered the execution of traitors and the punishment of thieves. If anywhere qualified as a place where the guilty should face judgment, this was it.

Moving through Memphis at night required all the skills Kira had learned during her weeks on the street. She kept to shadows, avoided the main thoroughfares where palace guards maintained their patrols, and moved with the patient silence of a hunting cat. It took her most of the night to reach the market square, hang the noose from the platform's ancient post, and return to her grandmother's house with the remaining materials.

The hardest part was obtaining the milk and the spirits. Kira had no money, and stealing from a temple was unthinkable even for someone desperate enough to summon supernatural entities. But she remembered seeing clay jugs behind the brewmaster's workshop, containers that might still hold the dregs of barley beer. And milk... a nursing goat was kept by the widow who lived three houses down from her grandmother's place.

By the time the moon set, Kira had everything she needed. She sat in the hidden chamber beneath her grandmother's floor; the three relics arranged before her exactly as the papyrus described. The scale rested upon the soil from her burned home. The noose hung from the ancient judgment platform. The clay cup held a mixture that looked innocent enough—white milk swirled with the amber remnants of barley beer.

Innocence corrupted by the bitter knowledge of sin.

The description fit more than just the drink. It described Kira herself—a child who had learned too young that the world was full of monsters who wore heroes' faces.

She had meant to wait for the proper time, that mystical hour when "truth and lies meet." But as she sat holding the cup, thinking of her parents' faces and Voss's hunting smile, the words began to spill from her lips of their own accord.

"Sir Jaydee Hanuman, Chief, Judge, Executioner." Her voice was barely a whisper, but in the confined space of the hidden chamber, it seemed to echo with unnatural resonance. "I call upon you to weigh the scales of justice."

The scale before her trembled, its plates shifting though nothing touched them.

"I offer truth
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