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Love is the jest fate never laughs at.

A Novella
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"It's just me and my shadow,

It is my only companion in life

We walk alone through this dark, lonely world,

To god knows where we are going to,

Lost to our lives on the lonely roads,

Like a vagabond without a home.

On the paths of life,

Walking through the noisy crowds,

I don't hear what they say,

It is like everyone's speaking another language.

I do not speak,

It's like a cat talking to a dog,

I can not understand them,

I am alone in the crowds.

Others would feel all alone in the empty, noisy world.

But with my shadow,

I am never alone.

It's my only friend.

We are one.

We are never alone,

In life, we walk together forever.

It is our fate.

We are soulmates lost together in time on our lonely journey, eternally alone, stuck together marching with time, and against time.

Never to part."

Sang Miles Courtenay — a young looking, apparently twenty something jester at the court of William the Conqueror, he stood beneath the soaring rafters of Winchester’s great hall. Though he appeared no older than a man in his prime, he had looked that age for twenty years. Most assumed he was simply blessed with youthful features.

What his shadow was, no one but him knew.

The last note of Miles’s song drifted upward like smoke, thin and haunting. For a moment, the great hall seemed to hold its breath. Torches crackled. A goblet clinked somewhere in the distance. No one moved.

Miles stood in the center of the hall, head bowed slightly, the bells on his cap giving a soft, final chime. His shadow stretched long behind him — darker than the torchlight should have allowed.

A few courtiers shifted uneasily.

Lady Adela of Bayeux pressed her fan to her lips, eyes wide. “Unsettling,” she murmured, though she could not explain why.

A young squire leaned toward his companion. “Why does he sing of shadows like they’re alive?” he whispered, voice cracking.

An older knight scoffed, though the sound was forced. “Jesters sing nonsense,” he said — but his gaze lingered on Miles’s shadow as if expecting it to move.

William the Conqueror sat rigid on his throne, fingers drumming the carved lion’s head at the armrest. His eyes — sharp, calculating, always watching — followed Miles with the same intensity he used when studying a battlefield.

He leaned slightly toward Bishop Odo. “He sings like a man who has walked farther than his years,” William murmured.

Odo’s brow furrowed. “He sings like a man who has seen too much.”

William’s gaze narrowed. “Or like a man who hides too much.”

At the lower table, Sir Roul de Montfort of Penbroc sat frozen, his goblet untouched. His knuckles whitened around the stem. The word shadow had made him flinch; the line never alone had drained the color from his face.

He stared at Miles as though the jester had peeled back the veil between worlds.

Roul’s lips barely moved. “He should not speak of such things... not here... not where he might hear.”

His eyes darted to the darkened archways — the corners where torchlight didn’t reach. His breath came shallow and uneven.

Miles caught his gaze and offered a small, knowing smile — gentle, almost sympathetic. Almost.

Roul looked away quickly, as if afraid the shadow behind Miles might look back.

Among the queen’s ladies, Mélisende watched her husband with soft, steady eyes. She alone understood the truth woven into his song. She alone heard the ache beneath the melody.

Her fingers brushed the silver charm at her throat — a habit she had never broken. “You are not alone, my love,” she whispered. “Not while I walk this world.”

Conversation resumed in hesitant ripples. Laughter returned, though thinner than before. Wine flowed, but hands trembled slightly as goblets were lifted.

A few nobles stepped carefully around Miles’s shadow as he passed. A few crossed themselves. A few whispered that the jester’s songs were growing stranger.

And Sir Roul de Montfort of Penbroc?

He could not tear his eyes away from the jester.

Not because he understood the song.

But because he feared he did.

Half an hour later, Miles noticed the baron watching him like a hawk — not with curiosity, but with fear sharpened into suspicion. So he drifted toward him, bells soft, steps light.

“Are you well, my lord?” Miles asked casually, as though greeting an old friend.

Sir Roul stiffened. “You tempt the shadows too much.”

Miles tilted his head. “Shadows don’t listen, my lord. They are deaf to mortals. As is Death.”

Roul flinched at the word. His fingers tightened around his goblet.

Miles’s smile widened — warm, wicked, and just a little cruel. “Do you fear Death sneaking up on you?” he murmured, stepping closer. “Creeping behind you... like this.”

He reached out and tapped Roul lightly on the shoulder.

The baron jolted as though struck. His breath hitched; his attempt at composure was pitifully thin.

Miles laughed softly, the bells on his cap chiming. “Come now, I only jest.”

Roul’s face twisted — fear, anger, and pride warring at once. “Even the lowest of us, like you, should not mock Death,” he hissed. “Lest he curse you for your insolence.”

Miles’s eyes glinted. “Oh, my lord,” he said gently, “I think Death has far more interesting men to curse.”

Roul huffed and turned sharply on his heel, cloak snapping behind him as he stormed off — irritated, humiliated, and painfully aware the jester had been toying with him.

Miles watched him go with a soft chuckle.

A moment later, Mélisende appeared at his side and smacked his arm lightly.

Miles winced dramatically. “What was that for, Mel?”

“You were winding him up,” she said, hands on her hips.

Miles blinked innocently. “Was I that obvious?”

“Yes,” she said flatly.

Miles jangled his bells with a little tilt of his head.

Mélisende narrowed her eyes. “I saw that.”

“What?” he asked, all innocence.

“You jingled your bells.”

“Yes,” Miles said, as though this were the most natural thing in the world.

“You know I can’t resist you when you do that,” she murmured, her annoyance melting into fondness.

“I know,” he said, taking her hands and kissing them one by one.

Her smile bloomed — soft, warm, and meant only for him.

The King approached them, his expression softened by the sight of their closeness.

“You are one of the luckiest men in England, Courtenay,” William said, his voice rich with admiration. “Your wife is charming — she carries herself like a noblewoman, not the wife of a jester. You too married for love, as I did. A rare thing these days.”

“True,” Miles replied, smiling as he looked at Mélisende with quiet pride.

William’s gaze drifted toward his own queen. “We both married above our stations,” said the bastard who became a king.

Miles nodded. “Marrying for love brings happiness. Marrying because one must brings only sorrow.”

William’s eyes softened. “Yes,” he said simply.

Not far away, Sir Roul de Montfort of Penbroc stood beside his mother, who lectured him in a low, urgent voice about finding a wife of good name and stock to save their family’s fading honor.

Roul barely heard her. His gaze was fixed on the jester’s wife — her grace, her laughter, the way she leaned toward her husband.

He thought she would make a fine wife. And that thought was the beginning of his ruin.
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