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PROLOGUE

Of the Scales That Grew Heavier
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Between the ending of one book and the beginning of another, Sir Jaydee Hanuman stood in the realm that was neither mortal nor divine and understood that he was changing.

Each summoning made him more solid. More real. More present in ways that cosmic forces were not meant to be present. The burning eye grew brighter with each judgment. The weeping eye grew darker. The scales in his hand—which had once been weightless potential—now carried actual mass, the accumulated burden of every heart weighed since a slave woman named Keket had called him into being thousands of years ago.

He was becoming too heavy for the space between worlds. Too defined by judgment to remain pure potential.

This troubled him.

Sir Jaydee looked at the scales and saw history. Saw every heart he had weighed, every verdict delivered, every transformation witnessed or failed. The soldier who learned obedience was choice. The gambler who discovered honesty could be evil. The widow who chose comfort for fifty-three years before finally choosing courage.

His judgments were becoming more complex. More nuanced. Less about simple guilty-or-innocent and more about the terrible gray spaces where good people committed evil, where systems corrupted individuals, where complicity was normalized until even the guilty could not see their own guilt.

The world had grown complex since ancient times. Injustice was no longer just God-Kings oppressing slaves. It was soldiers following evil orders and calling it duty. Good people remaining silent while evil prospered and calling it wisdom. Systems so vast that individual responsibility became diffuse, distributed among so many that everyone claimed only small blame and therefore no real blame at all.

To judge such a world, Sir Jaydee had to evolve. Had to learn to weigh not just individual hearts but systemic evil, collective responsibility, the particular guilt of being a small cog in vast machines of oppression.

But evolution came with cost. He could not remain pure potential forever. Continued judgment would make him too solid, too real, too present to exist comfortably in the space between worlds.

He would need anchor. Would need vessel. Would need mortal form through which to walk when walking was required.

He had been preparing. Had marked a child in Trinidad who possessed the capacity to hold him. Had ensured that child's survival in exchange for eventual service. The vessel was not yet ready—would not be ready for decades. But Sir Jaydee was patient.

Patience was easy for something that existed outside time, that measured duration in summons rather than years.

In the mortal world, between 1920 and 1970, injustice continued its grinding work. Soldiers followed orders that made them monsters. Good people remained silent while evil prospered. Systems crushed those at the bottom to benefit those at the top.

And desperate people—those who had exhausted every earthly option—found the three relics. Found them through inheritance, through rumor, through networks of the oppressed. Found them and learned the ritual and spoke the name three times:

Sir Jaydee Hanuman.

And he came. Always came. Would always come.

Six summons came in this new era:

A soldier in France, broken by war, washing his hands seventeen times daily but never feeling clean. Thomas Mercier learned that following orders did not absolve responsibility.

A blind man in Chicago who saw more clearly than those with sight. Samuel Washington learned that fairness and justice were not the same thing.

A gambler in wartime Berlin who ran honest games that destroyed lives. Klaus Richter learned that following rules did not make exploitation acceptable.

A veteran in America who claimed "I only obeyed." James Mitchell learned that obedience was not virtue but moral cowardice.

A widow in Philadelphia who spent fifty-three years choosing comfort over courage. Dorothy Hayes learned that doing nothing was itself a choice, that silence was complicity.

And finally—not a summons but a calling. A desperate grandmother in Trinidad protecting a premature child from spiritual attack. Sir Jaydee marked the infant, ensured survival, prepared the vessel he would someday need.

Six summons. Six judgments. Six verdicts that were neither merciful nor cruel but simply true.

And through these judgments, Sir Jaydee Hanuman learned what he was becoming.

He could no longer be simple balance-bringer, pure weigher of hearts, cosmic force unchanged by what he witnessed. He was becoming something more complex. Something that understood not just individual guilt but systemic evil. Something that could judge not just obvious criminals but good people who participated in oppression through silence, obedience, comfortable choice to value safety over solidarity.

He was becoming the judge the modern world required.

And he was preparing for the moment when judging from the space between worlds would no longer be sufficient. When he would need to walk in mortal flesh, to deliver verdicts from within the human world, to use the vessel he had marked to become something new:

Justice incarnate.

This is Book II: The Verdict of Shadows.

The summons grow darker. The judgments grow more complex. The verdicts reveal truths harder to bear than simple punishment would be.

This is the book of soldiers who follow evil orders. Of gamblers who exploit honestly. Of colonels who claim obedience removes responsibility. Of good women who choose comfort over courage for entire lifetimes.

This is the book of systemic evil, of complicity normalized, of guilt that comes from participating in oppression while claiming no responsibility.

This is the book of transformation attempted—sometimes successful, sometimes failed, always incomplete.

This is the book where Sir Jaydee Hanuman learns what he is becoming.

And prepares for what he must eventually become.

The scales grow heavier. The burning eye grows brighter. The weeping eye grows darker.

And in Trinidad, in October 1970, a child who should not survive draws his first impossible breath.

The vessel is marked. The transformation has begun.

Justice is evolving.

Let the judgments commence.
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THE BROKEN SOLDIER

Of the Soldier Who Could Not Stand

ACT I: THE CALL
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In the third year after the war that was meant to end all wars, in a village outside Reims where the mud still held fragments of bone and the fields still yielded more iron than wheat, there lived a man who had forgotten how to stand.

His name was Thomas Mercier, though few called him by it anymore. To the shopkeepers who refused him credit, he was "the cripple." To the children who threw stones at his crutches, he was "the beggar." To the mayor who turned him away from the veterans' hall, he was "an inconvenience." But to himself, in the dark hours before dawn when the phantom pains woke him and the memory of Verdun returned with the taste of gas and blood, he was still Private Thomas Mercier of the 153rd Infantry Regiment. He was still the man who had obeyed every order, followed every command, charged every trench his officers demanded.

He was still the man who had believed.

The room where Thomas lived—if living was what one called the slow erosion of body and hope—occupied the corner of a widow's cellar. Three francs a week, paid when he had them, forgiven when he did not, for the widow's son had also died at Verdun and she understood something of debt that could never be repaid. The ceiling dripped when it rained. The walls sweated in summer. In winter, the cold came through the stones like judgement, settling into his ruined legs and teaching him new alphabets of pain.

He had been a whole man once. Twenty-two years old when the mobilization came, strong from working his father's farm, quick to smile and quicker to laugh. The war had taken four years to break him—not all at once, not clean like a bone snapped in battle, but slowly, methodically, with the patience of a master craftsman. First it took his innocence at the Marne. Then his faith at Verdun. Then his friends, one by one, until he stopped learning their names because names were weights he could no longer carry. And finally, on a November morning in 1918, seven days before the Armistice, it had taken his legs.

Not fully. That would have been merciful. Instead, the German shell had left him with twisted wreckage below the knees, bones set wrong by field surgeons too tired to care, muscles that remembered how to walk but could no longer perform the miracle. He could stand, sometimes, for minutes that cost him hours of agony afterward. He could hobble short distances on crutches that had worn grooves into his armpits deep enough to feel like stigmata. But he could not work. Could not farm. Could not do any of the thousand things a man must do to earn his bread and maintain his dignity.

The government had promised pensions. The newspapers had promised glory. His commander had promised that the war would make them all heroes.

Commander Philippe Beaumont had kept none of his promises to Thomas Mercier, but he had kept all the promises he made to himself.

Thomas saw him sometimes, on the rare occasions when he dragged himself into the village proper. Beaumont in his fine automobile, a Citroën that gleamed like a promise kept. Beaumont in his tailored suits, his war medals pinned to civilian cloth like trophies on a hunter's wall. Beaumont in the company of the mayor, the prefect, the local industrialists who were rebuilding France on the backs of men who could no longer stand to help them.

Philippe Beaumont had left the war with a limp so slight it was almost fashionable—a conversation piece at dinner parties, a mark of sacrifice that cost him nothing. He had left with decorations: the Croix de Guerre, the Légion d'honneur, citations for bravery that mentioned his name but never the names of the men who had died earning those citations for him. He had left with connections, with political appointments, with a seat on the regional council where he made speeches about honoring veterans while voting against their pensions.

And Thomas Mercier, who had been in the same trench, who had seen what really happened on that November morning seven years ago, could do nothing but watch and remember.

Memory was the only currency Thomas had left, and it was coin that purchased only bitterness. He remembered the order. He remembered Beaumont's face when he gave it—flushed with brandy and fear, eyes bright with something that might have been madness or might have been simple cowardice dressed in the uniform of duty. The German position was supposed to be abandoned. Intelligence had confirmed it. The advance would be unopposed, a final gesture before the Armistice, a last chance for glory before the guns fell silent.

Intelligence had been wrong. Or perhaps intelligence had been convenient.

The Germans had been there, waiting with machine guns and artillery, with fields of fire they had spent four years perfecting. Thomas's platoon had gone over the top at dawn. By noon, twenty-three men were dead. By sunset, Thomas was screaming in a field hospital as a surgeon who smelled of carbolic and exhaustion explained that his legs were ruined, that he should be grateful to be alive, that some men had lost everything.

Beaumont had lost nothing. He had remained in the command post, safe behind his maps and his telephones. When the attack failed, he had blamed faulty intelligence. When the casualties were counted, he had written letters to grieving families about noble sacrifice. When the Armistice came, he had stood in formation to receive his medals while Thomas lay in a hospital bed learning to scream silently so as not to disturb the other broken men.

Seven years. Seven years of watching Beaumont rise while Thomas fell. Seven years of official letters denying his pension claims, of bureaucrats who nodded sympathetically and did nothing, of a system that had promised to care for its warriors and instead had forgotten them before the ink dried on the peace treaty.

Seven years of believing that justice was a thing that existed somewhere in the world, if only a man could reach far enough to grasp it.

But on a November evening in 1923—the anniversary of the day his legs were ruined, though Thomas had stopped marking such occasions aloud—he learned that justice was not something to be reached for. It was something to be summoned.

The widow who owned his cellar room had a sister who had married a man from Marseilles, and that man had a cousin who had sailed to Egypt before the war and returned with stories and objects he claimed had power. Most of what he brought back was tourist nonsense—fake scarabs and reproduction papyri that he sold to credulous travelers. But among the forgeries, he kept certain items that were not for sale. Items that his wife's sister had seen once, by accident, and had never forgotten.

"There is a way," the widow told Thomas one evening as she brought him the thin soup that constituted his dinner. "To call justice when earthly courts fail."

Thomas looked up from his crutches. "I've petitioned every court in the prefecture, Madame Chevelle. They all say the same thing—that my injury is not service-related, that the evidence is insufficient, that Commander Beaumont is a war hero and I am simply unfortunate."

"I do not speak of earthly courts, Thomas." The old woman's eyes were dark and serious. "I speak of older laws. Laws that were old when Egypt was young, when gods walked among men and justice was not a thing to be debated but a thing to be delivered."

She told him about her sister's husband's cousin, about the items he kept locked in a chest in his Marseilles apartment. About a ritual that could be performed by those desperate enough to dare it. About a judge who came when summoned, who weighed hearts on scales older than nations, who delivered verdicts that could not be appealed.

"His name is Sir Jaydee Hanuman," she said, and the name felt ancient in her mouth, syllables that did not quite fit the French tongue. "He is called Chief, Judge, and Executioner. He serves no king and bows to no god, but he answers those who summon him properly. Those who have been wronged beyond mortal remedy."

Thomas laughed, though the sound came out bitter as ashes. "You're telling me fairy tales, madame."

"I am telling you truth, though it wears the face of myth." She leaned forward, her voice dropping to a whisper. "My son died at Verdun. Not in battle—though that's what the death notice said. He died because an officer ordered a punishment detail into a sector that was being shelled. A punishment for a minor infraction, a young man's moment of fear that any of us might have shared. The officer survived. My son did not. And when I sought justice, I found only closed doors and official condolences."

"What did you do?"

"I did nothing. I was afraid. And I have regretted that fear every day since." The widow straightened, and something hardened in her face. "But you, Thomas—you still have fight in you. I see it when you look at Beaumont. I hear it in the way you wake screaming. The question is whether you have courage enough to seek justice that exists outside the laws of men."

Thomas was silent for a long time, staring at his ruined legs, at the crutches that had become extensions of his body, at the shadows that pooled in the corners of the cellar room. Then he looked up at Madame Chevelle and said the words that would change everything:

"Tell me what I need to do."

The cousin in Marseilles was named Antoine, and he was a careful man—careful in the way that people who deal in things beyond the normal scope of human commerce must be careful. He met Thomas at the train station, took one look at his crutches and his hollow eyes, and nodded as though confirming something he already knew.

"Madame Chevelle wrote to me," Antoine said as he helped Thomas into a taxi. "She said you were owed justice that mortal courts would not provide. She said you were desperate enough to pay the price."

"What price?" Thomas asked, though he suspected he already knew. Everything had a price. The war had taught him that much.

"That depends on what the scales reveal," Antoine replied. "Sir Jaydee Hanuman judges not only the guilty. He weighs all hearts in his presence. If you summon him seeking vengeance disguised as justice, if you carry hatred that has rotted into something poisonous, he will see it. And he will deliver verdict accordingly."

They drove through Marseilles as evening fell, past the old port where ships creaked against their moorings, past markets closing for the night, past the smell of fish and flowers and the particular mixture of poverty and salt that defined port cities everywhere. Antoine's apartment was in the Panier, the old quarter, in a building that had been ancient when Napoleon was young.

The items were kept in a cedar chest in Antoine's bedroom, wrapped in cloth that might have been linen or might have been something older, something that predated modern textiles. Antoine laid them out on a table with movements that suggested ritual, handling each with the reverence some men reserved for holy relics.

"The Scale of Justice," he said, unwrapping a brass balance so tarnished it was nearly black. "Forged in Memphis when the pharaohs ruled Egypt. It has weighed the hearts of men for three thousand years."

"The Hangman's Noose," he continued, revealing a length of braided rope that seemed to shift in the lamplight, hemp woven with something darker, something that might have been hair. "Cut from the gallows where the innocent died alongside the guilty. It remembers both."

"And milk mixed with brandy," he finished, setting down a clay cup of the sort that might have been ancient or might simply have been very old. "Innocence corrupted. Purity stained. The truth that all mortal hearts carry both light and shadow."

Thomas stared at the objects. They were not impressive to look at—a tarnished scale, an old rope, a common cup. But something about them made the air in the room feel heavier, made his breath come shorter, made the hair on his arms stand on end.

"How do I summon him?" Thomas asked.

"You arrange these three items in the place where the injustice occurred, or as close to it as you can manage. You speak his name three times. You state your grievance clearly and without lies—he will know if you lie, and he does not forgive dishonesty. And then you wait."

"That's all?"

Antoine's expression was grave. "That is everything. But understand this, Thomas Mercier—once you summon him, there is no calling him back. Justice will be delivered. The guilty will be judged. But so will you. Sir Jaydee Hanuman does not serve your desires. He serves only truth. If you are prepared for that truth, whatever it may reveal, then take these items and perform the ritual. If not, then leave them here and find some other way to live with your wounds."

Thomas looked at the three objects on the table. He thought of Philippe Beaumont in his fine automobile. He thought of twenty-three men who had died following orders. He thought of seven years of poverty and pain and watching the guilty prosper while the broken were forgotten.

"I'll take them," he said.

Antoine nodded slowly and began wrapping the items again. "Then may you find the justice you seek. And may it be the justice you can bear."
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Of the Commander Who Could Not Fall

ACT II: THE JUDGMENT
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Philippe Beaumont had learned many useful skills during the war, but the most valuable was the ability to forget. Not completely—that would have been dangerous, might have led to careless slips in conversation—but selectively, with the precision of a surgeon removing only the tissue that was diseased.

He had forgotten, for instance, the exact circumstances of the order he gave on November 4th, 1918. Oh, he remembered that there had been an attack, remembered that casualties had been regrettable but necessary, remembered writing the citations for bravery with the same pen he'd used to sign the death notices. But the specific details—the intelligence report he'd ignored, the brandy he'd drunk beforehand, the way his hands had shaken when he gave the order—these had been carefully excised from his memory, buried beneath layers of justification and rationalization and the simple necessity of moving forward.

After all, what good did it do to dwell on such things? The war was over. The men were dead or maimed or scattered to whatever futures waited for them. And Philippe Beaumont had a life to build on the foundation of his service.

And build he had. The medals had opened doors. The connections he'd made among fellow officers had led to introductions, to opportunities, to positions on boards and councils where decisions were made that shaped the region's future. He had married well—Gabrielle came from money, old money, the kind that survived wars and revolutions and economic collapses—and between her inheritance and his growing political influence, they lived in a manner befitting a war hero.

The limp helped, he had to admit. Not so severe that it hindered him, but noticeable enough to garner sympathy, to serve as a visible reminder of his sacrifice. People saw the limp and the medals and drew the conclusions he wanted them to draw: that he was a man who had given much for France, who had earned the right to help rebuild what the war had destroyed.

That some men had given more—had given everything, had given their legs and their minds and their lives—was a truth that Philippe Beaumont had learned to forget with particular thoroughness.

He thought of Thomas Mercier perhaps once a month, if that. The name would surface occasionally—when he saw a veteran begging in the street, when someone mentioned Verdun at a dinner party, when he drove past the veterans' hall and caught a glimpse of the broken men who gathered there. But the thoughts were fleeting, easily dismissed. Mercier was unfortunate, certainly. But the war had been full of unfortunate men. One could not save them all. One could barely save oneself.

Besides, what could Philippe Beaumont do? He had written letters on Mercier's behalf, hadn't he? Or he had meant to. Time had gotten away from him, and then it had seemed awkward to write so long after the fact, and anyway, the pension board had their procedures and it would be inappropriate for a council member to appear to exert undue influence...

These were the thoughts that allowed Philippe Beaumont to sleep at night, to look at himself in the mirror each morning and see a man who had done his duty, who had served honorably, who had earned his place in the world.

These were the lies he told himself until he believed them.

On the evening of November 18th, 1923, Philippe Beaumont attended a dinner at the mayor's residence. The occasion was the dedication of a new war memorial in the village square—a bronze soldier in heroic pose, eternally young, eternally whole, bearing no resemblance whatsoever to the actual men who had fought and died. Philippe had given a speech about sacrifice and duty and the debt that could never be repaid, and if his voice had wavered slightly during the part about fallen comrades, well, that only made the performance more convincing.

Afterward, as he drove home through the November darkness, Philippe felt the satisfied warmth of brandy and praise. The speech had gone well. The mayor had hinted at support for Philippe's bid for the Chamber of Deputies. Gabrielle had looked beautiful in her new dress, and several men had remarked on what a handsome couple they made.

Life was good. Life was just. The war was seven years behind him, and Philippe Beaumont had emerged on the right side of history.

He was thinking these thoughts, feeling these feelings of contentment and righteousness, when he saw the figure standing in the road ahead.

At first he thought it was a vagrant, or perhaps one of the farm workers walking home late. He slowed the Citroën, prepared to swerve around the obstacle. But as his headlamps caught the figure, he recognized the crutches, recognized the posture of a body that had learned to bear weight in ways it was never meant to bear.

Recognized Thomas Mercier.

Philippe stopped the car. Not out of kindness, but because something in Mercier's stance suggested he would not move, that he was prepared to let the automobile strike him if that was what it took to force this confrontation.

"Mercier," Philippe said, rolling down the window. His voice was carefully modulated—concerned, sympathetic, with just a hint of the authority he'd worn in uniform. "What are you doing out here at this hour? It's not safe for a man in your condition—"

"My condition." Thomas's voice was flat, empty of inflection. "Do you remember how I came to be in this condition, Commander?"

"I'm not your commander anymore, Mercier. The war is over. We're both civilians now."

"Are we?" Thomas took a step forward on his crutches, and Philippe saw his face fully in the headlamps' glare. It was thinner than he remembered, hollowed by pain and hunger and years of grinding poverty. But the eyes—the eyes held something that made Philippe's hand move unconsciously toward the door lock. "Because it seems to me that you're still giving orders and I'm still paying for them."

"I understand you've had difficulties—"

"Difficulties." Thomas laughed, and it was not a sound that held any humor. "Is that what you call it? I call it watching you prosper while I starve. I call it living in a cellar while you live in your wife's mansion. I call it seeing you wear medals for bravery when you were safe in the command post while we died."

Philippe's sympathy was beginning to curdle into annoyance. He had tried to be kind, had stopped his automobile, had been willing to offer assistance. But there was a limit to what one owed to men who could not move forward from the past.

"I wrote letters on your behalf," Philippe said, though he was not entirely certain this was true. "I supported your pension claim. If the bureaucracy has failed you, that is not my fault. I did what I could."

"You did nothing." Thomas's voice was still flat, still empty, but something underneath it had begun to burn. "You did less than nothing. You denied knowing me when the investigators came. You said you had no memory of the circumstances of my injury. You said—"

"I said what was necessary!" The words came out sharper than Philippe intended, and he caught himself, forced his voice back to that tone of patient authority. "Listen to me, Mercier. I sympathize with your situation. I truly do. But you need to understand—I have responsibilities now. A position in society. I cannot be seen to favor individual cases. It would undermine the integrity of the system."

"The system." Thomas nodded slowly, as if Philippe had confirmed something he already knew. "The system that rewards you and grinds men like me into dust. The system that calls you a hero and calls me an inconvenience. That system."

"I'm sorry," Philippe said, and part of him almost meant it. "But I've done what I can. I suggest you apply to the veterans' assistance fund. I'm sure they can—"

"I'm not asking for your charity, Commander." Thomas reached into his coat and pulled out something wrapped in cloth. "I'm calling for judgment."

Philippe felt a flutter of unease in his chest. There was something in the way Mercier was looking at him, something in the deliberateness of his movements, that suggested this encounter was not the random chance meeting Philippe had assumed it to be.

"Mercier, if you're thinking of doing something foolish—"

"Not foolish. Necessary." Thomas unwrapped the cloth, revealing three objects that Philippe could not quite make out in the darkness. "You made me a promise, Commander. You promised that if we followed orders, if we charged that position, we would be heroes. That France would remember us. That we would be taken care of."

"I never promised—"

"You promised!" The shout came from somewhere deep in Thomas's chest, carried the weight of seven years of silence. "You stood in the trench and you promised, and I believed you, and now twenty-three men are dead and I can barely stand and you drive past me in your fine automobile like I'm nothing, like we're all nothing, like our lives and our legs and our belief in you meant nothing at all!"

Thomas was crying now, tears streaming down his face, but his hands were steady as he arranged the three objects on the muddy ground. Philippe saw a scale, a rope, a cup. Common things that should not have made his mouth go dry with sudden, irrational fear.

"What are you doing?" Philippe demanded, but his voice had lost its authority, had become something smaller, something that knew it was about to be judged.

Thomas looked up at him, and in the headlamps' light his eyes were dark and empty and absolutely certain.

"I'm summoning justice, Commander. The kind that can't be bought or denied or forgotten."

He spoke a name then—three times, in a language that predated French, that might have predated language itself. The name echoed in the November darkness, and the wind that rose in response to it smelled of deserts and temples and blood spilled on ancient stones.

Sir Jaydee Hanuman.

Sir Jaydee Hanuman.

Sir Jaydee Hanuman.

Philippe Beaumont felt the temperature drop twenty degrees in an instant. Felt the air grow thick with presence, with attention, with something vast and terrible turning its gaze toward this muddy road in provincial France. He tried to start the automobile, but his hands would not obey him. Tried
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