Father Gregorius

Background

Being the second son of a knight is like being nothing. We are raised as peasants, even though we are smarter or better swordsmen than our brothers. That’s why I fled. Being on the road, knowing how to fight and having more envy than means, I became a brigand. I practiced this life with talents and ambition for a year. When father caught me, and hanged my companions, I was already the second of One Eye, the chief. I was then 13.

After thrashing me, Father explained that the best for me would be monastic life. And so I was tonsured and benefited from a regime of labor, under the belt slashes of a very voluntary master. Of this life I learnt patience and posted modesty. After my master's "accidental" death, I was entered into an itinerant monk's service, the younger child of a large family, which had made all sorts of vows except of poverty. He appreciated my multiple talents and my lack of scruples. He had his way everywhere and even up to Rome. He gave me all sorts of missions. My experience increasing, I became an acceptable diplomat, all the more efficient as word was not my only resource.

The mission that is now given to me is regarding the fight against the Cathar heresy in Languedoc. I have to help the population and the local Lords to stay on the right path. If I fail, the only solution will be to financially help the King of France to go on crusade, but it will be expensive and will favor an ally who would then become burdensome. Languedoc depends on the Earl of Toulouse (everlasting indecisive ally of Foix who supports the heretic cause) and on Trencavel of Béziers and Carcassonne (who is a good Catholic). The Earl of Toulouse has an only girl to marry. It would be enough to marry her to Trencavel's heir Garin, but the Earl chose the party of Foix, in spite of the opinion of his wife, a good Catholic. She wishes a union with the crown, which would be a half-success but would not cost that much. The agreement being scheduled tomorrow at Foix, I have to prevent it by any means, for it is really too late to negotiate. Officially, I am to call on Toulouse to enlighten his decision with Divine Light. 

My master trump is a miracle: Eighteen years ago, a procession to the “Danse Macabre” of Foix's chapel stopped a fever. A very pious man, who is said to have realized others in several churches, and who died falling of a scaffold in Estagel church, supposedly did this piece of art. I have to discover his identity quickly, so I can assert the miracle and beatify him. There is nothing such as a holy miracle to help settle the Church presence. It is also an excellent excuse to accompany the Toulouses to Foix. Flora of Toulouse is in the secret.

Today

At the end of day, we arrive, Raymond, Flora, Jeanne and I, at the Foix castle. The lady's companion, Blanche, guides us to our rooms. We leave our belongings and all join quickly the common room except Flora, tired by the journey. The Earl Roger-Bernard of Foix and his son Bongart welcome us. He doesn’t look comfortable. A few minutes later, Garin Trencavel's arrival is announced. He is welcomed by Bongart and says to be accompanied by a minstrel. Raymond of Toulouse talks to his daughter aside. It is the right time for me to act. I leave the room and go to kitchen. A servant, apparently belated, is singing while preparing a tray of drinks. 

I pour stealthily the poison from my small flask into a glass, when the Earl of Foix enters. The retarded stops singing immediately and just says: "It is a secret of the chest!". The Earl admonishes him, and then leaves, apparently in anger. I take advantage of this to take the tray from the servant's hands, adding to it my glass for Bongart. "I'll take care of it. You prepare some food!". I take the tray to the common room. A priest offering drinks! It looks like an improvised Eucharist and relaxes the atmosphere. I carefully watch Bongart while he takes "his" glass and drinks it. A few moments later, Raymond of Toulouse leaves the room, soon followed by Bongart, very pale. I did it! The pretender is going to die slowly from a cardiac arrest. From his weak look, it should not be too much of a surprise. Erasing the clues will be necessary. The dumb servant enters with food, and then leaves. Blanche begins to serve. Flora of Toulouse's arrival diverts every body's attention. I take advantage of this interlude to exchange my glass with Bongart’s. Of course I do not drink. Blanche leaves the room, and Flora and Jeanne come to speak with me. A while later, Garin Trencavel leaves the room. We eat a light snack while discussing. A few minutes later, the domestic returns, Raymond of Toulouse, and then an unknown squire. There is still no sight of Bongart. It is a good sign. My favorite pretender, Garin, is there. Fate is certainly with me today, unless it is God! I have to intrigue now…

Appearance and behavior

Your misty past of bandit, joined to your monastic training, make you a person, to say the very least complex. Cunning and fundamentalist, you carry your missions a little too far sometimes (the Pope would not sponsor murderers!). Above all, you make good figure and are supposed to be a pious and comprehensive being. You wear a frock and carry a small flask with you (still containing some digitalis that looks like vinegar), as well as a small dagger.
Skills

· Read and write
· Languages: French and Latin

· Cutting weapon

· Alertness: 2

