The gentleman’s chair scraped the wooden floor as he pushed himself away from the table and stood. Adding insult to injury, he turned his back to the table to grab his hat, bid the angry gamblers good night, touched the brim of his hat, then walked toward the door of the small pub. 

He dropped four silvers onto the counter as he walked toward the exit for the bar maid for any mess she might have to clean up. The irate gamblers had lost a great deal of money on this night and would not take the insult lightly. Sure, he might be asking for a fight, but at least he wasn’t going to make someone else clean up his messes for nothing. 

The heavy oak door creaked as he opened it and slammed shut with a loud thud as he walked into the cobblestone streets. It had been dark nearly an hour and the last signs of daylight crept from the sky behind the rooftops of the city’s shops and boutiques, it’s apartments, and lastly it’s houses at the outskirts of the city. Amber lights now filled the darkened streets as the hushed sounds of people pretending the outside world, and those of it, did not exist. 

The loud thud of door to Le Vieux Loup made sneaking up to the peculiar stranger an impossibility, not to mention the gamblers drunken foot steps could be heard at the far end of the street.
