The lock snaps from under your picks weight, you’re in.  The room is dark; you decide not to turn on the lights in fear of alerting others.  The room is dust-ridden, it seams no one has been in here for ages, stacked boxes piled as high as the ceiling tower over you as if overlooking your actions.  You pass a bookshelf and graze it with the side of your jacket; a book falls to the ground with a loud clatter.  You spin around in fear of discovery, the book’s silver cover text sparks your interest, you pick it up, flip to a random page and begin reading.

Footnotes from “Spirit of the Shadow: A Guide to Becoming a Successful Assassin”
“Kill a man, and you are an assassin. Kill millions of men, and you are a conqueror. Kill everyone, and you are a god.”

1 - There is no need to fear death, you are death.

2 - Know your opponent, foresight is the best insight.

The numbers 3-5 are missing,

6 - An Assassin’s only friend is his weapons and his wits.

7 - Anything you can get your hands on is a potential weapon. It depends upon how well you use it.

8 - Do not rely on your team, you may find your team relies on you too much too late.

9 - Never let personal affairs meddle with the mission, it will put you and others in needless jeopardy.

10 - Always remember why you kill, without that knowledge you are nothing but a cold blooded murderer.

11 - Learn to adapt, to surroundings, change, and especially bloodshed.
12 - In your last moments of life, think not of regret, but why you are living your last moments.

You quickly shuffle though the pages trying to find the lost numbers but to no avail.  You turn the book upside down and give it a few firm shakes from its edges, a small folded scrap of paper floats to the ground. You pick up the crumbling parchment and unfold it.  
3 - The moment spent between thought and action can be the difference between life and death.

4 - Always assume your target is not alone.

5- Do not procrastinate; you never know who is watching.
You set the parchment back within the book’s bindings and lay it back in its original resting place, dust billows out from under it.  You suddenly feel the sharp sting of cold steel enter your neck, you struggle for breath but nothing seams to help. As you collapse to the ground you think of the book and why you are living your last moments. But before anything comes to mind, the dark figure, along with the rest of your eyesight fades to black. The book lay open on the floor, the only words on the page reading “To Aria, May it serve you as well as it has served me, Live strong and die with honor.” –Aya Shami’maru
