Black Light, Part 2





By Murray Clayton

When Lord Trevor had heard the news of his beloved, he rushed to the monastery. There, the priests, who had bore the news for some time, greeted him morbidly.

“Where is she?” Trevor asked the monk in charge.

“She is inside, just as we found her.”

He rushed inside, to find Elisabeth lying lifelessly on the stone floor. The dry blood from her body had made the dress stick to her, but she was still wet from the water she drowned in. The once striking beauty in her face was completely lost.

“Why is she still here? Why was she not given a formal burial?”

“My Lord,” replied a monk who was sitting beside the corpse, “we could not. Lady Elisabeth committed suicide, a grave mistake on her part. God does not allow individuals who take their own life into heaven. To bury her would be a great felony against God himself! We, as his messengers would never break his law.”

“So you left her here, to rot? Elisabeth was an angel alive. Let her be one in death!”

“My lord, we cannot-” 

Trevor’s face went purple with rage. He spun around to the gathering of priests behind him. “You would rather betray your leader, and ignore the needs of his wife, instead of breaking a fictional law?”

“Are you questioning our Lord?”

“I am your Lord!” he barked, removing his sword from its sheath. The priests backed away, and started to pray for protection. “Do not bother calling upon your god! He will not protect you from me!” Trevor turned to the wooden crucifix that hung from the wall. He raised his sword, and swung down with an impressive blow, shattering splinters and shards in every direction. He swung sideways, knocking candles off the tables and shelves, and a small flame lit the straw floor. The flames spread, and in a matter of seconds, the church became an inferno. Pushing his way past fleeing monks, Trevor knelt beside his wife. “You will have peace. If need be I destroy anything and anyone in my path, so be it, I will find your peace.”

Trevor walked slowly out of the flames just in time to see the foundations fall, and be engulfed in a blaze.






*
*
*

Three years, and thousands of ruined churches later, a young renegade walked into town. Your typical hero, of course; young, smart and a little on the good-looking side. Anyways, this hero called himself Sir Michelangelo De Medici Venus De Milo. Apparently he was Italian. He called himself Myke for short (no reason why he spelt it with a ‘y’. He just liked it that way).

So this guy, Myke, headed to the town center, in hopes of receiving a quest, and achieving a status above “amateur do-gooder”. Little did he know how much he was actually about to experience. 

Sitting in a chair around the table inside, he was shortly followed by the villages chief, Wotsuppe.

“Hey, what’s up, Wotsuppe?”

“Okay, it’s getting old now,” the chief replied, bitterly, “You know why you’re here. Last winter, the old lord of the kingdom in that place so far away died. Since he turned his back on god, he has been walking the underworld, tormenting us on the level. He has killed our cattle, burnt our houses, and is plaguing the people of our village with nightmares.”

“Hmm…does sound like a problem. How can I help?”

“Stop him!”

“Oh, yeah, right.”

