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By Murray Clayton

Wow! A real quest! Myke had never gotten one of those before. And all he had to do was destroy an evil that had plagued the earth for a few years.

“I wonder where to start,” wondered Myke, as he left the village, “Oh, maybe that suspicious looking witch can help me with a potion of sorts…and maybe she has something for talking to oneself.” 

Myke approached the witch, who looked suspicious indeed. A classic black cloak, green, warty face, and a broom clutched between her thighs, he had never seen an uglier sight. Or maybe he had. But right now, he needed directions.

“Hello, dear,” greeted the witch. Her manners were more appealing than her appearance.

“Um, hello,” replied Myke, a little surprised. He hadn’t been expecting any curtest whatsoever. “I wonder if you could help me. My name is Sir Michelangelo De Medici Venus De Milo, and I’m on my way to battle the evil Lord Trevor. He’s a bad, bad man, with a very scary past, and-”

“Good heavens, boy, don’t talk to me like that. I’m not a deaf three year old, and even if I was, I could comprehend more than that.”

“Oh, I’m sorry, I-”

“Don’t worry, it happens all the time. Now, let me guess. You want be to guide you in some sort of spiritual direction, towards the path of good, thus defeating the baddies and saving the day.”

“Um, I guess…”

“If I had a shilling for every time I heard that one…well, folks like yourself come this way more often than you’d think, and I tell them all the same thing.”

“What’s that?”

“Castle’s over there, hun.”

 Myke turned his head to the left, where the witch was pointing, and there it was. About three yards in front of him, the biggest mother-of-castle he ever saw. It had to be Trevor’s. So after thanking the witch, he trotted off to the fortress.

It seemed deserted; from the moment he crossed the bridge to entering the throne room. The atmosphere was cold, desolate, and just plain icky, so he hurried the process of searching for any sign of life. Myke approached the battle room, and his mood changed to ecstasy when he saw the spread of weapons and amour laid before him.

“Jackpot!” he exclaimed, quickly equipping himself with whatever he could find. He fit into a chain mail (which he found oddly light for its build), a helm with strange blue plumage, and a few rings. Then he decided that, just in case, he might find some weapons a little useful. He picked up a steel blade, and nearly collapsed under its weight.

“I’ll get used to it,” he murmured to himself, “Dang! I forgot to ask the witch about talking to myself.”

“Aw, I thought I had made a friend,” whispered a hidden voice.

“What? Who said that?” Myke yelped, and spun around, inspecting the room. It was quite empty.

“Over here!”

Myke turned to the voice. All he could see was a crown, laid on a small stand. Wait a minute…there was something under the crown…something furry! No, it was just hair…and a forehead! And eyes…a nose, a mouth…a whole head was growing under the crown! In fact, so were a body, and a couple of arms and legs.

“Who-who are you?” Myke shakily asked the figure.

“I am Lord Trevor, and you are trespassing in my castle.” 

“You can’t be Trevor! He’s dead!”

“Which would explain my being a ghost, yes.”

“Oh, crud.” 

