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“Yes, I am the spirit of Lord Trevor, and you, my friend, are trespassing.”

“Oh yeah? Well, I am Sir Myke, here to put an end to you and your reign of terror.”

“You know, you heroes and adventurers are worse than door to door salesmen. I get so sick of you.”

And with those words, a sword materialized in the hands of the ghost of Lord Trevor. “I’m afraid I’m going to have to kill you.”

“I won’t go without a fight!” yelled Myke.

“Whatever. You’re only wasting your time. I have eternity.”

Myke put up a good battle. Swinging swords had been his favourite pastime, and he practiced day and night. Still, Lord Trevor was a ghost. A tough challenge. 

In fact, too tough, because the first sign of weakness showed by Myke, and Trevor ran him through. Yep, nothing sucks more than being the hero of a story, and losing. But that suited Trevor fine. The antagonist was out of the picture.

Or so he though!

*
*
*

The whole world swirled beneath him, as he rose to the clouds. Myke was dead.

“I lost!” he thought. “How could I lose? I’m supposed to be the damn hero, and I die even before the first plot twist? Great.”

Rising higher and higher, Myke began to feel airsick.

“Ugh. Doesn’t this flight come with barf bags? Oh wait- this is the eighteenth century…”

He was met above the clouds by a chubby bearded man in a white robe. He was carrying a quill and parchment.

“Welcome to heaven. Population: somewhere around the fifteen hundreds. Enjoy your stay in paradise.”

“Wait, I think there’s been a mistake. I’m supposed to be destroying evil down there, not dying.”

“No, no, you’re on the list. Due this morning, actually, you’re about three hours too late.” Said the man, looking over his parchment.

How can I be late for death? Myke wondered to himself. “Okay, well, I’ll just be going now.”

“You can’t leave eternal bliss! You’re in rapture for all time. And besides, why would you want to?”

“Because I’m the freaking hero of this story!”

“Well, not anymore. Make yourself comfortable. My name is St. Peter, and I’ll be your guide for this evening.”

Myke walked around for a while before sitting on a cloud, which floated nearby. He tried to think of any way that he could get out. 

“Which people do not go to heaven? Sinners, disbelievers, fans of Melrose Place (just a little joke)…so, in order to get kicked out, I would have to do what they do. But I don’t want to be evil! What can I do?”

Just then, an angelic cherub fluttered by.

“Excuse me,” Myke asked, “what would happen in I gave you a sharp kick in the prosterior?”

“I should think that need never arise, child, but you would be absolved of your misdeeds”

“Rats. Well, what would get me expelled?”

 “Why, nothing, for in heaven, all is forgiven.”

“But I really need to get out, and back to the real world!”

“Well, follow me, and present your case before the Arch Angels.” 

