Black Light, Part 5





By Murray Clayton

“So you want to be expelled from heaven? A strange case indeed!”

“Yes, but see, I really need to stop this guy! Come on, from angel to angel!”

“I am an Arch Angel. I am Michael.”

“Hey, that’s so cool! I’m Michelangelo! When you abbreviate our name, do you spell it M-I-K-E? I use a y, myself. You know, I don’t know why but I prefer it that way. I use the name Myke often, cause my real name is pretty long. Michelangelo De Medici Venus de Milo, it is. I never figured out what the point was of it being so long, but I always said-”

“Stop!” exclaimed Michael, “I will let you go, on one condition.”

“Anything! You name it!”

“Just shut up!”

“Deal!”





*
*
* 

When Myke woke up again, he found himself face down in a pile of straw. He had landed in a merchants cart.

“Hmm…I had just gotten used to my wings, too. I wonder where I am?”

Picking up his head out of the straw, he looked around, and immediately jumped back. The plains were filled with ghastly looking figures! Ghosts, ghouls and zombies floated back and forth, moaning and cursing. But there was the odd live person, such as the cart driver. He had either not noticed the creatures around him, or did not really care.

Myke jumped off the back of the cart, and hurried to the front, sitting himself next to the diver.

“Hey, buddy, how about dropping me off in the nearest village?”

No response.

“Hellooooo? Earth to driver?”

Suddenly, the horses jolted, bucking him off the seat. He landed in front of the their path, and yelped.

“Stop! You’re going to-”

But the horses didn’t run over him…they ran through him!

“Hey! I’m a ghost! Whoa, no wonder he couldn’t see me…or all of those other…things, but I could. Cool! I see dead people! ”
Myke walked along the path, just to keep away from the other ghosts, but he later came to ignore them. 

“I need to find some way to beat Trevor. But if only I knew where I was.”

And then, as if by will, a map, posted to a wooden stake, appeared before him. It marked an X clearly on a path, labeled, ‘You Are Here’.

“Well, that’s a big help…let’s see…. Hey, these are the Plains of Maharba, just west of the village of the kingdom in that place so far away, where Trevor killed me! If I carry on walking along this path, I can arrive back at the castle. Huh. I really need to get this talking to myself thing checked.”

Night fell on the plains, and Myke decided it might be a good idea to find a place to rest. But do ghosts really need to rest? Anyway, he walked until he found a large cave in mountains to the left of the path (yes, they had always been there), and entered.

There, he saw something he thought he’d never see again.

The witch who guided him to Trevor’s Castle.

