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“You’re- you’re the witch!” Myke stuttered.

“Oh, don’t look so surprised, hun. If you can come back to life, you can meet the same person twice,” the old hag replied.

“Well, yes, I suppose, that’s true…Hey! How did you know I was killed?”

“Oops, did I say that out loud?”

Just then, a few skeletons came creeping out behind her. 

“Oy, are you done rabbiting about with your new friend? Some of us are trying to get some sleep!” snarled the first one.

“Yes, shut it, you foul old woman!” added the second.

“What they said,” finished the third, and they all crept back into the depths of the cave.

“I didn’t know the dead needed sleep!” awed Myke.

“Yeah, you wouldn’t think so, would you? But this bloody lot insist on it, whether be alive or not.”

“So I see. Listen, I need more help.”

“What? Directions weren’t good enough?”

“Will you shut up!” yelled a far away voice.

“I wasn’t strong enough to beat Trevor,” continued Myke.

“You’re not the first, hun.”

“Stop calling me hun. Anyway, don’t you have some sort of strong potion thing that you could whip up?”

“Yes, but it needs to be self made. I could show you how to make it, use it, and then you would be practically indestructible!”

“Sounds great!”

So the witch dragged out an old cauldron from behind a rock.

“Why didn’t I see that there before?” wondered Myke.

“This is a very dangerous potion,” cackled the witch, “in fact, I was hoping to see you get a little hammered, myself…but watch me and do exactly what I do.”

The witch got another cauldron, and quickly started throwing in ingredients. Tails of this, eyes of that, the usual…then she poured it into a glass bottle, which she shook three times. 

“Was that three or four times? I shook it five, I think.”

“You fool!” shrieked the witch, “Give that to me!”

She snatched the bottle, and hurled it into the cave. It followed by a large explosion, which lit up every dark crevasse, and blinded Myke.

“Hey!” shouted voices from afar, “What are you trying to do? Get us all killed… again? Be more careful, or we’ll feed you to the vultures!”

“Oh. Sorry,” said Myke.

“Idiot,” replied the witch, “Here. Take mine.”

“But I thought you said only--”

“Oh I never mean anything I say. Besides, I don’t want you blowing up my cave again.”

“Thanks,” said Myke. He then left in a hurry.

Exiting the cave, he looked at the potion. It was swirls of purple and blues that never seemed to mix.

“Magic Potion. Huh. I could have entered an Asterix book to get that.”

Just then, another loud explosion came from the cave.

“Aw, geez!” moaned another faint voice.

