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By Murray Clayton

Following the second explosion, he looked back at the cave, and noticed something. Something small, round and white, that is, rolling out of it.

It was a skull! A skull from one of the three skeletons (obviously).

“Why, hello,” he said, looking down at the face by his feet.

“Arrgh, back you treacherous dog!” it barked back.

“I see you have a little problem.”

“I do not have any problems! I am the fearsome, all terrifying, demonic…Barry!”

“Uh…how about I call you Bob?”

“NO! You shall call me Barry! For that is the name of a fearsome, demonic skeleton warrior!”

“A fearsome, demonic warrior with no body.”

“Well, yes, but that’s a small fixer upper. Who are you?”

“I’m Myke, a hero-in-training.”

“Well, I’m an evil fiend, and I will now devour your entire soul…. uhh…could you pick me up so I could bite you?”

“No!”

“Worth a shot…”

“You know, you’d look great with a melting candle on your forehead.”

“I’ve got the feeling you’re not taking me very seriously.”

“No, seriously, I am.”

“Really? Then let me hear you scream in terror!”

“Eek.”

“Moahahahaha!!”

“Why must you evil villains laugh so much?”

“I’m not laughing in anything in particular…somewhere inside the cave, a rat is nibbling on my foot. It really tickles.”

“Oh. Well, you’re about as fearsome as a footstool.”

“Is it a really evil footstool?”

“What? No!”

The skull began so sob. “Oh, who am I kidding? I’m not fearsome…I don’t even have arms! Boo hoo hoo!”

“Hey, it’s not so bad… Look at it this way…uh…you don’t have to worry about what clothes to wear!” 

“That’s true…” he blubbered.

“And at least you’ve lost some weight!”

“That’s also true,” he sniffed.

“I’ll tell you what. Some people are a little intimidated by disembodied skulls. Why don’t you come with me? I’m off to fight the dark Lord Trevor.”

“Lord Trevor? Why he’s the one who made me one of the undead! Of course I’ll come! When I get my hands on him…. when I get my hands, period…”

“Okay, Barry. Let’s go get your bones.”

Once they had recollected his remnants, and put him together, they decided to go on their way…unfortunately, they didn’t know where their “way” was.

“I know a place you can get a map…the ghost town. It’s a few miles from here.”

“A few miles? Isn’t there a quicker way?”

“Well…”

What do you get when you take an adjustable skeleton, a few stones, and in line steering? Your own bone car! So Myke and Barry rode down the dust path, into the night, in search of the haunted town they would call home. Well….not really, but they were going to find a map, maybe stay in a little tavern for the night, catch a quick flick…the usual. 

