Black Light, Part 9





By Murray Clayton

“Finally! We’ve arrived! Boy, that was longer than I expected.”

“Well if you had stopped kicking me in the back, I could have gotten here a lot faster!”

“Anyway, we’re here now, so let’s go find us a map!”

Myke, an amateur hero, and Barry, a slightly intimidating skeleton, had just arrived in a ghost town, in search of directions to the location of Lord Trevor. The town was deserted…or at least, it would have been, to the ordinary eye. But since Myke and Barry were dead (sort of), it was crawling with ghosts, goblins, and sprites.

They walked into the local tavern (‘The Bloody Mary’) and sat down at a table in the far corner. A silver troll, with a greenish tint, walked up to them.

“Name your poison,” he grunted.

“What do you want?” asked Myke.

“Oh…I don’t know. Some of these meals look pretty frightening. I would try to eat them, but I don’t have the guts!” replied Barry.

Finding this extremely funny, the skeleton laughed. So hard, he fell of his seat, and crashed to the dirty floor, shattering into pieces again. Myke jumped up, and collected the bouncing bones, which had scattered into several directions. Barry’s head was still giggling when he had found it, and didn’t stop until Myke threatened to make him into a doorstop.

“Well, just as well neither of us wants anything. I don’t have any money anyway.”

“Then how are we going to buy a map?”

“Good point. Maybe we should get a job or something.”

“Doing what? You’re not exactly the world’s best handyman,” snickered Barry, swapping his feet, which Myke had accidentally placed backwards.

“Well, I could sell used bones,” he shot back, bitterly.

“That’s not funny.”

But it was a good idea. They went through the town, looking for any jobs they could find. They tried cashier, store mannequin, potion tester, but no one wanted them, until finally, one fine hour, they were hired.

Not quite what they expected, but every rural community needs a village idiot!

“This is so humiliating,” complained Barry.

“Well, at least the pay is good. I got three gold, fifteen bronze and six silver coins in three hours! I’m sure this is enough to get a map and some food!”

Just then, an old, crippled woman hobbled towards them.

“Oh, you poor dears!” she exclaimed, “Please, get yourselves some decent clothes! And do something about that smell!” She then tossed them a bag, which spilled gold coins over the pavement, and hurried off. But they were too amazed to be insulted.

“Look at that! A whole bag filled with gold!”

“Looks like someone’s got money to throw away,” Barry snorted, “Where do they get it from?”

“Beats me. Come on, let’s get some stuff, and go.”

They walked through the town, and stopped outside a shop with a stain glass window and a thatched terrace. Above it, etched in a wooden sign, read “Trading Post”.

