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By Murray Clayton

“Come on, let’s go inside,” Myke said. They entered the old shop, and were greeted by a middle-aged man in a cloak. He had a large mustache, and was a little over-weight. He was stocking shelves when he heard the two come in, and quickly spun around.

“Good afternoon,” he said sociably, “May I help you?”

“Hi, um, yes. We’re looking for a map. You see we don’t exactly know where we are.”

“You don’t know where you are? But you’ve been in this town for three days! I’ve seen you!”

“Well, I know that, but we just showed up. That is, we didn’t know where we were going, because--”

“Because he’s a friggin’ moron!” interrupted Barry, “Now do you have a map or not? We’re in a hurry to destroy Lord Trevor.”

“Whoa ho! Looks like you’re a little in over your heads! For a fine price, I can get you some items to help you along your way.”

Myke mumbled, “Um, I don’t think--”

“That’s right. You don’t think,” Barry butted in again, “Now show us your maps, now!”

“I like your friend here. Very domineering,” exclaimed the shopkeeper to Myke. Then, off to the side, whispered, “I tell you what. I’ll give you your map, plus some quality potions, in exchange for him.”

“What? No I--”

“And I’ll also throw in this.”

The shopkeeper pulled a gold key out of a small drawer. It had a ruby encrusted handle, with one large emerald in the middle.

“Pretty,” commented Myke, indifferently.

“This in no ordinary key! This key opens up a hidden room to the castle, where you can get the ambush on Trevor.”

“I guess…that might be good…but I can’t sell Barry, anyway.”

Surprised at the refusal, he placed the key back in the drawer, and hurried behind the counter to say, “Well, I’m sorry I couldn’t persuade you. The local maps are 20 bronze coins each, the forest fifty, and the larger overall regions ninety.”

“We’ll take one of each,” ordered Barry.

“Well, well, well. Look who has money,” the keeper said, under his breath. “Here you go. The large map includes the Castle, some other villages, several forests, and the mountains surrounding. Have a good day.”

As they left the shop, Myke stated, “The guy in there said he had a key to get to Trevor’s castle. I didn’t know what to make of it, but maybe it could be of help. He asked a high price for it though.”

“You mean this?”

Barry pulled out the Golden Key, and twirled it through his bony fingers.

“Where did you get that?”

“Oh, I snatched it while the dope sold you the maps.”

“But that’s theft!”

“I know. I didn’t think you had it in you. We make a great team, partner.”

“Huh. Let’s just get out of here before he notices it’s gone.”

