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The Picture of Death
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"I don't know," said Blake, the emperor of the Magicians to his cousin his heir apparent, Aureus, nervously.
"It's alright, it's just a birthday present," said Aureus.
"I don't know where I could put it," said Blake.
"You'll love it," said Aureus.
Aureus showed him a picture of Blake's son sitting in a chair leaning on an axe. Blake looked puzzled.
"Lance posed for me, it's called the Necromancer," said Aureus.
"Why Lance?" asked Blake.
"Why not?" said Aureus.
Lance was the real Necromancer, Blake knew it. Not many people knew who the Necromancer was.
"Yes, why not," Blake said. Blake thought Lance posed as a joke.
"Will you pose for me?" asked Aureus.
"As long as I'm clothed," said Blake, blushing, looking at another picture a nude Aureus had painted it looked superb quality work, but it embarrassed the modest Blake. He recognized the model, it was Lance again. It made Blake squirm.
"Whatever you like," said Aureus.
"Thank you," said Blake.
Blake arrived at Aureus's studio again later that week.
Aureus wasn't alone, Lance his son was there posing for a nude painting.
Blake recoiled in horror.
"Hi Dad," said Lance, not flinching or covering up.
Blake was scared, all he could do was look Lance in the eyes.
"You must be cold," said Blake, trying to act calm.
"I'm fine," said Lance, enjoying messing with his father's mind, "Why are you here?"
"To pose," said Blake nervously.
"I'd like to see that," said Lance with a wry smile. Lance knew doing a nude picture would embarrass his dad, he thought it would be a sight to see.
"Okay, if you like Lance," said Aureus, "You can redress the picture's finished."
Lance redressed and looked the picture.
It was photo quality, Lance looked over himself in the picture, and he was impressed.
"It's really good Dad you have to look at it," said Lance.
"I already saw more than I ever wanted to see of you," said Blake, blushing.
"Are you going to do a striptease?" asked the son, teasing his dad to make him more uneasy.
"No!" shouted, Blake nervously.
"You have to get undressed to pose," said Lance.
"Not me!" said Blake.
"Coward!" said the son.
"Yeah, he's posing clothed for a pose as a stage magician," said Aureus.
"No fair!" protested Lance, who was enjoying teasing his prudish dad.
Lance thought his dad posing as his stage persona Blake Fire would be boring, so he left.
Blake changed in the next room into his stage costume.
"Sit in the chair here," said Aureus, and he replaced the canvas of the nude Lance with a fresh one and said "Smile, Blake."
Blake did, feeling awkward sitting on the same chair as his naked son.
Aureus began to paint him, it was a masterpiece when he finished.
Blake was very impressed.
When it was dry, Aureus got it framed and gave it to his cousin. 
His wife refused to have it in the house. His partner in his stage act was jealous he didn't have the picture too, so he said the picture was not allowed in the theater.
Blake could only put the picture in one place.
His office in the afterlife.
It was the worst place for it.
"Is that your picture," asked Lance, seeing it there.
"Yes, nice isn't it?" said Blake.
"No, it would look better without clothes!" teased Lance.
"Oh, go kill someone, boy," moaned Blake, the mortified king of the grim reapers to the reaper Prince, Lance.
Lance was noted as their boss Fate's assassin.
"Seriously, the reporter you asked to see for the exclusive interview with Death is here to see you. I don't like the idea," said Lance, who was a reaper then like Blake.
"I don't like it either, it's Fate's idea," said Blake, Fate was into reapers doing publicity stunts this was just another bad stunt, "tell Dante to show him in."
"It's a woman," said Lance.
"Then show her in," said Blake.
Lance left Blake who sat behind his desk and began reading and signing forms to look busy when the reporter arrived.
There was a knock on the door.
Blake shouted back, "Come in!"
In the room walked another grim reaper, Blake's assistant Dante, with a woman.
"Are you Mortimer, the king of the Grim Reapers? Sorry, you all look the same," the woman said.
"We all look different, look at the bone structure," said Blake.
She did, they did look different.
She spied the picture on the wall.
"Mind if I take a photo of you?" said the reporter.
"Alright?" said Blake.
She took a photo of Mortimer and the picture.
"Is that a picture of you in life?" asked the reporter.
"What picture?" asked Blake, forgetting his painting.
"The picture of the magician?" asked the reporter.
"Maybe," said Blake cryptically.
"It looks like it was made by a master, who was the artist?" asked The reporter.
"The Masked Chicken?" Blake laughed.
"He painted it?" the reporter.
"Yeah," said Blake.
"Who'd have thought he would be a good artist," said the reporter.
"He's amazing," Blake said.
"He is," said the reporter.
"Who is this picture of?" asked the reporter.
"Blake Fire, the stage magician!" said the Aureus after being shown the picture the next day, "wonder why Blake gave it to Mortimer? Blake said he put it in his office."
"Blake, turn on the television to channel 900 now," said Max, Blake's best friend, his partner in his stage magic act.
Blake, who was at home watching the new series of Neighbours.
"I'm busy, I'm watching Neighbours, what is it?" Blake snapped to his mobile phone.
"No, this is serious tape Neighbours," said Max appearing out of thin air.
"Nothing is that serious," said Blake, who was a Neighbours fan.
Max snatched the remote and changed the channel.
"Hey," said Blake sharply.
Then he saw himself on the TV on his show, "The Blake Report."
"What?" said Blake.
"We repeat," said the reporter who spoke to Blake in his afterlife office.
On the screen was the text "Blake Fire is dead, deposed as Emperor of the Magicians as he has be discovered to be the king of grim reapers."
"The superhero Blue Midnight has admitted to being a dead man, thus he has been a pretender to the role of leader of his people and ruler of the solar system, his son The Enchanter has gone on the run as he has been identified as the Necromancer who is wanted as a serial killer by the police," said the TV.
"What did you do?" asked Max shortly.
"I let Aureus paint me!" snapped Blake, "I put his painting in my office and let her see it and talked to her about it when she interviewed me."
"You did what?" said Max.
"I think I stuffed up!" said Blake.
"What was she doing interviewing you in your office?" said Max.
"Fate organized it," said Blake.
"He's a bigger fool the Masked Chicken ever was, and you're a close second," said Max frustrated.
Blake grimaced.
Later, while Blake's wife was living alone in the house as Blake had moved into the afterlife office in their large backyard, she got a visitor.
"Hello Angela," said Aureus, nervously appearing inside her living room.
"Hello! What do you want, Aureus," asked Angela Alexander, seeing him. 
"I am sorry about what happened," said Aureus, "I don't know how Blake could run the afterlife and the solar system at the same time."
"He's a workaholic, and he gives 110 per cent of himself," said Angela.
"I need his help, I can't cope with just one of his jobs," said Aureus.
"He said you might come for help," said Angela.
"What did he say?" asked Aureus.
"It's your job, you do it." Angela said. Aureus looked shocked, he couldn't cope. She watched him and chuckled.
"What?" Aureus snapped.
"Just testing you, you really need him," said Angela.
"Did I pass the test?" asked Aureus.
"Yes," said Angela.
"Will he help me?" asked Aureus.
"Yes," said Angela.
"How do I contact him," asked Aureus.
"Come with me," Angela said and walked to the back door of the house, followed by Aureus. 
"Is he gardening in the backyard?" Aureus asked.
"No," Angela said. They walked for a while in the backyard which seemed endless and very pretty, there was an imperceptible portal in space and time in the garden leading to the afterlife.
"I didn't know you had a castle in your backyard," said Aureus, seeing the office at the entrance of the afterlife.
"Is Blake here?" Aureus asked.
"Yes," she said, knocking on the door to it, finding it locked.
The door opened.
"Hi Mum," Lance said answering the door as a human, seeing her.
"We're expected," said Lance's stepmum.
"I know he told me," said Lance, letting them in and said, "Follow me."
They did. 
They walked through the wooden halls of the gothic building til they got to a desk with a reaper sitting behind it.
"Is that Blake?" asked Aureus.
"No, that's Dante, his assistant," said Lance.
"Hello Chicken," said Dante.
"Hello," said Aureus nervously, not knowing who Dante was.
"He's waiting for you! Go in," said Dante.
Lance led them in.
Blake was a man in a black shirt and pants sitting behind a desk littered with papers. Seeing them he rose walked over to them and kissed his wife.
"Thanks for bringing him here, honey," he said to her.
"You're welcome," said his wife.
Aureus was walking to look at the picture he painted.
"It looks good here," said Aureus.
"Yeah," agreed Blake.
"Funny how a simple thing like a picture could cause such a big problem," Lance said.
"Blake, I'm sorry I painted it now," said Aureus.
"It alright, times must change, I was bound to be caught dead some time. Everyone has a time to die, this is as good as any time to kill myself off," Blake said, "I'll help you with your work behind the scenes. Just ask Angela, she'll take you here and out past the enchantments which are in the garden to prevent people from escaping the afterlife."
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The Rise of Death
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"What are you wearing, Blake?" said Reynard, the policeman great uncle of Blake Alexander, the superhero Blue Midnight, seeing Blake walk on to a crime scene in a black tux and top hat and a mask.
"I'm in disguise." said Blake, the coroner.
"I noticed," said Reynard.
A police man walked up to him and said, "Who are you?"
"Dark Midnight," said Reynard laughing.
"Whose that?" asked the policeman
"The King of Death," Reynard said.
"Ha! Ha! Ha!" said Blake humorlessly.
"Okay why are you here?" asked the policeman, "hey don't mess with the evidence!"
"It's my job to mess with it," said Blake.
"No, it isn't Jack," said the policeman cuffing Blake, only to find the cuffs falling off Blake's wrists.
"No, you don't, Jack!" said the policeman, pulling out a taser. Blake frowned.
"Uncle Rey?" said Blake.
"Are you trying to give Blue Midnight the electric magician a headache, put it away man, he's the coroner!" said Reynard.
"I didn't recognise him," said the policeman, putting the taser away.
"Why are you in disguised," asked Reynard.
"Everyone is acting weird when they see me," said Blake.
"Acting weird?" said Reynard, puzzled.
Blake removed his mask.
"Hey, I know you," said the policeman, "you are Blake Fire the stage Magician you're the Grim Reaper, can you bring back the victim he's dead."
Blake looked at his uncle.
"No, I can't!" said Blake. 
"I see what you mean," said Reynard, "I was wondering why you went goth! For a moment I thought I was looking at your grandson, the King of Doom."
Blake's grandson who was in earshot said, "I quit the goth look years ago."
"Was the killer anyone we know?" asked Reynard.
"Yes," said Blake.
"The Necromancer?" Reynard asked.
"Yes," moaned Blake, "my braggart son boasted about it!"
"Did he?" said Doom.
Blake frowned.
"Are you alright," asked Reynard.
He saw what was coming.
"Hi there all," said a man he recognised.
"What's dad doing dressed like that?" said the man.
"What the-?" said Reynard, hardly able to believe his eyes.
"Jasper?" said Blake to the man.
"Yes," said the man.
"You!" said Reynard to the disguised Necromancer.
"Ha! Ha! Fooled you!" said the Necromancer, disappearing into thin air.
Reynard screamed in frustration.
"Sorry, I didn't know he was doing that," said Jasper.
Reynard glared at Blake.
"You knew it was him!" roared Reynard.
"Yes," said Blake, "I'm not blind, I know my son when I see him!"
"Why didn't you say something?" shouted Reynard.
Blake just disappeared into the air. 
"Where'd he go?" asked the policeman.
"To Hell for all I know! He's the King of the Afterlife! The traitor!" shouted Reynard frustrated.
"Who knows," said Jasper, the real King of Doom.
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Blue Midnight aka Blake has a new name, Dark Midnight, the King of Death he struggles to live in the open as Mortimer, king of the grim reapers.
He tries to hit the ground running. But everyone is treating him differently, most are scared of him or see him as a usurper for his stealing the empire as they see it. Others want him to do miracles he can't do. Meanwhile, Aureus the Rose, formerly the idiot the Masked Chicken is now in charge of the Magicians he is a puppet emperor the real Emperor is Dark Midnight the former emperor as Aureus can't cope as Emperor, he can't lead a dog on a walk let alone an empire.
––––––––
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"Mortimer!" said the Rose formerly the superhero and idiot the Masked Chicken the present emperor of the Magicians to the last Emperor who had recently come out as dead, well actually Death. Mortimer, the king of the dead, leader of the grim reapers. "Yes," replied Dark Midnight formerly Blue Midnight, a superhero, before he came out as dead. 
"What killed the victim," asked the Rose when they were on a crime scene full of police officers.
"He was shot," said Mortimer, a little worried about his old Empire if he didn't see the bullet hole.
"Alright, thanks," said the Rose taking notes in a notebook that read as an unreadable scrawl a mix of badly written cursive and print fonts with no spaces between the words, Mortimer wondered if the Rose could read it himself.
"Ew what did I just write," moaned the Rose shortly after trying to read what he'd just written he couldn't, the book disappeared in flames, and he put the pen away.
"Are you alright, Aureus?" Mortimer asked him.
"Yes,"  said the Rose.
"It was a gangland hit," said Mortimer.
"How do you know that?" asked Mortimer's Great uncle, Reynard Alexander, the Officer in charge of the crime scene.
"His spirit told me," said Mortimer, who was also the local coroner.
"Oh, did they ID their killer," asked Reynard.
A Manilla folder appeared in Mortimer's hand, he handed it to Reynard who looked at its contents. 
"Do you usually have a file like this, Blake?" Reynard asked.
"Yes, it was hard hiding them from you," said Mortimer.
"Why didn't you?" asked Reynard.
"Coroners generally don't do this!" said Dark Midnight.
"You could,"  said Reynard,
"But you didn't know who I was," said Mortimer.
"Why didn't you tell me who you were," Reynard asked.
"I couldn't come out as dead without abdicating," said Mortimer.
"True, but why did you keep up the pretence of life for so long," Reynard asked.
"I was protecting the empire from falling with the Masked Chicken as emperor," said Mortimer awkwardly, looking at his cousin Aureus, the Rose.
"It's alright, Mortimer. You did right," said the reformed Chicken, who had been under an enchantment which made him a useless idiot. Aureus was the transformed true form of the man. He was now a normal man with normal faults, he was no leader he was distractible, and he disorganizedised. Which was why he needed the help of the charismatic, organized, born leader, Mortimer.
He got help in secret because he felt ashamed of his faults and uselessness as a leader. 
"Good idea, Blake," said Reynard, "but with what you knew could have solved cases quicker."
"Yes," Mortimer aka Blake Alexander agreed, "it was unavoidable."
Later at the morgue.
"Dr Death," said an orderly who worked at the hospital where the morgue was.
"What do you want, Jack?" moaned the coroner Dr. Blake Alexander, whom Jack always called Dr. Death because he was a doctor of the dead, a coroner.
"I need your help, Doc," said Jack Tailor.
"Don't call me Doc, you are not Bugs Bunny, and I draw a line at being called Doc," snapped Blake, "What do you want?"
"Come with me!" ordered the orderly.
"Why?" asked Blake suspiciously. 
"Just come," said Jack.
5 minutes later, Blake gave in to his colleague's pestering again.
As he usually did. Jack never took no for an answer.
Blake followed the orderly to a room where Blake saw a reaper leaving, Jack didn't.
"Hi sir," said the reaper, seeing Blake.
"He's dead," said Jack, showing Blake a dead patient.
"I know," said Blake.
"Bring him back," said Jack.
Blake rolled his eyes.
"For the hundredth time, I can't bring back the dead," grumbled Blake.
"You can, he's famous," said Jack.
"I can't, he's dead," said Blake.
"But he's my favorite singer," said Jack.
"But he's dead," said Blake.
"You are the grim reaper, you can bring him back," said Jack.
"No I'm not, I'm just the judge of the dead," said Blake, "I am just one of them there are many reapers."
"Bring him back, Doc," said Jack, ignoring Blake.
"I can't even if I wanted to, his soul has been taken already,"  protested Blake.
"You're quick, put it back, Doc," Jack ordered.
Blake stormed off in a huff.
––––––––
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That night in a small theatre in Melbourne city.
"I am Blake Fire," said a tall, handsome stage illusionist appearing on stage,
"and he's Max."  
no one appeared.
"Max, move your ar-" shouted Blake
"Not now, I'm busy, Blake" Max shouted back.
"Max! Get here now!" shouted Blake.
"If you say so!" Max said.
A man ran on stage.
"What are you doing here!"  Blake asked the man.
The man ran up to Blake and pulled out a crucifix.
"You're one of them," said Blake grimly.
"I have come to kill the beast!" shouted the man as he beat Blake with the cross. Frustrated when nothing happened.
"This should work," shouted the man.
"I'm not catholic, it's just a cross," said Blake.
The man pulled out a brandy flask.
"I don't drink," Blake said and laughed.
The man removed the lid and threw the contents on Blake, who looked at the liquid.
"Does it stain?" asked Blake. "Oh, it's just water."
"Holy water should kill you!" said the man, puzzled.
The audience was busting at the seams with laughter.
The man pulled a wooden stake from a bag he was holding.
Blake looked nervous, stakes are dangerous things.
The man stabbed Blake with the stake.
"What the-" said the man.
"That ruined my favorite shirt," shouted Blake, livid.
Max walked on stage laughing his head off.
"He needs a BBQ for his stake," laughed Max, the King of the Sun and Vampires.
"Is he your pet, Max?" asked the Blake, frowning.
"I was busy keeping him off-stage," said Max.
"You could have turned the stake into something clean, a bloody steak! Really! You ruined my shirt." screamed Blake, "what are you laughing at?"
"He thought you were a vampire!" a laughing Max said.
Blake glared at Max.
The man tried to sneak away. 
He was stopped in his tracks by a grim reaper appearing on stage in front of him.
"No, you don't!" said the reaper.
"Thank you, but, through him to law, boy," Blake said to the reaper his son Lance, the Necromancer.
"I'll take him in," said another reaper, Blake's assistant, walking on stage.
"Very well, Dante can have him," the Necromancer said, "Like the steak, Max!"
The Necromancer left. Blake glared at Max accusingly over the steak.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

All A Matter of Appearances
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"Pull over," shouted a highway patrol motorcycle cop chasing down a car with young-looking men in it.
"You better do what he says, he looks angry," said the front seat passenger excitedly smelling blood.
"Yes, agreed," the driver calmly pulled over and opened his window to talk to the policeman.
"Is everything alright, officer?" the driver asked.
"Did you actually think you would get away with this?" said the policeman.
"Get away with what?" the driver said.
"This," said the policeman.
"What?" asked the puzzled driver.
"Joyriding," said the policeman, who looked at the boys with a frown.
"Joyriding! Him, he doesn't know what joy means!" Laughed, the front passenger tickled pink at the thought.
"I'm not joy anything-ing I'm taking my grandson to the doctor," said the driver.
"I suppose he's your grandson," said the policeman, pointing at the front passenger.
"No, he's my son," said the driver. 
"I thought the one in the back seat was your son," said the policeman skeptically, they all looked the same age too young to drive.
"No, he's my grandson," said the driver.
"Where caught Blake, we should hand ourselves in," said the front-seat passenger.
"Stop playing with your dinner, boy, and stop using my name," said the driver, Blake.
"Who are you and whose car is this," asked the policeman.
"Mine, Jr my grandson doesn't drive, and my son lost his car crashing into a police station," said Blake handing over his license.
"This is not real!" said the policeman, "you aren't 60!"
"No, you're right, he's over 1000," said Sr, the front seat passenger.
"Lancelot," snapped Blake at his son, "you know he doesn't believe I'm old enough to drive, don't help."
"I suppose your son is Sir Lancelot the knight and you are King Arthur! You being 1000," said the policeman, "You stole your dad's car, didn't you?" 
Lance Sr Laughed he was Sir Lancelot, Blake wasn't King Arthur, he was Merlin.
"Close, I was Sir Lancelot, and he was Merlin!" said Sr.
"Shut up, you psycho!" snapped Blake, glaring at his son.
"What?" said the Policeman, confused, not sure what was happening.
"I'm only 60," lied the millennial Blake.
"You look like a teenager," said the policeman.
"I'm not!" said Blake, insulted.
"Why did you put coroner as your job, you don't look like one," said the policeman reading the license.
"I am!" moaned Blake.
"I'm going to be late for my appointment! Can't you stop helping, Dad!" said the grandson.
"Why are you going to the doctor," asked the policeman.
"My wife is in hospital!" said Jr.
"You have a wife?" said the policeman. 
"I am 30!" said Jr.
"30? Not 1000?" said the policeman.
"No of course not!" said Jr, "My dad's messing with your mind and grandad's not a teenager either! Our family stopped aging at 25, we just look young for our age," said Jr.
"What?" said the policeman.
"We are Magicians," said Jr.
"Not human! Alien Sorcerers," said the policeman, realizing his mistake.
"Yes," said Jr, casting a spell.
"Oh sorry, on your way," said the policeman who let them go on their way, feeling like a fool for pulling over Merlin and Sir Lancelot as underage drivers.
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