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A NOT SO CHARMING PRINCE

––––––––
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The horse watches its master's furtive movements and briefly wonders what mischief he is about to embark on now, but a woman will be involved. There always is, with him. It then spies the neat rows of vegetables and meanders over to find out if they taste as delicious as they look.

Evidence the rider suspects danger lurks nearby is shown by the sword held ready to strike and the cautious manner with which he approaches the cottage. However, when he arrives at the stone path leading to the small green door unhindered, he relaxes. Aware the sword will be of little use within the confines of the house; he swaps it for a dagger just as deadly. He steps silently towards the door. A furtive glance through one of the windows reveals nothing but darkness within. A good sign that all who dwell here are asleep in their beds. He stares at the lock as he considers how difficult it may be to pick. To his surprise, turning the handle reveals it to be unlocked.

After a stealthy entry, stooped because of the low ceiling, he glances around the interior. Though the moonlight casts a patch of light into the room, the far corners cling stubbornly to shadow. It is not enough to prevent his keen eyes from picking out the reason for his trespass amidst the gloomy interior. Leaving the door open for a speedy exit if needed, he silently crosses the room to reach the object of his intention; a woman dressed in a long white gown lying atop a low, soft, padded platform.

A gaze at her face reveals it too shadowed to reveal her features. To shed light on her face he drags back the curtain covering the nearby window. He almost lets out a whistle of admiration at the beautiful moonlit sight that fills his vision. The rumors are true; Snow White is one beautiful, sexy woman. Perhaps worth all the effort and hardship he has endured to reach her.

In fact, there had been very little effort and even less hardship, though one of the palaces he slept in during his journey did have a lumpy mattress.

Though his appreciative eyes wander down her body, they fail to move farther than her ample breasts straining to be free of the flimsy gown. He sheathes his dagger and kneels for a closer look at the woman who has occupied his thoughts for the past few weeks.

A creak of a floorboard moments later reveals his lack of attention has enabled someone to creep up on him. Careful to make no sudden moves, he turns his head to see who it is and the danger they may pose. His raised eyebrows reveal his surprise at the seven dwarfs who had crept up on him. Each is armed with an angry glare and a sharp weapon directed at their intruder.
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A lantern is lit and held high to banish the darkness.

The trespasser notices two of the dwarfs are female: one is quite pretty, though a little too short for his tastes. Perhaps after a few glasses of the finest red wine that may change — especially if the other female joined in the fun as well.

“Who are you and what’s your purpose here?” asks a male dwarf in a tone that suggests if the answer is not to his liking, the consequences would be severe.

“I am Prince Charming.” When no signs of recognition of his name appear on the dwarfs angry faces, he continues. “My quest is to save Snow White, and I assure you my intentions are not to harm her or the brave dwarfs before me who have kept her safe.”

“I think it’s obvious to us all what your intentions are,” says one of the female dwarfs.

Charming glances at his hands cupping Snow White’s breasts. “You misunderstand the reason for clutching these two beautiful firm mounds of flesh. I check to see if her heart still beats.”

“Has two hearts, does she?” quips a male dwarf.

Now the moment he had been enjoying so fondly has been spoiled, Charming reluctantly removes his hands and glances around at the dwarfs. “We seem to have got off on the wrong foot. I have come to release Snow White from the Wicked Queen’s curse. Then, if she agrees — and with my dashing good looks I”m certain she will — I will marry her.”

The spokesdwarf narrows his eyes. “And how do you plan to lift the curse?”

“With a kiss.”

“Doesn’t work,” say the male dwarfs in unison, an indication they have tried and failed.

“Still, no harm in trying now I’m here.” “You put your lips anywhere near hers, Charming, and you’ll feel the pointy end of our swords,” threatens one of the male dwarfs menacingly.

“Let him have a go,” says the pretty female. “I’m fed up with her being here as I could use the space she takes up.”

The dwarfs turn away to confer for a few moments.

“What sort of kiss will it be?” inquires the pretty female.

Charming grabs her gently and pulls her to him. “It will be a kiss like this,” he says huskily.

One minute later, their lips separate.

The freshly kissed female staggers back towards her friends. “If any kiss can wake Snow, that would be it,” she states breathlessly.

“Too long,” says one of the male dwarfs adamantly.

“Perhaps we should try a shorter kiss,” suggests the pretty dwarf hopefully.

“No, I won’t have you suffer that vile experience again,” says the spokesdwarf.

“No, it’s okay, I don’t mind, really.”

“There will be no more practice kissing. Go ahead, Charming, you can kiss her.”

The pretty dwarf steps forward.

“Not you, Snow.”

“Oh,” says the pretty dwarf disappointedly.

“Only a quick kiss and no tongue,” adds the spokesdwarf.

“Quick and no tongue, I promise,” agrees Charming with a smile full of perfect white teeth.

He leans towards Snow White and kisses her full ruby red lips.

After about thirty seconds. “That’s long enough.” A tap of the spokesdwarf’s sword blade on his shoulder reinforces the request.

As Charming removes his lips, all gaze at Snow White to see she remains deep in her cursed slumber.

“We told you it wouldn’t work,” declares a male dwarf smugly.

“Wait a few moments. She has been asleep for a very long time, so it may take the magic of my lips a moment to work.”

“Magic lips,” scoffs a male dwarf.

The kissed female, who has experienced Charming’s magic lips, smiles dreamily.

Snow’s eyes flicker a few seconds later.

“It’s working, she wakes,” says one of the males, the disappointment in his voice is obvious.

Snow White stretches as she awakes from her cursed sleep.

The first thing she sees on opening her eyes is the handsome face of the man who lifted the curse.

“I’m Charming,” says Charming.

Snow gazes at him adoringly. “Yes, you certainly are.”

After Charming helps her to sit up, she becomes aware of the dwarfs and flashes them a smile. “It’s my little friends.”

“How are you feeling?” asks the spokesdwarf.

Snow stretches out her arms. “I feel wonderful.” Snow then looks at Charming. “And a little bit sexy.”

“More than a little,” says Charming charmingly. “Come, you have dwelt in the arse end of the Kingdom far too long. Let me take you home so we can be married, if that is your wish.”

Snow looks at him lovingly. “I wish it with all my heart.”

“Splendid.” Charming pulls her to her feet, leads her across the room and out through the door.

By the time the dwarfs exit their home, Snow White sits behind Charming atop his horse with her arms wrapped tightly around his waist, and without a wave or backward glance, they ride away.

“Thanks for popping by,” calls out Medicus, his sarcasm evident to all but Snow White and Charming.

“All we did for her and not even a thank you.”

The dwarf named Priest places a hand upon Jager’s shoulder. “We did not guard and keep her safe for thanks, did we?”

“Well, no, but it would have been nice all the same.”

Charming’s horse lifts its tail and deposits a large pile of steaming manure on the track.

“At least the horse left us something we can use in the garden,” says Erfinder, grinning.

Thiof glances at the chewed-up vegetable patch and trampled flowerbeds. “Use on what? Charming’s damn horse has eaten everything.”

“I didn’t think he was all that charming,” states Jager.

“That’s because you are a man,” says Morticha, running a finger lightly over her recently Charming-kissed lips before disappearing into the house.

“I’ll miss her,” says Priest.

“As will we all,” says Erfinder.

“Can someone give me a hand to carry Snow’s bed out so I can chop it up and burn it?” calls out Morticha from inside the house.

Thiof smiles. “Well, maybe not all.”

The diamond mine, which had previously provided the dwarfs with years of steady income, had become impossible to work shortly after the Wicked Queen erected a magical thorny barrier around their land in an attempt to prevent any would-be hero princes from lifting Snow White’s curse. Over the years, its roots had burrowed deep into the earth, invading the mine. Though the dwarfs had tried cutting and burning them clear, within a few days the thorny tendrils grew back.

It was only to protect Snow White that they had stayed for as long as they had. Now she had gone, it was time for them to move on. They arranged for a caretaker to watch over the place until their return, if they ever did, and after saying their farewells they went their separate ways to use their various skills to survive.
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EZRA BOONE

––––––––
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I enter the inn that looks similar to the hundreds I have drunk in before. The same stale smell of old beer, sweat, and the cheap perfume of women who will ensure you have a good time in exchange for a few coins, are as familiar to me as killing is to my blade. Though the faces that turn to gaze at me when the room falls silent are different, their expressions are nothing new. As usual, whispers accompany my swaggering walk to the bar. I smile at a waitress as she passes with a tray of ale-filled glasses. She faints, again, nothing new. My hand shoots out to grab the tray before it crashes to the ground. I do not attempt to prevent her head from smashing onto the floor covered with sawdust damp from spilled beer and vomit. It’s ale and food I want; maybe after my thirst and hunger have been satisfied I will seek alternative sustenance for other needs. I place the tray of beer on the bar top. There are many things I will do, but drinking another man’s beer is not one of them. A man enters through a door behind the bar, looks at me and steps forward with a cheery smile.

“What can I get you, stranger?”

The barkeeper’s failure to recognize me is something that rarely happens.

“Beer,” I reply.

He grabs a glass tankard that hasn’t seen soap and water for a very long time, much like most of the clientele in his inn. I let it go; I am too thirsty to complain about something so trivial. He places the frothy brown liquid on the counter, and I place a coin beside it in payment. A woman approaches the bar and calls the innkeeper over. From the sawdust stuck to one side of her face I recognize her as the recently fainted waitress. I am careful not to smile at her again. They hold a whispered conversation before she grabs the tray I had rescued and goes to deliver it to her waiting customers. Just as the glass touches my lips and I am about to take my first welcome sip of ale, I find it snatched from my grasp.

“Please forgive me, Mister Boone, I had no idea it was you. Let me fetch you a clean glass and some decent beer. This slop isn’t fit for the pigs I serve it to.”

He seems unconcerned that others have heard the remark about his poor-quality beer, but then a glance at them reveals they also seem unworried as they continue to sip the unfit-to-drink brew.

“No, it’s okay,” I argue, reaching for the glass. “Believe me, I’ve had much worse pass these lips than a dirty, germ-ridden glass full of putrid beer.”

“I will not hear of such a thing for someone as famous as you.”

I sigh. Fame does have its downside. I watch in dismay as he tips the foul brew away before disappearing back through the door he came out of a few moments ago. A couple of thirsty minutes later he returns with a clean glass of dark brown liquid.

“From my private store,” he states proudly as he places it on the bar in front of me.

I nod my thanks as I reach for it. Again, I am about to drink when I am stopped by the innkeeper’s hand on my arm. I shoot him a glare that has caused many fierce warriors concern, yet he fails to notice.

“Is there anything else I can get you?” he smiles.

“Yes, someone to clean your blood off my sword blade when I chop off your hand if I am not swallowing beer within the next second.”

This he understands. His hand releases its grip on my arm as if it is on fire.

I gulp down the beer as he talks.

“I’ve heard you like to have a laugh and a joke,” he says none too confidently that this information is the truth.

I ignore him until I have drained the glass of one of the better beers to have slipped down my throat — and believe me, many have.

“Another?” he enquires as the empty glass touches the bar.

I nod that I do. “Do you have any steaks?”

He glances at the waitress as she arrives behind the bar wiping away matted sawdust from her hair with a cloth.

“We have one left,” she informs us.

“Put my name on it,” I tell her. “Lightly cooked with whatever trimmings you have on offer.”

“I’ll inform the cook,” she says.

I nearly smile at her but hold it back. She disappears through the door followed by the innkeeper as he goes to refill my glass. My gaze around the room reveals the other customers, though they still direct an occasional glance at me, have mostly returned their attention to duller matters. After receiving my second beer, I sit at a table near the window to relax and wait for my steak to arrive. It’s been five days since my last decent meal so I”m looking forward to tucking into a nice juicy slab of meat.

I hear a commotion outside. Unlike others who rush to discover its cause, I ignore it.

A short while later a man wearing a bloodstained apron appears. I assume he is the cook and the plate of food he carries is my meal. My tongue caresses my lips in anticipation.

As the cook approaches the table a tinkling of glass is quickly followed by a surprised grunt from the cook. I assume the arrow protruding from the center of his forehead is the reason for both sounds. It is also responsible for my meal flying from the dead man’s hands to strike the wall before bouncing to the floor and for the potato splashing into my beer. The innkeeper rushes over to find out what has taken place. Though he notices the dead cook with the arrow sticking from his head, the hole in the window and my dismayed expression, he fails to see my steak on the floor even when he places the large dirty sole of his boot upon it.
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I sigh. I know it’s going to be one of those days.

I nod at his foot. “The last one you say?”

He looks down to finally notice the steak he stands on. He bends down, picks it up and for some reason quickly conceals it behind his back.

“I think I may be able to find another for such a special customer as you most definitely are,” he says with a grin.

And so the reason becomes apparent...

He will clean off the dirt and sawdust and serve it up to me again as a different steak. Though I briefly ponder how he will hide the large imprint of his boot in the meat, I am too hungry to care. I am just about to dismiss the man when the dog that has previously been asleep beside a table of four men wanders over to grab the steak held behind the innkeeper’s back. A brief tug of war ensues — with the dog the victor. It runs to a far corner of the room with its prize firmly gripped between its jaws. I look expectantly at the innkeeper to await his excuse.

“Thinking about it, I believe that was the very last steak after all.”

My fist slamming on the table reveals my mood.

“This is not good enough,” I say with force. “First your cook is killed, causing him to drop my meal, and then a dog runs off with my steak.”

“Oh, don’t worry about the cook. He wasn’t very good and never washed his hands, even after going to the toilet. I was going to sack him anyway, at least now I won’t have to pay him what he’s due.”

His smile is one of a man who rarely experiences such good fortune.

“I don’t care about your damn cook; it’s the lack of steak that riles me. How come you have only one?”

He shrugs. “Rumours are that some creature has come down from the mountains and is eating all the cattle in the surrounding area.”

“Then why doesn’t someone kill it?”

He shrugs. “Apparently, it’s unkillable.”

I am just about to tell him how ridiculous his comment is — because anything that breathes can be killed, believe me, I have killed many breathing horrors — when the door slams back against its frame and the patrons that had previously left rush back in.

“There’s a monster outside town devouring the cattle,” shouts one of the men.

“Are people firing arrows at it?” I ask.

“One is,” he replies. “Others use swords, spears and flaming torches.”

I stand, yank the arrow from the unhygienic cook’s head and swagger towards the door.

“Where are you going?” calls out the innkeeper.

I hold up the arrow. “I”m returning this to its owner.”

“How nice,” I hear a woman say as I exit the inn. She obviously has no idea of my intended delivery method. Believe me, there is nothing nice about it.

I ignore the screams of horror and fright from the men, women and children rushing past me to escape the danger threatening their existence while I head straight towards it, as I have done many times before. I arrive at the edge of town to spy a group of men fighting with something amidst a cloud of dust kicked up by its defensive thrashing. Though my eyes search for the archer responsible for ruining my meal as I head towards the small band of fighting men, they fail to find him.

“You know who fired this arrow?” I ask a man as I arrive.

He is just about to answer when a scream is heard from within the dust cloud. This is followed by something flying out to land on the ground beside us. We both look at the top half of a man.

“It was him,” he tells me.

“You sure?” I ask, somewhat disappointed.

“The bow he holds in his hand is a big clue, don’t you think?”

I resist the urge to punish the wannabe comedian and plunge the arrow into the dead man’s eye.

The man is horrified. “Why did you do that?”

“He ruined my meal,” I tell him as a gust of wind clears the dust cloud to reveal the large creature bellowing furiously. Its huge, bloated body is a mass of scales and spikes, its head all tusks and teeth. I”m not impressed; I have already determined its weak spot. Though I am curious to know what type of creature it is, I’ve seen bigger and fiercer.

“What is it?”

“It is the Undefeatable,” the man answers in a trembling voice.

I resist the urge to give him a slap. “Where?”

“Right there, man. Can’t you see the great fat ugly thing?”

“Your wife is here?” I jibe.

“I wish she was. I’d feed her to the damn monster. Though she’ll probably give it indigestion.”

Reluctantly, I admit to myself that was slightly funny, if a bit cruel.

I rush towards the beast, dodging the men holding it at bay with weapons they know not how to use effectively, and weaving past the creature I rush up the rocky slope leading to a tall cliff face. When I am level with the Undefeatable’s ugly head, I let out a loud shrill whistle to attract its attention. I see my reflection in its large eyes as it rushes up the slope towards me and can’t help noticing how good I look.

I climb the rock face and, when I feel I am high enough and the creature is as close as I dare let it, I flip backwards, slip my shield from my back and place it beneath my feet as I land on the steep slope. I draw my sword as I slide towards the beast and thump its jaw when it snaps at me just before I slip between its front legs. I thrust the tip of my sword up to slice along the monster’s bloated stomach until the sky is above me again.

I do not turn as I bring myself to a skidding stop. I raise my eyes expectantly and then grin when a loud slurp fills the air. I place both feet on the shield and wait. The wave of blood and guts pouring from the beast’s huge belly lifts the shield to carry me to the edge of the weakly cheering crowd. I blame the shortage of meat and low numbers for their lacklustre attempt to celebrate my victory. Thankfully, when the putrid smell from the beast’s innards wafts over them, their gagging, retching and vomiting cut short their uninspiring cheers. I remain unaffected, because believe me, my nose has smelt much worse.

I step off my shield, shake off the lumps, slip it onto my back and turn to survey the mess. I spy the recognizable forms of partly digested cows amongst the monster’s guts and approach the nearest one. A few slashes and slices of my sharp sword soon produce what I seek. I hold it triumphantly in the air with a beaming smile.

“It’s okay everyone, steaks are back on the menu.”

Those around me stare at the slab of fresh, blood-dripping meat and then begin vomiting again. I shrug. They must be vegetarians.

“Kane, we are leaving now.”

My mum’s voice brings me back to mundane reality — something I hope to change very soon. I close the book and run a hand admiringly over the image of the greatest hero who has ever been immortalised in print on its cover — Ezra Boone.

“Okay, mum. I”m coming.”

I place the well-read book on the small table beside my bed and rush downstairs.

“Now, are you sure you will be okay on your own for three months?”

“Of course I will, mum. I”m nearly sixteen now and I have my job at the inn to keep me busy.”

“And reading that book of yours again, and again, and again,” smiles my dad. “Why don’t you read another as you must have read it a hundred times or more now?”

He is right; I have, but I never tire of reading about Ezra Boone and his many exciting adventures.

“Because it’s the best book ever written,” I tell my father.

“Okay, son,” he says with a grin. “Take care of the place while we’re away and we’ll see you in a few weeks.”

I give my little sister a hug and then lift her onto the seat beside my dad.

“Cheerio, Kane, behave yourself and make sure you eat a good meal every day and don”t forget to bathe at least once a week.”

“Yes, mum.”

I endure the hug and kiss she gives me before she climbs onto the wagon seat.

“Goodbye,” I wave.

I watch the wagon until it disappears behind trees when the track turns a corner. They will travel to towns and villages selling stuff they made during the winter. My dad will sharpen knives, swords and axes for any that require it on the big grinding wheel in the back of the wagon. If my plan is successful, soon they won’t have to do this again.

I eagerly head back into the house to prepare for the adventure I have been planning for so long. Perhaps one day someone will write a book about me.
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FIRST DWARF - THIOF

Sangarin glances up at the tall stone wall—reaching so high its pinnacle seems to pierce the heavens—and then doubtfully down at my short stature. I can tell by the stare he directs at me he has concerns a dwarf can make the climb. His next words prove I am correct.

“Are you certain you can make it?”

I am sure. The climb, though high, causes me no concern. The wide joints of mortar between the many thousands of rough-carved stones used in the tower’s construction provide limitless hand and footholds.
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“I could climb it with my eyes shut,” I say confidently.

Sangarin points up at the small tower jutting out from one corner of the square brooding tower near its top.

“That is the room where you will find it.”

I glance up at the small window in the side of the small round tower. In this light, just a slightly darker patch in the dark grey stone. Even for my dwarfish size, it will be a tight squeeze.

“Enter, grab the object and leave.”

I almost sigh at his unnecessary advice.

“If there is no other information you can give me to aid in my successful outcome, I suggest you leave. I will meet you at the prearranged location when I have the object you desire and are paying me handsomely to retrieve.”

Sangarin, though obviously offended by the abrupt dismissal of his presence by a hired dwarf, holds his tongue and walks off. I stare after him. I do not trust the man.

I climb aboard the small boat Sangarin had helped me carry here and place in the wide moat that surrounds the tower. If rumours are to be believed, the green brackish water hides many dangers. As swimming is not part of my itinerary, I am unconcerned whether the rumours are true or false. I push off from the shore as I climb in and float across to the tower wall. I force a hook into a mortar joint and tie the boat’s bowline to it. I stand, grip the wall with my fingertips, and then find footholds for my feet. I glance up at the small tower directly above me and then begin the long climb. My small feet and hands easily seek out suitable ledges between the stones, giving me a relatively easy ascent.

I pause halfway to survey my surroundings from this high perch. The dark, moody sky hides all the details I would have seen during daylight hours. A few lamps shine in some of the houses that form the small town below the hill the tower stands upon proudly. Except for the barking from a small pack of dogs searching for scraps of food dropped or discarded by the market stallholders earlier that day, I neither hear nor glimpse any other sign of life. The dimness of the night and my dark grey clothing—chosen to blend in with the similar coloured stonework I climb—render me invisible to anyone who might raise their eyes at the tower. I continue my climb.

I reach the small tower and manoeuvre myself over to the window that will be my point of entry. Though Sangarin has assured me the tower’s owner is absent for the night, past experiences have taught me never to take anything on trust. I pause to listen for any telltale signs to indicate someone is inside. Sangarin, who seems more informed than the locals, also furnished me with the man’s name—Mandrake—and that he is a sorcerer, but little else. The large amount of gold Sangarin offers for the object I”m about to steal has overridden any concerns I might—or should—have had. Times were hard and work slow. I had been down to my last few copper coins when the news of this tower job reached me.

My keen hearing picks up only silence, and I”m satisfied that unless someone remains still and holds their breath, the room is empty of any living threat. I peer through the small, coloured glass panels of the leadlight window, but even my excellent eyesight fails to pick out any details within the dark-shrouded room. The window, fastened by a simple metal catch, is soon released by my knife’s thin blade. I pull the window open and listen for a few moments before squeezing through the small opening. I land silently on the floor, close the window, and gaze around the dark chamber. I need to make light if I hope to have a successful search, and I”m just about to do so when a man’s voice invades the silence.

“You have two options...”

I don’t wait to find out what they are. In a flash, I snatch the cudgel from my pocket, leap, and swing the crude weapon at the exact point in the darkness his voice had come from. Either the man is impossibly thin or I have become entangled in a coat rack. A loud sigh from the darkness behind me informs me it is the latter.

As I untangle myself from the clothing, the man continues speaking.

“Your first option is I kill you here and now...”

Needless to mention, this option doesn’t appeal to my survival instincts. So, hoping option two is more to my liking—but having little confidence it would be—I wait to discover what that is.

“Option number two gives you a chance to survive, albeit I feel impelled to warn you this chance is extremely small. You can try to escape my tower via the front door far below. I would prefer you elect to take option two as it will provide me with a little sport to liven up this dreary night. Although, if you do choose option one, I will happily kill you here and now, even though it will be very painful for you and messy for me. I do so hate housework.”

He pauses to give me time to think over my decision. Obviously, option one isn’t even a consideration, and I”m not enthusiastic about the second option either. I know it will also end in my demise and don’t relish the thought of my death becoming entertainment for Mandrake, for I have no doubts he is the owner of the voice. Sangarin, it seems, has been misinformed. I decide on an option of my own. Though risky and foolhardy, I sense I stand a better chance of survival than taking part in Mandrake’s macabre game. I rush for the window I plan to crash through and drop into the moat below, but come to an abrupt halt when I bounce off the window, yelp in pain, and fall to the floor.

Mandrake sighs again.

I tenderly feel my head where a bump begins to form.

Though Mandrake is invisible in the darkness, I sense he stares at me as I climb unsteadily to my feet.

“Option two it is then.”

“Oh, goody,” he says with delight, as only really wicked people can.

I glance around the room for any evidence of a door, but the darkness cloaks everything. As if sensing my plight, a candle bursts into flame beside a metal-banded wooden door that swings open with a loud, creepy squeal. I turn to where I suspect Mandrake is positioned in the room, but the solitary flickering flame reveals nothing of his presence.

“So, what are the rules of this game you want me to play?”

“Rules?” he questions. “You break into my home to rob me, and you demand rules?”

I shrug. It hadn’t been a demand, but well aware of my dangerous situation, I think it wise not to correct him.

“There are no rules,” he states in a firm—and I think slightly pleased—tone.

“Okay, so no rules. I just walk out through the door, correct?”

“I advise a running motion.”

“Advice I will readily accept. So, I hurriedly leave this room, head for the exit however many levels below, open the front door and leave.”

“Hmm, there are certain details you have failed to include. For instance, as soon as you leave this room I will try—and I use this word to give you a glimmer of hope...”

(However, explaining it like he just has negates the reason for saying try at all.)

“...to kill you in some excitingly devious and entertaining form only my twisted imagination can devise.”

“Okay, I think I have it now. However, if by the slimmest of slim chances, I manage to escape death by your hands in some excitingly devious and entertaining form only your twisted imagination can devise,” alive from your home, I am free to go with no repercussions—like you coming after me or anything—correct?”

Suddenly, light flares from candles positioned around the room and reveals my first glimpse of the tower’s owner and the room. Even by my short
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