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An intern bolted through the halls of Tri-Spear Academy. The intern ran up the staircase so quickly that he knocked over a few elected officials. He yelled out, “Sorry, sorry, important stuff... really, really important secret stuff.” The girl he knocked over yelled, “Do you know who I am?” But he was already up the stairs. He had been ordered to get this stuff to Simon Lockblood ASAP. 

The intern ran down a hall, past the coffee machine, through an exit, and into a room where he walked up to Simon and slammed the paper on his desk. Simon was on the phone while the intern stood in front of him sweating profusely. Simon held up his hand to halt his speech. He said on the phone, “I know you're happy that Amy's back, Gwen, but I have serious problems. After all, you knew May; she's a Foretellers' apprentice. I have a Time Military to assemble, and then there's the whole crud with the Axe of Cleaning. My point is...” The intern yelled, “Sir, the Red Ghost is back.” Simon Lockblood responded, “Not again, please not again,” as he hung up the phone. He explained, “Honey, I'll have to call you back ASAP.” Simon hung up the phone with a bang and stared down at the intern, the intern was scared out of his shorts. He didn't know what to say; he didn't know what to do, and he was shaking. 

Simon sighed, “Please tell me this is a joke.” The intern stuttered, “No, Sir, definitely not a joke, sir. Definitely, definitely, definitely not a joke.” Simon sighed again, “Okay, first thing, we are talking about the same Red Ghost, aren’t we? The criminal who terrorised all of Waratah History! The criminal who possesses people, granting them whatever power she desires. That Red Ghost?” The intern responded, “Yes, the same Red Ghost you caught 18 years ago. The one that got you elected to this position.” The intern looked at Simon, the intern had never seen Simon even show an ounce of fear but here they both were, the intern seeing Simon so scared that he was shaking. Simon was trembling; he spoke, trying not to seem terrified, 

“Here's what I need. I need everyone, every intern to look through historical texts in order to find the Red Ghost. I need the fledgling Time Military at the ready. Intern, I need Waratah Enforces. Only the best, ready to mobilise with The Historians. What would you call a great time travel attack thingy?” Even his voice was shaking. The intern responded, “I would call it a Time Assault, sir.” Simon asked one last question, “I need an update on the last Red Ghost’s location... And the location of the Red and White Ghost amulets.” The intern responded, “The last user of the Red Ghost amulet has the Waratah’s Child, Sir, but the memory wipe remains intact, Simon, I've never seen you like this.” He queried, “Like what?” The intern responded, “Afraid.” Simon started removing his shirt. He asked, “Good Sir, I have seen over 200 years of bloody war. Tell me how many scars I have?” The intern looked upon Simon's bare chest, and what he saw surprised him. He queried, “I'm uncomfortable with this... Is that from a flamethrower?” Simon continued, “Hundreds of battles, over 200 years of fights, and only one scar. Do you see now what we are dealing with? The only being ever to scar me!” The intern stuttered, “The Red Ghost burnt your shoulder.” The scar was horrific, his shoulder looked like putty. Just by looking at it, you could see the pain burned into him. Simon replied, “I've been to the best healers in the universe, none of them can take this scar away. Single combat with the Red Ghost was done. Let us pray to whatever deity may be out there, please let them be just two Waratah copycats, out of their league, because if it's the real deal, then may every God that has ever been thought up have mercy on our souls”. 

“So, what is the last holder of the Red Ghost amulet doing?” The intern said, “Karen Firestone has been running a magazine called The Daily Karen. It is awfully trashy and provides very little actual information; however, it would be a good way to trick people into following her lead, we've been through the past five issues of the magazine, and nothing but teen trash has been found.” Simon asked, “Did you say Karen Firestone, the writer of the Daily Karen? Beep!” The intern asked, “What is it, Sir?” he answered, “My daughter has become friends with her daughter and I had no freaking idea. Could you leave the room, please? I feel like spiralling into a rage for a few moments.”

Ten minutes later Tri, Gwen and I were sliding down rapids in Scotland. Gwen bellowed, “I have never had so much fun in my entire life.” We've had some difficult news over the holidays, my mom's the Red Ghost, and Gwen’s aunt is dead. I yelled, “Isn’t it cool to have the White Ghost amulet.” So, we were just letting off some steam, having a bit of fun before we had to get back to being serious.” Simon came through a portal, carrying Karen by the neck. Then he saw me, Gwen, and Tri having fun in the rapids. 

I put on my ghost costume and grabbed Tri off his tyre. I yelled to Gwen from hers, “Use your elven acrobatics.” She jumped off the tyre and landed on land. Gwen was giggling excitedly. She asked, “Hey Dad, you look angry. Why are you so angry?” He ordered, ‘Tri, Gwen... we’re going.” Tri asked, “May I enquire into the reason?” Karen was yelling and spitting. She yelled, “Let me go, you brute. I will have 6, no wait, 12 articles about you by sunrise. You hear me, you brute.” Simon yelled, “Now, Gwenevere.” Gwen yelled, “Geez, Dad, there’s no reason to be angry over nothing.” Amy ordered, "You at least owe Gwen an explanation.” He let go of Karen and slammed me into a tree. He was in his Athena costume, so getting out would be hard. He ordered, “What are you doing with that?” he said, grabbing my amulet. I responded, “I inherited it, my grandma gave it to me.” He responded, “So, you admit to being the White Ghost!!!” I queried, “The Red and White Ghosts have returned to light?” Gwen stuttered, “Wait, the Red Ghost is... that Red Ghost? As is the one who gave you your sole scar?” I asked, “You only have one scar?” Then an idea hit me. I said in my head. Wait, I know, I wonder what would happen if I could convince Simon Lockblood that he is the Red Ghost. I used my daughter of Lie powers to imprint the thought directly into Simon’s mind. 

He stumbled backwards in disbelief. He stuttered “I’m the Red Ghost” I quickly activated the White Ghost amulet by saying “Sun to sun, moon to moon, I bring travel, I bring it soon” and I turned into the White Ghost. Simon ran at me, readying his spear, to cut through my ghostly form. I yelled with more will than volume “Simon Lockblood, unless you stop this now, I will tell Waratah Law Enforcement”. He ordered, “You will, will you?” 

Then realisation dawned on Simon of the potential, I’m sorry Amy. Gwen, paralyse me. I don’t want to take the chance... paralyse ME”. Gwen yelled “Dad” as Tri used sandman dust to put Simon to sleep. He woke up, outside of his costume, and he was tied up. He sighed, “What am I doing here?". I responded, “Start talking”. The rage was fading from Simon, as he took a breath. He explained “I’m sorry to act brashly, but I had no idea who your mother was until an intern reminded me. The Red Ghost was a nightmare among men. I thought it was over. I’m sorry I broke so many laws in my rush to justice, but the Red Ghost is without a doubt the deadliest being I have ever fought and now it's back!”. Tri explained, “One of the Firestone amulets was lost in an ambulance. I think you can see where the other one is”. Simon explained, “Amy, let me explain what this one did before you make up your opinion of me. It was just another decade, the 70’s. Things were going okay, the 60s had been by, but a speck of soot was appearing on our history. A ghostlike figure draped in a red sheet appeared in the midst of our past. We eventually concluded that this ghostlike being was a time traveller. Popularised at this point by pop culture”. We thought “No big deal, we’ll just send a Waratah Enforcer with a historian”. The enforcer, and historian, came back and their
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