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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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The first time I met Oliver Jones was when his father died when he was 8 years old. I was a friend of his father, I promised to keep an eye on his son, when I took his soul when my friend died he knew my secret.
I was a grim reaper and have always been one.
I first met Oliver at his father's funeral.
"You'll be alright, boy, your father is in a better place, you will see him again," I told him.
He asked me who I was.
I told him I was a friend of his father.
I watched him grow up at a distance.
When he turned 25 I met him at his aunt's funeral.
He remembered me, he asked if I were my son, as I hadn't changed.
I could have lied, but I didn't I said ageing worked different with my family.
We don't age beyond 25 years old.
He thought I was joking. I wasn't.
I went to his uncle funeral and spoke to him again 30 years later.
He expected to see me when his uncle died, he said. I smiled as I met him in my human form, as always.
"I have always been watching you, protecting you and always will, even if you don't notice me," I told him.
Why do you hide until someone dies, he asked me.
I told him I had my reasons. What they were I couldn't tell him.
I couldn't be seen not ageing in that time when my people, the Magicians, were unknown. But, I could appear infrequently when I was most needed,
such as time when someone died.
I spoke to him again at his mother's funeral 20 years later
"Hello again, my friend," Oliver said to me when he saw me.
His daughter asked him who I was.
He told her I was a very old friend.
She thought he was lying, as I looked younger than her.
It was always awkward looking young.
I left him til death came around again.
When the time for him  came, as it comes to all.
I came early to collect him.
He was at the hospital I was stationed as coroner.
I went to visit him where he lay in a hospital bed dying.
He was alone in a room by himself that night.
He knew my purpose when I found him, he was smiling.
"Why are you smiling?"  I asked him.
"Death smiles at us all; all we can do is smile back" he said to me.
I wondered if he knew who I was? As my coworkers at the hospital called me Dr Death as I was a coroner, then it struck me he saw me as Death. I had always been seen when someone died, he'd guessed who I was.
We spoke for a while before he died, and I took his soul in for processing.
I being the judge of the dead, I sent him to the Elysian fields, to be with his lost loved ones.
I went to his grave with my son who was also afflicted with the family curse of eternal youth, another reaper. He knew of him too.
The cemetery was very peaceful that day, I said.
“Death must be so beautiful. To lie in the soft brown earth, with the grasses waving above one's head, and listen to silence. To have no yesterday, and no to-morrow. To forget time, to forget life, to be at peace.”
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The Fall of Death
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"Welcome to our show, I am Blake Fire," said a tall handsome young-looking black-haired man materialising on the stage of a famous magic performance. His partner in the act, a brunette man, materialised beside him.
"And he's my Assistant, Max," said Blake offhandedly.
"Blake you ars-" said Max, who was silenced by a voice in his earpiece.
It was the stage manager screaming at him. Blake glared at Max.
Max was furious, he decided he would really annoy Blake for that.
He knew if there was a way to annoy Blake on stage, the best way was to stuff up the act.
Blake elegantly removed his top hat. Max pulled out a rabbit.
Blake looked at him nervously, hoping Max didn't try any more rabbit tricks.
Max hesitated and thought whether he should or shouldn't do what he was thinking.
"Max," said Blake. Max totally lost control.
"Now I will perform another trick, I shall attempt to pull a hat from a rabbit," shouted Max, walking away from Blake.
Blake ran over to Max, who knocked Blake over. Blake fell off the stage, screaming in pain. 
"Blake!" cried Max, coming back to his senses.
On stage ran the stage manager Dante. 
Later in the local hospital.
Blake lay in a hospital bed.
"Dr. Death, why are you in here?" asked Blake's least favourite person at the hospital where Blake was stationed as a Coroner.
"I'm a patient," said Blake.
"Why?" asked Jack Taylor.
"I had a skiing accident," lied Blake.
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