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Terror at the Museum

Chapter One

It was a dark night at North-bank 

What’s the first thing you think of when you see someone in a costume? Do you think they are a weirdo? Do you imagine they’re going to a costume party or some kind of event? Do you think they’re dangerous or think they’re being creative? Well for many, costumes are a way of life. For many, they can become what they wear. These people are Waratahs. They have lived a long time and they have amassed many enemies. Whatever costume they put on, they become. I am a Waratah. more specifically a Waratah Half Breed.  My mother is a Middle-aged amateur Magazine owner named Karen who cares about a juicy story more than the truth and has dormant Waratahs genes within her. She is good at lying. And I was bird watching with my friend in the middle of the night in North-Bank park. We were well off the track and the only light was starlight. Say what you will about North-Bank but the fact that it chose an anti-light pollution act over human’s desperate need to be surrounded by light at all times. Honestly, it’s scary the lengths that humans will go to be surrounded by light, but on this night it was quiet. Me and my friend Isaac from the comic bookstore were looking for a barn owl for this was the time they tended to lurk. Also, Waratahs have used their powers to supersize owls to make them into a mode of transport. it was really a cool way to travel. Trust me I was a Wiz at Waratah history. The sea breeze blew in from the north and the cold was palatable. But I was excited because I love bird watching. Even now though Waratahs like me used phones with both technology and magic. Basically, Waratah approved phones. There I was in my hoodie wandering around North Bank park looking for the unique wildlife of the night.  Isaac asked, “My friend said she’d meet up with us later.  She’s a Half Breed, I really think you’d like her”. I queried “So she's meeting us at the old wooden bridges?”. “Yep,” Isaac said back Swiftly. Dogs howl at the moon like dingos. I thought to myself what a beautiful night. we were approaching the wooden bridge now.  Isaac asked, “So why did you buy the cat-girl costume? It seems like a rather odd choice”. I responded, “Say what you will but a cat-human hybrid is a dangerous mix”. Two eyes peered at me from behind.  My Instinct stirred ahead of me and I unleashed a clawfoot directly at This person’s face. they jumped Back immediately and started putting on a mummy costumes. But I got out my bow which I had ever ready. I fired two rounds before Isaac yelled “Wait there the friends I was talking about! Don’t shoot”. We looked at each other warily.  Isaac introduced “Amy, Gwen; Gwen, Amy. Gwen I’m sorry Amy is a bit Trigger happy. She’s had to be”. The girl apparently named Gwen glared at me. She asked, “What the heck was with that claw to the face”. I responded, “I’ve grown to have to be very careful. As Isaac should have mentioned I am the daughter of the entity known as Lie. Basically, me and my twin sister monster attractant”. Her Sandman walked down from the bridge and said, “Like the story where Lie steals truth clothes and everyone would rather look at the clothed lie than the naked truth?”. I replied, “That’s the story that some guy thought would be funny to make real. And so here I am”.  They all looked at me kind of funny. I could clearly see that this girl was half-elf Waratah, and trust me, there were a lot of half elf half Waratahs these days despite laws about dating servants.  But Waratah’s age really slow.  It Literally takes us 118 years to reach maturity. Think about that next time you say you growing up too fast.  This young Waratah Was only about in her 20s so effectively still a young kid. It took a while, but eventually, we started looking for the birds.  I had taken a few photos, the others barely managed to see in the dark.  Even though elves are supposed to see really good at night.  Eventually, I went home. I was wandering into the window only to find my sister wandering to hers. she ordered, “What do you want!”. I answered, “Did you just get like 12 years younger?”. I should probably explain.  When a Waratah is raised in a human background, most of the time they put on a mental costume that makes them age like a human. This costume can also be applied to the delusional Waratahs.  But the human-born Waratahs often age like regular humans until they decide they want to be their actual age.  And my sister was now let me take a guess 5, 3, 2 years old.  I couldn’t help but laugh. this was so ridiculous, my sister was wearing her bright purple t-shirt that was so expensive you could buy a table if you sold it, and she was using it as basically all she was wearing. She was probably too big for her regular clothes. She bellowed “HELP ME you little snot-nosed righteous, doofus”.  I just glared at her ever so happy. In her right hand, she was carrying her costume bag, clutching onto it with all her might. this was going to be fun.


Chapter Two

The Dangers of the Huntress

My sister explained the story to me and my mother in the morning while my little brother ran circles around us.  He kept yelling things like “who's the kid now?” or “Now you can’t do big girl stuff, now you can’t do big girl stuff”. My mum was ranting saying stuff like, “How am I going to explain this to my adoring fans?  How am I going to explain to the humans that read my magazine that my daughter has become a toddler again?”. In the meantime, I was asking questions like “What are you gonna do about your boyfriend?  That's gonna be awkward”. Or “Just one of the downsides of eternal youth”. Along with laughing. Yeah, I did a lot of laughing. The truth be told, both me and my little brother Timmy, by Waratah standards we’re born pretty close together. It's just that the mental costume made me age like a human for a few years. To understand a mental costume, you must understand there are two sides to a Waratah’s power. The first side is what it represembles, and the second is mental. Some beliefs are so powerful (like the society you grow up in) that a Waratah can generate a costume even without wearing one. Being killed is like a tear in the costume’s fabric, if you will, causing a ripple effect. 

My little brother finally asked me to take him back to the comic bookstore. Mainly he just wanted to take Silvia, my twin sister to the comic bookstore to see her reaction.  So I walked up to the comic bookstore, and knocked on the front door.  I opened it, and we all walked inside. Now my twin sister was a lot younger than my little brother. I still had the mental costume, and my sister’s costume was broken. I contemplated relinquishing my own mental costume in empathy, and I figured it was probably time, but first I was gunna make fun of Silvia. I explained to Silvia “Silvia this is called a comic bookstore.  It’s where kids go to get comic books. Would you like a comic book?  They have stuff for kids your age”. She kicked me in the knee, Which would have been intimidating if she weren't about the height of my knee. She whispered in my ear, “You better not talk down to me, after all I just got stabbed by a Waratah hunter. You should know dying flipping hurts!”. It was true, I hadn’t died  before. But I probably would someday... possibly more than once.  So, my retort was “you don’t know what it’s been like to fight off monsters from the age of 6!”. My brother ran over to his favourite section.  the action figure section.  Isaac’s dad run the place and he wanted to get Isaac ready to inherit the business. He was working up front. He asked, “Who’s the little girl, is she a neighbour or something?”. I answered whispering in his ear “Waratah hunters. They killed her but they didn’t count on her having a mental costume. Thankfully she got away with her life”. Isaac stuttered “Waratah hunters, last night, the night when Gwen Lockblood was out and about. That's not good”. I asked, “why?”. Isaac’s answer was dangerous.  He explained “She’s the daughter of Simon Lockblood! The Waratah Councilman in charge of law enforcement”. I thought aloud “Good thing we’re in the forest.  If we weren't they might have spotted us in the town. They stabbed my sister, and her mental costume bled away. She's that kid over there”. he looked at me stunned.  He didn't know what to make of it.  Eventually, I just brought a comic.  My sister asked “what the heck is makeup doing in a comic book store?”.  We had to explain to her that, that makeup is cosplay makeup. For dress-ups and costumes and when she asked why it was more expensive than actual makeup, we explained it had to be because it was better quality.  So, she brought makeup, and I led her out of the store. She was angry.  She bellows out to me as we walked through North-bank, “You know you’re the exact same age I am”. I whispered, “I know but they don't”. The next part of the day we spent at the museum, North Bank Museum.  I thoroughly humiliated my sister at that one. Timmy was even helping, my absolute favourite part of the day, was when we bumped into Silvia’s boyfriend in the museum. Her face turned so red that you could cook a pancake on it. Robert said to me “Hey babe,  what's up? Did you dress in your sister’s clothes again?”. I answered, “I’m Amy not Silvia” And his face turned red, but only slightly. He was getting pink cheeks, Silvia was getting full red faced with embarrassment.  I explained, “Oh yes Silvia, she's stunk up the bathroom so bad that mum sent her to boarding school”. Robert stuttered, “She’s at boarding school, What happened...  wait did you say she’s stunk up the bathroom so bad she was sent away!”. Timmy piled on “Mummy had to get a new bathroom”. My sister took out a toy gun.  this one was just another toy space gun you can get at Kmart. But in the hands of a Waratah, It was a deadly weapon. My sister aimed at me as it turned real. But I kicked her hand, and the weapon went falling to the floor. She went to attack me using fists,  but she Tripped over her own feet. and with that,  I grabbed her and said “It’s nap time...  sorry about this Robert”. we explored the rest of the museum in an awkward silence.

then we went to the river, the Swan River. The river with is filled with dog walkers at this time of day. The Shadows of the buildings stretched far across the water. There was a tonne of dogs walking with their humans. I Kept my costumes in my bag, specifically my bum bag. I had placed an enlargement charm on the bag make it bigger on the inside. Sweating after that we went home. My mother was waiting for us. She said to us as we had just walked in the door “I texted you to be home before now. What kept you”. I lied“ sorry didn't hear my phone buzz”. Silvia yelled, “she embarrassed me in front of my boyfriend!”. My mother ordered, “take a seat or!”. We all sat down and the chairs that were too expensive to be comfortable. Karen, our mother said “Silvia, Amy you two are going to Waratah daycare. This Daycare is the Tri-spear Waratah school. It's the best school for Waratahs in 3 countries. To make it Waratahs literally bent space to create a piece of land from three separate counTries. To tell you the truth I only care about it because it pumps out continuously successful Waratahs. I applied today and you're in” Silvia asked “what kind of school is it?”.  Karen answered “no idea, all I know is that it’s great”.  I asked “ is it a daycare for kids our age?”.  My mum replied, “You’d probably know better than me I just signed you up for it”.  She continued “I told them about your hybrid status, and they were really interested to have half breed of your status join their prestigious school. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have to go and work on some business”.  Translation, she means wine and ice cream.  She has a secret stash of ice cream that I steal from her sometimes.  Also, I replaced wine with grape juice  one time, boy was she ticked.  The next few days were spent getting all our school supplies.  We stopped off at the Waratah markets in Perth.  It was rather strange to go in there during the day. It felt odd looking at the stores all open and not having to break into them. I kept that sort of quiet and just pretended I had never been here before.  I looked at the stores, then there was everything from costume stores or as Waratahs call them Body shops, 2 food concession stands. There are a whole bunch of different people here which I definitely wasn’t used to.  My mother’s approach was the same as normal.  She said to us as she handed her elven servant about five separate shopping bags.  She handed me a list of school supplies, and wandered off while speaking. “Amy look after your brother, everything you need is on that list, and Silvia get yourself some ice cream while they finish up getting your stuff”. I sighed in exasperation.  I knew what to expect by now but this was nuts. I walked from store to store buying school supplies.  I brought an info pad from the info pad shop. From there, it was straight to the bookstore.  I wandered into the store with my little brother in tow.  He was still so chaotic yet so young.  I had forced my twin sister to come along with me instead of eating ice cream. Between my little brother who was even younger than we were, my twin sister Silvia who my mother had spoiled completely rotten, and my mother who only enjoyed her work because she got to make fun of people she didn’t like...  I had to be the responsible one since I was about 10 years old.  And to put that responsible into context, I go out at night and fight monsters on the regular. We arrived we’re in the bookstore.  I looked up on the list and it said; 

“History of elf and sandman enthrallment...

How to fight a Waratah

Little Waratah goes to a party

Sun Su the art of war

A beginners guide to Aussie Waratah history

And basic costume use”

I handed the man the list. He replied, “You be school students do ya?  These are some fine titles. I guess you be going to Tri-spear academy?”.


Chapter Three

A dragon in a bookstore, what could possibly go wrong

I was buying books in the bookshop, that we’re required for my new school or should I say daycare. To be honest it was going pretty good. Apart from the two gentlemen having an argument in the same shop. But I managed to get what I needed relatively quickly. Silvia was obviously quite angry About de-ageing, but all in all, she was taking it better than I expected. I was buying books over in an aisle behind 2 men who were arguing. It appeared they were arguing about their favourite duelling teams. The Perth Dagger’s versus the Sydney Lions. The one wearing a Sydney lions baseball cap and singlet bellowed “the Perth Daggers lost five World Championships to Sydney’s 2. The fact that you would even compare them is outrageous”. The other man in a red singlet and a purple hat ordered “The Perth Daggers have two of the best duelists this side of anywhere! Your lions might as well be the Martian’s. Suck that team!”. The first guy bellowed back “I think we shall see whose fans are superior”. And with that he punched his fellow dueling fan in the face, as the punchee spat “Alright then traditional dueling rules. Shall we play by 18th century or 19th century rules?”. The other guy quickly put on a dragon suit as his foe put on a mage costume. But the thing about becoming a dragon Inside a bookstore is that Dragons are fairly big. And the dragon completely broke the store and I was thrown into a wall. I reached into my costume bag and Tried to get out Anything that could help. I peered through the shelves or in this case broken shelves. One was poking into my rib. I saw the dragon smash into his opponent, going in for a fire blast, Teeth bared. I managed to get out my trusty bow. But I couldn’t really use it in such a close tight squeeze. My sister and brother were both stuck on the other side of the store drowning in books. The fight raged on for roughly 5 minutes, as most of the shopping mall burnt down. They became more and more tired as the fight dragged on. they were clearly going through their energy reserves faster than  they could afford. 

The fire was getting closer, and that was when the Waratah enforces came in. They quickly put the fight down in about 30 seconds. The Waratah enforcer Ripped the bookshelf off of me. He was in a superhero costume, and that’s essentially what Waratah enforcers are, Superheroes. He bellowed “are you OK now young one?”. I replied, “Now I am”. As I fired 6 ice shafts from my bow. They put out the fire that was getting ever closer to my brother and sister. From there, I put on my Amber Bloodstone costume and used a levitation spell to lift the shelf off the ground. My brother ran up and hugged me. Silvia looked on in excitement, I realized that I was only my current size because of the Amber Bloodstone costume. My sister yelled, “Not so fun now that you’re a kid is it?”. I replied, “I don’t know yet, too early to make a judgement”. I looked out on the world, granted, I was still in my Amber Bloodstone costume. I assisted with the rescue efforts. It was kinda bonkers having this happen but also sort of my normal. I mean this is the stuff I deal with usually. Or at least more often than most people. So, I turned to the door behind the desk, blocked by the roof that had fallen down. I pointed Amber’s dueling wand, and fired a blast with a chant of “ember” and blew apart all the broken roofing glass that was in between me and the people looked in that backroom. Everything blew out in an instant. The two trapped employees came running out, and I set my eyes on the store next door. The Waratahs enforcer thought what the heck and continued working. Eventually, the chaos swerved down, and the shopping resumed. I bumped into what was left of the servant store. (Apparently a Sandman or an elf was mandatory for schooling) which I flat out hated. but as far as I knew, it was standard procedure. Anyway, I walked into the store my face red. My mother was ranting outside how about God knows what. She demanded the men got long-term prison sentences. She spat barely coherently “I am going to my magazine now. and you can believe this will be the top story in Waratah news. This will get out and ruin this entire centre. My daughter lost her I have no idea what it is some kind of, anyway she was a teenager and now she's a toddler again! this is unbelievable!”. In the meantime I was in the serving room. I looked around and explained “personally I find this practise barbaric but it's required for my education. Is barbaric really the right word? Do you prefer barbaric or Romanistic? Because I definitely prefer Romanistic. This definitely feels like something the Romans would do. With the primordial deity Nix as my witness, I'm sorry. This is pretty stupid but I have to do what I have to do”. The man said, “So you wanna sand-man or an elf?”. I responded, “let's just get it over with”. A girl just walked in, a bright big smile on her face. She smelled my arm and I smelled hers. A common social practice in Waratah society. Kinda like how the French kiss as a greeting. Or the forehead cuddles of so many native Tribes. Most of all let us know everything we needed to know about the person we were interacting with. I knew from smelling her she was 25. She clearly had a bit of an idea about me too. She had an expensive singlet on, which is really saying something because Waratahs often had to discard clothes. Whoever this Waratah was, was loaded. She said to me “you're going to Tri-spear too. Not bad not bad. but just so you know, my name is to be on the wait list since I was born. Can you get a Sandman or an elf?”. I answered, “it's required of me for Tri-spear”. the girl looked at me inTrigued. she asked, “are you one of those Fur is murder loonies?”. I answered “not exactly” as she got ever closer as I walked away, further into the store. She queried “you just gotta get an elf. They are the higher quality servants, some attack huh? Bet this will make the papers”. What exactly did she notice when she sniffed me? she obviously got my age, and most used costumes... but she must have got some other details. I definitely smelt but she was around powerful Waratahs a lot. In fact she had the smell of teachers on her. She may have been a preteen Waratah, but I got the sense that given a bit of age, she could go toe to toe with some of the deadliest Waratahs on the planet. The man said, “I deal with your type a lot. It's often easier for them just to get one picked at random. So, here's the Sandman, he’s yours for six dogs”. Let me explain, us Waratahs have a bit of a different type of currency. instead of coins, we have metal figurines brought to life and used as currency. You can buy 10 Cats with a dog, and ten dogs for every human. It's a fairly effective system of currency. Since they can talk, they make fairly good historic records. And your money can tell you, if it’s stolen! I handed him the money and walked out. I whispered to my new Sandman, “look buddy, I only need a partner for Waratah school. once that's done you can go free and rebel all you like, buy farmland or become a wandering warrior I really don't care what you do after I finish school”. the sad man said, “thank you my mistress”. I ordered “my name's Amy. call me that... whatever you want just don't call me mistress”. My mother looked at me, my mum walked down and dragging me by the ear. She bellowed “I'm going to work right now. tomorrow's daily Karen, two sports fans trash historic shopping market”. I replied, “I think it's only been up 20 years. This venue has only been around 20 years I'm sure of it”. My mother simply brushed it off, she now had Timmy back on his lead. a lot of people keep kids only if there just that over energetic, but I really don't like the idea, it's inhuman. The following months went off rather quickly. I was a kid again of course, so mum had to take me to the comic bookstore again. Timmy was loving it. he loved having two more kids in the house. He would constantly taunt Silvia with her being a child once more. Karen spent more time at her media headquarters. Somehow she managed to buy off a few talk shows. She bought us all the best school supplies, and I had to call my job at the bookstore and tell them I was moving to another country! because I couldn't exactly show up in toddler the form. Me and Isaac still hung out although it was a bit different. I was glad that I can still turn teenager if I put on a costume. and well it was good to be a kid again on
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