The White Lady

Of Mice and Mad Kings
“Come on, this is going to be fun.” Sel enthusiastically said. The beige-colored mouse looked at the other three members of his group, all of them mice like him. The sun was standing low already and painted the exterior walls of the castle they were about to enter in a red tone.

Pepper, his girlfriend, wasn’t as excited as he was. Her glossy gray fur was longer than Sel’s, and he always loved the feeling of how it glided through his fingers when he caressed her. “What if the locals are right and this place is haunted?” she asked.

“The locals? What locals?” he shook his head. “Look around. It’s a lonely castle on a hill. Far and wide, no locals here.”

“You know exactly what Pepper means.” Mafuta interjected. Her brown fur was short and scrubby, and she wore horn-rimmed glasses, which made her look more nerdy than she actually was. “Down in the vale, they warn everyone not to go up here. Especially not at night.”

Talharim, the quiet one of the group, just shrugged. He only talked when necessary, and right now he didn’t feel like adding something to the conversation was necessary. His fur was white and short, and he always looked tired with his black eyes half-closed.

“Those are just stories made up to lure tourists into their town and up here.” Sel facepalmed.

“Then why are we the only tourists actually being here?” Mafuta asked.

“Maybe the others already went inside? Or maybe we are lucky and have the castle all for ourselves tonight.” Sel grinned. “What’s the worst that could happen?”

“We could go missing, just like the others that went here.” Pepper said.

“Are you really going to chicken out now, after coming all the way up here?” he asked. “I thought we would be doing this together.”

“Why is this so important to you, honey?” Pepper asked him.

“I don’t know… I’m feeling adventurous.” he shrugged.

“Last time you felt adventurous, our kitchen burned down.” Pepper sighed.

“And that’s why he is far away from home now. Can’t burn it down from here.” Mafuta snickered.

“Ha ha, very funny…” Sel grumbled and turned around to face the huge door, placing his hand on the heavy iron ring to pull it open.

“Whoa!” Talharim’s sudden outcry came out of nowhere and made everybody else flinch in shock. “Have you seen that?”

Everyone looked at him. He stared at the tower. They followed his gaze to the single window.

“What did you see, Tal?” Mafuta asked him.

He just shook his head. “I don’t know… it was a white shadow or something like that. But now it’s gone.”

“Spooky.” Sel commented. “Must have been a ghost that haunts everyone who doesn’t dare to enter. So, are you coming now, or what?”

~

With a rusty creak, the door came open, and the four mice entered the castle. The air outside had been fresh and warm, a mild summer evening, but inside the dimly lit walls the air smelled musty and stale.

“Brr… it’s colder than I thought.” Pepper shivered while closing the zipper of her hoodie.

“I don’t mind.” Sel said, pulling out his smartphone and switching on the flashlight. He moved it around slowly and took a look at their surroundings.

“The cold never bothered him anyway.” Mafuta laughed.

“Oh, please shut up!” Sel silenced her.

The entry hall looked like it had been a beautiful place centuries ago. A red carpet led towards the stairs, which railings were decorated with wooden ornaments. Left and right from the stairs were doors which led into hallways. One of them was open. But time hadn't been generous to this place. The carpet had holes in it and looked like it was moth-eaten. The ornaments and the paintings on the wall that showed long forgotten kings and queens were dusty, and the candle stubs in the chandeliers were burnt down completely and had dripped wax on the ground below them.

"Do you still think there are other tourists here?" Pepper asked him.

“Nah. We probably have the castle for ourselves tonight.” Sel said quite happily. “That means a free choice for a room to spend the night at.”

The group went up the stairs. Sel was in front of them, with his smartphone illuminating the path ahead. “Let’s find a place we can start exploring from, where we can meet up again when we find something interesting.”

“So, maybe a room near the center?” Mafuta suggested.

“I had thought of the throne room.” Sel nodded.

“Do you even know where you are going, or are you just wandering around, hoping to stumble across the throne room by accident?” Talharim asked.

Everyone turned their heads and looked at him. He just shrugged and didn’t say another word.

“Well, I’m here for the first time, so if you have a better idea than just exploring the castle by ourselves, feel free to tell me.” his response sounded snarky.

“Guys, stop fighting. Let’s just have a good time, okay?” Pepper sighed. “Sel wants to explore the castle, and there’s nothing wrong with that.”

“Thanks, honey.” he smiled and gave her a kiss on the forehead, before heading deeper into the castle.

It took them quite a while to find the throne room. The first rays of moonlight shone through the stained-glass windows that showed various scenes. A majestic wolf with a crown on his head, standing proudly in front of a mirror that showed his reflection. Another window showed the king on the hunt. He was depicted perforating a bunny with a spear.

“Those were dark times…” Mafuta said. “Furs were separated by predator and prey. King Vargo II loved hunting innocent prey. Some say slaughtering so many only furthered his succumbing to bloodlust. Others say, his madness had a different reason.”

A third window depicted the bunny on a spit, being grilled over an open flame, while King Vargo II was sitting in the dining hall, laughing with his guests, each of them a predator like him.

“And some say that his spirit is still haunting this castle, devouring everyone who enters.” Sel said. “He was the last king who reigned in this country before he was decapitated, and this building was abandoned quickly afterwards.”

“I wonder if we’re going to find any skeletons in the kitchen.” Pepper said. “You know, from furs the king has slaughtered.”

Mafuta took out her smartphone. “Come on, let’s take a group selfie. I can’t wait to show this place to all of our friends, when we get back home.”

Pepper and Sel gathered themselves behind Mafuta, and she lifted her phone. “Hey, Tal. You comin’, too?”

Talharim didn’t answer. That wasn’t what concerned them. He had always been silent, but normally he did what he was asked to do. So when they didn’t hear his footsteps, Mafuta turned on the light of her smartphone. Talharim was nowhere to be seen.

“Looks like someone got cold feet after all.” Sel began to laugh.

“Do you think he ran home?” Pepper asked.

“Either that, or he plans to play a trick on us, when we least expect it.” he answered. “So, you better expect it. But if he doesn’t want to be in our group selfie, that’s his problem.”

“Yeah, indeed.” Mafuta nodded. “Say cheese, everyone!”

Vargo II, king his title

Ruler of this land

At his coronation vital

Soon got out of hand

His mad eyes were like fire

When with his spear he aimed

Impaling prey was his desire

So many victims he claimed

But justice came even for him

And on the block he ended

The deathsman with his axe so grim

From no one to be defended

His last words shall be remembered, before his head rolled down:

“I swear for I am innocent, I would never abuse the crown!”
