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From the Depths, an Unexpected Odor 

“How long are we supposed to stare at this abandoned castle?” Evan chewed on 

the inside of his cheek as he skipped a flat rock across the moat. “This is 

ridiculous! Doesn’t this guy realize we’re on an important quest? I mean, the other 

portal guardians seemed aware of our mission, and we didn’t have to wait to enter 

their realms. You do realize that it’s kind of unprofessional for this so-called guard 

to keep us waiting. Dunkle, you should have this guy fired. I’m assuming you have 

some pull in the Land of the Gods, since you’re head protector of the Relics and 

all.” 

“The gods would never agree to ‘fire’ a portal guardian in such a way.” The 

imp, Dunkle, released an exasperated sigh as he fidgeted with his brown vest. 

“Well then, why don’t we fly over the castle wall? It’s not like anybody’s 

here to notice.” With a simple thought, along with his power of telekinesis, Evan 

lifted his feet off the ground and hovered over the mud-drenched grass.  

 “Please, let us not be rude.” Dunkle stretched his spindly arm toward Evan 

and dragged the fourteen-year-old boy down by his sneaker. “A proper knight of 

Camelot must offer us an invitation, so as we might enter the realm of Medieval 

Legends. I assure you that sneaking inside would be frowned upon.” Dunkle 



straightened one of his feathery wings and then the other. In the blink of an eye, he 

shot off the ground and darted across the moat. He peeked inside each and every 

one of the castle’s windows, his wings beating faster as his search intensified. “The 

knight must be in there … he has to be.”   

 “Maybe there’s another portal into this realm,” said Claire. “I think it’s time 

we search for it.” 

“I hate to admit it, but my sister’s right. I mean, who knows how long this 

so-called guard’s going to be on his break?” Evan crossed his arms in front of his 

chest and waited somewhat impatiently for Dunkle’s response.  

 “It would be highly irregular for a guard to indulge in something as frivolous 

as a break. It simply is not done.” Dunkle landed next to the moat. His oversize 

feet slipped and slid through the mud as he approached Claire. He peered up at her, 

straining his neck and raising his shoulders. Still, his toddler-size body could only 

stretch to the height of her waist. “There is another portal. Unfortunately, it would 

take us half a day to reach it. We simply do not have the time to spare.” 

 “We’ve already wasted half a day waiting for the guard.” Claire placed her 

hand on Dunkle’s boney shoulder as she knelt down to his level. “I can’t stand 

feeling useless. We need to do something — anything is better than this.”   

 “She has a point,” Evan said. “Come on, Dunkle, let’s go. I’m going crazy 

here. I have serious doubts about whether this guard will ever show up.”  

“Truth told, I am ‘going crazy’ being forced to listen to your incessant 

complaining.” Dunkle tapped his foot and glared at Evan. Just then, the stench of 

rotten eggs rolled around Evan, Claire, and Dunkle as if a terrible storm were 

brewing.   

 “Great, now you’ve angered Dunkle.” Claire waved her hand in front of her 

face. “You know what happens when an imp gets upset.” 

 “I wish I didn’t.” Evan’s nose wrinkled in distaste. 

 Dunkle filled his lungs with air and sighed. “This time, I am not to blame for 

this strange odor. Besides, your behavior could hardly enhance my aroma.” 



 “Enhance is an interesting word choice for what happens whenever you 

freak out,” Evan said with a sly grin.   

 “I will not allow you to insult my integrity!” Dunkle stomped one of his 

oversize feet onto the ground. “The past few days have been grueling. The trek 

from the Native American Spirit World to this realm has exhausted me. I am 

deeply concerned about not knowing of Alamaz’s whereabouts. The speed in 

which he attained the Dragon’s Egg has me in a tizzy. My greatest fear is that 

Alamaz will grow more powerful with each one of the Mysticus Relics he takes 

into his possession. Worse yet, our only hope of finding him lies in a wizard who 

happens to have been cast under a sleeping spell! To make matters worse, you two 

have managed to add stress to our situation through your unrelenting childish 

sarcasm and bantering!” 

“Sorry. I didn’t mean anything by it. I guess the stress from this trip’s 

getting to me too.” Evan shrugged as he shoved his hands inside his jean pockets.  

“Even still, it is imperative we remain patient and calm … I am also sorry 

that I snapped,” said Dunkle.  

“I think we’ll feel better once we get some sleep,” Claire said.  

“And something to eat.” Evan gripped his grumbling stomach. 

“Does anyone else wonder why it stinks?” Claire asked.  

 “I fear we are not alone.” Dunkle peered through the lush forest.  

A splash in the moat caught Claire’s attention. “Hey, did you see that?” 

 Green grass squished beneath Evan’s sneakers as he inched his way closer to 

the water’s edge. A few feet away, small waves lapped the mud-covered bank, and 

on the other side, water splattered against the castle wall. Evan moved closer and 

peered down, but he couldn’t see below the thick layer of slime that coated the 

surface.   

Suddenly bubbles burst along the top, and a purple streak skimmed past.  

 “Something’s in there, all right.” Evan stumbled back in fear, but truth told, 

his heart raced with excitement at the thought of seeing a real-live swamp monster.  



“I wish Chayton were here,” Claire said. “He’d capture whatever that thing 

is.”   

 “We don’t need your boyfriend here. We can handle this.” 

 “But what if Chayton can’t find me?” Claire reached for her all-knowing 

locket that, as always, dangled over her heart. 

“It’s funny that you had to travel all the way to the Native American Spirit 

World to find your perfect match. I guess you couldn’t find a guy to date you back 

home?” Evan snickered, but when Claire didn’t respond, and actually appeared 

hurt, he added, “Chayton’s a good guy. I approve.” 

“You do?” 

“Yeah, and I wish he were here now too. I’m tired of having to look at your 

pouty face.” 

“Not funny.” Claire narrowed her eyes on him. In concentration, her brows 

pulled together as tiny pebbles bounced around Evan’s shoes. A ring of dirt lifted a 

few inches from the ground and solidified into stone. It spun around his legs like a 

hula hoop, before shooting up, and cinching around his chest and arms. The ring 

tightened a little, and Evan squirmed as he tried to wriggle free.  

“Stop it, Claire. It’s hard to breathe,” Evan shouted.  

 “Take back what you said.” Claire glared at him. 

 “Fine, I take it back,” Evan said, and the ring stretched wider, dropping to 

his ankles. “You know, that trick was actually kind of cool — simple, but 

effective. When did you come up with it?” 

 “I don’t know. I just did it.” Claire shrugged and tucked a strand of blond 

hair behind her ear. 

 “Well, it could definitely come in handy.” Evan paused just as an idea 

occurred to him. “Claire, we should use your locket to find out where Merlin is.” 

 “I’ve already tried, but for some reason it doesn’t know or something.” 



 “I guess that would make sense.” Evan skipped another pebble across the 

dirty moat. “He has been under the spell of a powerful enchantment.”  

 Just then, something gurgled and garbled. Without warning, drops of mud 

splattered onto Evan’s cheek and oozed down his neck. 

 “Gross!” Evan rubbed his shirtsleeve across the side of his face.  

 “What is that?” Claire pointed toward a spot in the water. 

 “I have no idea, but we need to trap it.”  

 “It is not necessary for the two of you to show off your mystical abilities by 

capturing every creature you come in contact with. At best, it is a sign of an 

amateur. Never forget, if not for the Serpent’s Ring, Evan would not be able to fly 

about, and you, Claire, would not be able to manipulate matter. You both must use 

your powers wisely.” Dunkle wagged one of his knobby fingers at them. 

 “We don’t know what sort of monster’s in that moat. It’s only a matter of 

time before it comes after us,” Evan said.  

“It looks like we’re going to be here for a while, and I’d feel better if that 

thing were trapped. Wouldn’t you?” Claire asked. 

“I agree.” Evan scanned the water. “Um, any idea where it went?”  

 “Over there!” Claire’s nose and mouth screwed up, as if she had spotted 

something hideous … but it was far worse.  

 One basketball-size eyeball bulged from what looked like a bright-purple 

bowl. Its pupil dilated as it rose from the water. It crept higher and higher, 

eventually rising to a foot above the moat. Mud trickled around its deep-violet iris 

and dripped down a slimy-purple tube-thing. And if that wasn’t bad enough, a 

second gooey eyeball popped up right next to it. 

 “That’s disgusting.” Evan winced.  

“Evan, are you ready?” Claire asked.  

 “On second thought, maybe we should wait for Chayton.”  



 “That thing’s freaking me out. Pull it out of the water!” Claire’s face burned 

red. 

 “Why don’t you put one of those stone rings around it or something?”  

 “Do it, now!”  

 “Fine,” Evan mumbled. He ignored the rush of adrenaline coursing through 

his body and focused on the strange-looking eyeballs. With all random thoughts 

cleared from his mind, he imagined scooping up the creature hiding beneath the 

water. As the swamp monster slowly emerged from the moat, it became apparent 

that tentacles, bearing a strong resemblance to pool noodles, held the two eyeballs 

in place. They stretched higher and higher, until finally the rest of the body popped 

out of the moat. Evan had seen something like it before, however not one as large 

as his parents’ minivan. Before his eyes, hovered a purple-colored slug flinging 

molasseslike sludge with its tail.  

 “What should I do with it?” Claire asked.  

 “Trap it,” Evan said. 

 “Trap it how? It’s not like I can tie up its arms and legs — it doesn’t have 

any.” Claire tapped her fingers along the bottom of her chin. “I know.” 

 She concentrated on the moat. Suddenly, seaweed sprang through the water 

and stretched around the slug. The green strands wove together, and in a matter of 

seconds, the slug had been cocooned inside an enormous slimy basket.  

 “That should do it.” Claire beamed with pride as she slapped her hands 

together.   

 “I am pleased to see you did not hurt the poor fellow.” Dunkle ambled 

toward Evan and Claire, and the three watched as the seaweed basket bobbed along 

the moat. 

 “Poor fellow? That thing tried to eat us,” Evan said.  

 “Must you always be overly dramatic?” Dunkle asked. “Slugs of that nature 

do not have a taste for human flesh, preferring to eat various forms of plant life 

instead.” 



  “Even if it wasn’t going to eat us, I know it was going to attack us,” Evan 

said. “I assume it was in the moat so it could protect the portal, right?” 

 “It would be absurd to expect a slug to protect this portal!” Dunkle shook his 

head in disbelief.   

“What have you done to Henry?” a wispy voice shouted from somewhere 

along the high castle wall.  

  “Is that you, Tom?” Dunkle’s face brightened as his eyes scanned the tower. 

 “It is indeed,” the delicate voice called out. “Good to see you again, old 

friend.”  

 “It is always a pleasure to be in your fine company.” Dunkle shielded his 

eyes from a flickering light. “I must, however, confess to not being able to see you, 

my boy.”   

 “I’m terribly sorry for that,” Tom hollered. “Is that better?”  

 “Yes, yes, I see you now,” said Dunkle. 

 “Where is he?” Evan whispered to Claire. 

 “Maybe he’s invisible,” she said, shrugging her shoulders. 

 “Tom is hardly invisible, and you mustn’t be rude,” Dunkle said through 

gritted teeth. “Look through the open window right over there.”   

“All I can see is that tin can or … wait a second.” Evan narrowed his eyes. 

“That couldn’t be him.” 

“I suppose you think yourself clever,” shouted Tom. “First, you trap Henry, 

and then you insult my size!” 

“I didn’t mean to — well, I didn’t realize you were a faerie,” said Evan. 

“A faerie, indeed!” Tom waved a tiny sword. “How dare you speak to a 

Knight of Camelot in such a way?” 

“You’re a knight?” Evan asked, and Dunkle shoved his elbow into Evan’s 

side.  



“If you continue to cast insults, then I fear he might toss you into the stocks 

or, worse yet, not let us inside at all,” Dunkle said in a hush.  

Evan leaned over and whispered in Dunkle’s ear, “I didn’t mean to insult 

him, but you do realize he’s small enough to date Barbie.” 

“Insolent braggart, I shall see you hanged,” Tom yelled at the top of his itty-

bitty lungs. 

“The boy here is terribly sorry.” Dunkle tapped Evan on the back. “He tends 

to speak without censoring first, and quite frequently comes across as brash. I 

assure you that he will remain silent from here on out.” 

“For you, Dunkle, I shall allow the boy to live,” Tom said.  

“That is mighty kind of you,” said Dunkle. 

“Yeah, thanks, Tom,” Evan said. 

“Address me as ‘Sir’ Tom. Dunkle, however, is not required to, being that he 

is an old and dear friend of mine.” With a gleam of deviltry, Sir Tom pointed the 

tip of his sword in the direction of the group. “Now, state your business.” 

 


