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The Zombie Apocalypse Convenience Store

By Taylor Ellwood
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The day the zombie apocalypse happens is just another day at the Mini-Mart convenience store where I work at. I get up early ass in the morning, way before my brother Sam gets up to do his shift at the Zombie Apocalypse Call Center. He keeps telling me it’s an easy job and I should come work there instead of a convenience store, but that place seems hokey and I hate being on the phone. So the day the apocalypse happens is the first time I actually wish I worked at that damn call center, but I’m getting ahead of myself here.

I get into work around 6 a.m., just before the morning rush. Kevin, the overnight shift worker, wearily greets me and goes back to reading his magazine. The coffee’s brewing and the floors have been mopped. Kevin will leave a few minutes after I clock in, and it’ll be me and Francine. Our perv manager, Bill, comes in at ten, and we’ll have to deal with his lecherous gaze and occasional remarks. Just another typical day at the convenience store.

I clock in, count the cash register, and tell Kevin he can go. He gives me a wave and heads out the door, eager to get to bed. He’s told me he likes the night shift because it’s quiet, except for on Thursday through Saturday nights when drunk people come in wanting hot dogs, cigarettes, and someone to talk to about how sucky their lives are. I’ve occasionally worked those shifts and they’re never fun. Inevitably you end up cleaning up someone’s vomit on the floor. But a quiet night is its own kind of awful, because the time just seems to drag. Kevin doesn’t mind though because it means he only has to interact with a few customers and can read the magazines.

I like the early shift because I’m rising with the sun. The customers aren’t too bad and the day goes by quick. The main thing you have to worry about is making sure there’s a fresh pot of coffee on at all times and a steady supply of pastries for people to grab as they stagger toward work. They need that sugar and caffeine high to wake them up to a semblance of life. Then comes lunch time, when you need to make sure the soda is stocked and the hot dogs are rolling on the grill. Either way you’re selling people the junk food they need to get through the day, and I’m fine with that.

Francine comes rushing in, her squirrely hair even frizzier than usual.

“Am I late?” she hurriedly asks.

“Not yet, but you better hurry.”

She squeaks and runs to the time clock to get her paper wedged into it so she can stamp it with the time she came in. I know what you’re thinking. Why do we use such an archaic technology to login and out of our shifts? Blame it on the owner, Mr. Frensington. He’s an old man who hates technology and thinks we’ll manipulate the time card if we log in using computers. Never mind that none of us have the technology skills necessary to do that. He figures if you have to log in using an old-fashioned time clock he knows when you came in and whether you were late, and that’s what matters to him. 

Oh, and in case you haven’t already figured it out, Francine has issues with getting in on time. Mr. Frensington has let her know that if she continues to come in late he’ll fire her, so she’s trying to get in on time, at least until he cools down a bit. This is a cycle with them. She clocks in late, by a minute or three, and he freaks out. Then she clocks in on time for a week or so, he cools down, and she goes back to getting in late.

Francine comes over huffing and puffing and deposits her purse behind the counter. She smooths back her hair and asks, “Do you mind if I get a coffee?”

“Go for it. I’ve got the register.”

Unlike Francine, I don’t drink coffee or soda. I find it makes me feel really weird and loopy and I don’t like the taste. So I stick with water, and as a result don’t get to take advantage of one of the very few benefits we get at this job: endless amounts of free drinks. On the other hand, I also don’t need caffeine to stay awake. So I guess I got that going for me.

Francine bustles over to the coffee station and makes herself a cup. She pours in two packets of sugar and a creamer and stirs it. When she looks up her old lady glasses are fogged up, so she takes them off and rubs the steam off them.

As she’s doing that my first customer of the day comes walking in. It’s Jim the contractor. He walks over to the coffee station, pours a decaf, and then grabs a Danish and hurries up the register.

“I also need a lottery ticket and a pack of Camel Light smokes,” he says to me through the salt and pepper of his beard.

“I got you covered.”

I pull out the smokes and ring up a lottery ticket for him along with his coffee and Danish. He pays me and is on his way. I hear in the afternoon he’s more talkative, but in the morning he’s got to get to a construction site somewhere so it’s all rush. I don’t take it personally because I like when customers come in get what they need and go. The talkative ones usually just bore you with the minutiae of their lives, the work struggles they’re having or the latest relationship drama, or worse, the spoiler-droppers who tell you all about last night’s show that they watched last night instead of having to wait until the next day. I really hate the spoiler droppers.

Francine finishes making her coffee and joins me behind the counter. She’s a bulky, awkward woman in her mid-fifties who means well but has ended up in this convenience store and isn’t likely going anywhere anytime soon. She’s a reminder to me of who I don’t want to be and a motivation each day for staying in college and finishing my degree. If I were doing this job for as long as she has, I’d probably kill myself from the monotony of it, but she just goes through it each day like a trooper.

I briefly scan the cameras and see someone pumping gas. Oh, it’s Greg. He gives me a jaunty salute through the window and continues pumping his gas. It takes everything I have not to give him the finger. He’s my ex – well, the most recent one - and still obsessed and stalkerish. I can’t do anything about it because him coming to my work to get gas or something else isn’t technically wrong, but I know he’s just doing it to keep an eye on me.

Greg finishes pumping and walks into the store.

“Forty on pump number one,” he says and then winks at me. Gross.

I wordlessly take the money and ring it up. Any dialogue with him just encourages him to keep trying to get back with me, but that’s not happening after I caught him locking lips with my ex-best friend, Andrea. She stopped seeing him once they were caught and apparently had only been screwing him because she got off on helping him cheat. Some people, right?

I wordlessly hand him his receipt. He waits a moment for me to say something.

“You need to leave, Greg,” Francine says.

“Alright. Thanks,” he says awkwardly.

Francine shakes her head and says, “I wonder how long it’ll take him to realize it’s over between you two. That boy is hopelessly hung up on you.”

I snort and say, “He’s hung up on being a cheating slimebag that got caught. He hopes I’ll forgive him, but that won’t happen. Heads up, we got more customers incoming.”

It’s our usual crew of regulars, people in a hurry to get to work who need that morning pick me up for the monotony of their lives. For the next hour we’re ringing up newspapers, coffee, and breakfast pastries, along with the occasional fill up.

Then my brother Sam staggers in like a zombie, holding a lunch bag. My lunch bag.

“Hey, Sis, you forgot this.”

“Thanks. Going in for another day of protecting people from their own stupidity?”

“Yep, someone has to make them feel validated about the impending zombie apocalypse!”

We both snicker and Francine gives us a disapproving look. Sam works for Zombii Co, which sells guns, Zombii Spray, and other services to people who are convinced a zombie apocalypse will happen someday. We both the think the company is a joke, but they have a fairly rabid base of customers that insist a zombie apocalypse will happen. The company’s been around for about a year and Sam’s had a job there almost as long. 

“You shouldn’t make fun of those people wanting to protect themselves from the zombie apocalypse. Maybe it will never happen, but maybe it will. You just don’t know.”

“It’ll happen in a cheesy horror movie sooner than it’ll happen in real life,” Sam says.

“You don’t know that, and making fun of the people who butter your bread is never a good idea. You need them more than they need you.”

I roll my eyes behind Francine and Sam smirks.

“Well, anyway Alisha, I got to get in for another exciting day of helping people clean guns and prepare for when the zombies strike. See you later.”

I wave him out. Like me, Sam is in school working at a crappy job to help finance said school. He’s a bit of a nerd and hopeless with girls, but I love him anyway. I grab the bagged lunch he gave me, take it back to the break room and shove it into the refrigerator.
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