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Part One – The Boys
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On a clear and peaceful night, two boys in a Safeway parking lot held up a shimmering orb, attempting to harness the dark forces for their bidding.

"It's not working," said one.

"Try wiggling your hand a little more."

"I am wiggling my hand, just the way the Dark Lord told me to."

"Put some English on it, we can't summon the dark forces hastening the world's end if you don't have some can-do spirit."

"I think we need to talk to Malfius again."

"You dare say the Dark Lord's name!"

"Oh cut it out, this obviously isn't working."

A white minivan drove by their grassy island. The minivan was filled with screaming, jersey clad children and driven by a bleary eyed soccer mom. She gave a semi-interested glance the boys’ direction but almost immediately looked away, obviously thinking them mostly harmless. Not the kind of encouragement a dark minion needs. One of the boys stuck his tongue out, made his best crazy eyes, and pointed right at the minivan. It pulled into the next available spot and the woman gathered her brood to enter the store, without a second look back.

"I thought there was supposed to be more swirling dark clouds above, maybe a tongue of fire or two."

"That's how it works in the movies, not sure how it goes in real life."

Tom, or Grinder as he preferred to be addressed, a name he went to great lengths to convince everyone he chose before the popular gay dating app, wiggled the shimmering orb a little more. Across the parking lot, a man loaded groceries into his silver Ford Fusion, peeking glances at the youths from around his trunk. He looked as worried as middle aged men can look when when they see teenage boys, dressed all in black, hanging out in a grocery store parking lot, waving glass art in the air.

Grinder's compatriot, MinionCrab, also known as Jeff, stared at the orb and watched it change colors ever so slightly. The orb was the only reason he was going along with this embarrassing ritual. He’d never seen anything like it, the way the colors swirled inside of it. He was transfixed.

Grinder was frustrated.

"Are you positive those were all the directions? Go to the Safeway on Pearl and wave the orb around. That's it?"

"That's what he said. He was less than forthcoming about how to wave it though, that might be a crucial missing piece."

"You didn't think to ask him?"

"He was in the middle of an evil ceremony of great importance so I thought it would best if I got out of there. Creepy stuff man."

Grinder continued to wave the orb. There was a hopeful vibration from the sky, but it was only a cargo transport from the nearby military base. The slow, low rumble of the C-130 shook them slightly. MinionCrab sighed.

"I'm bored Dude, let's go back to your house and watch the Crow. I need some cheering up."

"My Dad got rid of it last weekend in his misguided effort to make me normal. Said something about how it would encourage me to shoot up the whole school in a fit of angst ridden rage. Little does he know huh?"

"Yeah, guns are for losers. Why shoot someone when you can unleash hell on them? Just need to get this orb to work."

"I'm telling you, it’ll work."

A clean cut man in a polo and khakis strode across the parking lot toward them. He had the almost-purposeful, dickish walk of a manager.

"Look at this asshole."

"Quiet, the Dark Lord doesn't allow cursing."

"First off, not cursing. Second, I really don't understand how cursing is not allowed in the circle of evil darkness. Seems like it would be mandatory."

"Not my place to say. I guess it's beneath us?"

The man in khakis walked up to them and crossed his arms, dipping his chin so that he was looking down on them. It only served to give him a horrendous double chin. Grinder continued to hold the orb aloft, moving it around his head slowly, and MinionCrab stared, completely at ease. The man in khakis shifted to his other foot.

"What are you kids doing out here."

Grinder glanced over at MinionCrab, "Uh, trying to unleash dark forces upon the land and bring the full brunt of hell to destroy Wilson High School. What are you doing?" He challenged.

The manager sighed, it seemed to MinionCrab that this guy did that a lot. "I've had several customer complaints about you two. Now, you just move on and everything is going to be fine, you can play your game somewhere else."

MinionCrab jumped in, "We're not playing, we're gonna burn this whole city to the ground! Wooo!" Grinder rolled his eyes.

The man in khakis sighed again. "Look, believe it or not I was young once too. Played some DnD in my day, fancied myself an elf with great powers, had some fun with friends. But you can't do that here. I'm going to ask you to leave or I'll have to call the cops and they will ask you to go."

"We'll burn them too if they stand against us. We'll burn them all! Yeah!" MinionCrab made rock and roll symbols with his hands.

Khaki man double face palmed. "I'm just trying to be cool here. You seriously have to move." Just then he got a look at the orb, "Hey, what is that? How is it moving like that..." He took a step closer and before Grinder could pull his hand away, the khaki man grabbed hold of the orb. A loud crack echoed above them and the orb glowed a brilliant white, forcing the three look away. The crack turned into a deafening rumble and the ground shook beneath them. The scattered shouts of Safeway patrons were barely recognized over the cacophony.

"The store manager was the key? Really?"

"What's happening?" The Safeway Assistant Manager screamed out.

"We're unleashing hell on earth. On our high school specifically."

"I don't have time for this. I'm off at nine. I have laundry to do."

The rumbling and noise abated. A sinister stillness filled the air around the parking lot. The man in khakis, who only recently was promoted to assistant manager, was not trained to handle this level of weird.

He'd seen some odd things, mostly unspeakable things done to produce, but when he saw the skeleton army marching across the sky toward them, he knew he was out of his depth.

Tom Tommasson, son George Tommasson, son of Olaf, adventurous farmer of Norway, fainted in the parking lot of Safeway just as the Skeleton Horde attacked.
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Part Two – Harold
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Harold Willingham was mowing his lawn on a cool spring evening. The loud roar of the engine made him feel at peace with the world and everything around him melted into a haze of nothing, a calm breeze of happiness. Mowing was his special place.

Mrs. Randolph, the block widow and general busybody peeked out of her front window. Harold could see her shaking her head violently. He could feel her disapproval from across the street. He imagined that though she pretended to be annoyed, even angry at his behavior, she was happy to have something to complain about. Either way, he wasn't about to stop mowing.

His neighbors probably felt the same way, wishing they had a quieter neighbor who didn't jump start his twenty five year old mower every evening to cut his grass that obviously had not grown enough in the ensuing day to need a shave. Harold was not one to worry about the opinions of others though and pushed along, content to feel the vibrations of the mower in his hands. He was halfway through and his hands were becoming pleasantly numb from the vibration. He loved that.

His wife also peeked out the front window but for an entirely different reason. She loved to watch her man mow a lawn and it was half the reason he was out there every night. If his neighbors knew even a small slice of the desire a mowing husband worked up in mild mannered Mrs. Harold Willingham
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