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Vampires, Zombies, and Monsters, Oh
My!

 


Minor
Details

Two dyslexic witches try to summon Satan. I
think you can see the punchline.

 


"What do you think?" Mitzi twirled so Lainey
could get the full effect of her outfit: stiletto heels, fishnet
tights, black leather micro-mini-skirt, and black baby doll tee
complete with rhinestone skull and crossbones on the
chest.

Lainey rolled her eyes and flipped her blond
hair over her shoulder. "I said witches, not pirate hookers." She
set her glossy pink tote bag on the bare plank floor in the middle
of Mitzi's attic. Stacks of storage boxes and odd items filled the
dusty corners.

"As if your outfit works," Mitzi said.
"Not."

"It's one hundred
percent authentic. I looked it up online." She'd bought it online,
too, forty dollars for Mystica
Glamour. Her dress was slinky
black silk, and made her feel like a very sexy witch. "Now be
quiet. I have to commune with the cosmic forces of darkness."
Lainey tilted her head back, stretched her arms out, closed her
eyes, and hummed tunelessly.

Mitzi crossed her arms and tapped one pointed
toe. "My outfit's more fun."

Something rustled inside Lainey's pink tote. A
tiny head with large, buggy eyes and tufted ears popped
out.

"You brought Mr. Numffis?" Mitzi's turn for
the eye roll.

"He's my familiar. Every witch has to have a
familiar. Where's yours? On your hairbrush?"

Mitzi stuck her tongue out. Lainey pretended
not to notice, closing her eyes to slits. Her nasal hum
intensified.

Mr. Numffis jumped from the tote. He sniffed
at a stack of dusty boxes and sneezed. Mr. Numffis was supposed to
be Mr. Muffins, but no one had checked Lainey's spelling until
after the papers were registered. Lainey hated spelling, all those
little letters drove her mad.

"Mr. Numffis is tinkling on my mom's Christmas
tree," Mitzi said.

Lainey broke off humming to giggle. "Bad
widdle Mistoe Numffis," she scolded in a high voice. She scooped
the dog back into the tote. "Did ums need to tinkoe?"

"Good little dog," Mitzi said. "We're witches.
Aren't we supposed to be evil?"

Lainey cocked her head, thinking it over.
"Very evil."

Mitzi patted Mr. Numffis. "Then let's get on
with it. Let's raise a demon to prove how evil we are, just like in
that book you found."

Lainey nodded, giggles forgotten. "You do the
candles. I'll do the pentagram. I'm better at art than you are."
She dug a handful of colored chalk from under Mr.
Numffis.

The dog objected by hopping out of the tote to
continue his exploration of the attic.

"Here, keep track of this. We'll need it
later." Lainey handed a crumpled sheet of blotchy parchment to
Mitzi. "The candles are inside."

Mitzi unwrapped the candles from the parchment
and set it aside. She didn't think to check the document. Lainey
assured her she'd used a spell checker on it. They'd both giggled
over that one.

"Are you sure these will work?" Mitzi wrinkled
her nose at the pink candles with 'Happy Birthday' stenciled in
gold on the side.

"They were the only ones I could find. When
we're real witches we won't have to borrow from our moms for
ingredients. Then maybe we can try out the really good spells in
the book."

Mitzi peeled plastic wrapping from the
candles.

Lainey hummed as she drew hearts and flower
swirls at each corner of the pentagram sketched on the wooden
floor.

"What did your book say to do now?" Mitzi
cradled the pink candles.

Lainey admired her artwork. "Put one in each
star point and light them. Make sure you go coldwise. And make sure
you don't step over the line."

"Coldwise?" Mitzi asked. "Are you sure that's
what it said?"

"Positive," Lainey wiped a smudge of pink
chalk from the design. "I read it five times to make
sure."

"Which way is coldwise?" Mitzi squinted at the
pentagram.

Lainey sighed. "Am I the only one who thinks
these things through? It's obviously north." Lainey tapped the
cover of her ancient book, The Compendium of Spelles. "The North
Pole is the coldest place on earth so coldwise means start at the
north point of the star and go around the pentagram."

Mitzi set the candles into little glass
holders, setting each on a star point. "Ooo, that pink just matches
the chalk hearts."

"Not very witchy, Mitzi."

"Sorry."

"Light the candles, mistress of darkness!"
Lainey raised her arms over her head. The cheap costume popped a
seam. "It's supposed to do that. It proves I'm channeling the
powers of evil." She twisted, squinting at the rip along her side.
It was just a little tear. No one would notice.

Mitzi picked up the box of matches and struck
one. Flames blossomed. She held it over the first
candle.

"Oh, wait! I almost forgot the paper." Lainey
moved Mr. Numffis off the crinkled parchment then smoothed it over
her leg. The signatures looked gruesome. They'd used their own
blood to sign it, just like the book said. Tomato juice didn't look
the same.

"Ready?" Mitzi asked.

Lainey nodded, her blond hair
bouncing.

Mitzi lit the candle.

"Oh dark lord, we summon thee," Lainey said.
That part she'd made up. She wasn't going to read unless she had
to. "Now you say it."

"Dark lord, we summon thee." Mitzi lit another
candle.

"By all the powers that ebb," Lainey said
loudly.

"That doesn't sound right." Mitzi dropped the
match.

"Who's the head witch here? Who's idea was
this?"

"Yours, Lainey." Mitzi struck another match
and lit the next pink birthday candle.

Lainey held the parchment towards the
fluttering candle flames. "We sell our souls to you!"

Mitzi lit the last candle and stepped back.
"Now what?"

Lainey held the paper. The candles sputtered.
Mr. Numffis lifted his leg at the pentagram. Mitzi nudged him
aside.

Nothing happened.

"We could go to the dance," Mitzi said.
"Justin did say he was bringing..."

"It's working!" Lainey grabbed Mitzi's
arm.

Mist rose in the pentagram, red and white
swirls that reeked of peppermint. Both girls backed away. A form
materialized in the pentagram. The mist spun, lifting to reveal
heavy black boots, topped by baggy red velvet pants.

"Fat Elvis?" Mitzi whispered. "I didn't think
the devil would be so tacky."

The mist revealed a big belly covered by more
red velvet with white fur trim.

"I didn't think he'd be so fat."

"I like the belt. I saw one like it in Fashion
Mod last month."

"You did not. Liar."

"A beard? That is so out. Gross!"

"And he's old. I thought you said he'd be
young and sexy, like in that movie we saw."

The mist cleared, revealing the apparition in
the pentagram.

"Santa?" Mitzi squinted. "Give me that paper!"
She snatched the parchment from Lainey.

"Michelle," Santa said with a bright smile.
"Are you trying for the naughty list this year?"

"It's Mitzi. And we're both going to be evil
witches."

Santa chuckled. "You'll never make it. You
aren't naughty, Michelle, no matter how hard you try. And you,
Elaine, you've always been one of my favorites."

"Lainey, and you know why I changed it. I hate
Elaine."

Santa grinned. "I always enjoyed your letters,
when you were young enough to still send them. Dear Satan," he
quoted. "Most years we figured out what you were asking for,
although that year you asked for a pyno, that was a tough
one."

"I asked for a pony. You left a big, dirty
tree. Mother was furious about the mess on her rug."

"That imitation Persian she's so proud of?"
Santa winked.

"Imitation?" Mitzi lowered the parchment. "O.
M. G. She told my mother it was real. She's been bragging about
that rug since we moved here."

"Your mother's been on my naughty list for
years." Santa shook his head. "Such a pity."

"So why are you here?" Lainey asked. "It isn't
even close to Christmas."

"You summoned me," Santa said. "Nice
pentagram, by the way. I really like the little hearts, so much
better than the usual evil markings."

"We didn't summon you," Lainey tossed her
hair. "We summoned Satan, Lord of Evil."

"No, we didn't." Mitzi read from the
parchment. "We summon thee, Santa, Lord of Elvi. You said you
checked this."

Santa reached for the parchment. "I believe
you both sold your souls to me. It's in writing, signed in blood.
Binding by every rule. I hope you aren't too set on being naughty,
because I can't have that."

"Lainey, you stupid, brainless twit! How could
you do this to us?"

"Me? You were the one telling me to hurry up.
You know how I get when you rush me."

Mr. Numffis scuffled over the chalk markings
and sniffed at Santa's boots. He lifted a leg. Santa scooped him up
in one gloved hand.

"I can't have that on my suit, not my good
one." Santa looked at the girls. He wasn't even a teeny bit jolly
now. "The pentagram is broken. I'm collecting your souls now. The
boys are so looking forward to meeting you."

"Elves. Ew." Mitzi shuddered.

"Are you going to make me wear one of those
green felt skirts with jingle bells?" Lainey glared and crossed her
arms. "Because I refuse. Those are so not in style."

"I had something else in mind." Santa eyed her
sexy witch outfit.

"Won't Mrs. Claus object?" Mitzi
asked.

Santa laughed. "Mrs. Claus? She's a piece of
fiction, dreamed up by a feminist group back in 1921. They couldn't
stand the thought that Santa was a bachelor and very happy that
way. There is no Mrs. Claus."

"No fur trim," Lainey said. "I don't wear real
fur. It's not fair for the animals to have to go naked so I can be
fashionable."

"No fur," Santa agreed.

"What are you going to make us do?" Lainey
challenged him with her stare.

Santa winked. "I have a few ideas. You can't
believe how messy reindeer can be, cooped up in a stable half the
year."

"I am not shoveling reindeer poo. It would
ruin my nails." Lainey spread her hands. The nails were the longest
fake acrylic the salon had, painted bright scarlet.

"How about cookies?" Santa asked.

"Fattening," both girls said.

Santa handed Mr. Numffis to Lainey. "We'll
work something out. Time to go."

He reached across the pentagram and took their
hands. The mist swirled, like a giant candy cane cloud. The
pentagram flared red and green, twinkling like a string of
Christmas lights as it disappeared. All that remained was the
lingering scent of peppermint.


 Always a Bridesmaid

Great-aunt Tildie is tired of being a
bridesmaid. She's determined to be a bride and nothing, not even
being dead, is going to stop her.

 


Great-Aunt Tildie always said she wanted to be a
bride. We thought she was going nuts in her old age. Turns out she
had a deal going with the preacher. Not Reverend Jim, I’m talking
about old Codger Lewis, down in the swamp bottoms, the one everyone
just called Preacher. Codger had one blue eye and one brown one,
least he did before that raccoon took out the blue one, which is
why he looked half-crazed and everyone said he was insane. Except
Great-Aunt Tildie.

Great-Aunt Tildie dropped dead on a Tuesday, two
days before Cousin Lizzie’s wedding. Grandmother Lily and her
sisters decided not to waste the flowers or the food. They
scheduled Tildie’s funeral for the evening after the wedding. Smart
choice, considering it was the hottest July on record and old Doc
Smith wasn’t the best at embalming.

So there we were, at the church, all dressed in our
Sunday finery. The Thursday sun streamed through the stained glass,
painting rainbows across the chapel. William Rutherford, the groom,
fidgeted at the altar, nervous as a cat in a leaky rowboat. Old
Mrs. Wilson tootled the organ, treating us to the same hymn
preludes she’d played for every occasion for the last fifty years.
Great-Aunt Tildie rested in her coffin in the Sunday School room.
Cousin Lizzie primped in the bathroom, waiting for her grand
entrance.

The ancient cooling system puffed and wheezed,
trying to keep up with the rising temperature. Reverend Jim beamed
at the congregation, swaying back and forth in time to Mrs.
Wilson’s rendition of Onward Christian Soldiers. The Reverend had
obviously partaken of the sacramental wine, and a few other
spirits, that morning. As long as he could still say the right
words, Grandmother Lily let it slide.

Aunt Marion, the mother of the bride, finally
entered, bustling to her seat on the very front row. She adjusted
her fussy blue hat, her fat little mouth pinched in a smile of smug
satisfaction. Lyda Thompson Rutherford, mother of the groom,
returned the smile with a grimace. How two feuding families had
managed to arrange a wedding was beyond my twelve-year-old
understanding.

I sweated in the choir loft with the other nine
choir boys. We had a perfect view of the congregation from our
perch on one side of the chapel. Pleasant Green’s church was built
over a hundred and fifty years ago by three drunken Scotchmen,
brothers with their own ideas of how a church should be built. It
wasn’t orthodox, but it was ours, and it was solid with Scottish
know-how and hard work.

Jimmy Duncan flapped his choir robe, creating a
slight breeze and stirring the dust. We giggled and poked each
other.

“I wish she’d hurry up. I’m dying of heat
stroke.” Frankie Tucker tugged his robe away from his
neck.

“Weddings are boring.” Beauford Radley rolled
his eyes and punched Jimmy in the arm.

Mrs. Wilson dropped the military march mid-chorus.
She slammed into the opening chords of the wedding march. All ten
of us boys craned our necks to see the grand entrance of Cousin
Lizzie in her wedding do. The double doors crashed open.

Everyone stifled screams, except drunk Reverend Jim
and blind Mrs. Wilson, at the apparition lurching into the chapel.
Great-Aunt Tildie, sagging in her blue Sunday dress, shambled up
the aisle. Cousin Lizzie’s white veil trailed from her sculpted
white hair. The bridal bouquet wilted in her tightly clenched
fists.

“She’s dead, ain’t she?” Frankie
whispered.

Mrs. Rutherford fainted. Her husband tried to catch
her. Both of them crashed to the floor.

Mrs. Wilson kept playing the wedding march as the
zombified Tildie shuffled forward. Those closest to the aisle
backed away. Great-Aunt Tildie hissed as she passed, face twisted
into a snarl.

The poor groom just stared, his mouth hanging open.
He’d expected Cousin Lizzie, who was very shapely and quite nice to
look at. He was getting ancient, dead Great-Aunt Tildie.

She approached the altar, her snarl changing to a
winsome simper. Her false teeth slipped, popping to the floor with
a clatter. Her eyes rolled in different directions. We caught a
whiff of formaldehyde and lavender powder carried on the laboring
air conditioning. Poor William tried to faint. Great-Aunt Tildie
dumped the bouquet to clutch him instead.

“Always a bridesmaid,” she slurred through her
dead lips. “Not today.”

Mrs. Wilson finished the march. The organ wheezed
into silence.

Reverend Jim beamed. “Dearly beloved, we are
gathered here today to join this couple in holy matrimony.” He
squinted at the couple in front of him. A frown crawled across his
face. He fumbled through his book. “To mourn the loss of our
beloved sister.” He scratched his head. “Now, that ain’t right,
either.”

Great-Aunt Tildie growled. She pushed poor William
to the altar. His white face was frozen in a horrified stare.
Great-Aunt Tildie scared everyone when she was alive. She was five
times more frightening dead.

“Marry us.” Half her lip came loose as she
spoke. The words slurred.

“Mawwie uth,” Jimmy whispered. We all
giggled.

Reverend Jim pawed through the book. “Dearly
beloved, we are gathered here today—” He fumbled through the words,
sweat trickling over his bald head.

“I object!” Grandmother Lily rose to her feet,
straightening to her full five-foot-one-inch height. She cocked her
feathered hat like a battle helmet. “Matilda McPherson, you should
be ashamed of yourself! It’s indecent, that’s what it is. You
should be a proper dead person and stay in your coffin.”

Tildie let go of William, who flopped across the
altar like a dead fish. “Thithter, you thtole my man! Fithty-theven
yearth ago. He wath mine! You made me danth at your wedding.”

Grandmother Lily smiled. “Always a bridesmaid, never
a bride. Served you right.”

“But I wath older!” Tildie lurched towards her
younger sister. “He thould have been mine!”

Reverend Jim flapped his mouth, like a fish on the
dock. He flipped through his book looking for a sermon to match the
occasion. Trouble is, nobody writes sermons about feuding sisters
where one of them is a zombie.

The congregation huddled at the ends of the pews
farthest from the aisle where Tildie stalked, the bridal veil
trailing from one side of her head. Grandmother Lily stood her
ground, facing her sister like a general waiting for the charge.
She raised her lacy sunshade, the pointy end waving at Tildie.

“Do your wortht!” Tildie spread her arms,
growling and sputtering embalming fluid as she shambled down the
aisle.

Lily stabbed her lace umbrella at her sister,
puncturing her middle.

“You tried to bury me in thith hideouth thing,
you wretched man-thtealer!”

“Why don’t you stay dead, Matilda? Contrary to
the very bitter end.” Lily jerked the umbrella free. Fluid spurted
from the hole.

Great-Aunt Tildie smiled, showing gaping gums. She
swung her arm at her sister.

Lily ducked and ran, hobbling because of her
arthritic hip.

“She’s gonna get killed.” Frankie turned to
me, his eyes wide. “You gotta do something to save her, Ewan. She’s
your grandmother.”

“And she’s my great-aunt. I don’t know what I
can do from up here and I ain’t going down there.” I chewed my
thumb, anxious to save Grandmother Lily but unsure how.

“We could throw the hymnals,” Jimmy said. He
plucked them from their box at the end of the row.

“Will they do enough damage to really matter?”
Beauford squinted at the fighting old ladies below.

The rest of the choir boys leaned forward, staring
at me. Jimmy solemnly slid one of the fat old books into my lap. He
nodded at the circling zombie, closing in on my delicate
grandmother.

I swallowed. I leaned over the railing, the book
clutched in one sweaty fist. I took careful aim. The book flew past
Great-Aunt Tildie, knocking flowers and ribbons from the end of the
pew two rows down.

“What you doing, boy?” Codger Lewis lurched
from the shadows at the far end of the choir loft.

The ten of us scrambled for the stairs, too scared
to scream. I shoved Frankie, trying to get him to move faster.
Codger Lewis looked more crazy than normal, his brown eye rolling
madly in its socket.

We scrambled from the stairs into a madhouse.
Great-Aunt Tildie leaked fluids from a dozen stab wounds.
Grandmother Lily, her hat askew, fought like a cornered rat but was
no match for her dead sister’s anger. Tildie grabbed the lacy
umbrella and threw it to one side. It stuck in the chapel wall,
quivering and dripping embalming fluid. Lily finally did the smart
thing and ran for the exit, yanking open the doors to let sunlight
pour into the chapel.

Tildie rotated on one fat leg, backtracking to the
altar and poor William Rutherford, who was just beginning to
wake.

Mrs. Wilson, blind and deaf, pounded out the
recessional march. Organ music blared over the screaming of the
wedding guests as they ran from the chapel.

Reverend Jim saw Tildie coming and ducked under the
altar. One shaky hand snaked up to grab the bottle of wedding wine,
pulling it under the white altar cloth.

Tildie roared her anger. Her lip came loose, flying
through the air to land on William’s forehead. His eyes crossed,
his face turned green, and he passed out again, sliding down the
altar to the floor.

I crouched behind the last pew with Frankie and
Jimmy. We watched the horrible scene unfold.

Codger Lewis stalked from the choir loft stairs, an
evil grin twisting his face. “Is this sufficient, Tildie, my
dear?”

“No groom!” she bellowed, hampered just a
little by her lack of lips. “No bride!”

The door to the back room slammed open. Cousin
Lizzie stood framed in the opening, hair wild and her face set in
the most ferocious scowl I’ve ever seen any of my female relatives
wear. My heart stopped cold.

“I think I’m in love,” Jimmy whispered. “She’s
even more beautiful angry. Think she’d kiss me if I saved her from
your Great-Aunt?”

“Shut up!” I punched his arm.

He grinned as he rubbed the spot. He spit into his
hand. “Bet you I can get her to kiss me. Two bucks.”

“Done.” Frankie grabbed his hand before I
could.

I elbowed them both. “This ain’t the time. We have
to stop her.”

“You fiend!” Lizzie’s bosom heaved.
Considering how much she had to heave, all three of us stopped
breathing, eyes glued to the spectacle. Lizzie marched towards
Great-Aunt Tildie. “You ruined my wedding! This is my day and it is
going to be perfect! No dried-up prune is going to ruin my
ceremony! You can go to hell where you belong!” She flung herself
onto Great-Aunt Tildie, fists and feet flying. Her wedding dress,
hoop skirt and all, belled up.

Jimmy rose to his feet to get a better look at my
sister’s underthings as she pummeled the zombie.

Cousin Lizzie screeched like a stuck pig as she tore
Tildie’s hair from her head in great handfuls. Tildie stumbled in
circles, growling and swinging her hands like claws.

Frankie grabbed my arm, nudging me to look to the
side. Codger Lewis mumbled to himself, flipping his fingers in
weird little twitches.

“He’s doing it. Old Codger is controlling the
zombie.” Frankie narrowed his eyes. “We stop him, we stop her. You
gotta do it, Ewan. It’s your family.”

“Do what? How am I gonna stop Codger Lewis?” I
was a scrawny twelve. Beauford was the muscle of our group. Frankie
was the brains. I was the provider of filched food and the
clubhouse where we met.

“You gotta kill him.” Frankie solemnly handed
me his pocketknife.

“I can’t kill him, not with this.”

“It’s all we got.”

“Why can’t I get Beauford to do
it?”

“Because Beauford ran off outside with the
others. And she’s your great-aunt.” Frankie nodded to the crazy old
man. “Do it quick, while he’s not looking.”

I fingered the knife. I couldn’t do it. I couldn’t
stab a man, even if he was a crazy evil sorcerer who’d raised my
creepy great-aunt from her coffin. “Can I just knock him senseless
with a hymnal?”

“If it don’t work, you’re gonna have to kill
him.”

Jimmy clutched his shirt, right over his heart. “I
love your cousin, Ewan. She’s got the best looking legs I ever did
see.”

I peered over the edge of the pew. Cousin Lizzie
rode Great-Aunt Tildie, clutching her in the classic piggyback
position. Her skirts floated around her waist, exposing more
womanly shape than any of us had ever seen. All three of us stared
as Lizzie screamed like a banshee. Tildie stamped in circles, her
head completely bald, her arms swinging in wild circles as she
tried in vain to remove the bride from her back.

“You can’t even be a decent bridesmaid, you
old hag!” Lizzie pounded on Tildie’s head with both fists. “You
couldn’t even wait to die. You ruined my wedding. My
wedding!”

“Mine!” Tildie shouted. “My
wedding!”
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