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​ Think your high school experience was
Hell?

 


Vampires, werewolves, mummies,
ghouls . . .

and brickhead idiot students.

 


Welcome to Grant-Williams High.
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​ Hell Week at
Grant-Williams High

Grant-Williams High: 1st Adventure

 


 


Emily and Jimmy Ross did not look forward to
Monday of Finals week at Grant-Williams High. Emily was a senior
and Jimmy a freshman, and Finals week was not called Hell Week for
nothing by the terrified students. That’s because during Hell Week
not only were the exams hellish, but all of the faculty and staff
turned into monsters.

Real monsters.

Grant-Williams High School was supposedly
situated on top an old Native American burial ground, or maybe it
was just a colonial graveyard, but tradition had it that the school
was basically smack dab in the middle of a gateway to Hell.

Real Hell.

“Listen to me carefully, weenie,” said Emily
to Jimmy on Sunday night. “I am only going to say this once, and
for your own good you’d better pay attention. I survived Hell Week
at Grant Williams three times already, and I am a pro. Okay? So you
listen to me, and you do exactly what I say.”

“Yeah, okay, right,” Jimmy said. “What happens
if I don’t, croc-face?” Like he was going to believe this bull from
his scrawny stuck-up older sister. All the freshmen got a load of
it from the upperclassmen for the duration of the final semester,
over and over.

“What happens is, the monsters get your
sorry ass, is what,” Emily said. “And then you turn into a monster
too, and you get to come back and teach here when you’re old and
grown up.”

“No way,” Jimmy said.

“You just wait and see. Mañana it all
becomes clear,” said Emily.

“Oh yeah? Okay, that’s it. I am telling Mom
word for word what you just said to me. If that doesn’t prove that
you’re a sadist sicko then I just don’t know what will. This is
officially Not Funny Anymore. Get to hear it from all the
sophomores at school, and now my own croc-face sister. It’s bad
enough I have to pass Algebra One, and History, and I still haven’t
read any of last week’s final chapters. . . .”

Emily scrunched up her face and said, “You
try telling Mom and she’ll only get mad at you for making things
up, or think you are having a weenie stress breakdown. She’ll make
an appointment with her shrink for you. You want that to happen?
You want an hour with Dr. Brieffe, one on one, in a dimly-lit room
with pan-flute and self-affirmations?”

“You’re just full of contemporary
coprolite,” Jimmy said, as he slammed the door to his room in
Emily’s face, and jumped into bed, pulling the covers over his
PJs.

“Fine, don’t believe me.” Emily’s bored
voice came from the other side of the door. And then, after a long
pause, “I left the Supernatural Protection Kit for you on the
floor, right here, in the gym bag. Take it with you in the morning,
ye weenie boy of little faith, if you know what’s good for you.
Nite!”

“Go to hell!” said Jimmy, turning off the
light.

“Tomorrow, both of us will,” she said from
the hallway.

Jimmy then heard her bedroom door click
shut. Okay, this really was not funny at all.

 


* * *

 


Emily and Jimmy both woke up before the
alarm rang, and were downstairs in the bluish pre-dawn light,
rummaging through the refrigerator for pop tarts and their
lunches.

Emily had a big gym bag with her, just like the
one that Jimmy found on the floor in front of his room. And with a
blank look on her face she was stuffing it with Kosher horseradish
jars and cloves of garlic, several small bottles of stuff that
looked like herbal supplements and vitamin pill bottles, and
possibly a tube of anti-itch ‘roid cream. He could also see some
wooden dowels sticking out, a small toolbox with hammer and nails,
and what looked like a water pistol. Her lunch went in last, and
Jimmy stared at her open-mouthed.

“I was so not kidding you,” Emily
said. “Get your own bag and start packing.”

“Shit . . .” Jimmy said.

Later, just as Mom came downstairs yawning,
they were both gulping down their orange juice, ready to head out
the door.

“Good luck on your AP English final, honey,”
Mom said to Emily. “And Jimmy, hope you finished reading those
history chapters. Mr. Levinson’s final will be tough, but I know
you’ll do fine!”

“Thanks, Mom. . . .”

“Drive carefully, Emily, okay? I am going to
take your Dad’s car, and you can use the pickup today, okay?”

“Okay, Mom, thanks.”

“Jimmy, why do you have those big bags? Is
this some kind of PE equipment? I thought track was all done for
the semester?”

“No big deal, Mom,” Emily said. “Jimbus’s
just helping me carry some graduation party stuff for the senior
class Ditch Day, you know, next Wednesday.”

“Ah. Okay, great,” Mom said. “You be good,
both of you, okay?”

“Oh yeah, real good,” Jimmy muttered.

And they were off.

As they were pulling into the school parking
lot, Emily was giving Jimmy the rundown in a very military tone
that he’d gotten used to hearing from Her Crocodileness. Only this
time it didn’t bother him so much, since this big-ass ugly chunk of
polar ice seemed to have settled in his stomach out of nowhere. He
felt distant and kind of sick from the cold thing just sitting in
there. Like, you know, if there was an ice-cold brick of Ben
& Jerry’s in your stomach, you wouldn’t enjoy the
sensation.

“Just remember this, no place is safe,”
Emily was saying. “First thing, before homeroom, we all meet near
the freshman lockers, just around the corner where the bathrooms
are, but not the ones near the principal’s office, the other side,
okay? You got that? This is serious.”

“Who’s we?”

“Everyone we know, Michael and Sandeep and
my friends. You can round up your friends too, whassisname Theo and
Aaron and whoever else. You’ll see, pretty much the whole school’s
gonna be split up in packs, friends with friends. Anyone else
that’s left, the few loners, will be monster chow before the first
recess.”

“Uh-uh.”

“Let me repeat that, no place is safe. Not
even the bathrooms, since staff and cleaning people go there, and
they are all monsters too. Okay, one small exception, if a woman
monster is after you, you can hide in the boys’ room, and vice
versa. The teachers don’t know they are monsters, so in that sense
they will still be predictable, they’ll still behave more or less
like all’s normal. Oh yeah, another safe time is if a parent’s
there with you. Parents cannot see the monsters, so they behave as
normal.”

“This is way crazy, Em,” Jimmy said,
scratching the back of his neck where the label of his t-shirt
tickled him. “I mean, you’ve got to be aware of how crazy
this sounds.”

Emily said nothing, but turned with a screech of
tires into the closest open parking space near the school entrance,
just barely missing hitting a couple of freshman girls, who cried,
“Watch it, bitch!”

“Monster chow . . .” said
Emily in a hard voice, and parked the pickup.

They got their backpacks crammed with
notebooks and textbooks, and also the two gym bags that Emily
continued to
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