My eyes strained to see into the darkness. The hallway stretched on until it faded into a black abyss filled with inky…..blackness. Eh, what’s that? Movement. Slow, shuffling. Hmmm… 

“Thunder,” I whispered. A pause.

“Flash,” came the response. Ty. “You seen anybody else on our team?”
“Chad was downstairs. Aaron’s prolly jerkin’ in a closet somewhere.” He laughed. I laughed. We both laughed. Then we stood in silence for five minutes.
“Ok, let’s head ‘er into the Anthrax,” said Ty. 

“Don’t you mean Narthex?” I queried.


“You’re a query.”


“Wait, how did you….this is supposed to be spoken. Just play along.”


“Roger dodger.”

We crept slowly down the hall, and peeked around the corner into the Narthex. Nothin. Along the counter we crouched, inching slowly across the room. Ty munched on a candy bar. I wrote an Italian sonnet. Finally we made it to the bottom of the balcony stairs.

“Alright, you go up and—“ Suddenly a raucous cry broke from above.


“SUCK MY JUNK YOU COCKMANGLERS!”

I paused.

“….God?”


“COME OUT WITH YOUR PANTS DOWN!” It was ferocity unleashed. It was the very voice of evil. It was Greg. Ty looked at me.


“I’m going through the church. You take care of Mr. Hyper Pants.”


“Oh I’ll take care of his pants alright.”


“…………..What??”


“Just go.” Ty slipped through the glass doors. I looked up the steps. This had to be quick. Greg was big, but he was fast for his size. Like a puma. Or a manatee. I drew my semi-automatic airsoft pistol and checked the 20 round clip. 3…2…1. I bolted up the steps and vaulted over the wall at the top. Greg was nowhere to be seen. And then I felt the full force of a church hymnal impacting the back of my head.

“I’ll smite thee dead, heathen!” Greg cried. I whirled around. Punches were exchanged. Titties were twisted. Noogies were administered. Then he threw me over the railing. 


Thanks to my Chinese wire team I landed next to the pews without incident. The church was silent. Then, a faint crackling was heard over the speakers. Suddenly the sounds of Slipknot were blasting over the sound system. The lights on the altar lit up, revealing Mike, standing next to a goat carcass, about to set it aflame.


“Satan! Lord of the Underworld! Fill me with the almighty darkness! HAHAHAHAHA!” he shouted. Bolz stood nearby, looking prissy.


“Ehhh, I did NOT have anything to do with this. Mike shut your filthy crackwhore mouth!” Bolz said prissily. I approached him.


“Hey Bolz I think I saw Aaron standing by your car with a golf club.” His eye began twitching and a strange gurgling noise emitted from his throat. Suddenly he was gone, the church doors swinging wildly in his wake. I noticed Ty sitting stoically in one of the pews.

“Sup boy?” I asked.


“Well, I walked in and saw this—“


“THE PRINCE OF DARKNESS CONSUMES ME WITH HIS ETERNAL FLAAAAAAAAAME!”


“—and I just felt like sitting. Hey have you seen Ann anywhere?”


“I’m right here!” said Ann as she materialized next to Ty. “I was digging in one of the classrooms and made a teleporter with a stapler and some Elmer’s glue. Neat huh?”


There was a long pause. I glanced behind me. The altar was a blazing inferno, with Mike sitting off to the side, chewing on goat meat. He waved. We waved back.


“Well,” I said, “I’m off. Now don’t go gettin’ any ideas from Mike and start making a campfire. Heh heh….heh…….ehhhh…” There was a longer pause then before. “Alright, well. Later.”

I headed out into the hallway. Chad came running by with a suckling pig slung over his shoulders and a bottle of KFC Masterpiece Sauce stuck in his belt.

“I got chips and potato salad on the way. There’s one HELLUVA barbeque goin’ on in the church!” he exclaimed. He continued on, trailing a chain of sausage links.

I stepped outside to find Jepp dipping arrows into a bucket of gasoline, then firing them into the trees. Aaron and Sarah stood nearby. I approached.


“You know, uh, Mike’s kinda got a sacrificial devil thing goin’ on up on the altar. Might wanna check it out.”


“You don’t say,” Jepp replied. He gathered his arrows and put them in a quiver on his back. Grabbing his bow, he snuck around the corner of the church and disappeared. Minutes later I heard screaming, followed by terrible, terrible silence. I walked over to Aaron and Sarah.


“Sup yo?” I asked.


“Yo yo foshizzle my nizzle bodizzle……izzle. Yeah.” Aaron responded.


“Howdy,” added Sarah. They were eating cookies. She handed me a bucket. And another bucket. Aaron was holding four buckets. There were a dozen buckets stacked in a wagon. Jepp’s truck was filled with buckets. Cookies flowed from every window of Jepp’s house. 

“I was feeling ambitious so I made some cookies I like baking cookies it’s a fun thing to do do you ever bake cookies I like to Aaron likes cookies so I make a lot of cookies hey we should go inside and bake some cookies.” Sarah then took another chug from her can of Code Red. Aaron held up a small handwritten note: “GET SEDATIVES. NOW.” I slowly backed away.

I walked over to my car and grabbed my CDs out of the back seat. As I headed back towards the church, I realized that for all their quirks, my friends were pretty cool.
Well, ‘cept for that one humpin’ his Mustang.
Adam Smith
